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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Things are headed in the wrong direction for Andrew.  Feminized.  Demoted.  Breasts.  And now he needs to report to work as a woman... and a secretary.  Oh my.  But he’ll get through it, if only he can remember the things his wife taught him about being a woman.  I’m sure it will go well for him.  How bad can this new boss be anyways?  I guess we’ll see.

This is Part Two of Andrew’s story, as told by his wife with a little help from Andrew now and then.  Hopefully, you’re enjoying the story.  As always, please let me know your thoughts!

As an aside, for those looking for Part One, it’s behind Amazon’s adult wall.  The best way to find it will be to check my homepage.

With love,

Ann :)

P.S. Thanks again to my great team of readers/editors!

P.S.S. Thanks also for signing up for my monthly newsletter.  If you haven’t signed up, you can do so here:  https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website
.  All you need is an email address.  You won’t regret it.


Chapter Eleven: “An Extension”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

The weekend came to an end.  It was Sunday night.  I looked at Andrew.  He looked like a woman.  There was no doubt.  He had a feminine shape owing to the corset and his breasts.  The breasts were obviously real.  The girdle prevented any contrary evidencing from popping up.  The makeup, the painted nails, the thinned eyebrows all did wonders.  He definitely needed a wig, but the blonde one with the curls didn’t look natural, so I got him one with a Rachel cut.  It seemed more natural.  He looked good.  Everything about his looks screamed “woman!”

But then there were the other issues.

When he concentrated, Andrew’s walk was entirely feminine.  It could even be called seductive.  But when he got nervous or just forgot, his masculinity crept back in and he started to wobble and walk awkwardly.  It was the kind of awkwardness in heels you don’t often see beyond teens just starting out.

He could stood up and sit again just fine for a woman too, again until he got distracted and forgot and spread his legs inelegantly.  It wasn’t as bad as before, he didn’t flash anyone – nor would he as I wasn’t going to put him in miniskirts, but it wasn’t feminine.  It came across as crude for a woman.  It was rather like seeing a man in a three piece suit stopping to spit on the floor in an office, or scratching his balls.

His voice was fine.  I told him to speak softly, which he could do.

He posture was fine.  The heels and skirts and corset and breasts strongly encouraged that.

His hand motions were good, but not great.  I wanted him to let his hands hang from his wrists more, but he saw that as “too girly,” which tells you a bit about his attitude and that he wasn’t truly invested in being a woman yet.  He was still getting used to having long nails too.  This was a work in progress.

All told, I was worried.  I was worried that while Andrew looked like a woman, he didn’t really come across as a woman.  What if Pamela figured out who he was?  That would be a disaster.  I needed more time to train him to make sure that didn’t happen.  I decided to call Jay.

“Jay, hi.  It’s Stephanie,” I said.

“It’s Sunday night, Stephanie,” he replied, obviously annoyed that I had called him.

“Yes, I know.  I need more time.”

“More time for what?”

“You want Andrew to go to work for Pamela as a woman tomorrow, but he’s not ready yet.  I’ve been training him all weekend how to pass as a woman and he can’t do it yet.”

“So?”

“So, you said you wanted to hide him somewhere where no one will notice him.  If we send him to work like this tomorrow, there’s a very good chance Pamela will see right through him and will figure out that he’s a man.  She might even recognize him as Andrew,” I said.

“What do you want from me?  I can’t help him,” said Jay with some annoyance.  I think he thought that I was going to try to talk him out of his decision.  That wasn’t my intent though.

“I need more time.”

“Time?”

“A couple more days.  I need at least two more days to train him.  A week would be ideal.”

“This is his own fault, Steph.  I don’t see why I should reward him with time off.”

“It’s not time off, it’s training.”

“It’s time away from work.  That’s time off.”

I needed to say this differently to make it sound more important, but I also realized right away that I had to be careful what I said.  If I told Jay that Andrew would be exposed and the company would be embarrassed, Jay might
 give me the time... but he also might just fire Andrew to avoid the risk.  I needed an approach that scared Jay, but which didn’t sound that
 risky.  I decided to keep this at the level of Pamela.

“Do you know what Pamela is going to do if she figures out who Andrew really is?  Do you want that happening, Jay?  Do you want her in your office demanding an explanation?  Just give me a few more days to make sure no one can figure out who Andrew is.  That’s all I ask.”

