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Prologue

	 

	Jeff was on his knees. His arms were tied at the wrists. He wore a short frilly pink dress, akin to a little girl’s party dress, and pink high-heeled T strap Mary Janes. His face was covered in makeup. He smelled of perfume. Behind him, his wife Tiffany was strapping something onto her waist. He couldn't see what it was, but he had a good guess what was coming. This was not at all what he expected when he tried to make his wife more sexually aggressive. He needed to find a way out this mess immediately... but he was trapped.

	 


Chapter 1: “Jeff Tries Hypnotizing His Wife”

	 

	Jeff Russell watched his wife Tiffany get dressed in her jeans and flats and an old tee shirt. He sighed. She put two studs in her ears and went to the kitchen. She never even looked at the makeup she rarely wore anymore. She hadn't worn a skirt or heels in months either that he could remember. He missed the way she used to dress.

	When they first married, she made a serious effort to look nice for him every single day. She also seemed much more sexually adventurous. But over time, all that stopped. These days, she dressed purely for comfort and she treated sex as a chore, to be done once a month in the most boring way possible.

	Of course, this was largely Jeff ’s own fault. When they first met, he worked a fairly typical job which gave him loads of time in the evenings and on weekends. But a few months after their marriage, he started his own business and that kept him busy all the time. That meant he rarely saw Tiffany, and when he did, he was too tired to do much more than eat dinner and fall asleep. Tiffany put up with this the best she could, but as the days passed, she became increasingly unhappy and began to lose her interest in Jeff.

	Ironically, Jeff s small business ran so well that he could afford to take lots of time off if he wished. Indeed, his secretaries, Elaine and Clara, were excellent and efficient, and the young woman he hired out of college two years before to help him manage projects, Helen, was exemplary and could be trusted to run the office in his absence. But Jeff was a control freak by nature, and his need to micromanage everything kept him at the office constantly. That was slowly destroying his marriage.

	Unfortunately, Jeff didn't understand this.

	After Tiffany grabbed her breakfast, she left to see her friend Jill. Jeff got dressed and went to the office. Thoughts about his marriage and about Tiffany filled his mind. After giving “the girls,” as he called them, instructions on what projects to work on today, he retreated to his own office. His office had glass walls which let him see everything going on in the outer office. From here, he could watch Clara and Elaine gossip as they drank their morning coffee. Helen, on the other hand, always got right to work. Jeff wondered if any of them would have become as boring as Tiffany if he'd married them.

	As Jeff contemplated this, he couldn't help but notice that the girls continued to ignore his dress code. This annoyed him. Since he couldn't tell Tiffany how to dress, he decided to do the next best thing: he imposed a dress code at work. He did this about a week before, but the girls ignored it. He determined to fix that soon, but right now his thoughts were on Tiffany.

	“There's got to be something I can do,” he said to himself

	He turned on his computer and pulled up the net.

	“Somebody's got to have some advice, right?”

	For the next hour, Jeff read news articles, bulletin boards and blogs, none of which told him anything. Most suggested “trying to get the spark back” into the relationship, but they were vague about how to do that, and the few things they advised weren't things that would work with Tiffany.

	Jeff sighed and went to turn off his computer. Then he noticed a small ad in the comer of his screen: “Change Your Loved One Through Hypnosis!”

	Jeff laughed. “Yeah, right, that stuff doesn't work!” he said.

	He went to close out the screen, but then he stopped.

	“What if it does work?” he asked himself He shook his head. “No, this is a bad idea. It will never work and it's just a waste of money!”

	He again reached out to shut down his computer, but again he stopped. “But what if it does work?”

	Curiosity finally got the better of Jeff and he clicked the link. That led him to a massive catalogue of CDs which were supposed to do anything from stopping someone smoking to helping them lose weight. Behind the first page, after he clicked that he was over eighteen, was an entirely different set of CDs. One in particular caught his attention: “Frumpy to Fashion Model.” It read:

	“Turn any woman from a slouch to a fashion model. High heels, tight skirts, silky dresses, lingerie! Play this CD on a loop until you get the effect you want. Your money back if not satisfied!”

	Jeff read the details five times. Then he laughed. Then he leaned back and shook his head at his own stupidity for even considering this. Finally, he bought it.

	A week later, Jeff came home to find a package sitting on the table in the foyer. It was addressed from Express Markets.

	“Tiff, what's this?” he asked.

	“I don't know, honey,” she responded from the kitchen, where she was preparing dinner. “It was on the doorstep and it was addressed to you, so I figured it was something to do with work.”

	Jeff shook the box.

	“So what is it, honey?” Tiffany asked as she came to the foyer.

	He was about to rip the box open when he suddenly remembered what he'd ordered. He put the box under his arm. “Oh, it's nothing, it's some CDs for work. I'd forgotten that I'd ordered them,” he said.

	“Ok, well, dinner will be ready in half an hour,” she said and she kissed him on the cheek.

	“Great. Let me wash up and then I'll join you.”

	Jeff took the box to his study and opened it. Inside, he found a compact disc labelled “Frumpy to Fashion Model” and a set of instructions. The instructions said the CD was subliminal and could not be heard by normal human hearing. The user was to insert the CD into a stereo or set of headphones and play it on a loop. This would imprint the idea that the listener should begin dressing like a fashion model. It also warned that the user should not listen to the CD themselves or they would receive the same imprint, and it promised money back if not entirely satisfied.

	“We'll see about that,” Jeff said with a laugh. He still assumed this was a rip-off, but he figured there was no harm in trying. It only cost him a couple dollars after all.

	Jeff set the disc on his desk to wait until morning. Then, before Jeff left for work in the morning, while Tiffany was still in the shower, he went to the large stereo in the living room, the one they never used. He plugged the CD into the stereo, turned the volume up and hit play. He heard nothing, though he saw the lights on the receiver bounce up and down, which told him something was happening.

	“Well see,” he said doubtfully and he suddenly felt very stupid for even trying this. Still, he'd come this far.

	Jeff called out that he was leaving.

	Over the next few days, little changed. Each morning, Jeff turned on the CD before he left for work and he turned it off again when he came home at night, but he saw no changes in Tiffany. He knew he shouldn't have expected anything, but it still disappointed him a bit. By Thursday night, he realized he'd been acting foolishly and he decided to stop playing the CD. Unbeknownst to Jeff, however, his plan had been discovered that very day.

	“You seem upset,” said Tiffany's best friend Jill.

	“I am.

	Jill frowned. “Wanna talk about it?”

	Tiffany collapsed into her chair. “Tell me the truth, am I ugly?”

	Jill laughed. “No!” Then she furrowed her brow. “Who told you that you were?”

	Tiffany sighed. “I mean, when you look at me, do I look ugly to you?”

	“No, of course, not! What makes you say that?!”

	Tiffany took a deep breath and pulled a piece of paper from her purse.

	“You're not going to believe this.”

	“Believe what?”

	Tiffany handed the paper to Jill. “I found this in Jeff s study. He bought some sort of hypnotic CD which is supposed to make me dress better! I even found the CD in the stereo. He's apparently been playing it while he's at work.” She began to cry.

	“What a bastard!” Jill exclaimed. “Seriously, what a bastard! Not only is this really snide to suggest you don't dress nicely, but to try to brainwash you?! What a jerk!” Jill's face was bright red with anger.

	Tiffany wiped away her tears. “Tell me honestly, do I dress nicely? know I don't make as much effort as I used to, but… still.” She left the rest of her thought unsaid.

	Jill bit her lip. She was never one to lie to her friend, but she also didn't want to hurt her feelings, and it was true that Tiffany just didn't worry about her appearance anymore. Jill didn't know what to say, but the pause in her answer said enough.

	Tiffany sighed and shook her head. “I know I haven't dressed as nicely as I used to, but I just haven't felt appreciated lately. Jeff never has time for me.”

	Jill hugged her. “Tiff, how you dress is about you, not him. You should want to look good for yourself, not to please some jerk who would try to hypnotize you. Seriously, he's pathetic!”

	It took Tiffany several minutes to respond. “I think you're right.”

	“Of course, I am.”

	Friday morning, Tiffany got up slightly earlier than normal because she couldn't sleep. She was still thinking about the hypnotic CD. She wasn't sure if she should confront Jeff about this or just let it go. She also wasn't sure if maybe she didn't want to change the way she dressed after all. She got dressed in her normal jeans and tee shirt and was about to head for the kitchen when she decided that maybe it was time for a change. She sat down at her makeup table and applied lipstick. Then she picked out some nice, dangly earrings. After that, she painted her fingernails pink. Jeff watched all of this from the bed in utter amazement.

	“That's got to be a coincidence,” he said to himself

	When her nails dried, Tiffany blushed her hair and touched up her lipstick.

	“I love that colour on you, darling,” Jeff said, trying to encourage her in any event.

	She smiled and walked off .

	Jeff wasn't sure if this meant anything, but this had his attention. If it wasn't the CD, then it was a huge coincidence. He decided to keep playing the CD to see if more changes might not be forthcoming. Thus, once again, he started the CD before he left for work.

	Tiffany turned off the CD the moment Jeff left. She shook her head angrily. She really didn't like being treated this way. Nevertheless, as her day progressed, she began to notice a payoff from dressing nicer. For one thing, she did indeed feel a little sexier, and when she went to the store, she even got a compliment, something she hadn't gotten in some time. Maybe dressing a little nicer was a good idea after all, even if it was Jeff s asinine scheme which caused her to realize this. Yes, she decided, this was a good idea.

	Jeff was excited the following morning when Tiffany again put on lipstick and dangly earrings. He was even more excited when she put on a nice top instead of her usual tee shirt and when she slipped into sandals with two-inch wedge heels instead of sneakers.

	“This hypnosis garbage really does work!” Jeff told himself, and that's how it seemed to him over the next two weeks as, little by little, Tiffany changed her wardrobe. She painted her toenails. She added blush and eyeliner and lip liner. She switched from jeans to slacks and he even saw her fingering some of her skirts.

	The wedges were now a wardrobe staple as were blouses and other feminine tops.

	She'd even begun to wear perfume again.

	“What are you grinning at?” asked Tiffany with a smile as she applied her makeup.

	“Nothing.”

	“Well, it's nice to see you so happy,” she said.

	“You look really nice,” he added.

	She smiled. “Thank you.

	“I mean it, you're really beautiful and I love the way you're dressing.”

	She smiled again. “I just felt like it was time to stop looking so sloppy all the time,” she said. She still wasn't sure if she wanted to confront him about the CD or just write it off as a plea for change. It wasn't like his plan worked, so she didn't feel all that angry about it. Moreover, it had taught her that she had been neglecting an important part of herself and she felt much better now that she had regained the sense of respect that caring about one's appearance brings.

	Jeff hugged her tightly before kissing her on the lips. “Well, I approve.” She patted his hand.

	Suddenly, his smile twisted into a smirk. Maybe, he thought, he could push things along? “You know what would look great though? How about some high heels?”

	Tiffany furrowed her brow. “Heels?! I hate heels. They're bad for your feet, they're uncomfortable, and they make me feel like I'm helpless. I'm not wearing heels.” She pointed at the low-heeled wedges on her feet. “This is as far as that's going,” she said and she walked off “If you like heels, then you wear them!” she called out as she disappeared down the hallway.

	Jeff twisted his lips. “Shoot! I guess there are limits.”

	For the next week, Jeff watched happily as Tiffany continued to improve her wardrobe choices. Skirts and dresses reappeared and soon the pants were all but forgotten. Tiffany enjoyed this as well. She'd forgotten how much she loved the freedom of free flowing skirts, how much she loved the feeling of being hugged by tight skirts, and how much she loved the feeling of the wind against her legs beneath her skirts. She'd forgotten all of this because wearing jeans had become too simple. She was beginning to revel in rediscovering her femininity.

	Jill noticed that she was a good deal happier too. “You look great!”

	“Thanks, I think this dress does wonders for my eyes,” Tiffany said.

	“That's not what I mean. I mean you look happy and relaxed and confident and all kinds of things I haven't seen you be in awhile.”

	Tiffany smiled. “I feel that way too. I'm starting to realize I was in a rut and I gave up so many of the things I loved just because it was easy. Finding that stupid hypnosis CD has been the best thing to ever happen to me.”

	“Does he know yet that you found it?”

	“No. He still plugs it in every morning and I turn it off right after he leaves. I turn it back on right before he comes home though, so he doesn't know.”

	“Why don't you confront him?

	“This may sound strange, but I want to see where he goes with it. Right now he thinks he's getting away with it. I want to see what he tries when he thinks it's worked.”

	Jill shrugged her shoulders. “I guess that makes sense. I can tell you though, I'd be furious at Mark if he tried that with me.”

	Tiffany laughed. “Part of me is furious, but the bigger part of me is happy that he's opened my eyes, even if it was purely by accident. I really feel like our relationship is getting stronger again, and it's reminded me how much I love him.

	Later that afternoon, Tiffany found herself staring at her shoes. She had several pairs of high heels, she just rarely wore them. It wasn't that they were that uncomfortable, as she'd told Jeff, it was more that she didn't feel right wearing them around the house. That seemed kind of slutty. But then she began to realize that several of her friends wore them all the time and so many women wore them everywhere these days that she began to think that maybe she was wrong about this. Not to mention, heels would make her legs look fantastic and they would really go with some of the clothes she wore now, which just looked odd with flats.

	Tiffany pulled a pair of simple black pumps from her closet. These had a thick three-inch heel and a large silver buckle over the toe. They weren't her highest, but they were both fashionable and comfortable. She slipped into them and moved around the room. She smiled. Jeff smiled too when he came home and saw Tiffany wearing a black sheath dress and black high-heeled pumps while she was cooking dinner.

	“I love that you're wearing heels again,” said Jeff 

	“It's all part of looking good,” she said.

	Jeff smirked. “But I thought you hated heels?”

	She shrugged her shoulders. “They're ok. You just have to get used to them.”

	“And you're used to them?”

	“Pretty much. Plus, I like how they make my legs look.”

	“Well, I'm glad. You look great!”

	She kissed him. “Thank you, honey!”

	“We should go to dinner tomorrow to celebrate!”

	“Celebrate what?” she asked, suddenly keenly aware that he viewed this as a triumph of the hypnotic CD.

	He paused. “Just celebrate,” he said cautiously.

	“Celebrate my wearing high heels? Is this some sort of fetish?” she asked, teasing him, knowing that he didn't dare tell her about the CD.

	Jeff blushed. “Uh, no. Just celebrate.”

	Tiffany laughed. She got a kick out of making him uncomfortable about this. He deserved it.

	They went out the following night for dinner as promised. Since she had begun dressing up again, Jeff made sure to reward her with a steady stream of compliments and by taking her out on dates, something they hadn't done in over a year. She loved both, and Jeff loved the fact she wore heels again, something she now did more and more. Within a couple weeks, she practically lived in heels.

	 


Chapter 2: “The Dress Code”

	 

	With things moving nicely at home, Jeff s thoughts turned to the office. The office was well run and profitable. Indeed the girls worked hard and achieved a lot. Helen in particular had a knack for managing the work they got even though she was still very young. Clara and Elaine were highly dependable as well. What bothered Jeff, however, was that the girls continued to ignore the dress code.

	Jeff had created the dress code several weeks prior as an outlet for his wish that Tiffany would dress better. He couldn't control Tiffany, but he could control the girls. At least, he thought he could. But despite repeated attempts to push them, they still refused to comply, and it was beginning to bother him a lot. For one thing, these women were very attractive and he really did want to see them in tight skirts and high heels and fully made-up. That would excite him. For another, to be boss, he needed to be able to assert his authority, and if he couldn't get the girls to comply with the dress code, then he didn't really have authority. Thus, in his mind, each day they ignored his order was another day of erosion of his power. It was time to put his foot down.

	“Girls, I'd like to speak to you, please,” he announced.

	Each of the women looked up from the projects they were working on. They rose from their desks and came to his office, where they stood around his desk as he remained seated.

	“I think we need to revisit the dress code.”

	Elaine immediately rolled her eyes. “Oh come on, boss!” she said. He wanted them to call him “boss” rather than by his name because he felt the title gave him added authority. “What does it matter how we dress as long as we're getting everything done?”

	“It matters because I want to see the office looking more professional,” he said.

	“What parts of the dress code are you talking about?” asked Clara.

	“AII of it.”

	Clara frowned. “I hate heels!”

	“You'll get used to them,” Jeff said, thinking back to how Tiffany had gotten used to them as well.

	“Are you going to wear them too, boss?” asked Clara pointedly.

	“No.”

	“Why not?”

	Jeff frowned at her. “Because I'm a man.”

	“So because you have something hanging between your legs, you're excused?”

	“No, I'm excused, because I'm the boss,” he said defensively. “Look, I've made up my mind. I'm putting my foot down on this”

	Each of the women visibly exhaled to show their displeasure.

	“My mind is made up,” he repeated. “I expect each of you to comply with the dress code starting tomorrow.”

	They said nothing.

	“Now get back to work. I want you all working on Celtel Co,” he said.

	They left his office silently and remained in foul moods all day. The following morning, Jeff expected to see a dramatic change. He didn't. Each of them made only half-hearted attempts to comply with the dress code. If anything, they looked less professional than they had the day before.

	“I told you all that you need to comply with the dress code,” he said.

	“We did,” said Clara.

	Jeff furrowed his brow. “Hardly.”

	Clara folded her arms. “Everything we're wearing conforms to the dress code,” she said defiantly

	“Clara's right,” said Elaine.

	“To the letter,” added Helen.

	Jeff glared at the women. He looked them up and down. Yes, they had technically met the requirements of the dress code, but none of them looked the least bit professional or sexy. “Look, I'm not going to rescind the dress code, so you all need to come to terms with it. I'm the boss and you have to wear what I tell you. Unless you want me to really tighten it up, then you better deal with it in good faith The women grumbled, but said nothing.

	Jeff continued. “Why don't you all go to lunch and think about it.”

	When the women left, Jeff went to his desk and pulled out the hypnosis CD he had used on Tiffany. He knew they would fight him on the dress code and he decided that because this had worked so well on Tiffany, he would use it on them as well.

	“If this works, in a couple weeks, I'll have the home and office I want!” he said with a laugh.

	He put the CD into the office stereo and hit play. As before, he heard nothing, but he knew it was working. He put the disc on loop so it would play all day and he made sure to unplug the stereo feed to his office. He didn't want to be subject to this CD, after all. Then he went to his office and closed the door. Clara, Elaine and Helen never noticed anything.

	That night, Jeff sat in his study surfing the web on his laptop. Tiffany was in the kitchen cooking dinner. She wore a green and white housedress and black stilettos. She'd had her hair done at the salon and she looked ravishing. But something was still missing, and this was bothering Jeff To put it simply, Tiffany bored him in bed. He had hoped that she would become more adventurous after she began dressing more sexily, but she hadn't. This frustrated Jeff, who had a great many things he wanted to try.

	Jeff returned to the site where he bought the hypnosis CD. He clicked through to the adult page. He never would have considered this in the past, but the dress-up CD worked so well that he wondered if the other CDs might not just be worth it as well.

	“I’ve got nothing to lose,” he said.

	Jeff read through the list. There were a lot of interesting things he wanted to try: exhibitionism, blow jobs, lesbians, even a little BDSM. But the one which really caught his eye was a femdom CD. It wasn't that he had a fetish for the idea, it was what the CD promised. It promised to make Tiffany more adventurous! It read:

	“Turn your pussycat into a tiger, while you play the kitten. This CD is guaranteed to bring out the confident demanding lover you always wanted, to turn any woman from a demure flower into a raging fire. And best of all, you control the level of aggressiveness you want! From simple sexual aggressor to being the ultimate Bitch Goddess, make your lover the domme of your dreams!”

	The idea of making Tiffany more sexually aggressive sat well with Jeff He didn't really want a domme per se, but if he could get Tiffany more interested in sex again, particularly if he could get her to be more creative and assertive in bed, then this would totally be worth the price. But could he really hypnotize her like this? It seemed wrong to him. Still, he told himself, “Of course, it might save our sex life. That's worth something, right?

	He read the description again. Then he chuckled. “What have I got to lose?”

	The following day, Jeff was shocked to see Helen, Elaine and Clara all dressed extremely well. Each wore a tight skirt, stockings, makeup and between four and five-inch heels. Moreover, they seemed happy about it. Jeff assumed this had to be the result of the CD, but he had no idea why it had worked so fast on them. It took a week before Tiffany even began showing signs and yet the girls seem to have succumbed overnight.

	“Maybe they got a higher exposure?” he told himself “They sat quietly in the office all the day but Tiffany moved around the house a lot and even left the house throughout the day.” He scratched his head. “Or maybe they're just more susceptible?”

	In any event, Jeff was happy about this turn of events. He called them all together. “I'm glad to see you've all taken to the dress code,” he said cautiously.

	Clara giggled. “Oh yeah, we decided we were being silly.”

	“And you don't mind the heels?” he asked.

	Each of the women looked down at their feet and then the feet of the other women.

	“No, not really,” said Helen. “There's something nice about feeling taller. People respect you more... it helps with clients.”

	“Yeah, plus, it's not like they're that uncomfortable!” Elaine added.

	“Yeah, you should wear them yourself, boss,” Clara said with a smile and a wink.

	“Well, I'm glad you're all taking this so well. You'll see, it will make the office more professional and that will help business,” he said. Plus, if he was being honest, watching them tottering around in their high heels would give him a solid erection too, and that's what he really wanted.

	Things continued like this for several days. At home, Tiffany dressed exquisitely and at work the girls dressed somewhere between sexy and professional. Jeff felt really happy about this. Now he just needed to open Tiffany up sexually. And for that, he needed the new CD.

	It finally came.

	Jeff arrived home to find another package from Express Markets sitting on the table in his foyer. He smiled. “This is going to be great!” he said to himself, and he rubbed his hands together.

	“Hi honey, how was work?” Tiffany asked as she walked up behind him. She looked gorgeous in a white minidress and silver sandals.

	“Work was fine,” he said and he tossed his coat over a chair.

	Tiffany kissed him on the lips. “Dinner will be ready soon.”

	“Good, I'll go clean up and change,” he said.

	“What's in the box?” Tiffany asked.

	Jeff looked at the box. His mouth went dry. “Uh just some stuff for work,” he said.

	For the briefest of moments, Tiffany glared at him. She knew this was another hypnotic CD of some sort because she recognized the company name. She had hoped he would be honest with her this time, but apparently he would not be. She maintained her poker face for the moment, but was determined to put an end to this one way or another once she found out what his game was this time.

	Jeff picked up the box and headed toward the bedroom.

	The following morning, Jeff went to his stereo system while Tiffany showered. He put the CD into the stereo and hit play. With luck, he told himself, he would have the wife he always wanted in a couple days... adventurous, exciting, and over-sexed.

	“This is going to be great!”

	 


Chapter 3: “A Domme Is Born”

	 

	A few minutes after Jeff left for the office, Tiffany went to the living room to stop the stereo. She wanted to see what this new CD was about. She had no idea what Jeff could be up to this time, but she was in a foul mood about it. It bothered her a lot that he would try this again. She ejected the disc and read the label.

	“That son of a bitch!” she growled. She called Jill and asked her to come over.

	About twenty minutes later, Jill sat in Tiffany's living room as Tiffany unloaded her anger.

	“Can you believe this?!” asked Tiffany. She tossed the CD to Jill. gave him a chance to come clean! I gave him several chances! He blew them all off and then ordered this CD!” She pointed at the CD. “He actually wants to hypnotize me to turn me into some sort of love slave!”

	“Uh,” Jill said, trying to interrupt.

	Tiffany continued her outburst. “I could kill him! It's bad enough he wants to hypnotize me at all, but to make me submissive?! And to not even have the nerve to tell me that's what he wants sexually, I am so angry right now I could burst!”

	“Tiff?”

	Tiffany took a deep breath. “What?”

	“He's not trying to turn you into a submissive or slave or anything.”

	“That's what it says,” Tiffany countered.

	Jill shook her head. “No, it doesn't. You read it wrong. He wants you to dominate him. He wants to turn you into a dominatrix.”

	Tiffany's jaw dropped. She collapsed onto the couch. She stared at her friend. “I don't even know what to say.”

	“Did he ever give hints he wants this?”

	Tiffany shook her head.

	They sat in silence for almost five minutes. Jill knew not to speak as Tiffany processed all of this. She knew how strange and difficult this entire situation must have been for Tiffany... the revelation, the disloyalty.

	Tiffany finally exhaled deeply and loudly. “Fine. I've been very patient about this, much more than he deserves. Most women would have divorced him after they found the first disc, but I didn't!”

	Jill nodded her head.

	Tiffany continued. “If he wants me to dominate him, then I'll give him a dominatrix!”

	Jill's jaw dropped. “What?!”

	“I'm going to dominate him until he begs me to stop and then some!”

	“Are you sure about this?” Jill asked cautiously.

	“Yes. He needs to be taught a lesson.”

	Tiffany spent the next couple days researching domination on the net. She took extensive notes. Soon, she had a list of several dozen ideas. She was going to push Jeff much, much further than he ever expected, well beyond his limits, so he would learn never to force anyone to do something against their will again. That night, Jeff walked through the door and found Tiffany waiting for him. She wore one of his shirts, white strappy high-heeled sandals, tiny white panties, and nothing else.

	“How was your day, honey?” she asked as she placed her arms on his shoulders.

	“It was fine,” he said. “You look incredible.”

	She ignored his compliment. A strange smile crossed her lips. ”I’ve been thinking.”

	“About?”

	“I want to play a little game.”

	Jeff raised an eyebrow. The idea of playing a game with her excited him, especially if it was the kind of game he hoped it would be. Could the CD be working? “What kind of game?”

	“A sex game.”

	He smiled. The CD was working! And it was about time she became more interested in sex again! “Excellent.” He wrapped his arms around her waist. “What did you have in mind?”

	“How about Daddy's Little Girl?”

	Jeff smiled even more broadly. “You want to be my little girl tonight?” he asked.

	She smiled back at him and kissed him on the nose. “No, I thought you could be my little girl tonight.

	Jeff s jaw dropped. This wasn't an idea he'd ever considered and it certainly wasn't anything Tiffany had ever suggested before. For a moment, he was unsure. He thought the CD would make her more aggressive overall, but he didn't really think what “femdom” might include. Did he really want to be her “little girl”? He wasn't even sure he could do that. The idea of being feminized really didn't sit well with his male ego, though he was admittedly curious.

	“Uh,” he started to say, and then he stopped. He considered what she wanted. On the one hand, this wasn't something he wanted to do. He knew that for a fact. On the other hand, she clearly did and maybe he needed to do this to open her up a bit? Maybe this would liberate her? Besides, he could always stop it if he really didn't like it, right?

	Tiffany watched the expression on his face without speaking. She saw the conflict. She kissed him gently on the lips. “Do it for me, honey.”

	Jeff blushed. “What would I need to do?”

	She kissed him again. “Just be my precious little girl. I'll play your daddy and I'll give you orders. You'll do what I tell you.”

	Jeff blushed even deeper. The idea of taking orders from his wife sent a shiver down his spine and made his penis shoot to attention. This flew in the face of his controlling nature and he felt very nervous. “What if I don't do what you want? What if I disobey your orders?”

	“Then I punish you.

	“Punish me?!”

	She smiled and kissed him again. “Don't worry, you'll enjoy that too.”

	Jeff took a deep breath and nodded.

	“Good girl,” she said. She took his hand and led him to the bedroom.

	Tiffany made Jeff shower and get naked before they began. Neither could miss the rock hard erection he displayed. As he showered, Tiffany got dressed in her “daddy” costume. She's picked the idea of playing the daddy because she thought it would give her the most authority the quickest of all the role playing she saw online, plus she thought it would humiliate him the most to make him call his wife “daddy.” It seemed much worse than just “Mistress.”

	Jeff emerged from the shower and stood naked in the bedroom while Tiffany tied her hair back in a bun so she appeared to have shot hair. She wore a black pantsuit with a men's dress shirt with a button-down collar and one of Jeff s dark-red ties. On her feet, she wore simple black pumps with four-inch heels. She's removed the polish from her fingernails and she wore only light, neutral makeup. The result wasn't at all mannish, but it gave off an air of strength or power.

	“So what do I do?” Jeff asked.

	Tiffany pointed to the bed. “Climb onto the bed.”

	Jeff did and Tiffany came over with two pair of handcuffs Jeff didn't know she owned. In fact, she'd bought them just the other day. She cuffed each of his hands to the metal headboard. Then she smiled at him.

	“You're really going to enjoy this, honey.”

	“I'm sure I am,” he said. His arms were over his head and his penis pointed straight up toward the ceiling.

	Tiffany ran her fingers down his stomach to just before his penis and then stopped. “You wait here like a good little girl and I'll be back soon.

	“Where are you going?”

	Tiffany rose. “You're really not in any position to ask, are you?”

	“Wait!” he called out, but Tiffany ignored him and left the room.

	She came back about ten minutes later and Jeff was furious. “Untie me! I can't believe you walked out and left me here! Is this some kind of joke?!”

	Tiffany casually walked over to the hamper and pulled out a pair of panties she'd worn the day before. She sat down on the bed next to him and she jammed the panties into his mouth. “Little girls don't talk to their Daddies like that,” she said.

	He tried to speak, but only muffled words came out. The panties tasted vinegary and dry in his mouth. He desperately wanted them out of his mouth.

	“Mime sommee,” he said.

	Tiffany smiled at him. “You're sorry?” He nodded his head. “And you'll stop whining and will start obeying?” He nodded his head. “AII right.” She started to pull the panties from his mouth, but stopped. “If you disobey me or start whining... even one word, these go back in and they stay until I'm done with you. Got it?”

	He nodded.

	“Don't underestimate me,” she warned him, and then she pulled the panties out.

	Jeff absolutely would not underestimate her. He'd already seen behaviour from her that he didn't think she was capable of, and he was very concerned that the CD had made her capable of even more yet. For the moment, he planned to do everything she wanted to keep her happy until he could get himself untied. One thing was for sure though, he was going to stop the CD immediately!

	Tiffany took the panties from his mouth and stroked his penis with them. This felt great to Jeff and his initial apprehension was fading away fast. He felt his penis begin to throb. He was getting close to ejaculating and it was going to be huge.

	Then suddenly, Tiffany stopped.

	“Don't stop!” he said between shallow breaths

	Tiffany smiled. “Beg me.”

	“What?”

	“Beg me to continue.”

	“Please keep going!”

	“You'll have to do better than that!”

	“Please! Please don't stop!”

	Tiffany shrugged her shoulders. “That's not begging, that's asking.”

	Jeff did his best to sound desperate. “Please! Please don't stop!”

	“What will you do for me if I finish you off ?”

	Jeff was momentarily taken aback. Tiffany had never spoken so openly about sex and the phrase “finish you off ' had never come from her lips before.

	“What do you want?” he asked.

	“You tell me.”

	“I’ll do anything!” he said, though this sounded fake when he said it.

	Tiffany shook her head. “Pathetic. Tell me you'll be a good girl for Daddy.”

	Jeff bit his tongue.

	“Tell me,” she commanded.

	Jeff took a deep breath. “I’ll be a good girl.

	“For who?”

	Jeff cringed. “For… Daddy.”

	“Say it like you mean it... and use a little girl voice.”

	Jeff blushed. He ground his teeth. Then he repeated the phrase while trying to mimic a little girl. He felt ridiculous.

	Tiffany patted his penis when he finished. “Good girl. Now let's by this all over again. I'm going to go watch some television. You will wait here silently. When I come back, you will beg me to stroke you.” She left the room without another word, leaving the panties dangling from the head of his erect penis.

	Jeff lay there, terrified at what else Tiffany might now be capable of doing. One thing was for sure though, he was not going to risk upsetting her. About fifteen minutes later, Tiffany came back. She held a glass of wine. Jeff could still hear a sitcom blaring in the living room.

	“Please stroke me!” Jeff said, immediately. Not only didn't he want to upset her, so he followed her instructions, but he needed the sexual tension he had built up released. He had remained erect the entire time she was gone, and he needed her to play with him.

	Tiffany smiled and sat down next to him. She ran her fingers through his hair. “You're such a good girl

	Jeff bit his tongue.

	Tiffany suddenly frowned. “Well?”

	“Well what?”

	“Aren't you going to thank me for telling you that you're a good girl?”

	 Jeff blushed. “Thank you.”

	“Thank you, DADDY!

	Jeff ground his teeth. “Thank you, Daddy.”

	She patted him on the chest. “Good girl,” she said and she rose and grabbed her makeup box. She returned with it to the bed. “Let's see... where should we start?”

	“What are you doing?”

	“You're my little girl. Little girls love to wear makeup.”

	Jeff bit his lip. He really didn't want to wear makeup. At this point, he just wanted to be released. Maybe, he thought, he could trick her into letting him go. “Daddy, I need to pee.”

	“You can hold it. And if you can't, then you'll be wearing a diaper.' Jeff cringed at the thought of wearing a diaper.

	For the next ten or so minutes, Tiffany applied lipstick, blush, eyeliner, lip liner, and she attached some dangly clip-on earrings. Then she went to work painting his toenails and his fingernails. When she was done, she held up a mirror so he could see her work. He looked ridiculous, but she made him thank her nevertheless. Then she took the soiled panties she had placed in his mouth and she ran those up his legs. This was followed by a pair of white stockings. Finally, she strapped his feet into a pair of pink, strappy sandals with two-inch block heels.

	“Little girls don't normally wear heels, but in your case we'll make an exception. Plus, they aren't very high. Thank me.”

	“Thank you, Daddy.”

	“Good girl.

	Tiffany rose and admired her handiwork. Jeff didn't look at all like a woman, nor did she expect that he would. It would take much more than just some underwear, heels and makeup to make that happen, but that wasn't her point, though she did begin to wonder what it would take. Perhaps a girdle, she thought, or some fake breasts, longer hair or a wig. “He would need to shave his body,” she said to herself “He'd need something to keep that penis in check too.” Suddenly she realized what she was considering and she laughed that she was even thinking about this

	“Daddy, can I please be untied?” Jeff asked.

	Tiffany snapped out of her thoughts of feminizing him and sat down next to him. She stroked his penis again slowly. “Why do you want to be untied? Do you have somewhere to go? Aren't you happy when I play with your little girly toy?”

	Jeff felt a pang of humiliation. Like many men, he feared his penis wasn't as large as it should be and for her to call it “little” and “girly” made him feel weak and emasculated.

	“Please don't say that,” he said.

	“Why not? That's what it is, isn't it?” she asked and she pushed his penis back and forth with her fingertips. “It's just a tiny... little... girly... toy.” Tiffany rose and left the room before returning with a camera.

	“Wait a minute!” Jeff protested.

	“One word, little girl and the panties go back in,” she warned him. Then she looked at his penis and giggled. “And judging by the precum that's leaked out, they're going to taste a lot worse this time.”

	Jeff bit his tongue.

	Click. Click.

	Jeff heard Tiffany take dozens of pictures. He knew this was a bad thing. She now had blackmail material, and he had no doubt the CD would give her the strength to use it. When she finished, Tiffany stroked his penis again until she got him to the point of ejaculation. She stopped the moment she realized he might cum.

	Once again, Jeff felt frustrated.

	Tiffany then stripped off her pants and the red panties beneath. She climbed onto his chest. “Now I want my little girl to do a very good job. If you do a good enough job, then I'll let you orgasm tonight.

	“Yes, Daddy,” Jeff said reluctantly. At this point, he mainly wanted to be released, but he also wanted very much to cum.

	Tiffany moved her knees next to his head and lowered her crotch onto his face. She was very, very wet. Jeff knew what he needed to do and he began to lick her... and lick her... and lick her. Finally, she came. She took a moment to catch her breath and then rubbed her hands through his hair. She backed up and then leaned over to kiss him.

	“Uh... better not,” she said, noticing that his lips and face were covered in her juices. “I'll tell you what though. You've been such a good little girl that I'll let you finish yourself now.” She rose from the bed and grabbed the key to the handcuffs. She unlocked his right arm. “Go ahead and finish yourself off , I'll watch.

	Jeff couldn't believe it. After all of this, all he would get was being allowed to masturbate! Still, he needed it at this point, so he reached down, pulled his erection out of his panties, and began stroking. As he did, Tiffany took more photos.

	When he was finished, Tiffany made him promise that he would remain dressed as he was all night. She also told him he would need to sleep in a babydoll nightie. If he refused, she threatened to release the photos to their friends. This made Jeff very nervous because as long as she was under the influence of that CD, she could do anything. Thus, as he saw it, he was at her mercy for the moment and he had no choice but to agree.

	Things were about to change dramatically for Jeff.

	 


Chapter 4: “Jeff Goes To The Office”

	Jeff awoke in the morning with a strange feeling in his stomach. Did they really do what he thought they did the night before? One look at the babydoll he still wore told him that they had. He rose and stripped off the babydoll and the panties. He unbuckled the heels and dropped them to the floor. Then he pulled the stockings down his legs. He tossed all of these clothes onto a chair and went to shower.

	When Jeff returned from the shower, he found Tiffany awake and sitting up in the bed, with a disarmingly seductive grin on her face.

	“Well?” she asked.

	“Well, what?”

	“Aren't you going to thank your Daddy for the good time you had?”

	Jeff furrowed his brow but didn't speak. Instead, he went to the closet and pulled out a suit.

	“I said, aren't you doing to thank your Daddy?” his wife repeated.

	Jeff was just about to tell her to get over it when he suddenly felt a queasiness in his stomach because he remembered that she had all kinds of incriminating photos of him dressed in women's clothes and masturbating. He cringed.

	“I'm waiting,” she said impatiently.

	Jeff tried to speak but couldn't. He tried again and failed again. He tried one more time. “Thank you, Daddy,” he finally said through gritted teeth.

	“That doesn't sound like the little girl I know!”

	Jeff ran his tongue over his teeth. “Thank you, Daddy,” he said in the same little girl voice his wife had demanded he use the night before.

	“You're welcome, honey. You were such a good little girl last night. I'm so proud of you!”

	Jeff momentarily felt a warm glow wash over him as she said this, but seconds later, he felt shame. He felt shame at what he'd done and how he'd let himself be put in a position where his wife could control him. He felt even greater shame that for a brief second, he enjoyed her praise. His face burned red now.

	“Tell me you're my special little girl,” Tiffany insisted.

	Jeff clenched his jaw.

	“Come on, don't be shy,” she said in a sickly sweet tone.

	Jeff closed his eyes. “I'm your special little girl,” he said unhappily.

	“Daddy,” she prompted.

	“I’m your special little girl, Daddy,” he forced himself to say.

	Tiffany chuckled. “Good girl!” She rose from the bed and went to her lingerie drawer. From it, she pulled out a pair of tiny pink panties and a pair of tan stockings. “I want you to wear these today under your clothes.”

	“What?!” Jeff gasped. “I can't do that! What if the girls notice?”

	Tiffany smirked at him. “Do you normally go around dropping your pants in the office?”

	“Well no, but__”

	“Then there's nothing to worry about it, is there? Now put these on,” she said firmly and she held them out for him.

	Jeff knew he had no choice, but something inside him held out. “I won't do it,” he said.

	Tiffany raised an eyebrow. “It would make me very happy,” she said.

	Jeff still refused and began to slide his own underwear up his legs. “No, I won't do it,” he said more to himself than her. He sat on the bed and pulled on his socks. But as he did, his mind kept thinking about the danger his reputation was in now. The old Tiffany never would have blackmailed him, but this new one, the one under the control of the CD, she surely would. He could see it in her eyes and hear it in her voice.

	“Jeff,” she said, “it would make me very unhappy if you refused.” Jeff bit his tongue.

	“Listen up, little girl,” Tiffany said forcefully “Either you wear what I tell you or last night may have been the last time you and I will be intimate in a very long time.”

	Jeff looked up. He wasn't expecting that. He was expecting some sort of threat about the photos.

	“Plus, I might just have to share your photos with some of my friends,” she added.

	There it was. Jeff sighed. He reached for the panties. “Good girl,” was all Tiffany said.

	Jeff blushed as he walked into the office. He was late today and the girls were already working. They all looked up at him and he felt a moment of panic as it suddenly struck him that they could somehow look right through his suit to see what he wore beneath his pants. He felt sick.

	“Good morning, boss,” said Clara. She wore a lime-green minidress today and matching high-heeled sandals. She smiled broadly, as she often did. Helen and Elaine greeted him as well. Both wore skirt suits and high heels.

	“Morning,” he replied shyly.

	“Which project do you want us to work on today?” asked Helen.

	“I’d like you to work on the Johnson Dynamic project,” he said, before adding, “unless you want to work on something else?”

	The three women looked strangely at him and then each other. None of them could recall him ever giving them a choice before. To the contrary, he liked to tell them exactly what to do. They weren't quite sure what to say.

	“Johnson Dynamic is fine,” Helen finally said.

	Jeff could feel each of their eyes staring at him and it made him uncomfortable. “Fine, work on that. I'll be in my office,” he said, and he walked into his office and closed his door. He felt better once he was alone, even though the walls were made of glass. He took a deep breath to calm himself and sat down behind his desk. That was when he realized just how uncomfortable these clothes were to him. The panties were too tight and the stockings were too warm, especially as he wore socks over them. Still, his biggest worry wasn't comfort, it was that someone would notice what he was wearing. He wasn't happy. But oddly he was erect.

	Around noon, Jeff s phone rang. It was Tiffany. This startled Jeff because Tiffany hadn't called him at the office for months now.

	“What's wrong?” he asked.

	“Nothing's wrong,” she said. “I wanted to see how my little girl is doing?”

	Jeff blushed. He had just gone to the bathroom and left the door to his office open, meaning Clara could hear him unless he was very quiet, so he definitely didn't want to have THIS conversation! “Will you please stop calling me that?” he whispered.

	“No, I won't, honey. It fits you.”

	“No, it doesn't.”

	She laughed. “It sure did last night.

	“Well it doesn't anymore.”

	“Really? Are you or are you not wearing panties right now?”

	“Well__” he tried to object.

	“And are you or are you not wearing stockings right now?”

	“Yeah, but__”

	“Face it, princess, you're my little girl,” she said with a laugh.

	“I don’t have time for these silly games. It was just one night and now it's over.”

	“Oh no, it's anything but over. I'm enjoying this too much.”

	“No, it is over. I'm not doing it anymore,” he insisted. There was a lengthy silence. Jeff felt himself begin to sweat. “Tiffany, are you there?” he asked.

	More silence.

	“Tiffany?” he asked again. He started to feel sick.

	Eventually Tiffany broke the silence. “When you come home tonight, you will come through the garage. I expect you to take off all of your clothes except the panties and stockings you are currently wearing before you walk through the garage door. If you don't, there will be a severe punishment, little girl.” She hung up the phone.

	Jeff held onto the phone for a second, as he looked up to make sure no one had heard this exchange. The girls all seemed busy and Clara didn't seem to be paying attention. He quietly hung up the phone. That's when he noticed the massive erection throbbing away beneath his panties. Why was he feeling this way?

	Arriving home, Jeff got out of his car and went to the garage rather than the front door. Once he closed the garage door, he slid off his suit pants and set them on top of his briefcase. He removed his shirt and tie before pulling off his shoes and his socks. His stockings taunted him, even more so than the panties somehow. Jeff didn't want to do this, but he knew he had no choice until he could find where his wife kept the pictures of him in drag. With luck, they would still be on the camera. If he wasn't lucky, they could be anywhere. Jeff swallowed hard and walked through the door into the kitchen.

	Tiffany waited until she heard Jeff enter the kitchen before she left the living room, where she had been watching him pull into the driveway. She wore black pants, a white blouse and black flats. In her hand were a pair of pink slides in Jeff s size. She went to meet him in the kitchen.

	“How was work, honey?” she asked, ignoring the fact he was naked except for panties and stockings.

	“Fine,” he said cautiously.

	“Fine, Daddy,” she prompted.

	“Fine, Daddy.”

	She handed him the slides. “You'll wear these around the house from now on,” she said matter-of-factly, before changing the topic. “It looks like the neighbours will be getting their driveway repaved. I was talking to them today and I'm thinking we should look into getting our patio redone.”

	“What's wrong with the patio?” he asked absently as he stared at the pink heels in his hands. She wanted him to wear these, but could he do that? Should he do that? Could he actually refuse if he wanted to? He wasn't sure.

	“Nothing, but I think it would look nicer if we had it redone with red stones rather than the gray ones we have now.” She paused, noticing the confusion in his face. “Well, aren't you going to put on your shoes?”

	Jeff looked up at his wife. He felt a strange mix of sexual excitement and complete trepidation. He struggled with what to do next.

	“Well?” she asked.

	Jeff took a deep breath and reached down. He set the slides on the floor.

	Then he slid his feet into them.

	“Good girl,” she said. “Now come with me and we'll get you dressed.”

	“Dressed?” he asked.

	She ignored him and took his hand and led him down the hallway to the bedroom. “I think from now on, we need to paint your nails because little girls always have painted nails. I'm thinking pink, naturally, but if you prefer some other colour, we could discuss that.”

	“I don't want to paint my nails!”

	She laughed. “Oh pshaw! Of course you do, all little girls do.”

	“I'm not a little girl,” he insisted and he stopped walking.

	She smirked. “You're so cute. Of course, you are, honey. Just look at yourself”

	Jeff looked down at the pink panties, the stockings and the pink heels on his feet. His erection pushed the panties out like a tent pole. Jeff needed to put an end to this. “Look, Tiffany, this has to stop.”