There was silence.

“You get two days,” said Jay.

What a jerk, I thought.  He wanted the impossible and he couldn’t even give me a week to do it?  Oh well, at least it was something.  “Thank you, Jay.”

“You owe me for this,” he added and then he hung up the phone.

A jerk to the end.  But I got my two days.  I didn’t know if that would be enough, but it would help.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

The next two days were packed with training.  Andrew spent every second of it in short, tight skirts, sky-high heels and his corset.  He spent every waking moment walking, sitting, or standing like a woman.  I paddled him mercilessly whenever he made a mistake.  When he wasn’t walking or crossing his legs, he was repairing or replacing his makeup.  I made him type, “My name is Andrea” on his laptop a thousand times on three separate occasions to get him used to typing with nails and to remind him of his new name.  I warned him not to get out of character at any point.  I even invented a back-story, which I made him learn.  Fortunately, Andrew has always been a quick learner or he never would have picked all of this up.

As we came to Tuesday night, I decided we needed another test.  Andrew was doing really well, but we needed to see how he would do when surrounded by other people.

“Get your purse, honey.  We’re going for a ride,” I said.

Andrew licked his lips nervously.  “Where?”

“It shouldn’t matter.  You’re a woman now, right?  So you can go anywhere in public that you want wearing a dress and heel.  Isn’t that so?”

I saw him swallow hard.  That told me we needed this test very badly.

“Go get your purse,” I said.

Andrew reluctantly did as I told him.  A moment later, he returned carrying a white designer purse, one of my favorites, which contained his identification, some cash, his makeup for touchups and his phone.  Beyond that, he wore a black calf-length pencil skirt, five-inch black platform sandals with stiletto heels, a white frilly top, and a red scarf.  We made our way to the car.

A few minutes later, we pulled into the parking lot at the mall.

“W— what are we doing here?” he asked.  His voice cracked.

“You’re here to get more exposure.”

Even in the low light of early evening, I could tell that all the color had left his face.

“E— exposure?”

“Yes.  You need to get comfortable surrounded by people, by strangers.”

“Do you know how many people are in the mall?” he asked.

“Yep.”

“It’s crawling with women and teenage girls too, who are going to know the difference between a woman and a man pretending to be a woman.  They’re going to know!”  I saw him tremble.

“They aren’t going to know,” I said.  “You’ll be fine.”

“What if I’m not?”

“You will be.  That’s what you’re here to learn.  None of them are going to have a clue that you aren’t a woman unless you tell them.  You need to understand that because tomorrow, you’ll be going back to work.”

I pulled the car up before the main entrance.  Even now, there were people going into and coming out of the entrance.  The mall looked very busy.  This was going to be quite a challenge for him, but it was necessary.

“Why did you stop here?” he asked.

“You’re getting out,” I said.

“What?!  Alone?!  You’re not coming with me?”

I shook my head.  “No.  I can’t stay with you at work either.  You need to learn to handle yourself alone
 as a woman.  So I’m going to pick you up in two hours at the other end of the mall.”  He started to object and I stopped him.  “You’ll be fine, Andrew.  Just remember your lessons and trust yourself.  No one will doubt that you’re a woman unless you doubt it yourself.  You can do it.”

He tried to say something, but couldn’t.

“I want you to make your way from here to the other end of the mall,” I said.  “Along the way, you need to pick up a perfume and a pair of low-heeled wedges to prove to me you made the trip.”

“Wedges?  Why?”

“Because I’m going to let you wear them to work tomorrow so you don’t have to worry about high heels as you get used to being in the office as a woman.  I’ll even let you pick them out yourself.  Just not flats.  Got it?”  I had decided this about an hour ago.  Andrew was good in heels, but he kept forgetting his lessons and started wobbling.  I figured that letting him wear lower-heeled wedges would be a good way to reduce the number of things he needed to think about, even if they weren’t really considered part of the normal dress code for secretaries in our office.

He glanced toward the door and bit his lip.  “I don’t know if I can do this.”

“You need to.  You’ll be fine.”

He stared hopelessly at the door.

“It’s time to go, darling,” I said.

—o—

Told By Andrew

She threw me out of the car.  Can you believe it?  In a dress!!  I was terrified.  I mean, I get what she wanted me to learn, but this was hard.  I was terrified.  Did I say that already?  If not, let me say it one more time... I was terrified!