	“Why?” she asked immediately.

	“Because I don't want to play this game. I'm not submissive.”

	“You could have fooled me.”

	Jeff scowled at her. “I don't want to do this anymore.”

	“But I do.”

	“I'm putting my foot down on this.”

	Tiffany snickered. “You mean the one in the cute little pink heel?”

	Jeff tossed his hands in the air and started to walk past his wife. “l’m done.”

	“Hold it, little girl! Don't you dare take those off without my permission.”

	“Your permission? Why would I need your permission?” he asked angrily.

	“Because that's what little girls do, they wait for permission.”

	“I am not a little girl!”

	Tiffany looked at his clothes and laughed. “Right, and you just happened to want to put on panties and high-heeled shoes today?! Look, Jeff, I think it' obvious that you've been repressing this desire to let me take control.”

	“No, that's not true. I don't want that,” he objected.

	“Of course it's true, and the sooner you admit it, the easier this will all be.”

	“What will be?”

	Tiffany folded her arms and tapped her foot against the floor. “You acknowledging that I'm in charge now, of course!”

	“You're not in charge!”

	“Really? You still haven't taken off the heels,” she said snidely.

	Jeff looked down and kicked off the shoes. 

	“There!” 

	Tiffany raised an eyebrow and waited. “Put them back on!”

	“I won’t!”

	Tiffany stood there with a smirk on her face and waited silently.

	“This is ridiculous,” Jeff said. “I'm not wearing high heels! I'm a man.”

	Tiffany still didn't speak. Instead, she took two steps back and sat down on the sofa, determined to wait.

	Jeff shook his head. “Fine, sit there all you want, I'm going to go change.” He stormed off toward the bedroom. In the bedroom, he changed out of the panties and the stockings and put on sweatpants and a bathrobe, but he felt increasingly sick. He was risking a lot here. If that CD had indeed made her this aggressive, then he knew she would be very likely to use those photos. He just didn't know how she would use them yet. Nevertheless, he refused to return to the living room. Instead, he went to his study to read the newspaper.

	About an hour later, he smelled dinner. He hadn't been called. When he reached the kitchen, he found Tiffany sitting quietly at the table reading a magazine. She didn't speak. Sitting on the table between them, she had placed the pink heels.

	Jeff served himself and ate his meal in silence. Then he returned to his study.

	The next morning, Tiffany still wasn't speaking to him. And at the breakfast table, he again found the heels sitting on the table. He ignored them, though he felt queasy the entire time and could barely eat. This feeling carried on throughout the day at work and it caused him to spend his day hiding away in his office feeling deeply unhappy and nervous.

	When Jeff returned home, he found Tiffany reading a book in the living room. She still ignored him. Sitting on the floor before her were the pink heels. Sitting on the table next to her was the camera. He picked it up and saw that the photos had been removed. Now he had no idea how to get to those photos. He shook his head and retreated to his study, where he hoped to work on a report he was preparing for a client. He'd been unable to focus on it at work because he'd been too anxious all day. He hoped this would change when he got home, but Tiffany clearly had not given up. Still, he tried to work on the report, though his mind was crammed with images of himself sliding into the shoes as Tiffany looked down upon him smugly. This was becoming an obsessive thought, and it was winning

	About an hour later, Tiffany still sat in the living room. She was watching a cable news show and painting her fingernails. She wore gray slacks, black pumps and a frilled pink blouse. As she worked diligently on her nails, Jeff appeared at the door. He still wore his dress pants, white shirt and tie from work. “I'm sorry,” he said. “Can we just put this behind us and move on?” Tiffany didn't look up. She said nothing.

	“Seriously, I'm sorry,” he said.

	She remained silent.

	Jeff turned and walked away again. He returned to his study and tried to focus on the report. He couldn't. The images of him submitting to his wife continued to dominate his mind. He took a deep breath. Without a word, he went to the living room and walked over to the pink shoes. He bent down and removed his own shoes and socks and then slid his feet into the pink heels. He felt instant relief, though he also felt sick in other ways.

	Tiffany looked up at him and half-smiled. “Little girls don't wear suits and ties,” she said.

	Jeff bit his tongue. After the struggle he just lost over these shoes, there was no way he was going to pick a fight over the rest, so he closed his eyes and nodded his head before tottering his way to the bedroom where he would strip off his suit.

	This moment marked a permanent change in Jeff s life though he didn't understand this yet.

	 


Chapter 5: “Surrendered”

	 

	Jeff and Tiffany both knew that Jeff had surrendered. Jeff hadn't wanted to surrender, but he did, and now he needed to face the consequences of that. He was at her mercy. Tiffany was enjoying this very much. For several years now, she had felt misused, for lack of a better word, with Jeff ignoring her so he could build the business. And when he was home, his control freak instincts would kick in and he would try to have everything his own way there as well, as if he were the boss.

	Now she had the power to have things her way, and she liked this very, very much.

	Tiffany called Jeff to her vanity. She intended to keep pressing her advantage. “Sit, little girl,” she said.

	Jeff complied.

	“I want to see how good you are at applying makeup.”

	“I'm not good. I've never done it before,” he said.

	“You've seen me do it for years. I would hope you paid some attention at least.”

	Jeff was about to protest, but he thought better of it.

	“I'm going to sit right here and watch you, and you better do your best,” she said as she sat down across the room in a recliner with her arms folded and her legs crossed. She snickered to herself and shook her leg excitedly.

	Jeff looked at all the makeup spread before him. He'd seen women, including Tiffany, apply makeup before, but he never paid much attention to the actual process. Now he felt a bit lost. There were sticks and pens and blushes and bottles and powders and creams and he wasn't entirely sure which ones went where or in what order.

	“How about a little help?” he asked Tiffany hopefully

	“If l help you, then I won't know what level of skill you already have.”

	“But I don't have any level of skill.”

	Tiffany pouted. “AII little girls have some skill! Give it your best shot.”

	“I don't have a best shot.”

	Tiffany glared at him. “Ok, let's put it this way. If you don't do your best or if I think you aren't trying, then you'll be wearing makeup to the office tomorrow.”

	Jeff felt a shiver run down his spine. He picked up a lipstick and ran it over his lips as he watched himself in the small minor. It didn't look right so he kept adding to it, trying to make his lips look more like women's lips. Soon, they appeared huge. This wasn't right, but he knew that adding more would only make things worse, so he set down the lipstick. Next, he hit himself with some powders, turning his cheeks reddish. Then he almost poked his eye trying to give hi eyelashes more volume and ended up creating an un-even clumpy mess which caused his lashes to stick together, almost sealing his eyes. Finally, he tried painting his eyelids and made himself look like a clown.

	“I'm trying my best, honest!” he pleaded when he saw Tiffany shake her head.

	“I'm sure,” she said with a condescending smile. “It looks like this is going to take lots of practice. Why don't you try getting dressed?”

	Jeff sighed and rose from his seat. He was wearing only a pink bathrobe, one of Tiffany's, which he now let fall to the floor, plus the panties and the stockings.

	“Take all that off and start from scratch.

	“Yes, dear.”

	“Daddy... Yes, Daddy”

	“Yes, Daddy.”

	Jeff slid off the panties and the stockings. He was naked again. Then he went to Tiffany's underwear drawer and pulled out a pair of plain white cotton panties. He pulled those up his legs and adjusted them. They were too small and sat too low on his body, but they felt no different than the panties he had been wearing. Next, he picked up some pantyhose and jammed his right foot into the right leg on the hose. He put his left foot into the left leg and pulled the hose up his legs as if they were jeans. As he did, the hose bunched up and moved up his legs unevenly. They also ran as they passed over the rough skin on his heel.

	“Shoot!” he said. The stockings hadn't done that when Tiffany put them on him.

	Tiffany said nothing.

	Jeff next went to the closet and searched through her dresses until he found a simple red and white housedress. He pulled it down over his head. With great difficulty, he managed to get the zipper all the way up in the back. After this, he sat down on the bed and strapped on the pink sandals he'd worn the other day, the ones with the two-inch chunky heels, rather than sliding back into the slides, which he really didn't like. He stood up and spun in a circle so Tiffany could see him, stumbling over the heels.

	“Boy do you ever need help!” Tiffany said mockingly.

	“Yes, because I'm not a woman. I don't know how to do this.” 

	Tiffany laughed. “Well, you're going to learn.”

	“I don't want to learn.”

	Tiffany ignored him and pointed to the vanity. “Sit.”

	For the next hour, she taught him everything she knew about makeup. She taught him to paint his lips, to apply blush and eye shadow, to apply a foundation, to match his skin tone, and to paint his nails. She taught him to use eyeliner and lipliner. She also made him practice each of these, under threat that he would be practicing each night until he became an expert.

	After the makeup, she gave him an extensive course in clothing. She showed him how to roll stockings and pantyhose up his legs. She showed him how to wear a bra. She taught him about the need for slips and she introduced him to his first corset, which would let him wear more of her clothes. Then she taught him to wear high heels and she made him practice this extensively.

	“You're getting better,” she said after about an hour of practice. “You're not graceful or feminine by any means, but you're a lot less likely to fall on your face and break something.”

	“I don't want be graceful or feminine. I want this to stop.”

	Tiffany wrapped her arms around her husband and kissed him on the lips. “Smile dear, this will be fun.” She didn't say for whom.

	Jeff shifted uncomfortably in his chair. Tiffany had decided the night before that he would start wearing panties to work from now on, so he wore them today. Fortunately, she didn't require anything else. Nevertheless, the panties were bad enough. They were uncomfortable as they rode up his rear and pinched his testicles in the front. Worse than their discomfort, however, was Jeff s continuing fear that people knew what he wore beneath his suit. In fact, as he rode up in the elevator from the parking garage to the office, two women behind him kept whispering to each other, and it worried him they might be whispering about his pantylines.

	When he got to the office, he rushed through handing out assignments for the day and went to his office to hide. He didn't want to risk the girls noticing what he wore. That would be disastrous because he would definitely lose their respect if that happened, and without respect he wouldn’t be able to run the office.

	Of the three, Clara came closest to noticing. She seemed to do a double take on his rear when he bent over to pick up a pen that had fallen from the desk, but she never said anything. Still, this was enough to make him blush. He wasn't happy about this... and this was only the beginning, as he would learn that night.

	The first thing Tiffany did when Jeff came home that night was greet him at the door with the same pink high-heeled sandals he wore the prior night to practice walking.

	“Let me come in first,” he said when she blocked the way.

	“No. I told you, from now on, whenever you're home you wear heels,” she said and she held out the sandals for him to take. This was another of her many new commands. In addition to wearing panties to work and heels around the house, she ordered that he would practice applying makeup each night and would practice walking in heels. He was also to start helping out around the house.

	“But I'm not home yet, I'm still outside,” he protested.

	Tiffany glared at him and thrust the sandals forward toward him.

	Jeff grimaced. Not only were his feet still sore from the prior night, but he felt ridiculous walking around in heels and the idea of putting on a pair of pink high-heeled shoes while standing on his front porch made him cringe. “I really don't want to do this, right now.”

	“Do it, little girl

	“Don't call me that.”

	“I'll call you what I want, and if you don't start cooperating I'll call you that in public.”

	He bit his tongue. “I don't have any stockings,” he said, thankful that Tiffany had overlooked this in her commands, “so I can't wear the shoes.”

	Tiffany folded her arms. “Stop trying to avoid the issue.”

	Jeff suddenly felt weak and helpless. He knew she no longer had any compunction about doing things to him she never would have done before... all because of that damn CD! That meant he had no choice but to comply if she insisted. Still, he wasn't giving up just yet. “Seriously, can I please do this inside?” he asked. His tone suggested his will to resist was fading.

	Tiffany didn't respond.

	Jeff looked into her eyes for evidence she would give in and found none. He clenched his teeth and reluctantly reached took the sandals. He bent down, set them on the step, untied his dress shoes and removed his socks. Then, with Tiffany standing above him blocking the door, he slid his feet into the pink heels and buckled them. He instantly noticed the added height and he felt a creeping tenor like dozens of eyes were watching him from the neighbouring houses. Moreover, his calves now fully recalled their soreness from the night before and his toes felt crushed. He really hated heels and he wondered how women wore them all the time.

	“Good girl,” Tiffany said. She stepped aside and let him enter. “Go straight to the bedroom and change. And from now on, you wear pantyhose to work so you can't use that excuse again.

	Jeff scurried past his wife. In the bedroom, on the bed, he found a pair of pink panties, a pink bra, and a girdle. Tiffany came up behind him and pulled a pair of pantyhose from her drawer.

	“Once you get dressed, we'll see how much you've learned about makeup,” she said. “Then you'll learn to clean the house.”

	“Clean the house?”

	“Yes. I told you that you're going to start cleaning the house. That's what little girls do for their mistresses.” Tiffany suddenly raised an eyebrow and smiled. “And speaking of mistresses, I think you should start calling me ‘Miss.’ I would go with ‘Mistress’ but that seems too theatrical.

	“You want me to call you ‘Miss’?”

	Tiffany smirked. “Would you rather keep calling me “Daddy'?”

	Jeff hung his head and surrendered once again. “Yes, Miss.” When he said this, his penis became very, very erect.

	Tiffany smiled. The victories were coming more easily now. Perhaps he was beginning to learn his lesson?

	Jeff finished getting dressed under Tiffany's supervision and then sat down to do his makeup. With a good deal of further instruction and some assistance by Tiffany, Jeff finished his makeup reasonably well. When he was passable, Tiffany led him to the living room.

	“I want you to practice walking for an hour. Practice on tile, on the hardwood and on the stairs, like we did last night. You need to develop a feminine gait. Let your natural balance take over. When you're done with that, I'll show you how to sit before we start the housework.”

	“Sitting is easy,” Jeff said.

	Tiffany smirked again. “You think so?”

	“I know so.”

	“Well see,” she said with a laugh.

	Apparently, sitting wasn't easy after all. Tiffany spent nearly two hours teaching Jeff to sit. She showed him how to sit with his legs together so no one could look up his skirt. She showed him how to tuck one leg behind the other. She showed him the proper way to cross his legs — this was especially uncomfortable because it felt like he was crushing his testicles. To make sure he was fully motivated, she devised a test based on something she learned in her sorority at college. She made him wear a mini skirt, and every time she could see his panties when he sat down, she made him bend over and she smacked his rear with the sole of her shoe. This didn't hurt much, but it was extremely humiliating for Jeff to let his wife spank him with her shoe. On the plus side, however, it didn't take long before he became very conscious of how he sat.

	The next night, they repeated these same events. Soon this became a pattern, as each night for the next week, Tiffany would greet him at the door with the pink heels. She would make him change on the porch. Then she would take him to the bedroom where he would apply his makeup under supervision, before he would spend the evening practicing walking and sitting, always under threat of being spanked with whatever shoe Tiffany was wearing, before finally doing some more housework. When Tiffany felt satisfied that he had done enough, she would make him put on a nightgown and they would watch television until it was time for bed.

	The next weekend, Tiffany decided to step things up a bit at home. It was Saturday. Jeff sat on the edge of their bed, painting his toenails, as instructed.

	Tiffany had just finished her shower.

	“I want you to wear that little back number today,” Tiffany said, as she entered the bedroom with her hair wrapped in a towel.

	“Which black number?” Jeff asked.

	Tiffany walked to the closet and pulled out a black tea dress. “This,” she said, and she laid it over the chair. Then she retrieved a pair of three-inch black open-toed slingbacks from the closet.

	“What's the occasion?” he asked.

	“No occasion. I just think you'll look nice in it while you clean the house,” she said innocently, as if they were discussing what to have for breakfast.

	“You want me to wear that while I clean the house?”

	“That's what I said.”

	Jeff blushed and felt his erection growing. This seemed to be happening a lot lately, especially when Tiffany started giving him orders. “Why do you want me wearing that dress?”

	“Well when I pair it with a pretty apron, it will get you into the right frame of mind,” Tiffany said as she sat down at her vanity and blushed her hair.

	“What frame of mind is that?”

	“A servile, submissive, docile state of mind,” she said bluntly. She watched his reflection in the minor rather than looking directly at him.

	“I don't want to be submissive and docile,” he said angrily.

	Tiffany smiled and looked at him sitting on the bed, painting his toenails while wearing a pair of pale yellow panties. His erection was obvious. “You keep telling yourself that!” she said with a laugh.

	He blushed but said nothing. What could he really say at the moment?

	When Jeff was dressed, Tiffany added a white satin and lace full apron. That's when he realized he looked like a French maid. He was not pleased.

	Little by little, Jeff realized that his home life was spinning out of control. Tiffany now made him dress in women's clothes whenever he was home.

	He wore heels all the time. He called her “Miss.” He took orders. Basically anything she wanted, she got. And any time he tried to rebel or assert himself, she backed him down with the force of her will and a well-placed threat to expose him with the album of humiliating pictures she now possessed — she kept adding pictures every day. It seemed to Jeff that she kept getting more dominant with each passing day, even though he'd stopped the CD long ago. He didn't understand this.

	Besides the obvious, all of this had a strange effect on Jeff He didn't enjoy being dominated, but he was getting accustomed to it. Since he had little choice but to agree to Tiffany's demands, he needed to convince himself to just accept what was happening so as to lessen the humiliating sting of the things she was doing to him. What he didn't realize, however, was that this acceptance was teaching him passive behaviours which were making him weaker and more compliant and were leading him further into this trap he had sprung upon himself Unfortunately for him, Tiffany was more than ready to take advantage of this. Indeed, as Tiffany told Jill, she'd never felt more alive.

	“I have to say, I love it,” Tiffany said.

	“Really?”

	“Yeah. I know that sounds kind of weird, but it's really a fantastic feeling to have him at my mercy.”

	“How so?”

	“It's hard to describe. It's just great that I get to do things I want to do, even things I never would have done under any other circumstance. And the feeling of being in control is really erotic and exciting when he meekly complies... which isn't to say it isn't fun when he fights first too.”

	“Fighting is usually a bad thing in my book,” Jill said.

	“Not like this. Not when you know you're going to win and the fighting is just watching as you break his ego.” Tiffany laughed. “You know, I think he's making himself weaker every time he tries to fight. If he would just accept this or would fight and win it would be different, but constantly fighting and losing seems to be making him more submissive. It's kinda strange.”

	Jill laughed. “If you ask me, the whole thing is strange. When are you going to stop?”

	Tiffany shrugged her shoulders. “I'm not sure. He really hasn't changed much yet, so I can't say he's learned his lesson. I don't want to stop before that. He needs to learn he can't manipulate and control people.” She paused. “Besides, I promised myself I’d finish with the list of femdom ideas before I even considered stopping.”

	“So what's next then?”

	“It's time to make some changes at work.”

	“At his business?”

	Tiffany smirked. “First of all, it's half mine. Secondly, he belongs to me now, which means what he owns belongs to me now too. So as I see it, his half of the business is 100% mine as well, which means I own the whole thing. And I think it's time I took more of an interest in the business. But first, it's time to make sure “the boss' learns who the boss really is!”

	That night, Jeff felt distinctly pensive as he stripped out of his clothes. Usually, Tiffany left what he would wear on the bed. Tonight, she left nothing. nothing except the pink heels she handed him at the door.

	“Climb onto the bed,” she said.

	Jeff did as instructed. Tiffany then pulled the handcuffs from her underwear drawer and locked his hands to the headboard. She took some rope and tied his feet to the bottom of the bed. He was bound spread-eagle and unable to free himself Once again, his erection pointed toward the ceiling.

	“Good,” she said with no emotion.

	Jeff was afraid to ask what might happen next, though his penis suggested he was excited.

	Tiffany briefly left the room and came back with a small metallic device and a bag of ice. Jeff didn't recognize the device. Without warning, Tiffany set the ice on his erection. Jeff cringed and tried to curl into a ball, but he couldn't. His penis shrank immediately. When his penis became flaccid, tiny and ice cold, Tiffany removed the ice bag and did something with the metal device. Jeff couldn't see what was going on, but he felt a good deal of pressure and felt her pressing or rubbing things against his crotch. Then he heard a click. Tiffany held a key before his eyes.

	“If you want out, here's the key. You'll need to earn it,” she said. Then she rose and left the room to hide the key. She returned just as Jeff s penis was beginning to thaw.

	“What have you done?” Jeff asked, with both concern and anger in his voice. He couldn't look down to see his penis because of the angle at which he'd been tied.

	“I’ve put my property under lock and key to ensure that I get full cooperation.”

	“What are you talking about?”

	Tiffany held up a mirror to allow Jeff to see that his penis was now locked behind a cage-like device which wrapped around the entire thing. “You can't get this off without ripping off your little guy. That means you need the key to free yourself. Until you are free, you can't masturbate. You can't even pee standing up.”

	Jeff s jaw dropped.

	“I'm glad I have your attention. I am now the key holder for your, correction, my penis. If you do as I say, I'll release it at times so you can play with it. If you anger me, I'll never release it.” Tiffany rose. “I'm going to give you some time to think about that. I'll be back when you're ready to talk about our new relationship.

	She rose and walked out.

	 


Chapter 6: “A New Day At Work”

	 

	Jeff was beyond nervous as he walked through the door to the office. Would the girls notice the changes Tiffany had made? His eyebrows were narrower, his entire body was hairless except for the hair on his head, he had a brand new earring stud in each ear, and he wore a lot of clothes men just weren't supposed to wear. Instead of his normal underwear, Tiffany had dressed him in hers. He wore a tiny pair of her panties. His legs were encased in her tan stockings. They were held up by a bright pink garter belt of hers. Instead of his normal male undershirt, he wore one of her white camis. His toenails were bright red. His fingernails were manicured for the first time in his life and coated in clear polish. Around his neck, beneath his tie, he wore a silver necklace. Around his ankle, he wore a matching ankle bracelet, which jingled slightly when he walked. On his toes he wore two silver toe rings. Every single one of these items screamed “woman” and that terrified him. If the girls noticed any of this, he was doomed. Not to mention, his penis was encased in its metal cage... a cage which interfered with his normal walk, with the way he sat, and which kept his mind on his emasculation every second of the waking day.

	“Morning, Boss,” said Clara. She always greeted him first.

	Jeff smiled nervously at her. He wondered if he detected a hint of suspicion in her tone. Probably not. “Good morning,” he said quietly. As he spoke, Elaine and Helen came and stood by Clara's desk. He nodded to them, but didn't say anything.

	Helen raised an eyebrow after a moment or two of silence. “You ok, Boss?”

	Jeff felt himself begin to sweat and he thought he heard his ankle bracelet jingle. He was sure Helen had noticed something. “Yes, why do you ask?” he asked nervously.

	“No reason, you just seem kind of quiet today.” Jeff s mouth went dry. “I. uh, I'm just feeling tired.' The woman nodded their heads and waited silently.

	“Uh... what are you working on today?” he asked.

	Helen raised her eyebrow again. This was even more unusual than off ering them a choice. “Whatever you tell us, boss. That's how it's always worked around here. Is there something you want us to work on?”

	Jeff s eyes dashed between the women as he found it difficult to meet their gaze. He cast his eyes to the floor. “No, why don't you work on whatever you feel is right.”

	Helen shrugged her shoulders. “Ok.”

	“I’ll be in my office... if you don't mind,” he said nervously.

	This caused all three women to look at each other quizzically.

	“Sure, that way we know where to find you,” Clara said with a laugh.

	Jeff smiled sheepishly and walked off to his office. The women watched him go and then looked at each other as if each sensed something had changed.

	“Strange,” said Helen.

	“Very,” Clara added.

	“Did anybody notice the eyebrows?” asked Elaine.

	“Or the earrings?” asked Clara.

	“That's not all,” said Helen. “But listen, save it for lunch.”

	Jeff hid behind his desk for the rest of the morning as the women went about running the office without him. He was terrified one of them would notice his feminine appearance or what he wore. This made him pensive and reluctant to give orders. His biggest fear was giving an order which Helen or Clara or Elaine rejected and that this would open the floodgates to them taking charge. All it would take would be for them to laugh in his face and declare openly that he was wearing women's clothes and he would lose their respect forever. He reasoned he was better off hiding in his office than risking losing control entirely.

	For their parts, the girls were happy to run the office. When they needed a signature, they brought him the documents, but none of them really came to him for advice on how to handle issues they came across. They liked having the additional freedom and they clearly felt comfortable with Helen in charge. Still, they were dying to find out what was really going on.

	Around the middle of the afternoon, Jeff ducked out to use the restroom. When he returned, Clara told him that Tiffany had called and wanted him to call her immediately. Jeff felt himself shudder. He picked up the receiver.

	“Hi Tiffany, you called?”

	“Are you in your office?” she asked.

	“Yes.”

	“Is your office door closed?”

	“Yes.”

	“Get up and open it. Then come back to the phone.”

	Jeff bit his tongue. “But if I open the door, then Clara can hear me.”

	“Don't question me. From now on, your door stays open at all times. Got it?”

	Jeff remained silent.

	“Every second you wait is another day in that device,” she said.

	Jeff cringed. It was bad enough she could blackmail him with the photos, but with that device, she now literally had him trapped in something he dared never show anyone. “Yes, Miss,” he said.

	“Good, now open your door and then return to your seat and don't even try to lie to me, little girl.”

	Jeff cringed again. Clearly, Tiffany would not let this go any time soon. He set the receiver down, got up and walked to the door. He opened the door, much to Clara's surprise, and then returned to his desk.

	“It's done,” he said.

	“Where were you when I called?”

	“I had to use the facilities,” he said very quietly so Clara couldn't hear him.

	“Why are you whispering?”

	“Because Clara's only a few feet away!”

	“Don't whisper!” Tiffany growled into the phone. “When you speak to me, you speak in a normal tone.”

	Jeff gritted his teeth. “Yes, Miss.”

	“Now where were you?”

	“I had to use the facilities.”

	“You mean you had to pee?”

	“Yes.”

	“Then why didn't you say that? Where were you when I called?”

	“I had to pee,” he said, and his face turned red as the sudden smirk on Clara's face told him she could overhear some portion of this conversation.

	“Well, I don't like calling and not finding you where I expect you to be.”

	“I'm sorry,” he mumbled.

	“What? Say it louder.”

	“I'm sorry,” he repeated loudly enough that he was sure Clara heard him. “I think we will discuss this when you get home tonight. And on that point, I expect you home at five sharp. That means you'll need to leave the office early, but that’s ok as it sounds like Helen can run things. It also means you can't stop at the gym.

	“Yes, Miss.” She hung up.

	It took Jeff a moment to realize she had gone. This was a first for him, that Tiffany had hung up on him without a word of goodbye or indication the conversation was over, and he didn't quite know how to respond, so he hung onto the phone for a second. When he realized Clara was still listening, he tried to cover his embarrassment. “Yes, I'll do that. I love you too.”

	Of course, Clara could see on her own phone that the line disconnected long before this

	That night, Jeff found the pink sandals on the doorstep. Tiffany didn't greet him. He ground his teeth, but changed into them without prompting. Then he entered the house and made his way to the bedroom. Once again, there were no clothes on the bed, so he stripped naked, except for the heels and made his way to the living room. There he saw Tiffany going through some papers.

	“Ah, you're home. Good.” She motioned him to come stand by her. She wore gray slacks, a black blouse and very high-heeled black pumps. He wore the pink strappy sandals and nothing else. As he approached, she reached out and tapped on the cage which held his penis. “Still all safe,” she said with a giggle. She latched her fingers onto the cage as she continued to flip through the papers. As she did, she absentmindedly worked her nail between the bars and stroked his penis through the bars with the tip of her nail. Jeff felt distinctly uncomfortable standing naked before his wife as she held onto his penis cage. His face burned red and his penis tried to become very erect within the device, but he couldn't touch it.

	“Why aren't you wearing your stockings and your panties?” Tiffany asked.

	“You didn't leave me any.”

	“I shouldn't have needed to, you were already wearing them.”

	“I'm sorry, Miss.”

	“That's ok, little girls often need a great deal of guidance and you are no different. In future, you will strip off any male clothing you are wearing and add whatever I leave for you. Do you understand?”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“But you will leave on whatever female clothing you are already wearing unless I give you something to replace it.”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	She let go of the cage, patted it, and withdrew her hand so she could shuffle the papers one final time. “Good, girl. I want you to sign these,” she said, holding out two papers for him to sign.

	“What are they?”

	“Something you're going to sign.”

	“I'm not signing anything I don't read first.

	Tiffany laughed and leaned back against the couch. “Just like how you aren't wearing the pink heels and you aren't going to be my little girl

	“I'm serious,” he said, though he knew right away he had no strength of will to resist.

	“Sign it or you'll go to work in a skirt tomorrow,” she said flatly.

	Jeff withered under this threat. All he had to do was say no, he told himself. Yet, he also knew that somehow she would win no matter what he said. If he refused, she could e-mail all the photos of him in drag to the girls at the office, to his family, to his friends, and she could tell them about the cage. Not to mention, he wasn't sure he could even get it off without the key. Could they cut something like this off What would that do to his penis? He shook his head and shuddered. He had no choice. He picked up the pen and signed the forms.

	“Are you going to tell me what I'm signing?” he asked.

	“No.”

	He finished his signature, dated the documents, and gave her the pen.

	“Now go put on the uniform I left for you. It's hanging in your closet.

	Jeff hung his head and left the room. When he opened his closet door, he saw that his clothes has been pushed aside and hanging there, in the middle of everything, was a frilly pink maid's uniform, complete with panties, stockings, and a bra which contained fake breasts. The uniform was a pink cotton dress with a midthigh skirt and a lovely rounded collar. The skirt was starched and sat upon crinoline, which gave it body. Above the dress, Jeff would wear a white pinafore apron with lace trim and a delicate inlaid heart pattern in off -white.

	“I hope you like it,” Tiffany said from the door, “you're going to be wearing it a lot from now on.”

	“No, I don't like it.”

	“That's even better then,” she said with a smile. She noticed his penis straining against the cage. When it tried to become erect, it pushed the cage away from his body slightly and it filled the tiny gaps left in the cage. “I guess somebody's not being honest about how much they like their new uniform!”

	Jeff looked at his penis, which felt rather uncomfortable trying to grow without any space to do so. “It's excited because I always wanted to see you wear something like this,” he said.

	“Funny, I always had the same thought about you! I guess one of us is about to get their wish,” Tiffany said with a laugh. “Now get dressed and get to the kitchen.”

	Jeff did as he was told. He sat at the vanity and applied lipstick, blush and eye shadow as he'd been instructed. He had become quite good at this. Then he removed the studs from his ears and replaced them with dangly earrings. He painted his fingernails pink, but left his toenails red. Then he slid into the panties, the stockings, the bra and the uniform. Finally, he stepped back into the pink sandals he wore and made his way to the kitchen.

	Tiffany laughed. “You look ridiculous!” Jeff grimaced. “I only wore what you asked.”

	“Don't get snippy with me, little girl.

	“Sorry, Miss,” he said quietly.

	“That's better. Now get started cooking dinner.”

	Jeff stepped over the counter where Tiffany had gathered some of the ingredients already and had placed the recipe. He recognized this dish and he could prepare it. He set about getting to work, but as he moved, his heels clicked off the tile floor, sending him constant reminders of his emasculation. This kept his penis struggling against the cage.

	Meanwhile, Tiffany sat down and crossed her legs. She let her high heeled sandal dangle from her toes. “So after our little discussion this afternoon, I decided we needed to make more changes.”

	“What kind of changes, Miss?”

	“This kind,” she said, holding up a cell phone. “I got us both phones with e-mail capability. From now on, you will e-mail me every time you want to go to the bathroom or leave your office. Until I give you permission, you are to sit tight.”

	Jeff’s jaw dropped. “You're kidding?”

	“Of course I'm not kidding! What makes you think I'm kidding? I need to know where my little girl will be at all times.”

	“You really expect me to get your permission before I leave my office to pee?”

	“Yes,” she said flatly.

	Jeff stared at his wife in disbelief

	“I also expect you to ask permission before you leave the office for any purpose.”

	“What if you don't answer?”

	“Then you wait for me,” she said coldly “Honestly, Jeff, don't be so dense. This isn't rocket science.”

	“You're not serious?!”

	“Try breaking my rules to find just out how serious I am.”

	The next day, Jeff sat in his office. Tiffany had again made him wear feminine clothing beneath his suit, and he again spent the day hiding in his office, though Tiffany now required him to keep the door open. Around one o'clock, he realized he needed to pee. There was no avoiding it. At first, he thought about just going to the bathroom without permission. But the more he thought about it, the less he wanted to risk being punished. Reluctantly, he pulled the cell phone from his pocket.

	“May I please go pee?” he wrote.

	Five minutes passed before he received a response. “Is it urgent?”

	Jeff bit his tongue. “Of course it's urgent or I wouldn't have asked!” he said to himself, but he knew better than to write this. “Yes, it's urgent. May I please go?” he wrote.

	Two minutes passed this time before this message appeared: “You may.”

	Jeff exhaled angrily at this humiliation and rose to leave his desk. Then another message appeared.

	“Aren't you going to thank me?”

	Jeff debated sending back an angry response or just ignoring it, but he knew that wasn't wise. So he picked up his phone and typed, “Thank you, Miss.”

	When Jeff left his office to use the bathroom, he felt like each of the girls was mocking him with their eyes. He felt like they all knew he had just asked for permission to use the bathroom and had even needed to thank his wife for granting that permission. He felt very, very small.

	Two nights later, Tiffany took the next step. Jeff came home expecting to find the two-inch pink sandals he wore for his little girl role or the three-inch slingbacks he wore for his maid role sitting on the doorstep waiting for him. That's how Tiffany had done it the last few nights. Instead, Tiffany greeted him at the door with a pair of open-toed navy pumps with five-inch heels. He'd never worn five inch heels before and he found them quite difficult. Not only did they put a lot more pressure on his toes, but walking in them required more careful balance. But this was only the beginning.

	“It's time you got used to more restrictive clothing — higher heels, tighter skirts. Women wear a lot of clothes like pencil skirts, which hug the body and keep them from moving around like men do. It's the fashion world's version of bondage,” Tiffany said as they entered the bedroom.

	“I’d rather not,” he said.

	“Too bad,” she said and she pointed to a navy-blue pencil skirt and a royal-blue blouse, which lay on the bed.

	Jeff, who was still unsteady on the new higher heels, carefully moved over to the bed and removed his clothes. Underneath his suit, he wore black panties, a black bra, a white cami top, and beige pantyhose. His ankle bracelet jingled more when he didn't wear pants over it. He stepped into the skirt and zipped it up. He immediately noticed that the skirt dramatically restricted his movement. Combining this with the high, thin heels would be a challenge. Oddly the tight clothing triggered an erection, which would have made his skirt bulge, except the cage kept it in check.

	Tiffany noticed the erection right away because Jeff always shifted uncomfortably when it started, and then she could see the cage push away from his crotch slightly. “I guess we still know what turns you on, don't we?” Tiffany asked sarcastically.

	Jeff blushed and his penis grew stiffer. “It happens, it doesn't mean anything!”

	Tiffany laughed. “Don't even try to deny it, Jeff ” She walked over to him and thrust her hand at his crotch. “The evidence is right here,” she said as she grabbed the cage. “Or it would be,” she said with a smirk and she worked two nails between the bars so she could pinch the head of his penis. This sent a shock throughout his body and caused his penis to try to grow beyond the cage.

	Jeff jumped back and nearly fell over in the unstable heels. “Don't do that!”

	An evil smile crossed Tiffany's lips. “Why, girlfriend? It's obvious you like it.”

	Jeff tried to back away, but with him in the heels and the pencil skirt and Tiffany in flats and jeans, she was quicker and more agile.

	“This really turns you on a lot, doesn't it? Maybe there's something you want to tell me? Ever spent much time in my closet?” she asked mockingly. She reached for the device again.

	Jeff backed up again to avoid her hand. Suddenly, Tiffany lunged forward and grabbed for his penis. Jeff turned on his heels and ran across the room, or rather, he tip-toed on dozens of small steps across the room with his arms held straight out for balance.

	Tiffany saw this and burst out laughing. “Oh my God! I wish I had a camera! What a sissy!”

	“Stop it,” he squealed.

	“Make me,” she said with a laugh and she pretended to lunge toward him, which again caused him to mince away. She laughed even harder and stopped chasing him.

	Jeff s face turned bright red and he slunk off past his laughing wife toward the living room. He felt deeply emasculated.

	For the next hour, Jeff went through the usual drills of walking around the house, up and down the stairs and sitting down. It took some getting used to in these more restrictive clothes, but he was becoming more feminine in his movements.

	Tiffany finally let him stop when she was sure he had mastered the new clothes. Before she did, however, she went to the bedroom and returned with a black leather purse about the size of a big city phonebook. It had two short leather straps at the top like a grocery store tote only thinner.

	“We're adding something new,” Tiffany said and she held out the purse.

	“What's this?”

	“Isn't it obvious?”

	“It looks like a purse.”

	“Boy, you're sharp, girlfriend,” she said condescendingly.

	“What do I do with it?”

	“You carry it on your shoulder.”

	“I don't need a purse,” he protested.

	“You need a purse. All women need purses. That's where you carry your wallet, your makeup, your phone and whatever else I think you should be carrying. And from now on, you will carry this purse.”

	“What do you mean 'from now on'?” Tiffany just laughed.

	Jeff would find out the following morning.

	Jeff pulled on the tan pantyhose Tiffany had laid out. His red toenails were visible beneath the hose. As he pulled up the hose, he tried to readjust the cage to give his penis more room because it was again erect — this was becoming much more common lately as Tiffany pushed him further and further into submission. He couldn't understand why it turned him on, it never had before, but it did now in a big way. Jeff attached the hated ankle bracelet and went to his sock drawer. He discovered it was empty.

	“Where are my socks?!”

	“You don't need them anymore,” Tiffany said as she returned from the kitchen with a cup of coffee. She wore a short pink robe and pink slippers with a slight heel, and her hair was wrapped in a white towel.

	“What do you mean I don't need them? Everyone will see!”

	“Little girls aren't afraid to show a little ankle,” she said matter-of-factly.

	“I'm not a little girl!”

	“You will be soon enough,” Tiffany said with a smirk.

	“Tiff— Miss... I need socks. I can't just wear pantyhose!”

	“You can and you will, or would you rather I made you wear the pink sandals instead. Would you rather have that?”

	He shook his head.

	“Then stop being such a sissy about the pantyhose.”

	“But everyone will notice them!”

	Tiffany shrugged her shoulders. “It's the hose or the sandals.”

	“I’ll look like a freak,” he said, but the more he protested, the more that queasy feeling came back as he realized she would not surrender on this and he would have no choice but to submit. All he was doing now by fighting was demonstrating how weak he had become.

	Tiffany pursed her lips. “Now!”

	Jeff took a deep breath. “Fine,” he said and he slid his feet into his shoes

	without any socks. They felt funny with the pantyhose. Specifically, they felt roomier, like they didn't quite fit, and they felt harder as he was used to the extra padding from his socks. He walked to the minor and tried to move his legs to see which motions would expose the hose and if he could find a way to minimize that. To a degree he could hide the hose if he took short steps and kept his knees somewhat bent, but they still showed at times. He had to hope no one was looking when that happened. He also needed to worry about the ankle bracelet, which would now drop to his ankle and would hang free without a sock to hold it in place and keep it from jingling.

	As Jeff finished examining himself in the minor, Tiffany left the room before reappearing with the purse. Jeff didn't see this and went to the dresser to grab his wallet. It wasn't there. “Where's my wallet?”

	Tiffany handed him the black purse from the night before. “It's in here.' He took the purse and started to open it.

	“What are you doing?” she asked.

	“I'm getting my wallet.

	She nodded her head. “Oh no. I told you that from now on, you carry a purse.”

	“But... but…”

	“But what?”

	“What are the girls going to say when I walk into the office holding a purse?!”

	Tiffany laughed and shrugged her shoulders. “If they start making fun of you, you just remind them who's boss!”

	Jeff gritted his teeth. This was going to be humiliating.

	 


Chapter 7: “Nice Purse, Boss!”

	 

	Jeff felt sick the moment he stepped out of his car in the parking garage. He looked around to see if he was alone and rushed to the elevator. It took forever for it to get to his level. As he waited, his worst fears were realized as two women dressed in skirt suits and heels walked up behind him. He moved the purse around in front of him to shield it from their view. They hadn't noticed yet.

	As he stepped onto the minored elevator and then turned around, one of the women got a clear look at his purse. He saw her eyebrow go up and then she rolled her eyes at the other woman, who had turned to face the door. The woman snuck a quick peek over her shoulder and then leaned over and whispered something to the first woman.

	“It's my wife's, I'm taking it to her,” Jeff said. His face burned with shame.

	Both women turned to face him, using the opportunity to get a better look at the purse. Then they looked at his earrings and his narrow eyebrows. Then they smiled politely at him and turned back around. He saw one of them nod to the other and she nodded back. They were clearly trying to stifle giggles, which made Jeff feel incredibly small and weak, and they kept sneaking peeks at it in the minors.

	When the elevator stopped at his floor, one of the women stepped aside to let him pass. “Your floor, precious,” she said with a huge smirk on her face.

	Jeff felt utterly humiliated as he walked past the women without another word. He could feel their smirks burning into his back as he stepped off the elevator and walked down the hall. Just before the elevator door closed, he heard them burst out laughing.

	“Nice purse, Boss!” exclaimed Clara as Jeff walked into the office.

	Jeff ground his teeth. “Tiffany bought it for me, it's not a purse, it's a bag for men,” he lied.

	Clara smirked. “Ok,” she said doubtfully and she smiled broadly. At this point, Helen came over. “Great purse, Boss,” said Helen.

	“It's not a purse,” he repeated.

	“It's a bag for men,” said Clara somewhat mockingly, though her tone wasn't sufficiently mocking that Jeff could reprimand her.

	Elaine now joined them as well. “Nice purse! I have one just like it at home.”

	Clara and Helen bit their lips trying not to laugh and Jeff blushed.

	“I think we should work on Care Com today,” Helen said, changing the conversation. It wasn't lost on anyone that she also just made a managerial decision, something which was previously solely within Jeff’s domain.

	“Yes, that's fine,” Jeff agreed. He wanted to be done with this meeting as quickly as possible because the knowing stares from the women made him feel vulnerable and he just wanted to hide in his office, though with him now needing to keep his door open per Tiffany's orders, he couldn't hide nearly as well as before. In fact, even in his office, he was now constantly under Clara's gaze and within her hearing range, which made him feel “supervised”.

	“Good,” said Helen. “I’ll hand out specific assignments in a couple minutes.” She had just usurped another of Jeff s powers. She turned to face him. “Why don't you go to your office? I'll bring you the technical proposal for your input when I get done handing out assignments to Clara and Elaine.”

	Jeff meekly nodded and went to his office, never commenting on the quasi-role reversal which had just taken place. Once there, he tossed the purse into his desk and stared at his computer screen. It burned him that the women had seen him carrying a purse and it burned him even worse that Helen was giving orders in his office, but he was in no position to fight. To the contrary, he felt distinctly vulnerable because of the things Tiffany had forced upon him and that brought his new-found submission to the office.

	About an hour later, his phone rang. Clara answered it as always and then relayed to Jeff that his wife was on the line.

	“Hello, Miss,” he said as quietly as he dared. He didn't want Clara hearing him call his wife “Miss,' but he also didn't want Tiffany realizing he had whispered and demanding that he repeat everything more loudly.

	“Good morning, little girl I hope you're enjoying your first day with your new purse.”

	“I most definitely am not.”

	“Awww, that's too bad, honey. Well, you can thank me anyway. Go ahead.”

	Jeff gritted his teeth. “Thank you for making me carry a purse.”

	“Letting you, not making you. Now try it again.”

	Jeff bit his tongue. “Thank you for letting me carry a purse.”

	“That's better,” she said. “Oh, that reminds me, before we continue, I want you to take off your shoes while we speak.”

	“What?”

	“Take off your shoes while we speak,” she repeated. 

	“But if l take off my shoes Clara will see. She’ll see my panty hose and red nails…” he whispered.

	“Don't whisper!” Tiffany growled into the phone. “When you speak to me, you speak in a normal tone.”

	“But__” he whispered.

	“Stop it, Jeff. Do as I command and speak in a normal voice.”

	Jeff took a deep breath. “Yes, Miss.”

	“Now, what were you saying about your shoes?” she asked.

	Jeff stared out the door at Clara who was obviously listening. “Nothing.”

	“Good. Then remove them.

	It took a good deal of willpower, but Jeff pulled his feet out of his shoes. He knew that if Clara looked closely enough beneath his desk, which was partially open at the front, she would see his stockinged feet and his painted nails.

	“It's done.”

	Sure enough, moments later, he saw Clara look his way, look down, and a strange smile spread across her face. She tried to hide it, but he had seen it.

	“Have you opened your purse yet?” Tiffany asked. “No, Miss.”

	“Do it. Inside, you'll find a chap stick. I want you to practice fixing your lipstick once every hour with the chap stick. Don't ignore me on this, I will know if you didn't do this,” she said sternly.

	“Yes, Miss.”

	She hung up. Not only did he not practice with the chap stick, he never even opened the purse.

	__oOo__

	Jill poured herself more coffee and joined Tiffany at the kitchen table.

	“So how are things with Jeff?” asked Jill.

	“They're going remarkably well in some ways. He's almost totally compliant now,” said Tiffany.

	“AII men should be compliant, especially men like Jeff.”

	“You never liked Jeff, did you?”