What if someone saw me?!

What if everyone
 saw me?

I imagined myself being chased across the mall like a fox hunted by hounds, only these hounds were angry women in dresses and high heels slinging purses at me like stones.

As I stood there watching her drive away, I was filled with self-pity, wondering how I had ever gotten into this whole thing.  And I was upset that my wife wasn’t supporting me.  But as my shock passed, I managed to get a better grip on myself.  I knew that Stephanie was only doing what she needed to do, and this must have been just as hard on her as it was on me – the whole thing must have been hard, not just dumping me in front of the mall.  I also realized that I needed to get used to being seen in public because in the morning, I was going to be face to face with people who knew me as Andrew.  If I couldn’t make it through some mall full of self-obsessed strangers, there was no way I was going to make it through face to face meetings with some of the nosiest people on the planet.

And then I was actually kind of thankful when I recalled her promise to let me wear low-heeled wedges.  That took a load off my mind... and my feet.  Of course, for now, I had to trudge through this miles-long mall in five-inch heels, but such is life, right?  Who hasn’t had to do that?

It was time to go.

I turned to the mall, took a deep breath, and went inside.

—o—

Interrupted by Stephanie

Let me interrupt here for a moment.  As flippant as I have been in the telling of this story, it was hard dealing with this.  Don’t get me wrong, it was quite a turn on seeing Andrew prancing around in his heels and his dresses acting so increasingly submissive.  He was cute.  And I liked being in charge and the sense of power that came with that.  But at the same time, I loved Andrew very much and I didn’t like seeing him humiliated.  It was also hard seeing my husband turned into a woman.  That’s not anything I ever expected in life, and the manual on being a woman doesn’t exactly prepare you for that moment.  So while I was enjoying this in many ways, it was still difficult.

I hoped everything went well in the mall.


Chapter Twelve: “The Mall Test”

—o—

Told By Andrew

The smell of the mall hit me the moment I walked through the door.  You know the smell: a mixture of popcorn, leather, perfume and that curious smell indoor fountains always give off.  I took a few tentative steps.

“I’m actually in a mall, dressed as a woman,” I thought.

This made me nervous, but also provided a sort of kinky thrill.  Suddenly, my manhood began to grow beneath the tight girdle at the thought.  I prayed that no one saw the tiny bump I knew was there now on the front of my skirt, and I became very thankful for the girdle.  I hoped it would go away quickly, but I couldn’t stand here waiting.  I needed to get to the other end.

“All right, let’s do this.”

I started down the hallway.  The sound of my high heels echoed off the floor like it does for women:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
  This made me feel so feminine, which oddly excited me even more.

“Try not to think about it,” I told myself.

The clicking was impossible to ignore though.  I was wearing high heels!


I continued on.  Limited Express, Underlins, The Jean Shoppe... all names I did not know.  The noises got louder as I got deeper into the mall.  I heard a thousand voices all chatting away, reflected off the tiles and the glass ceiling fifty feet above me.  I heard water falling.  I heard music playing.  I heard electronic voices, the sounds of a scooter, and the buzz of an air conditioner.

I kept walking.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


A cold breeze drifted up my skirt.

I kept walking.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


“I need to find a perfume store,” I told myself.

I walked over to a directory.  They listed a hundred stores.  Which one sold perfume?  I wasn’t sure, but I saw several possible choices.  I made a note of where they were before I located a couple shoe stores.  Both were on the way to the other side of the mall, so I put my head down and I set out for them.

I came to the perfume store first.  It was only three stores down and I didn’t run into anyone along the way.  The store was called “Heaven Scent” and it was packed with bottles in all shapes and sizes.  Most of the store was dedicated to women, but a small section was dedicated to men.  Two young women worked in the store, which was perhaps not more than twenty feet wide by forty feet long.

“Can I help you?” asked one of the clerks.

This was my first test, I guess.

“Hi,” I squeaked.  “I need some perfume.”

I could see the look on her face.  It read, “Well, duh.”  But I honestly didn’t know what else to say?  Did women walk into perfume stores and ask for a brand or a style or a smell?  “I need something that makes me smell fruity.”  Did they say that?  I didn’t know.  Of course, you’d think I’d know more working for a cosmetics company, but I know the other end, the production and packaging end, not the buying end.  And let me remind you, I’ve never been a woman before.  Whenever I bought perfume, I did the man thing:  I wrote down the name of what my wife wore and I got a replacement.  Short.  Simple.  Sweet.  I’d never had to go pick one out before.