	Jill shrugged her shoulders. “It's not that I don't like him, it's that he's always struck me as arrogant. He thinks the world should do as he commands and that no one should be allowed to have any other opinion.”

	“He's not that bad.”

	“He seems like it.” Jill sipped her coffee. “So what do you mean by compliant?”

	“Basically, he does anything I tell him.

	“AII this because he's afraid to be seen by someone in a skirt? Talk about a fragile ego!”

	Tiffany laughed. “It's not just that. It was that. But now I've got other means of controlling him too.”

	Jill leaned forward and grinned. Her face glowed, knowing a juicy secret was coming. “Do tell?”

	Tiffany blushed. “If you must know.”

	“Oh, I must!”

	“He's got a little something wrapped around his, um, manhood.” She pulled her necklace out of her blouse and showed Jill a key hanging from the necklace. “He can't take it off without this key. And as long as he wears it, he can't touch his... uh, manhood.”

	Jill's eyes got really large. “You mean?” 

	Tiffany nodded.

	“And he can't?”

	Tiffany shook her head.

	“Oh my!”

	“He can't touch himself, he can't stroke it, play with it or squeeze it. He can't even hold it to pee. He has to pee sitting down and then it takes him a long time to wipe.”

	Jill burst out laughing. “That's genius”

	“I also made him sign over everything to me.”

	“Everything?”

	“Everything. He's penniless. He has no job, no income, no money, no house, and no car. I just haven't told him yet that he's done that.”

	“So he's totally dependent on you to live?”

	“Right.”

	“And he can't even touch his thing without your permission?”

	“Right.”

	“And he's living in fear of being exposed for living the life of a woman when no one is looking?”

	“Right.”

	Jill laughed. “You've totally emasculated him! Congratulations!” Now Tiffany laughed.

	“So what parts aren't going so well?” Jill asked.

	Tiffany frowned. “That's the problem. I'm really not doing this because I hate him. I don't. I do love him, but he's got to learn his lesson. I'm willing to stop... heck, I want to stop. But he still hasn't shown me that he gets that he doesn't have the right to control me. If he would show me that, I'd release him in a heartbeat. But he keeps right on acting like everyone needs to do as he says.”

	Jill smirked. “I would never release him.”

	“Well, you're not married to him. Trust me, I want my man back.”

	“Oh, don't tell me you aren't getting a kick out of him being a woman too.”

	Tiffany smiled.

	When Jeff got home that night, Tiffany traded him the five-inch open-toed navy pumps for his purse. As he slid into those, anxious to get off his exposed porch and into the house as quickly as possible, Tiffany opened the purse. She scowled but said nothing. She led him to the bedroom where she had laid out the navy-blue pencil skirt, a black bra and a tight white tee shirt with a rounded collar. The bra would show prominently through the tee shirt.

	“I realized we forgot something in our heel training,” she said, leading Jeff to the front hallway once he was dressed.

	“What's that?”

	“Concrete.”

	“Concrete shouldn't be a problem?

	“Shouldn’t. But you should still get a feel for it now before you find yourself in public having never stepped on it in heels before.”

	“Public?” Jeff asked nervously.

	Tiffany ignored him and opened the front door. “Take a quick step outside, go down the two steps, and then come back.”

	“What?! That's outside.”

	“Where else are we going to find concrete?” she asked snidely. “Do you want to do this on some street downtown?”

	“But people can see me! I look like a man in drag.” This was true. With his short hair and masculine shape, he looked very much like a man who had put on his wife's clothes. He would be spotted in seconds if anyone saw him.

	“It will only be for a few seconds. Don't be such a sissy,” she insisted.

	Jeff tensed up.

	“Now!” Tiffany ordered. With each passing day, Tiffany seemed to become more forceful and Jeff more accepting of her authority. This was partly fear of the blackmail material she had, not to mention his desire to be released from the device around his penis, but also partly from his “leaming” to be submissive during this entire time. At this point, it was unlikely he could resist a direct command, and, to be honest, they both knew that.

	Jeff peeked outside. There was no one on the street. If he was fast, he could rush outside and get back inside before anyone noticed. It would only take a couple of seconds. He could do it. He took a deep breath and went for it. A moment later, he made it to the base of the steps. So far so good. Then he heard Tiffany close the door behind him. He rushed up to the door, but it was locked.

	“Tiffany! What are you doing?!” he tried to whisper through the door. 

	“You didn't do what I asked with the chap stick, did you?”

	“Of course, I did!” he lied.

	Tiffany opened the purse and retrieved a red lipstick from the bag.

	“There was no chap stick, Jeff There was only this lipstick. If you had done as I asked then you would have realized this and you would have called me telling me there was no chap stick. So not only did you not do what I wanted, but you lied to me.!”

	Jeff saw a car turn up their street. “Can we please discuss this inside?”

	“No, I want to discuss It now.”

	“Dear, please!”

	“You disobeyed me, Jeff, and you lied!”

	To Jeff s relief, the car turned into a driveway almost immediately and never came near the house. “Honestly, I just forgot,” he said. He had to speak louder than he wanted to be heard through the door. He worried that a neighbour might hear him through an open window.

	“You forgot?!” she asked doubtfully.

	“I set the purse down and I never thought about it again.”

	“And how do you explain lying to me?”

	“I didn't want to disappoint you!”

	Just then, out of the comer of his eye, Jeff saw a neighbour three houses down leave his house and walk toward his mailbox. He currently had his back to Jeff, but that would change soon enough. “Can we please go inside and discuss this?”

	Tiffany folded her arms and glared at him.

	“Please?!” he begged.

	Tiffany shook her head. “I want to settle this right now.”

	“I admit, I was wrong! Please let me in,” he whispered nervously. He snuck a peek over his shoulder at his neighbour who was slowly making his way to the mailbox.

	“What? I can't hear you,” she lied.

	“I’m sorry, I was wrong, please let me in,” he whispered slightly louder.

	Tiffany shrugged her shoulders. “Still can't hear you.”

	Jeff grimaced. “I was wrong, please let me in,” he said loudly enough that he knew Tiffany could hear him, and he had to pray the neighbour couldn't.

	Tiffany glared at him. “Jeff, you need to learn that my word is law. If you ignore my instructions, there need to be punishments.”

	He nodded his head. “I know that.”

	“Then why did you Ignore my instructions?”

	“I don't… I don't know.” 

	Tiffany scowled at him.

	“I'm sorry, it was a mistake!” he said. He began to sweat.

	“No, Jeff It was disrespect.”

	Jeff furrowed his brow. “Disrespect?!”

	“Yes, you disrespected me.”

	He vigorously shook his head. “No, that's not true. I never meant to disrespect you.

	The neighbour had almost reached the mailbox.

	“You did,” she insisted.

	“That's not true, I swear it.”

	“Ok, prove it,” she said coldly and she folded her arms.

	Jeff s neighbour had now reached the box and opened it.

	“Tiffany! I'm not trying to be disrespectful. I swear! I just don't want to argue about this out here.”

	“I don't want to argue at all.” She turned to walk away from the door.

	“Wait!” he pleaded. “I'm sorry! I'll prove it, I swear! How do you want me to prove it?”

	The neighbour stopped to look through his mail and hadn't turned around yet.

	“Please, Tiffany, I'll do anything!” he begged.

	By this point, Jeff was a total wreck. His heart was pounding, sweat was pouring down his forehead, he was becoming unstable on his heels, and he was terrified to look over his shoulder at his neighbour. Tiffany, on the other hand, felt an incredible surge of power. She knew he would do most anything she ordered already, but here was a chance to really make it clear who was the boss.

	“Swear it.”

	Jeff put his hand up as if to swear an oath. “I swear, I promise.”

	“Any resistance, Jeff any resistance,” she said, shaking her head. 

	“I agree, I swear!”

	Tiffany opened the door, just as the neighbour closed his mailbox and started back. For the briefest of moments, he noticed a woman entering Jeff and Tiffany's house.

	To celebrate her victory, Tiffany decided they would have sex, but this wasn't going to be like any other romantic encounter they'd ever had. Once again, she made Jeff dress in the little girl costume she'd scrounged together. That meant the frilly pink tea dress which was too small on him, white stockings, the pink sandals, and her blonde wig tied in pigtails with pink ribbons tied in bows. She overdid his makeup and showered him in perfume. He didn't quite look like a little girl, but that wasn't the point, she just wanted him to feel the humiliation of being a man obviously trying to look like a little girl. He wasn't happy about it.

	Tiffany ran her fingers over his cheek. “You're such a good little girl, aren't you?”

	“I really don't want to do this,” he said.

	“Of course, you do honey,” she said and she kissed him. 

	“No, I really don't.”

	“You know you do,” she said. “Tell me you want it.” 

	He shook his head.

	“AII right, let me put it this way, you're going to do this or else. Now tell me you want to do it.”

	Jeff felt the same queasiness return that he always got when she began ordering him around. He knew he had no choice and that made him feel sick. He took a deep breath. “Yes, Miss, I want to be your little girl.”

	Tiffany smiled. The feeling of power she got at these moments, when he surrendered, was incredible. She took him to the bedroom, where she made him bring her to orgasm with his mouth. She felt exquisite. Then she thought about unlocking him and letting him have his own orgasm, but she wanted to try something else she had read on the internet.

	“So tell me, Jeff How badly do you want to release all that semen built up inside you right now?”

	Jeff bit his tongue. He wasn't sure it was smart to tell her. On the other hand, she knew he wanted it so maybe there was no harm in admitting it. “Really badly,” he said.

	“I suppose you're dying to ejaculate, aren't you?”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“You'd probably do just about anything to make that happen, wouldn't you?”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“That's good. Climb onto the bed and let me tie you up, then we'll see what I can do for you.”

	Jeff smiled and did as commanded. He lay down spread eagle again.

	Tiffany shook her head. “No, turn over. I want you face down,” she said. Jeff looked at her sceptically but turned over as commanded. She tied his hands and feet to the bed. When he was safely secured, Tiffany briefly left the room before returning. Jeff thought he heard the familiar sounds of belts being strapped, but he couldn't tell for sure. He thought he knew what was about to happen, but he was wrong.

	What Jeff didn't see was Tiffany sliding on a rubber glove, which she greased. She climbed onto the bed behind him and slowly worked her fingers inside him. This had never happened to Jeff before and he wasn't sure how to feel. Part of him felt entirely emasculated at being dressed like a girl and tied to a bed as his wife played with his rear. But another part of him was excited at the prospect that he would finally be granted some release after all this time. And yet another part of him simply felt the physical impulses of what she was doing, which was a mixture of excitement and discomfort.

	As Tiffany slowly worked her fingers through him, his penis struggled against its prison. If he was going to enjoy this, that needed to be unlocked. “Aren't you going to unlock me?” Jeff asked.

	Tiffany didn't respond. Instead, she pushed her fingers deeper until she found his prostate. She began to massage it. She heard Jeff gasp suddenly. Moments later, semen poured out his penis, though he had no orgasm. When it stopped, she removed her fingers and went to wash her hand. When she returned to the bedroom, Jeff was lying on the bed in the same pose, waiting for her.

	“When are you going to unlock me?” he asked.

	“I'm not,” she said.

	“But you said you would let me orgasm?”

	“No, I said I would give you release, and that's what you got.”

	“What do you mean release?”

	She smiled and pointed at the dirty, wet blanket beneath him. Then she turned and left the room, turning the lights out as she left. “Good night, honey.”

	 


Chapter 8: “Boss No More”

	 

	Jeff awoke in the morning still tied to the bed. Tiffany slapped his rear and laughed. She sat down at her vanity and ran her fingers through her hair as she looked at her husband, with his hands tied to the bed. She was already dressed.

	“Good morning, Princess. There's going to be a change at work today,” she said.

	“What kind of change?” he asked. He was still groggy.

	“I've been speaking to Helen and she tells me that you seem distracted and unsure of yourself at work. She said it's been getting worse.”

	Jeff cringed. He'd hoped they hadn't noticed and it bothered him that Tiffany had called Helen. What else had they discussed? “I'm fine,” he said. 

	“Clearly, you aren't.”

	“I'm fine, I really am. Can you please untie me?”

	“No, I want to talk about this first.

	“There's nothing to talk about. She's just overreacting.”

	Tiffany picked up a nail file and began filing her nails. “Be that as it may, I think a change is needed in any event.”

	“You said that already. What kind of change?”

	“Given your recent embrace of submission, I'm not sure you're the right person to be making decisions anymore.”

	“But I __

	She raised her hand to quiet him. “Be silent, Jeff I'm speaking. I've decided that you need to step down as manager of the business and let Helen take over.”

	“What?!”

	“You heard me.”

	Jeff glared at his wife. He felt intensely sick. “I won't do it!”

	“You will. In fact, you're going to walk into the office this morning and announce that Helen will be in charge from now on.”

	“And what exactly am I supposed to do then?”

	“You'll work for Helen. You'll do whatever she needs.”

	Jeff s felt a withering blast of humiliation course through his body and he almost curled into a ball, except his hands remained tied to the bed. This feeling was so intense that he almost passed out. When his mind cleared a moment later, he realized that his penis had ejaculated all over the bed and everything was wet again. “Please don't do this to me,” he begged. His voice shook. “Please, Miss. The humiliation would kill me!”

	Tiffany shook her head. “It's for your own good, Jeff. Old Jeff was fine as a manager, but you... the little girl you've become... you just aren't up to the task. You need supervision.”

	“Please, please don't do this to me!”

	“Honestly, Jeff, what's wrong with taking orders from a woman? You men are so dam frail”

	“I'm her boss! It's my business!”

	“Actually, it's my business.”

	Jeff froze. “What do you mean?!”

	“You signed it over to me when you signed over all our assets.”

	His jaw dropped. “When I what?!”

	She laughed. “Oh Jeff, honey, you should always read what you sign!' she said and she patted him on the butt. “That's just one more reason to think you aren't right for management.”

	Jeff stared at her. He was stunned.

	She rose. “I've made up my mind,” she said and she started for the door, leaving him tied to the bed. “Who knows, you might even come to like it?”

	Jeff s face burned red. Clara and Elaine stood before him, staring at him with their jaws wide open. Helen stood next to him, smiling like the Cheshire Cat. Tiffany stood in the background watching. They were all enjoying this far too much. And worst of all, he needed to pretend that this was his idea.

	“Do we take our orders from you or her?” Clara asked.

	“Take them from her,” Jeff said and he cringed.

	“Are you going to leave?” asked Elaine.

	“No, I'll be around to help out,” he said reluctantly. He hated this. The last thing he wanted was to stick around and be seen as the deposed ruler, but Tiffany was clear on that point And with the company belonging to her, as well as the bulk of their assets, and with her holding the blackmail material and the key to the device on his penis, she would get her way, and she wanted Helen in charge and Jeff placing himself entirely under Helen's command. He would have no powers whatsoever.

	“So do we take orders from both of you?” Clara asked again.

	“No, just from Helen,” he said through gritted teeth.

	“Don't worry, things won't change much,” Helen said to the two women. “Naturally, my door will always be open for any suggestions you may have. Any questions?” Clara and Elaine looked at each other, then at Helen, then at Jeff They both shook their heads. “Good, then let's get to work and I'll come talk to each of you individually about your assignments in a little bit. If I could see you in my office,” she said to Jeff and she walked into Jeff s office.

	Jeff scowled at her. Tiffany had said nothing about him giving up his office and he didn't intend to surrender it. He followed her. “Wait a minute,” he said. “I never said I was giving up the office.”

	“Should we call Tiffany?” Jeff s scowl deepened.

	“Let's do that,” Helen said. She called Clara's phone and asked her to send Tiffany into the office. Tiffany had been talking to Elaine. “Tiffany, Jeff seems to think this office still belongs to him. Did I misunderstand you that I would have total control over every facet of the office?”

	Tiffany shook her head. “No, you didn’t misunderstand me. You run the office as you see fit. You control assignments, who sits where, everything. You're the manager now.”

	“And you don't care what tasks I assign Jeff?”

	Tiffany shook her head again. “That's entirely within your discretion, but I suggest you don't give him anything with any authority.”

	“So I could make him my assistant and you would have no problems with that?”

	Tiffany shrugged her shoulders. “It's up to you, but I'm not sure he's ready for that level of responsibility.”

	Helen raised an eyebrow. “What if l made him a secretary?”

	Jeff felt his penis straining against the device. They were negotiating his position down the corporate ladder and there was nothing he could do about it except hope they preserved him some dignity.

	Tiffany again shrugged her shoulders as if to say both, “It's up to you” and “How about something even more humiliating?”

	Helen smirked. “Well, we could use an office girl... er, boy.”

	“You've got to be kidding!” Jeff blurted out.

	“Not another word, Jeff,” Tiffany said, and she tapped his crotch, “unless you want to have this discussion now.” This was a threat to reveal his worst secret to Helen. Jeff backed down immediately.

	Helen smiled. “Then it's settled.”

	Tiffany nudged him in the ribs. “Thank your boss, honey.”

	“Thank you,” he said reluctantly.

	“No, honey. Thank-your BOSS

	“Thank you, Boss”

	Helen smirked. “Oh, I'm getting rid of that silly title. Authority doesn't require silly titles.”

	Tiffany smiled. “Then Jeff should call you ‘Miss’. That seems appropriate for an office girl, doesn't it?”

	“I like that,” Helen said with a laugh.

	“He should call all his superiors ‘Miss’” Tiffany said. “Don't you think so, Jeff?”

	Jeff cringed. “Yes, Miss.”

	An evil smile suddenly crossed Helen’s lips “There's another issue we should discuss, while we're reshaping the office. I think the dress code needs to go.”

	“What dress code?” Tiffany asked.

	“Jeff created a dress code some time ago and forced all of us to comply with it. It's really a little over the top.”

	I see,” Tiffany said. “Can I see it?”

	Helen went out into the main office and retrieved a copy of the dress code from her old desk. “Here it is.”

	Tiffany looked it over. “Heels, tight skirts, stockings or hose... Who did this apply to?”

	“Jeff applied it to each of us.”

	Tiffany read over the document again. “Well, it does say, “applies to office staff,' and I guess that would have been all of you.” She rubbed her neck for several seconds as she was considered this dress code. “You know, Helen, I like the dress code. It gives the office a very professional feeling.”

	Helen frowned. “Then I guess we'll keep it.”

	“Yes, do that, and make sure all of the office staff follow it completely.” She turned to face Jeff “And since you are now 'office staff,' honey, that means you.”

	Jeff’s jaw dropped, as did Helen's. “Are you kidding!” he blurted out.

	“Hardly. You wanted this dress code and I agree that it's a good idea. And just because you're staff now doesn't mean it's not a good idea anymore.”

	“But I'm a man!”

	“Don't bother about that, honey,” Tiffany said condescendingly. “I'm sure men can do anything women can do.”

	Jeff glared at his wife. Tiffany looked at Helen. “I’d like to take a copy of this home so our new office girl knows what to wear.”

	Helen giggled. “It's your company,” she said.

	“I hope you're happy,” Jeff said as they drove home.

	“Of course, I'm happy. Why wouldn’t I be?” Tiffany asked.

	“You ruined me in there.”

	“Hardly.”

	“I can't face those women again!”

	“You can and you will,” Tiffany said indifferently. “You work there.”

	“As an office girl!” he whined.

	Tiffany glared at her husband. “Yes, as an office girl, and you're going to dress the part, and you're going to act the part! And let me tell you why; I know what you did, Jeff You tried to hypnotize me into becoming a sex toy for you!”

	“I never__”

	“Don't even try to deny it, Jeff I have the proof.”

	Jeff s mouth went dry. “I didn't mean it,” he babbled.

	“Well, the shoe's on the other foot now, Mister, or should I say ‘Missy’, and this is payback.”

	They sat in silence for several seconds.

	“Here's the deal,” Tiffany said. “This is your punishment and you're going to bear it, but how long it lasts is up to you. If you play the role of the submissive office girl well, then I'll let you go back to being Jeff soon. But the longer you resist, the longer it will take before I let you become Jeff again.

	“You can't do this,” he grumbled.

	“Really? Fine. Then when we get home, you can leave the house.”

	“Why should I leave the house?”

	“Because I own it. You signed everything over to me... the house, the assets, the company, even this car. You should always read the small print when you sign, Missy.”

	Jeff swallowed hard. He feared that was what he signed and he knew it was all enforceable. In fact, if he tried to get a judge to help him, and the judge found out he signed the papers after he'd been caught trying to brainwash his wife, he would be lucky if he didn't end up in jail. He had no money, no assets, no job and nowhere to live. Not to mention, she held the key to this device and, after studying it carefully, he'd come to realize that it wasn't coming off without that key. If he tried to cut it off , he would seriously hurt himself. They pulled into the driveway.

	Tiffany got out of the car. “I'm going inside now. You make up your mind what it's going to be. If you're ready to take your punishment, then come inside. Otherwise... don't.”

	 


Chapter 9: “Boss To office Girl”

	Clara almost spit out her coffee when she saw Jeff approaching the office from the elevator.

	“You two are not going to believe this!” she called out.

	Elaine and Helen rushed to Clara and looked out the window. Each of their jaws dropped.

	“What the hell is going on?” Elaine asked.

	Helen shook her head and laughed. “Ok, get back to your desks. I don't want either of you mentioning this.”

	They both stared at her. “You've got to be kidding?” said Elaine.

	“Not a word. Act naturally for now,” insisted Helen.

	Clara folded her hands together. “Oh, please! This is like the perfect setup, the kind of chance you only get in movies!”

	“No. I'll handle this. Follow my lead. Trust me on this, ladies.”

	Clara and Elaine took one last look out the window at their approaching former-boss before they returned to their desks. A moment later, Jeff walked through the door into the office. He wore a tiny black skater dress with a bouncy pleated skirt, which looked like something a teenager might wear, a short black jacket he couldn't button because his fake breasts were in the way, tan pantyhose, strappy high-heeled sandals with four-inch stiletto heels and rhinestones dotting the straps, long dangly earrings, his ankle bracelet which was now free to jingle as he walked, long red nails on his fingers and toes, and perfect makeup. He also carried his purse. His shape was surprisingly feminine too. The only thing that was out of place was his hair, which remained decidedly masculine.

	“Good, you're here,” said Helen. “Everyone gather round.”

	Jeff was amazed no one commented on his outfit. He expected much worse, yet the women acted as if this was normal. He waited for the other shoe to drop. Meanwhile, everyone gathered in a circle. There was a marked contrast between the three professionally dressed women and Jeff, who looked like a man dressed like a slutty teen. The women couldn't take their eyes off him.

	“First of all, I want everyone to welcome our new office girl, Jeff,” said Helen.

	Clara giggled. “Hi Jeff Have we met before?” Jeff s face turned red but he said nothing.

	“Jeff, I expect you to answer when spoken to,” said Helen. 

	“Sorry.”

	“Did you forget something?”

	“Like what?” he asked.

	“Like my title?”

	Jeff cringed. “Sony, Miss.”

	“Now answer Clara.”

	He looked at Clara and thought he might faint. He ground his teeth.

	“Good morning, Miss. Yes, we have met before.”

	Clara smiled. “OOO, I like that. Very respectful. Where did we meet before?”

	Jeff glared at her. “Here.”

	“Oh, you used to work here?” she asked.

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“What did you do?” she asked with a laugh.

	“I was the manager, Miss,” he said through gritted teeth. 

	“Oh, that's right!”

	“I'm going to hand out assignments in a moment,” Helen said. “But first, Jeff, I need to call your attention to the dress code. We want our staff to appear professional. I hardly think what you are wearing is appropriate. We don't dress like sluts here, Jeff.”

	Elaine and Clara stifled giggles.

	Helen continued. “I'm going to write a note for Tiffany and send it home with you tonight. I expect you to remember that this is a professional office.”

	Jeff ground his teeth again. He hadn't picked out this outfit. “Yes, Miss.”

	Helen suddenly remembered something Jeff had said to them and decided now was the perfect time to throw it back at him. “Look, I'm not going to rescind the dress code, so you need to come to terms with it. I'm the boss and you have to wear what I tell you. Unless you want me to tighten it up, you better deal with it in good faith.”

	Jeff winced when he recalled his own words. “Yes, Miss.”

	“Your desk will be over there,” she said, pointing to a small desk near the door.

	Jeff cringed. He had expected to get Helen's much large desk which would have allowed him to hide himself That desk had a front panel to hide his legs and it was tucked away toward the back of the office. This new desk would put him on display in the window. This was humiliating.

	“Your duties will be simple. You'll do whatever anyone needs. Besides that, you'll make sure there is always fresh coffee. You'll ask everyone periodically if they want coffee and you'll bring it to them if they do. You'll keep the copier full of paper. You’ll run errands – personal shopping for myself, picking up dry cleaning, or taking our laundry to the laundromat. You’ll sort the mail, clean the office at the end of the day, and arrange our personal calendars for us. These humiliating duties were designed to make Jeff feel unimportant. “Now why don't you get started while I hand out the assignments to the others. Since you won't be involved in any of the real work, there's no reason for you to wait around to get to work while I speak with the others.”

	Jeff bit his tongue. “Yes, Miss.”

	“Good girl, now get to work.”

	Jeff went to his desk and set down his purse. He knew the first thing he needed to do was make coffee, so he did that. Meanwhile, the women continued their meeting.

	“Oh my God! Did you see his shape?” Elaine asked.

	“Of course, I did! How could you miss it? Has he always been so feminine? How in the world did he get that shape? Helen asked.

	“It's a corset,” said Clara. “I could see the outline.”

	“Well, whatever it is, it's pretty amazing,” said Elaine.

	“Those are fake boobs too,” said Clara. “They look like they're made of silicone or something.”

	The women giggled.

	Jeff saw this from across the room and blushed. He knew this was about him.

	“Anyway, he works for all of us now, so put him through his paces. Don't let him boss you around anymore. Don't let him intimidate you or talk back to you. Make sure he remains nice and submissive,” said Helen.

	“Can you tell us what's going on?” Elaine asked.

	“His wife is getting even with him for something.”

	“Well, I, for one, am very happy about this,” said Clara. “You're sure he's not the boss anymore?”

	“He's not the boss.”

	“And he's not going to become the boss again? 

	“No.”

	“So we can take out our frustration for all the little things he did?”

	Helen smiled. “Yes. No need to worry about him getting even in the future.”

	“You know, he'd look better in a wig,” Elaine said.

	“I don't think looking better is the point,” Helen said.

	“What do we do if a client comes in?” asked Clara.

	“Just act normally.”

	“Or as normal as possible,” Elaine said.

	“What do we tell them if they ask about him?

	“Tell them we don't discriminate on the basis of sexual orientation,” Helen said. “Now get to work. Today you're working on Care COIV, but spend your timing keeping our new office girl busy. I want to see him…her jumping constantly.” And so it went. All day long Clara and Elaine found ways to keep Jeff hopping. It was a steady stream of getting coffee, collecting supplies from the supply room, making copies, filing papers, getting papers from files, etc. It became a game for them to find ways to keep making him get up again right after he returned to his desk.

	Near the end of the day, Helen called Jeff into her office. She handed him a folded piece of paper. “Here's the note for Tiffany about your clothes. I expect to see you more professionally dressed in future. I have no idea why you thought this was acceptable.” She shook her head. “And don't you dare hide this note from Tiffany. I'll call her to make sure you gave it to her. Now get back to work. Clean the coffee pot before closing time. Oh, and I need you to pop to the pharmacy and get me a packet of panty liners.””

	Jeff s face burned red. He wanted to tell her off or at least to blame Tiffany for the way he was dressed, but he knew that just wasn't a good idea. So he returned to his desk and stuck the note in his purse.

	Jeff was somewhere between intensely angry and ready to cry by the time Tiffany picked him up from work — he couldn't drive himself because he didn't look like his license. Work had been amazingly humiliating. Moreover, Tiffany was intentionally twenty minutes late, so he had to stand around on the public sidewalk as passers-by recognized him as a man.

	“How was work, honey?” she asked with a slight giggle as he slid into the passenger seat.

	Jeff glared at her.

	“That bad, huh? Well, you'll get used to it,” she said.

	“That was the most humiliating day of my life!”

	“Really?”

	“They laughed at me with their eyes all day, and they kept giving me the most menial orders. Clara kept making me bend over to pick things up. At one point, she pinched my butt!”

	Tiffany smirked, remembering Jeff downplaying a similar incident when a client pinched Clara's rear.

	“They excluded me from meetings, except when they wanted coffee. Then I was made to serve them before they kicked me out again.”

	“Well, you are the coffee girl,” she said with a smirk.

	“You need to let me go back to being Jeff and being boss.”

	Tiffany laughed. “I don't need to do anything. You need to get used to it, because this is your life for now.”

	“I can't do this anymore,” he said.

	“You know the deal. You need to take your punishment like a man and then I'll think about setting you free.”

	Jeff ground his teeth.

	“And so you know, Helen will be grading you too. She knows about the punishment and she knows that I will only let you go back to being Jeff if you satisfy me that you've changed. Part of that will be convincing her as well that you've changed, so you better behave because until she gives you a passing grade, I won't even think about ending your punishment.”

	Jeff hung his head. Now he needed to please Helen as well, which would be impossible. She had really taken to her role as boss and she wasn't going to give that up easily. Then he remembered the note. “Speaking of Helen, she gave me a note for you.”

	“A note? About what?”

	“About how you dressed me.”

	“I'm sure she didn't put it that way.”

	“No, she said I was dressed like a slut and she wanted me to dress more professionally.” He retrieved the note from his purse and handed it to her. She tucked it into her own purse. Tiffany knew this would be Helen's reaction, she had actually planned for that today. She wanted to give Helen the chance to ridicule his wardrobe, which is why she chose the inappropriately short skirt and the tacky rhinestone sandals.

	“I’ll read it when we get home. Then we'll take a look at your wardrobe and see what needs to change. After all, you don't want to upset your boss, do you?”

	“No, Miss,” Jeff said through gritted teeth.

	The following day was a study in contrasts at the office. Jeff and Helen both wore sharp black suits. But whereas Helen wore pants, Jeff wore a tight skirt.

	Whereas Helen wore a white cotton blouse, Jeff wore a silver blouse with pearls. Whereas Helen wore mid-heeled black pumps, Jeff wore high-heeled opened-toed slingbacks. Indeed, Jeff s heels were higher than any of the women in the office, his skirt was tighter, and his pink nails were longer. All of this combined for a professional, yet sexy look, which also had the added benefit of acting like a form of bondage. He could barely move his legs above his knees. His heels made walking and standing tricky and caused him to take very short, uncertain steps. His corset made bending or turning his torso almost impossible. And the tight sleeves of his suit coat restricted the range of motion for his arms. It was like his entire body was wrapped in a tight binding. Moreover, he still wore the device and his penis struggled against it all day. What bothered him the most, however, was that he continued to look like “Jeff ' because Tiffany wouldn't allow him to put on a wig, and that the women kept calling him “Jeff,” which hit home to him and anyone who visited that he indeed remained a humiliated man rather than a passable woman.

	The clothes were just the beginning of Jeff s misery. The women were merciless all day. Knowing that he could barely move, they came up with a vast array of orders which required him to pick things up off the floor or place them onto the floor or to otherwise bend over. They got a kick out of sending him on errands outside the office because he still looked like Jeff owing to his masculine hair; they sent him for sandwiches, across the street to the office supply store, and to get sweets for the office. This was one humiliation after another.

	Making all of this worse, Jeff kept having bouts of pride all day whenever any of the women ordered him around. He was the boss, not them, and it killed him to be forced to do as they commanded. He felt entirely emasculated and almost broke down several times at the intense humiliation he endured.

	The rest of the week went no better. Every humiliation imaginable was visited upon him, and there was nothing he could do about it. He needed Helen to tell Tiffany that he had been punished enough, but Helen seemed to like him this way. So did Clara, who was put in the charge of Jeff She had a particular fondness for berating him and assigning him emasculating tasks.

	Meanwhile, Tiffany was considering whether or not to put an end to this. She joined Jill for lunch at a local restaurant they both enjoyed. “I'm starting to think of letting Jeff become Jeff again,” Tiffany said.

	Jill frowned. “Do you have to?” 

	Tiffany laughed. “At some point.”

	“But I like him this way. He doesn't stop us from getting together and he never talks back to me anymore. I like you having a totally submissive husband. And I know you've enjoyed it too!”

	Tiffany smiled and shook her leg excitedly. “Well, there are some definite benefits.”

	Jill sighed. “Why do you want to free him?”

	“I'm seeing signs that he's finally learning his lesson.

	“What kind of signs?”

	“He's starting to accept that he doesn't own the world and he can't control everyone around him.”

	“Well, that's something, I guess.”

	Tiffany laughed. “Don't worry, I'm not doing it yet. I'm just saying that he's showing positive changes so I'm starting to think about releasing him. All I ever really wanted out of this was for him to learn some humility.”

	“What got you thinking he's changed?”

	“For one thing, he doesn't fight me anymore on even the little things.

	“You mean the sissy maid costume?” Jill asked with a laugh. “I love that one, by the way. All men should have to wear those.”

	Tiffany snickered and shook her head. “No, I mean that he's stopped fighting me on everything... what to have for dinner, what to watch on television, every opinion I have.”

	“That's good.”

	“I think so. It's made me a lot happier not having to constantly fight with him to get my desires taken care of.”

	“So what's the problem?”

	“Work. I need to see how things go for him at work.' 

	“In what way?” Jill asked.

	“He used to be so condescending. He called the women he hired ‘girls’ He never trusted them to handle anything without spending all his time looking over their shoulders. He made a lot of sexist comments too. He even made them call him 'boss' because he was so insecure about making sure everyone knew he was in charge.”

	“And that's changed?”

	“Some of it, but I can't say yet if it's permanent. It could just be him playing along to get out of this. I don't know yet.”

	Jill smirked. “Well, take your time finding out. I'm enjoying the show and don't really want it to end.”

	 


Chapter 10: “The Proper Respect”

	 

	Jeff gritted his teeth. “Miss?” he asked. This was how Tiffany now required him to get permission to ask a question, and he needed to wait for Tiffany's approval before continuing.

	Tiffany looked up from her newspaper. Her husband stood before her in a pink Alice in Wonderland dress and high-heeled white Mary Janes. “What is it, honey?”

	“It's really embarrassing at work, having the girls—"

	Tiffany raised her hand. “We talked about this, honey. They aren't ‘the girls' anymore. They are your bosses now. Show the proper respect.

	Jeff face burned red with shame. Everything about this was humiliating to him. “Yes, Miss,” he said, as he was required when she corrected him, and he curtseyed. “It's embarrassing when my bosses, Miss Clara and Miss Elaine and Miss Helen, call me Jeff when I'm dressed like a woman. Anyone who visits the office will know that I'm a man, and some of them will know who I am because they've dealt with me before.”

	Tiffany smirked. “I could see where that would be a tad humiliating.”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“And what would you like?”

	“Miss, can I please be called a girl's name at work?”

	Tiffany's jaw dropped. She never expected that from her husband, even if he was dressed as a woman. “Oh, you're so precious, Jeff ” She rose and kissed him on the lips. “But the answer is no. I will not allow you to be called by a girl's name. You were born with the name Jeff and that is what you will be called.”

	“But it's humiliating!”

	“You'll just have to cope with it.” Tiffany suddenly smirked. “I’ll tell you what, Jeff I'll let you change your name if you want, but you'll have to do it legally if you do.”

	“What do you mean?

	“I mean, you'll need to petition the court and make the name change permanent. You can pick a new girl's name and then you can take my last name.”

	Jeff swallowed hard. “I don't want that, Miss.”

	Tiffany shrugged her shoulders. “Well, those are your options. Either you're Jeff or you make the change legal.”

	Jeff hung his head. There was no use fighting. “I’ll stay Jeff.”

	“Good. Oh, and another thing,” Tiffany said as she folded her newspaper, “while we're on the topic of work, I was talking to your boss Helen today, and she says you're spending too much time in the bathroom. She thinks you're loafing.”

	“I'm not!” Jeff protested. “It's just not easy to use the bathroom dressed this way He didn't want to mention he went in there to escape the constant humiliation.

	“She's also upset that you seem to disappear when you are needed.”

	“I can't control when I need to go!”

	Tiffany smirked. “Clearly, you can't, but I can.” Tiffany picked up the phone and dialled the office. She knew Helen would be working late because she always did now that she was in charge.

	Helen answered. “Hi Tiffany.”

	“Hi Helen.

	“What can I do for you, Tiffany?”

	“I've been discussing the bathroom problem with my little girl, and she claims she can't do anything about it, but I think we can do better than that. Jeff is standing before me right now and I want him to hear this clearly.” She put the phone on speaker.

	“Hi Jeff,” said Helen.

	“Hello, Miss,” said Jeff 

	Tiffany continued. “From now on, I'm giving you the authority to decide when Jeff gets to use the bathroom at work. He must ask you for permission and he must ask nicely. You can either give him permission or not, depending on your needs. This is entirely within your discretion. You may also fix a time limit, if you wish, and you may assign someone to watch, should you feel that would be beneficial.”

	There was silence, followed by the sound of Helen stifling a giggle.

	“Ok,” was all she said.

	“Good, then it's agreed.”

	Jeff stared at the phone as Tiffany hung up. He could not believe what his wife had just done to him. He didn't know if he wanted to explode or breakdown and cry. In either event, he just stood there, frozen.

	“Thank me,” Tiffany said.

	Jeff tried very hard not to do as she commanded, but resistance was futile at this stage. “Thank you, Miss.”

	By the time Jeff tottered into work the following morning in his five-inch heels and his hobble skirt, each of the women had been informed of the new rule regarding his use of the bathroom. Needless to say, they were looking forward to having some fun with this.

	“Don't worry, we'll teach you to use the bathroom,” said Clara with a giggle, causing the other two to giggle.

	“Now ladies,” said Helen, “let's not tease Jeff He's still struggling to become a big girl and he needs our support.

	“I'm just trying to help her,” said Clara with a wicked grin. “I would never tease her. I know how hard it is for little girls to learn to use the bathroom. She put her hand on Jeff s arm. “If you need someone to hold your hand, you feel free to ask. But if it’s still too scary, you can always go potty here in the office.”

	Jeff blushed.

	“Ok, girls, get to work,” Helen said. “Not you, Jeff.” She led Jeff to her office, where she made him stand before her desk. “As Tiffany told you, you will ask my permission before you use the restroom. You will have no longer than three minutes when you go. If you take more than three minutes even once, then I will assign Clara or Elaine to watch you. Do you understand?”

	Jeff cringed. “Yes, Miss.”

	“Good, now get to work. The coffee doesn't make itself.”

	A few hours later, Jeff realized he needed to pee. He desperately wished he didn't, but he had no choice. He had just finished making copies for Clara and she was preparing another assignment for him.

	“Miss, can I take a bathroom break?” he asked Clara.

	Clara looked up at him and smiled. “Little girl needs to go, huh? 

	“Yes, Miss.”

	She looked at Helen who sat at her desk working busily. “I'm not sure I should let you disturb Helen at the moment. Is it urgent?”

	“Yes, Miss, very urgent.”

	Clara took a deep breath. “AII right, let me see.” She picked up the phone and called Helen's desk. “Helen, there's a little girl out here who needs to pee. Can you see her at the moment?”

	“Yes, I'll see her.”

	“AII right, I'll send her in.' Clara looked at Jeff and smiled. “It's your lucky day, go on in.

	Jeff took the short walk into Helen's office. The humiliation of this was killing him, that he, a grown man, would need to ask the permission of a young woman he hired so that he could pee.

	“What is it, Jeff?” Helen asked, as if she didn't know.

	“Miss, I need to pee.” I see. Is it urgent?”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“Can it wait ten minutes?”

	“No, Miss.”

	Helen smirked. “I'm tempted to find out. but not today. You may use the bathroom, but remember my Nile: three minutes.”

	“Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss.”

	Jeff went to the bathroom and struggled to get his panties down and his skirt up so he could sit to pee. Because of the device, he couldn't stand and pee. He finally freed himself and sat. When he finished, he needed to wipe as he could not shake himself Then he struggled to get dressed as quickly as possible. He quickly washed his hands and all but sprinted into the main office. The women were standing by the door holding a watch.

	“Two minutes and fifty-eight seconds,” said Clara with some disappointment.

	Jeff breathed a sigh of relief, though he worried that it would only be a matter of time before he got a monitor. Then the women would know about the device as well.

	Life continued like this for a month for Jeff His home life was humiliating as he spent it dressed either as a girly little girl or as a sissy maid. He followed every ridiculous order his wife could think of. Work was worse, where the women had turned humiliating him into a kind of game. Something needed to change, but the change tonight promised was not what he had in mind.

	Jeff felt incredibly sick. Tiffany had invited Helen, Clara, Elaine and Jill over for dinner. She said she wanted to get to know the people who worked for her and she thought it would be good for them to see Jeff in his home environment so they would feel more comfortable with him dressing as a woman for work. Jeff knew this was going to be miserable.

	Clara and Elaine arrived together. Both wore tea dresses, Clara in purple and Elaine in black. Clara added matching strappy purple heels and Elaine wore black platform pumps.

	“Oh my God!” Clara exclaimed when she saw Jeff, who had been told to stand by the door and take coats. Jeff wore the black satin tea dress with the white satin and lace apron, which looked a lot like a French maid's costume. On his feet, he wore five inch black open-toed slingbacks.

	“Hello, Miss,” Jeff said to both and he curtseyed.

	A huge grin crossed Clara's face. “We so need to introduce curtseying to the office! You look great, girl!” said Clara and she hugged Jeff. She had taken to referring to Jeff in the feminine, something the other women still rarely did.

	“Thank you, Miss,” Jeff responded — Tiffany had told him to be servile and polite and only to answer direct questions.

	Clara turned to face Tiffany, who wore an emerald sheath dress and matching platform sandals. “Thanks for inviting us!”

	Tiffany smiled and traded kisses with the women on their cheeks. “You're welcome. I thought it was time I got to meet you all outside of the office. Jeff was always so bad about introducing me to people.”

	“I think it's a great idea,” Clara said.

	Tiffany waved her hand toward the dining room. “Why don't you come in and Jeff can get us all drinks?” As they made their way to the dining room, the doorbell rang again. “That should be Helen. Why don't you two get seated and I’ll get the door. Jeff, get the ladies some drinks.”

	A minute or two after Clara and Elaine were seating, Tiffany returned with Helen and Jill. Helen wore a sleeveless black and white dress and matching black pumps with white accents. Jill wore lavender pants and a dark yellow top. For the next hour or so, the five women ate dinner and gossiped while Jeff stood in the corner of the room waiting for instructions and refilling empty glasses. Finally the conversation turned to Jeff.

	“So how is Jeff adjusting to work?” Tiffany asked.

	“He's doing fine,” Helen said. “After some initial problems, he's really getting into his role.”

	Elaine, who had become slightly intoxicated, smiled evilly. She placed her arm on the table and rested her chin on her fist. “I'm really amazed a man could accept being made so subservient.” She looked at Jeff “Doesn't it bother you? I can't image very many men... any actually, who would let their wives and their employees do that to them?!”

	Jeff bit his tongue but didn't answer.

	Clara nodded her head as well. “Seriously, doesn't it bother you to be so emasculated?”

	“Answer the ladies, honey,” Tiffany insisted.

	“I try not to think about it,” he said bitterly.

	Everyone laughed except Jeff.

	Helen looked Jeff up and down and smirked. “Do tell us, Jeff, are you enjoying being the lowly office girl?”

	Jeff ground his teeth.

	“It's ok, tell us the truth,” said Helen, “just between us girls.”

	Jeff rustled his skirt like a little girl embarrassed to ask a question. “No, I don't like it.”

	Tiffany rolled her eyes. “Don't let him kid you, he loves it. It was his idea.”

	Jaws dropped around the table. Jill giggled. 

	“It was not!” he protested.

	Tiffany scowled at him. “Oh really?! Do you want me to prove it?” Jeff hung his head. “No, Miss.”

	“Then behave, or I'll have you raise your skirt and show these nice women how much you do enjoy this!”

	Jeff felt a shock of humiliation race down his spine. He recognized the threat, and it made his penis jump to attention beneath the device. He still didn't understand why it excited him to be bossed around by his wife, but it did, nor did he understand why it excited him to be bossed around by his employees, but his erection proved that it did.

	“So it was Jeff s idea after all,” laughed Clara.

	“That explains a lot,” Elaine added.

	Helen raised her glass. “I propose a toast to Jeff, our new office girl!”

	“Hear hear!”

	“What are you thinking?” asked Jill. She and Tiffany sat in Tiffany's living room. They were talking about their plans for the coming weeks.

	“I'm thinking that you and I should go on vacation for a week,” said Tiffany.

	“Yeah, I got that. What I meant was, what are you thinking about Jeff?”

	“I'm thinking he's at that point where things will be different. I'm thinking that after we get back, I'll let him go back to being Jeff, but I'll keep all the assets just in case as a way to make sure he doesn't go back to being old Jeff.”

	Jill frowned. “I have to admit, I like him better this way.”

	Tiffany laughed. “Yeah, I do to at times, but I like having a man around.”

	Jill now laughed as well. “Could you imagine if he said he didn't want to go back?”

	“Trust me, there's no chance of that.”

	“What about the office?”

	“I'm leaving Helen in charge. She's running it better than Jeff ever did.”

	“So what would Jeff do then?”

	“He'd become a househusband.”

	“Would he want to do that?”

	Tiffany smirked. “We're not going back to the way things were. If he wants to be free, there are some things he'll simply need to accept, and being a househusband is part of that.” This was a statement Tiffany never would have made six months prior.

	“What are you going to do with him while we're on vacation?”

	Tiffany grinned. “I have an idea.”

	 


Chapter 11: “The Vacation”

	Clara brought Jeff home because he could no longer drive. She brought him home each night now because it was more convenient than having Tiffany pick him up. But the relationship between Jeff and Clara was somewhat strained, at least from Jeff s perspective. Clara greatly enjoyed humiliating Jeff. Indeed, she revelled in it and treated it like a game. Thus, for weeks now, she had mercilessly picked on Jeff, which upset him because he was forbidden from fighting back or even resisting.

	“I hate her!” Jeff whined as he stepped through the door. He stamped his foot when he said this. He'd begun to take on many feminine mannerisms out of necessity because of the restrictive nature of his clothing and the need to keep from doing things like ruining his nails or makeup. Tiffany tried not to laugh at the effeminate outburst.

	“Calm down, girl,” said Tiffany.

	“Don't call me that! I'm serious, this is very upsetting,” he growled.

	“What's the problem?

	“Clara keeps trying to humiliate me.”

	“I thought you wanted to be humiliated, you're the one who bought the femdom CD, aren't you?” she asked snidely.

	Jeff glared at her. “That's not funny!”

	“I thought it was. Are you seriously telling me you don't see the humour in my husband throwing a sissy tantrum, stomping his high heels against the kitchen floor, and whining that somehow his wife lets his employees treat him like a girl?!”

	“No, I don't think this is funny at all.”

	She laughed. “Well, I sure do.”

	Jeff ground his teeth and made his way to the bedroom to change into his maid uniform. Tiffany followed him. She wanted to tell him about the vacation plans.

	“By the way, there's going to be a little change for the next two weeks,” she said.

	“What kind of change?” he asked.

	“Jill and I are going on vacation together.”

	“A vacation?”

	“Yes, and you're not going... somebody needs to look after the house.”

	Jeff turned to face his wife. “What am I going to do then?”

	“Oh, the same thing you've been doing,” she said. “And to make sure you stay out of trouble, I got you a babysitter.”

	Jeff’s jaw dropped. “A what?!”

	“A babysitter. Someone to watch you, to take you to work, and to make sure you don't get into trouble.”

	Jeff folded his arms and glared at his wife. “And who is this babysitter?”

	Tiffany patted her husband's nyloned leg. “Don't worry your pretty little head about it.”

	Jeff knew this was going to be bad.

	Jeff felt strange standing at the airport gate as Jill and Tiffany boarded the plane for the islands. In the past, he would have gone with Tiffany, but not this time. This time he was staying home. Jeff waved goodbye to his wife and her friend. He wore a yellow print jumper dress and four-inch yellow spike heels. He wore this at Tiffany's insistence because she wanted him to look festive when he saw her off At least she let him wear a wig for this trip to the airport.

	Tiffany wore a floral print wrap-around skirt, halter-top and thong sandals. Jill wore a pink and white sundress. Jeff couldn't help but notice Jill kept looking over her shoulder giggling as she walked up the ramp to the plane. Standing next to Jeff was Clara, in jeans and flats. She was here to drive him home. She had been given the task of watching him during the week. She called this “babysitting the Sissy.” As Clara drove them home, she discussed how they would spend the week.

	“Tiffany gave me a set of instructions, but we don't need to follow them to the letter,” said Clara.

	“I'm glad to hear it.”

	“I understand you have a lot of pretty little girl costumes, is that right?”

	Jeff blushed. “Yes, Miss.”

	“Well, that’s what you’re going to wear whenever we're home. I'm thinking tonight we'll watch some chick flicks. Tomorrow we'll have a little tea party,” she said with a smirk. “I might even buy you a dolly... if you’re good.”

	Jeff cringed. 

	“You don't wear diapers, do you?”

	“No, Miss.”

	“Hmm… that’s going to change. I quite like the idea of changing your diapers. I also understand you have wear one of your maid costumes when you clean the house?”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“Good, I want to see that. Tiffany wants you to clean the house every other day. I'm fine with that.” Clara turned the car onto Jeff s street. “I also expect you to cook dinner each night and breakfast in the morning before we go to work. Naturally, I'll drive you anywhere you need to go, like the store. You don't wear the maid costume to the store, do you?”

	“No, Miss.”

	“Oh. Maybe that’s something else we need to change. I wouldn't go inside with you though. Oh look, we're here! Let's go inside and get you changed! This is going to be fun!”

	Jeff shook his head. This was going to be a horrible week.

	No sooner had Jeff stripped off the yellow dress than Clara shrieked with joy. “Oh my God! What is that around your crotch?!” She rushed over to Jeff and yanked down his panties, exposing the device. “Holy cow! What are you wearing?!”

	Jeff bit his tongue.

	Clara bent down to get eye-level with the device. She touched it with her fingers, pushed on it, tapped on it like she was knocking on a door, tried to pull it off or open, and finally poked her nail through the bars to tickle his penis.

	“And how long have you been wearing it?” she asked.

	“Since this all began, Miss,” he said reluctantly.

	“How do you masturbate?”

	He hesitated. “I can't, Miss.”

	Clara raised her eyebrow. “How long has it been?”

	“Since this all began, Miss.”

	Her jaw dropped. “You mean you haven't for months now?!”

	Jeff bit his tongue. He didn't see this as her business, but he knew he had no choice but to respond. “No, Miss, I haven't.”

	“Wow! Most men would explode. Take it off, let me see it.”

	“I can't, Miss.”

	“Why not?”

	Jeff blushed. “Miss Tiffany has the only key.”

	Clara looked up directly into his eyes and giggled. “You're kidding?”

	“No, Miss.”

	She smirked. “Oh, that is rich. It's no wonder you do what you're told.” Jeff didn't answer. He felt utterly humiliated.

	The next few days were absolute torture for Jeff. Clara loved dressing him as a little girl. She even bought him a blond wig she could tie in pigtails. She loved making him act the part. That meant, he learned to skip rather than walk, he learned to lisp rather than speak clearly, and it meant he spent a lot of time sitting on the floor playing with dolls while Clara watched television. The worst was when she would get him to stand in front of her with his little girl party dress lifted up so she could inspect his diaper.

	His maid duties were just as bad. Clara loved to play the part of obnoxious royalty and would walk around criticizing everything he did and smacking his rear, albeit gently, with a riding crop. She called him “Jeffette” and insisted that he respond in an over-the-top French accent. She also loved to watch him curtsey and made him do this all the time.

	Because of this, in an odd sort of way, work was becoming a sanctuary for Jeff because at least there Clara behaved herself so as not to upset Elaine or Helen. It wasn't that they didn't continue to mock him or give him humiliating tasks, but at least they kept some minimum level of professionalism, which Clara did not do at home.

	Jeff longed for Tiffany's return, but he still had several days to go.

	A few days before Tiffany's return, Clara made an announcement at work. Elaine and Helen both knew that Clara was babysitting him, a fact they loved to mention, but so far they hadn't visited her at Jeff s home. Clara now announced her intention to have them over. They quickly accepted. Then she added another element.

	“I have got the biggest surprise for both of you!” Clara gushed.

	“Really? What is it?” Elaine asked.

	Clara smirked. “If I told you, then it wouldn't be a surprise, would it?”

	“You could still give us a hint?”

	Clara shook her head. “No, I don't want to ruin this one.”

	Elaine and Helen both raised their eyebrows. “That good, huh?” Elaine asked.

	“AII right, what time do you want us over?” Helen asked.

	“Well, Jeffette the maid should have dinner ready by six, so I’d say 5:30.”

	“Is there anything we should bring?” Elaine asked.

	Clara shook her head. “Just be prepared to have some fun.” 

	The three women giggled.

	They arrived promptly.

	Jeff stood in the comer waiting for any orders that might be forthcoming. Helen, Elaine and Clara sat around the dining-room table eating the meal he had prepared and drinking an expensive bottle of wine Helen had brought. His role was to act as the servant and see to their needs. He was not to participate in the conversation unless specifically spoken to, and then he was only to answer direct questions, so he stood there silently. Humiliatingly, the conversation was about him. “So tell us what it's been like to babysit “Jeffette'?” Helen asked.

	Clara smirked. “It's been hilarious. He's totally docile. He does anything I tell him, and he's got all kinds of clothes, so it's been fun watching him surprise me with new outfits all the time.”

	“What kind of clothes?” Helen asked.

	“Women's.”

	“I knew that. I mean, what kind of women's clothes?”

	“Oh, all kinds. He's got dresses and skirts, casual and formal. He's got quite a few uniforms.”

	“What kind of uniforms?” Elaine asked.

	“Maid uniforms. Some are like the one he's wearing now,” Clara said and they all looked at Jeff, dressed in the black tea-dress uniform with the white lace apron and black stilettos, “and some are a little more kinky. Like really slutty sissy kinky.”

	Helen burst out laughing and spit out the wine she was drinking.

	“Slutty sissy?”

	Jeff felt sick. If he had any masculinity left, it was gone now.

	Clara nodded her head.

	“This I need to see,” Helen said.

	“That can be arranged. Why don't we do a fashion show after we're done with dinner? I'm sure Jeffette will love to show you all her wonderful clothes! He's also got a lot of pretty little girl clothes. Those are kind of cute. I make him wear those with his diaper and then he sits on the floor and plays with dolls.”

	Helen and Elaine burst into laughter and giggles.

	“Amazing!” Elaine said. “Jeff, the office tyrant, sitting on the floor, dressed as a little girl, in diapers, playing with dolls!” 

	“I got him a wig too, which we tied in pigtails. It's really cute.”

	As the women kept giggling, Jeff felt two inches tall. He wanted to flee the room, but he couldn't. All he could do was stand there and listen as the women emasculated him.

	Helen finally shook her head. “Can you imagine?”

	“Imagine what?” Clara asked.

	“Imagine any man letting this happen to himself?”

	Clara laughed. “Yeah, one... Jeff.”

	Helen shook her head again. “I'm serious. Here's a man who needed to control everyone and everything, and he lets his wife completely emasculate him. Not only that, he lets her humiliate him, debase him, and turn him into... well, this,” she said and she waved her hand at Jeff “I never would have thought this was possible.”

	Elaine giggled. “He must like it or he wouldn't have let her do it.”

	Clara shrugged her shoulders. “It could be he had no choice? Maybe she had something on him?

	Helen shook her head once more. “No way. He allowed this. He wanted it.” She turned to Jeff “Seriously, Jeffette doesn't it bother you to be so emasculated?”

	Jeff cringed but didn't answer.

	“Answer me.”

	Jeff s mouth went dry.

	“Now!” Helen demanded.

	Jeff took a deep breath. “Yes, it bothers me. It's humiliating.”

	“Then why did you allow it?”

	“I didn't have any choice.”

	Helen scowled at him. “Of course you did.” They sat in silence for several seconds.

	“Hey, does anybody want to see the surprise I promised?” Clara suddenly asked. Clara rose from the table and walked over to Jeff “Ok, get ready to be amazed. I could barely believe this when I first saw it.” She looked at Jeff “Don't move.” Then she pushed her arms under his skirt and pulled his panties down until they dropped to his ankles. “Ready?”

	“Yes!” both women said.

	Clara slowly, with a great deal of teasing, lifted his skirt. It took Elaine and Helen a moment to realize what they were looking at.

	“Is that a metal cage?” asked Helen.

	“Uh huh,” Clara said.

	“Wow!”

	Both Elaine and Helen rose from their seats and went to examine the device. As with Clara before them, they felt it, poked it, pulled it, pushed it, tried to open it and tried to get their fingers through it.

	“This is amazing!” Helen said.

	Jeff’s penis struggled against the device.

	“Wow, look at it moving, it's trying to grow!” Elaine said.

	“Why is he wearing it?” Helen asked.

	“Tiffany put it on him. He wears it all the time.”

	“AII the time?” Elaine and Helen asked simultaneously. “Even in the office?”

	Clara laughed. “Yep.”

	“So he can't?” asked Helen, she left the question unfinished.

	Clara shook her head. “Nope, total eunuch.”

	“Doesn't he need to ejaculate? I heard men need to do that,” Elaine said.

	Clara shrugged her shoulders. “I never asked.” She turned to Jeff “How does Tiffany make you ejaculate?”

	Jeff s eyes begged her not to ask, but she wasn't going to withdraw the question. Instead, she poked him in the rib to let him know she expected an answer. Jeff hung his head. “She does something inside me, which causes all the fluid to come out.”

	The women were stunned. “Do you still orgasm?” asked Helen.

	“No, Miss.”

	“So it just pours out?”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“And you don't get all the thrill men normally do?”

	“No, Miss.”

	Helen looked at Clara. “She didn't show you how to do that, did she? I'd really love to see that.”

	Clara frowned. “No,” she said sadly. Then her face lit up. “But I'll bet we can find it on the internet! What do you think, Jeffette? Would you like a little release tonight?”

	This was going to be an exciting night.

	Tiffany's flight arrived early and she walked in on Jeff while he was still cleaning the house. She was shocked. The change in him over the past few months had been sufficiently gradual that she didn't really notice just how dramatic it had been. But taking a week away reset her perspective and it was stunning to see what Jeff was now compared to how she remembered him.

	Gone was the strong man with the determined spirit. In his place was a simpering, unsure doll. He tottered around on five-inch heels like a pro. His motions were feminine, from his swishing gate to his limp wrists, to his smallish, almost-fearful posture. His broad shoulders were slumped. His hands ended in long, painted nails. His skin was soft and delicate. His lips were plump and red. His eyebrows were thin and arched. His silver earrings and his dangly bracelets jingled when he walked. The outline of his bra was obvious beneath his light-blue blouse. And with the help of the hose and the heels, he had legs any woman would envy. This was no longer her husband. This was her wife.

	And all of that was before he even opened his mouth and reminded her just how weak and submissive he had become. The man who once gave orders was gone and in its place was the office girl who did what she was told without question or complaint, the little girl who couldn't speak for herself, the shy girl with the little voice who waited for others to make decisions for her.

	“Honey!” Tiffany squealed and she skipped over to her husband. Her high-heeled mules slapped against her feet with each step.

	“Miss!” Jeff squealed and rushed to hug his wife. He missed her desperately and wanted to be freed from Clara's clutches.

	As Tiffany hugged Jeff, she felt a strange sense of power surge through her. She liked the new Jeff much more than she ever expected. She liked having him in her power. She liked that he needed her. But still, it was time to get her husband back... she missed him more.

	They kissed, smearing each other's lipstick.

	“You like my dress?” Tiffany asked, holding out the hem of her sundress and spinning around.

	“Yes, Miss,” Jeff said.

	She reached out and adjusted his light-blue uniform. “You look pretty sexy yourself How was your week? Did you try to sneak back into boy clothes while I was gone?” she asked in a tone that suggested she knew that wasn't possible.

	He blushed. “No, Miss.”

	She hugged him. “Good girl,” she purred. “And how was Clara?”

	Jeff wanted to tell her about the constant humiliations, but he thought better of it. “I missed you, Miss,” was all he said. Tiffany understood.

	It had been a week since Tiffany returned from her vacation. She had called Jeff into the living room. He stood there at attention in his pink uniform and white sandals. He was nervous because he had no idea what this would be about, and if recent weeks had proven anything, it was that he would end up humiliated before this surprise was over. As Jeff waited, he heard Tiffany move around the house. He finally heard her heels on the kitchen tile as she approached.

	“I hope I didn't keep you too long,” she said to her husband and she kissed him on the lips.

	“No, Miss.”

	“You're probably wondering what is about to happen too, aren't you?”

	“Yes, Miss,” he admitted nervously.

	Tiffany sat down on the couch and left him standing.

	“You know why I've been punishing you, correct?”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“And you finally admit what you did?” Jeff hung his head. “Yes, Miss.”

	“What was it?” she demanded.

	“I tried to hypnotize you to become my sex toy.”

	“And I hope you understand now how wrong that was?”

	“Yes, Miss.” He paused. “I am truly sorry, Miss. I'm sorry that I ever thought about doing this. I didn't think at the time about how wrong it really was. Now I know and I'm ashamed I ever thought it was acceptable.”

	Tiffany kissed him. “I've decided that you've learned your lesson.

	Jeff s face lit up. “You have?!”

	“Yes. I'm going to release you to parole.”

	Jeff looked momentarily confused. “Parole?”

	“I'm going to let you return to being Jeff, my husband, but there will be conditions for now.”

	“What conditions, Miss?”

	“First, I'm keeping all the assets so you don't think you have the power to get even with anyone.”

	Jeff wasn't going to argue. “Yes, Miss.”

	“I'm also leaving Helen in charge of the company because she runs it better than you do.”

	“Yes, Miss.” Jeff couldn't confirm or deny this as he no longer knew anything about the profitability of the company. All he knew for certain was that they were much busier than when he was the manager. “Will I still be working there?”

	“No, you're going to stay home and be a househusband. You'll still handle the cooking and cleaning.”

	Jeff paused. He wasn't thrilled with this idea, but it might not be so bad and he could get used to it.

	Finally, there's one last condition. “I will be running the family I will make all the decisions. I will listen to your input, but when the decision time comes, I will make it. Can you live with that?”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“No, Jeff I don't want a snap answer. I want you to think about it. Can you really live with this?

	Jeff took a deep breath. He thought about everything that had happened, how he was before, and how he thought things would be. “Yes, Miss,” he finally said.

	Tiffany hugged him. “Good. Now let's get my husband out that dress.”

	Jeff smiled and kissed his wife. “I've been waiting for you to say that.”

	She smiled. “But let's leave it in your closet for special occasions... just in case.”

	The End

	 


The Alternate Ending: Chapter 12: “Jason”

	Tiffany's flight arrived early and she walked in on Jeff while he was still cleaning the house. She was shocked. The change in him over the past few months had been sufficiently gradual that she didn't really notice just how dramatic it had been. But taking a week away reset her perspective and it was stunning to see what Jeff was now compared to how she remembered him.

	Gone was the strong man with the determined spirit. In his place was a simpering, unsure doll. He tottered around on five-inch heels like a pro. His motions were feminine, from his swishing gate to his limp wrists, to his smallish, almost-fearful posture. His broad shoulders were slumped. His hands ended in long, painted nails. His skin was son and delicate. His lips were and red. His eyebrows were thin and arched. His silver earrings and his dangly bracelets jingled when he walked. The outline of his bra was obvious beneath his light-blue blouse. And with the help of the hose and the heels, he had legs any woman would envy. This was no longer her husband. This was her wife.

	And all of that was before he even opened his mouth and reminded her just how weak and submissive he had become. The man who once gave orders was gone and in its place was the office girl who did what she was told without question or complaint, the little girl who couldn't speak for herself, the shy girl with the little voice who waited for others to make decisions for her.

	“Honey!” Tiffany squealed and she skipped over to her husband. Her high-heeled mules slapped against her feet with each step.

	“Miss!” Jeff squealed and rushed to hug his wife. He missed her desperately and wanted to be freed from Clara's clutches.

	As Tiffany hugged Jeff, she felt a strange sense of power surge through her. She liked the new Jeff much more than she ever expected. She liked having him in her power. She liked that he needed her. She wasn't sure she wanted the old Jeff back.

	They kissed, smearing each other's lipstick.

	“You like my dress?” Tiffany asked, holding out the hem of her sundress and spinning around.

	“Yes, Miss,” Jeff said.

	She reached out and adjusted his light-blue uniform. “You look pretty sexy yourself How was your week? Did you try to sneak back into boy clothes while I was gone?” she asked in a tone that suggested she knew that wasn't possible.

	He blushed. “No, Miss.”

	She hugged him. “Good girl,” she purred. “Now get back to work. You know I love a spotless house.”

	Jeff did as he was told, and went back to his cleaning. As he worked, Tiffany watched him and wondered if it wasn't time to set him free. It seemed that he had learned his lesson, and it was unlikely he would ever go back to being the old, callous, manipulative Jeff again. But she was unsure. Not to mention, there was one more thing Tiffany wanted to experience first. This wasn't something she had ever wanted until she read about it at length on several femdom websites, but the more she thought about it, the more the idea intrigued her. And by this point, she had decided that she would do this. She needed to do this. So Jeff s freedom would need to wait.

	The phone rang. Jeff answered, as he always did. It was a man. He asked for Tiffany, and he refused to identify himself even when Jeff asked a second time. Jeff called Tiffany, who didn't seem concerned that the man wouldn't give his name.

	“I’ll take it, honey,” she said as she took the phone from Jeff s hand. “Why don't you go work in the kitchen?” This was clearly an order and not a suggestion, and if there was any doubt, she added, “I’ll let you know when you can leave the kitchen.

	Jeff raised an eyebrow, but did as he was told.

	Tiffany then went into the study and closed the door. With Jeff all the way in the kitchen, he couldn't hear what was being said, but he knew something was wrong here. At first, he tried to take his mind off this by cleaning the kitchen, but when he ran out of busywork, he just sat at the table, wondering who the man was. It took about an hour before Tiffany appeared in the kitchen and told Jeff that he could again roam the house freely.

	“Who was that, Miss?” Jeff asked. He was worried and annoyed.

	Tiffany just smiled at Jeff and walked off 

	The next night, the man called again. Again, Tiffany banished Jeff to the kitchen while she spoke with the man. Once again, Jeff tried to find out who the man was when Tiffany was finished.

	“I would really like to know who that is, Miss,” Jeff said.

	Tiffany smiled sweetly. “No you don’t, honey. Sometimes, ignorance is bliss.”

	Jeff scowled at her, something Tiffany did not expect. Perhaps Jeff was not as cured of his aggressive ways as Tiffany thought? She took a deep breath and ran her tongue over her teeth. She was debating how to handle this.

	“I really want to know, Miss,” Jeff said.

	“AII right, if you want to know, that was Jason.” She said nothing more, and she started to leave.

	“Who is Jason?” Jeff asked in the most demanding tone he'd used in some time.

	She turned to face her husband. “You're sure you want to know this?”

	“Yes.”

	“Yes, Mss,” she corrected him.

	He didn't respond.

	Tiffany laughed. “AII right, serves you right. Since you clearly want to know, I'll tell you, but I won't tell you right now. I'll let you figure it out,” she said and she started to walk away again.

	“What does that mean?

	“It means you'll find out tomorrow night,” she said over her shoulder as she left.

	Sure enough, the following night, the man called again. Tiffany took the phone from Jeff s hand.

	“Hold on Jason,” she said into the phone. “Come with me,” she told Jeff. He followed Tiffany into the study. Once there, she walked over to the desk and set the phone down. She hiked up her skirt and let her panties fall to her ankles. Then she sat down in the big leather chair behind the desk and raised one leg over the arm of the chair. Her skirt remained draped over her leg, exposing her pussy.

	“Pick up my panties and put them on the desk,” she said.

	Jeff did as instructed.

	“Now hand me the phone.”

	Again, Jeff did as instructed.

	“I'm back, Jason. My husband Jeff is here, I hope you don't mind. He wanted to know what we talk about and I thought I would share that with him.

	Jeff heard Jason's voice through the phone, but couldn't make out what Jason said.

	Tiffany smiled. “I'm glad. And no, I doubt he'll enjoy it, but he did ask for it, so I intend to give him what he wanted. So where were we?”

	Jeff heard Jason again.

	“Oh, that's right,” she said and she ran her hand down to her thigh, where she rubbed her inner thigh before moving her hand lower and caressing her lips with her fingertips.

	Jeff watched in utter amazement. To his knowledge, Tiffany had never masturbated in the entire time they were together, at least, she never let him see it. But that was clearly what she was doing now and it was amazingly erotic. He wished desperately that he wasn't wearing the device so he could touch himself

	Tiffany covered the receiver with her hand. “Honey, why don't you get on your knees and help me out,” she said and she pointed at the floor before the chair. When he didn't move, Tiffany snapped her fingers, which finally caused him to kneel before her. His face was now level with her crotch. “Go on, dear. Use your tongue,” she said, and she rubbed her lips with her fingers to indicate what she wanted him to do.

	Jeff felt an intense sensation coursing throughout his body, though he couldn't quite describe it. On the one hand, he was highly excited to place his tongue on his wife. This always thrilled him and it thrilled him now even more because this entire situation was so sexually charged. But on the other hand, it humiliated him intensely that his wife was talking to some other man on the phone while he did this. This was a feeling Jeff could quite describe in words, but it made him feel like he was no longer a man.

	Tiffany snapped her fingers again when Jeff failed to respond quickly enough. “Now!” she barked.

	Jeff took a deep breath and began. Slowly at first and then faster when she told him to go faster, Jeff ran his tongue up and down, side to side and in and out. The entire tune, Tiffany carried on a conversation of an obvious sexual nature with Jason. In fact, it sounded like he was telling her some fantasy he intended to live out with her and things he planned to do with her. Jeff could only hear Tiffany's replies, but it was obvious she was turned on, both from the tone in her voice, and her shortness of breath, and from the wetness he encountered.

	After about half an hour, it was clear that Tiffany had reached the point of no return and she was on her way to an orgasm. As Jeff continued licking her, she suddenly grabbed the arms of the chair and her hips thrust forward. Jeff could feel the tremors shake her body and he could taste the difference within her.

	There was silence. Then he heard Tiffany catching her breath.

	“Thank you so much, dear,” Tiffany finally said in the most relaxed tone Jeff had ever heard. Only, she said it to Jason, not Jeff “Yes, I'll talk to you tomorrow, and then we'll do as we planned.”

	Jeff waited for Tiffany to say something to him, but she didn't. He very much wanted to hear her thank him, just as she had thanked Jason. She didn't.

	Instead, she hung up the phone. She pushed the chair away from Jeff and stood up. She had a huge grin on her face and a distant look in her eyes. She adjusted her skirt and then walked out of the room without a word. It took Jeff several minutes before he decided he was allowed to follow her. By the time he reached the bedroom, she was already in the shower. He could hear her humming, which bothered him deeply because he never recalled making her that happy. This was not a good turn of events.

	The following night, Tiffany, Jeff and Jason repeated the scene almost exactly. Tiffany sat in the leather chair talking dirty with Jason as Jeff kneeled between her legs and brought her to orgasm with his tongue. The only difference was that this time she placed her panties on his head. Once again, Jeff felt the indescribable sensation of being emasculated by his wife.

	Jeff expected the same the next night. Indeed, as he watched the clock tick down on his last few minutes of work, all he could think about was what was coming that night. This weighed on his mind so much that none of the humiliations visited upon him at work that day fazed him in the least. All he could focus on was the thought of kneeling between Tiffany's legs as she made love to Jason over the phone.

	When work ended, Jeff walked outside to the curb. Tiffany told him in the morning that she would pick him up rather than having Clara drive him home that night. So once again, he stood on the curb waiting, in his black skirt suit, a white blouse with a large bow over the chest, and black five-inch opened-toed heels. Normally, he would have felt like a fool because people always recognized him as a man, but this time his mind was elsewhere.

	“Hey there,” Tiffany said as she pulled up next to the curb.

	“Hello, Miss,” Jeff said and he climbed into the car.

	“I hope you're hungry,” she said.

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“Good, because we're going to a restaurant.”

	Jeff grimaced. He didn't want to go to a restaurant. Despite the clothes and the other changes in him, he knew that people still him as a man and he didn't want to sit in a restaurant as everyone stared at him. But he had no choice, the decision belonged to Tiffany, so he sat quietly in the passenger seat.

	The restaurant was crowded, but they were seated quickly because they had reservations. The reservations were for three. Jeff knew right away what was coming. Sure enough, less than a minute after they sat down, a tall, handsome man in a dark gray suit walked up to their table. Tiffany rose and tossed her arms over the man's shoulders and kissed him. It was a lingering kiss which lasted several seconds.

	“It's so good to see you again,” she said.

	“'Again'?” Jeff repeated to himself.

	The man smiled. “It's only been a week since the island.”

	“I know, but it feels longer than that.”

	“Not to mention, we've spoken every night.

	Tiffany giggled. “I know.” She put her hand on Jeff s shoulder. “This is my husband, Jeff.

	The man looked at Jeff, but didn't offer to shake hands. Instead, he

	scanned Jeff from top to bottom, checking out his heels, his stockinged legs, his skirt and his blouse. His mocking eyes told Jeff all he needed to know. “Tiffany's told me a lot about you,” he said.

	“She hasn't told me anything about you,” Jeff replied in an annoyed tone.

	This caused Jason and Tiffany to look at each other and to smirk.

	Tiffany shrugged her shoulders. “You know all you need to know, honey.”

	Jeff gritted his teeth. He wondered what exactly she had told Jason and what she wasn't telling him.

	“How is work?” Tiffany asked Jason.

	“Going well,” he said. He then proceeded to talk about a client who needed some intricate bit of advice which Jason was able to provide. When he finished, the waitress came by and took their orders. Jason ordered a steak. Tiffany ordered a salad. Jeff ordered fish and chips, but Tiffany instructed the waitress to substitute broccoli for his fries.

	“You're getting a little fat,” she told her husband as her reason for the substitution.

	Tiffany and Jason then discussed their time at the island where Tiffany vacationed. Jeff knew none of the locations or people they talked about, and having nothing to add, he sat there and wondered how far Tiffany had gone with Jason sexually. He was not happy, but he also wasn't in any position to do anything about it.

	Despite Jeff s fears, Jason did not come home with Tiffany and Jeff after dinner. Instead, Tiffany drove them home and they had a normal evening, with Jeff cleaning the house in his uniform as Tiffany looked after the bills and then read a book. This surprised Jeff a bit because it was obvious that Tiffany and Jason got along very well and were clearly interested in each other sexually.

	The following night, Jason also did not come over, nor did Tiffany speak with him on the phone. The night after that, however, Tiffany announced that she was going out. What's more, she wanted Jeff to help her get dressed. Jeff cringed when he heard this. The idea of dressing his wife so she could go out on a date really troubled him. Nevertheless, he did as he was told and dressed her in a shimmering black dress with spaghetti straps and a hem that stopped just low enough that no one could see her panties. To this, he added black pumps with ankle straps and a black clutch purse.

	“I’ll be late tonight, so don't wait up,” she said as he finished strapping up her shoes.

	“Where are you going, Miss?” Jeff asked. He wasn't sure he wanted to know.

	Tiffany smiled at him and debated whether or not she should tell him.

	“Jason is taking me dancing,” she finally said.

	Jeff bit his tongue and frowned. This caused Tiffany to frown back. “We aren't going to need a babysitter, are we?” she asked sourly.

	“No, Miss,” Jeff said through gritted teeth.

	“Because I'm sure Clara would be happy to oblige.”

	“No, Miss,” he repeated.

	“Good. I’m sure you'll be able to handle my absence.”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“Good,” Tiffany said. “I don't want to think that you're sliding back into being the old Jeff.”

	“No, Miss.”

	She kissed Jeff on the cheek. “Don't forget to clean the floor in the kitchen, you've been neglecting it the past few days.”

	With that, she walked out to her car. She came home well after two in the morning. Jeff didn't ask how she enjoyed dancing the following morning. Nor did he ask all day. Nor did Tiffany tell him. In fact, she never mentioned it even though it was Saturday and both were home all day. Instead, she kept Jeff running around the house all day cleaning while she essentially lounged in the living room. She was in an excellent mood. Jeff was not.

	That evening, as Jeff prepared dinner, Jason called again. Tiffany took the phone and again spoke openly before Jeff “I don't know,” Tiffany said with a laugh. “What should I say to such an invite?”

	Jeff heard Jason's voice, but again could not hear what he said.

	Tiffany smiled. “How about dinner and dancing instead? Good! Then it's agreed.” She hung up the phone and turned to Jeff “Honey, I'm going to dinner with Jason.

	“What about the dinner I'm preparing?” he asked dejectedly.

	“Just put it in the fridge,” she said.

	Jeff hung his head. “Yes, Miss.”

	“Now come help me get dressed. I've got this little red number I've been dying to wear.”

	Jeff felt weak. He felt helpless. It bothered him a lot to help dress his wife so she could go dancing with another man. But what could he do? He couldn't just walk away, as he owned nothing, and he couldn't tell her off as he no longer had the strength of will to do that, so he meekly complied. That is what made him feel impotent, and each item he added to her attire made him feel more emasculated. By the time he fetched her red spikes, with the open-toes and the four-inch heels, he was ready to cry and to beg her not to go, but he knew that would do no good.

	Tiffany rose from the bed, after Jeff slid her shoes onto her feet, checked herself in the minor, and made her way to the front door. “I don't know when I'll be home, so don't wait up,” was all she said. That night she did not come home.

	“Where were you?” Jeff asked in as commanding a voice as he could muster these days, which wasn't very commanding. It was more of a whine.

	“Well, hello to you too,” Tiffany said as she walked through the front door. It was eleven in the morning. She was giggly and smiled from ear to ear. She carried her shoes.

	“I was worried,” Jeff said, though he really meant to say something else.

	“There's no cause to worry, I told you that I would be late.”

	“I didn't know late meant the following morning.”

	Tiffany laughed. “It was a long night. We went dancing, then we had drinks. Jason and I were too drunk to drive home, so we walked to his apartment, which was only a few block away from the club.

	“You spent the night with him?!” Jeff asked.

	Tiffany looked at Jeff “I don't think I want to continue this conversation.”

	Jeff bit his tongue. He had lots of questions, but clearly he wasn't going to get to ask them.

	Tiffany wasn't quite finished, however. She poked him in the chest with her finger. “Listen up, Jeff You lost your right to tell me what to do and what not to do when you pulled that stupid brainwashing stunt. If you don't like it, there's the door, you're free to leave. Otherwise, this is my house and these are my rules,” she said, and she stormed off down the hallway to the bedroom.

	“Are you actually going to do it with Jason?” Jill asked. They were in Jill's kitchen drinking coffee. Jeff was home doing laundry. Jason was at work.

	Jill's husband was at work as well.

	“If you’d asked me a week ago, I would have said that I wasn't sure, but now I am. He's just amazing. He's so strong, so confident, so masculine yet so caring. I think I would regret it for the rest of my life if l didn't,” Tiffany told her friend.

	“What about Jeff?”

	Tiffany shrugged her shoulders. “I know this isn't fair to him, but he started this. This is what he wanted after all, and he has yet to stand up and tell me either that he doesn't want this or to beg my forgiveness.”

	“What does Jason think of all of this?”

	“He gets a kick out of it. He says he likes me a lot... in fact, he says so many wonderful things to me, things Jeff never said, and he laughs that Jeff let me do this to him. He says Jeff is weak.”

	“I can't disagree there. Jeff is weak.”

	Tiffany shrugged her shoulders. “On the other hand, if he really was that weak, he could have run away at any point. I think he stuck around because he’s a good deal stronger than everyone thinks and he's determined to prove himself to me.”

	Now Jill shrugged her shoulders. “That's one way to look at it, I guess. It still seems weak that he let you do all of this to him. I can't think of any other men that would let you turn them into sissies.”

	“We'll see soon enough, I guess,” Tiffany said.

	“What do you mean?

	“I mean, I'm going to set him free soon and then we'll see if he stays or leaves.”

	“My money is on leaves.”

	“I wouldn't be too sure.”

	“When are you going to set him free?” Jill asked. “Soon.

	The following night, Jason came to the house for the first time. He came for dinner. Tiffany had Jeff stay home from work specifically to make sure the house was clean and so he could prepare something special for dinner. She made no secret of the fact that Jason would be coming to dinner, that Jeff would be serving them both in his uniform, and that Jeff would not be invited into the living room after dinner, where Tiffany planned to spend the evening with Jason. And that is exactly how it went. They had dinner, then they went to the living room to watch a movie as Jeff stayed in the bedroom polishing her vast collection of high heels, and his. He occasionally heard giggling.

	The next day, they repeated these events. And the next.

	Friday started out the same way, only Friday would be somewhat different. Tiffany called Jeff into the bedroom, where she was getting dressed for Jason's visit. She intended to wear a pleated white skirt, a white sweater with a low-cut collar, and open-toed white slingbacks. Jeff wore a black, satin maid's uniform and high-heeled sandals.

	“I've made a decision,” Tiffany said.

	Jeff raised an eyebrow.

	“You understand why I've been punishing you, correct?” she asked. “Yes, Miss.”

	“And you finally admit what you did?” Jeff hung his head. “Yes, Miss.”

	“What was it?” she demanded.

	“I tried to hypnotize you to become my sex toy.”

	“And I hope you understand now how wrong that was?”

	“Yes, Miss.” He paused. “I am truly sorry, Miss. I'm sorry that I ever thought about doing this. I didn't think at the time about how wrong it really was. Now I know and I'm ashamed I ever thought it was acceptable.”

	“Good. I've decided that I'm going to set you free,” she said.

	Jeff s jaw dropped.

	“I think you've learned your lesson.”

	“Thank you, Miss!” Jeff squealed and he moved to hug Tiffany, who held up her hand to stop him.

	“But there's a catch. You need to make a decision.”

	“What kind of decision, Miss?”

	Tiffany leaned back and crossed her legs. She let her shoe dangle from her foot. “You have a choice. I'm going to unlock you in a few minutes. I've also put enough money into a bank account for you to leave and start your life over. You can walk out the door right now if you want and go back to being Jeff. If you do, however, you can't come back... ever. That's choice one.”

	Jeff furrowed his brow.

	“Alternatively, you can stay the way you are for another week. Then you can go back to being Jeff, and you will live here with me as my loving husband. Naturally, there will be some conditions. But the thing you need to understand is that I intend to sleep with Jason this week. If you stay, then you need to accept that and you need to do as I say in that regard for the next week. Then Jason will be gone.”

	Jeff bit his lip. Despite everything, he didn't want to leave Tiffany, but he also didn't want to see her sleep with Jason. “What would I need to do, Miss?”

	“You started this, Jeff, and I intend to finish it. I've seen the blogs and the stories about what you wanted and they all involve the wife having an affair in the husband's face. They involve the husband standing there and watching... or worse… as the wife sleeps with her lover. If you stay, then you need to stay in uniform for this week, you need to sit on your knees in the living room as Jason and I play, and you will need to be in the bedroom ready to take any command to do anything, when I finally choose to sleep with Jason.”

	Jeff wasn't sure he could do that. Then, he realized he'd already done so much that maybe this wouldn't be so bad. He took a deep breath. Yes, this would be humiliating, but he could do it.

	Tiffany continued. “As for the other conditions, when the week is over, I will let you return to being Jeff, my husband, but you will agree that I will keep all the assets so you don't think you have the power to get even with anyone.”

	“Yes, Miss.”

	“Also, I will leave Helen in charge of the company because she mms it better than you do.”

	“Yes, Miss.” Jeff couldn't confirm or deny this as he no longer knew anything about the profitability of the company. All he knew for certain was that they were much busier than when he was the manager. “Will I still be working there?”

	“No, you're going to stay home and be a househusband. You'll still handle the cooking and cleaning. Finally, there will be one last condition. I will be running the family. I will make all the decisions. I will listen to your input, but when the decision time comes, I will make it. You will salute and be a good little girl. Can you live with that?”

	“Yes, Miss.” 

	“No, Jeff I don't want a snap answer. I want you to think about it.” She rose and went to her dresser, from which she retrieved a key and a chequebook.

	“Here is the key to your lock and this is the chequebook to the account I spoke about. You can leave anytime this week if you change your mind. If you’re still here at the end of the week, then you will give me back both the key and the chequebook as a sign that you accept my conditions and my authority.”

	With that, Tiffany left the room. Jeff wasted no time unlocking himself and getting reacquainted with his penis.

	Jeff kneeled down before his wife's feet. He felt nervous. Somehow, this was different now that he had a way to escape. Somehow, this was more humiliating. Perhaps it was because now there was no doubt this was his choice and he could no longer pretend that he was being forced to do this.

	Tiffany sat on the couch, slid her feet out of her shoes and pulled her legs up beneath her. She cuddled up to Jason, who wrapped his arms around her. They turned on the television, but didn't watch it. Instead, they spent the next hour kissing and touching each other all over. Jeff kneeled helplessly before them, watching them.

	“You know, when you first asked to let your husband watch, I thought this would be a bad idea,” Jason said as he slid his hand between Tiffany's thighs again. “But it's really erotic seeing him there... totally willing to let us do this.” Tiffany giggled. “I know.” Jason kissed her.

	She smiled. “Do you know what would make this even more special?”

	“What?” he asked.

	Tiffany rose. “Follow me and find out.”

	Jason rose and Tiffany took him by the hand. She told Jeff to follow them. Then she led them both down the hallway to the bedroom. Once there, she sat down on the bed and she told Jason to stand nearby.

	“Jeff, honey,” she said to her husband, “why don't you undress me.”

	Jeff bit his tongue. He knew he would need to follow her orders, but he hadn't thought about what those would be, and undressing her so that Jason could have sex with her was not something he anticipated. He struggled with this

	“Come on, honey, Jason is waiting,” she said.

	Jeff took a deep breath and approached his wife. She held out her leg so he could remove her right shoe. As he touched her warm foot, he suddenly felt his penis become erect beneath his skirt. He never expected that. Nor did he expect that it would stay erect throughout this entire encounter. In fact, it was so erect and throbbed so much that he desperately wanted to touch it, to stroke it, to ejaculate, but he couldn't — Tiffany had told him not to touch himself unless commanded.

	Tiffany held out her other leg and Jeff removed that shoe as well. She looked at Jason. “Would you like Jeff to undress you as well?” Jason smirked. “No, not really

	“Then get undressed, Jason,” she said.

	Jason smiled and removed his clothes. Meanwhile, Tiffany rose so Jeff could unzip her dress. He did. Then he took the dress and hung it up. He returned and removed her bra and panties. He left the stockings and garter belt in place, as she told him. When he was naked, Jason crawled onto the bed. He had a massive erection. Tiffany, who wore only stockings and a garter belt, also climbed onto the bed, but not before telling Jeff, “I want you to stand there and watch how a real man pleases your wife.

	Jeff thought his penis might explode when Tiffany said this. He couldn't quite understand that, but it was true. This was turning him on at the same time it humiliated him. Why did it excite him to watch his wife with another man?

	Tiffany climbed on top of Jason and they began kissing. His hands were all over her. Finally, Jason could take no more and he rolled her over onto her back and he crawled on top of her. Jeff stood there watching helplessly, unable to stop this man from having sex with his wife and unable to touch himself, as he was forbidden. He had never felt more emasculated in his entire life, yet he also felt intensely excited somehow. He watched Jason move in and out and in and out. His hands were everywhere. His lips were everywhere. Tiffany moaned and grunted.

	A few minutes later it was over.

	Tiffany kissed Jason on the lips. “That was wonderful,” she said. She looked over Jason's shoulder at her husband. “Be a dear, and get a wet towel and clean us up.”

	Jeff stood there unsure that he had heard her correctly.

	“Go on, dear,” she said and she waved her hand at him.

	Jeff took a deep breath and went to the bathroom. He returned with a warm, wet towel. When he approached the bed, Jason rolled off his wife and onto his back. They now lay side by side. Tiffany pointed to where Jason had been and Jeff bent over and wiped the area clean. Then she point to Jason's penis, which was still semi-rigid. She tapped its head and giggled. Jeff grimaced and wiped Jason's penis clean.

	“Good girl,” Tiffany said, “stroke him a couple time too for good measure.”

	Jeff clenched his jaw, but did as instructed.

	“Now, I want to be alone with Jason. Why don't you go sit in the kitchen.

	Jeff bit his tongue. Somehow, he didn't want to leave them both alone. Still, he knew to follow her order, so he left. As he sat in the kitchen, he heard his wife and Jason have sex once more. Then Jason apparently held her in his arms for some time. Eventually, he heard the sound of Tiffany's heels as she walked down the hallway toward the front door. He heard an exchange of words and the door closed. Then he heard Tiffany's heels again as she went to the living room.

	Jeff knew that Jason was gone and would not be back.

	Tiffany now sat on the couch wearing just her short peach silk robe. Jason was an incredible lover, but he wasn't Jeff. She thought about everything that had happened. It had been an amazing few months, but she did want Jeff back, and not the sissy version. She crossed her legs and stared across the room, lost in thought.

	A few minutes later, Jeff walked up to her. He had gone to the bedroom and changed into a gorgeous pink dress which he knew Tiffany really liked to see him wear. He even wore the matching five-inch heels she liked so much, though he didn't care for these because they pinched his toes. His now-free penis stood at attention beneath the dress.

	“Miss,” he said quietly to get her attention.

	“Yes, what is it?” she asked.

	Jeff walked over to her and held out his hand. In his hand was a key and a chequebook. “I've decided,” he said.

	Tiffany smiled. She gestured to the floor in front of her and uncrossing her legs, opened her thighs. “Kneel.”

	Jeff knelt and Tiffany’s swollen pussy lips, glistening with a mixture of her juices and Jason’s cum was at his eye level.

	“Kiss me Jeff,” she said, lightly tapping her pubic bone.

	He buried his face in her and passionately kissed her, lapping up all evidence of her infidelity. He kissed, and licked, and kissed, and licked until Tiffany began to shudder for the third time that evening. Her orgasm washed over her like a tsunami and left her limp and drained. She held her hand on his head and rested, feeling his gentle breath on her thighs and pussy. After some time, she looked down at him and he looked up at her, his face smeared with cum and her juices.

	“Good girl, Jeff. Very good girl.”

	She rose and hugged him. “Let's get that cum off your face, and get you out of that dress and into something pretty for bed, wife of mine.”

	Jeff smiled and kissed his wife. “I've been waiting for you to say that.”

	The End
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