“I, uh, need something for work,” I said, trying again.

Then I had a doubt.  What did I need?  Stephanie only told me to buy perfume.  She didn’t say what it was for or even which one of us it was for.  Was I supposed to buy something for her or for me?  What did I buy her last Christmas, maybe I could get that again?

“Ok,” said the young girl cautiously.

“My wif— my friend... I’m looking for a gift for a friend,” I said.

“Oh ok, a gift,” said the young girl.  This seemed to give her confidence, though I wasn’t sure why it should.  How does knowing it’s a gift tell her anything more than knowing it was for me?  Either way, I was happy that I had apparently set the wheels of the perfume selling machine into motion and I could soon be out of here.

She walked me over to a lighted display counter with three bottles on three pedestals.  Pretty bottles.  Suggestive of female body parts.  Our bottles are prettier though.

“These are very popular,” she said.

“That’s fine,” I said.

“Would you like to try them?”

Hmm.  Ok.  If that’s standard operating procedure.  “Sure,” I said.

The young woman took out three small sticks of paper.  She then proceeded to spray the first and hand it to me to sniff.  Of course, I knew this wasn’t going to work.  See, perfume isn’t its own scent like deodorant.  Deodorant is meant to cover, so it provides its own strong scent to hide yours.  Perfume, by comparison, mixes with your scent to create a new smell.  What’s more, the smell of your perfume can change as your skin warms or cools.  So to really get a sense of what a perfume will smell like you need to test it on your own skin.

I took the bottle from her.  “You don’t mind, do you?” I asked and I spritzed my wrist.  I waited a few seconds for it to warm up and then I sniffed my wrist.  “Floral.  Pretty.  Hint of apricot.  Let me try the next one.”

She handed me the second bottle.  This time I sprayed my other wrist.  I sniffed and immediately recoiled.

“Jasmine,” I said.  “Not a fan of Jasmine.”

She handed me the third.  This one had to go near my elbow.

“Very nice,” I said.  “Warm, soft, floral but not overwhelming.  Doesn’t smell like a flower shop!  I’ll take it.”

The girl smiled.

As the girl wrapped up my purchase, I reached into my purse and pulled out my credit card.  That’s when I realized it was in my name.  I couldn’t use it, especially if she asked for an ID, which happened from time to time.  Fortunately, Stephanie had included some cash.  I used that instead.  She then handed me the perfume in a tiny bag and I left the store.  As I did, it suddenly struck me that it hadn’t once hit me that I was a man in a dress!  I had been completely relaxed in the store!  Maybe I had conquered this fear after all!  Hurray!

Sadly, my excitement was short-lived.

—o—

Continued By Andrew

The perfume store had been a success, but then trouble struck.

As I left the perfume store, tottering along confidently in my tall heels and my ultra-tight skirt carrying my little bag, two pretty young women walked past me.  For whatever reason, one of them chose that moment to burst out laughing.  I have no idea what caused this or if it was even aimed at me, but I instantly became self-conscious... super self-conscious.

Suddenly, the mall became a scary place again.  Every set of eyes knew my secret.  How could I possibly hope to pass myself off as a woman?  I didn’t look like a woman; I couldn’t!  I was a man!  I didn’t walk like a woman.  I didn’t carry myself as a woman.  All these people knew it too.  They just weren’t as open about laughing at me as the two young women had been.

“Why did I ever think I could get away with this?” I wondered nervously.

I wanted to be out of there, so I stepped up my pace.  As I did, I felt my breasts bounce hard in the bra.  I knew I was walking too fast.  I needed to slow down, but I didn’t want to.  Then I nearly twisted my ankle and almost stumbled to the ground.  I caught myself at the last second preventing total embarrassment.  I finally realized I needed to slow down and walk delicately.  There was no way around it.

I started again slowly.

As I passed a candle store, two women came out of the store and started following me.  I heard the sound of their high heels right behind me.  I saw them reflected in the glass window of a chocolate store we passed.  They were college age and pretty.  They were nicely dressed too.  Both wore tailored dresses and high heels.  Both carried designer purses.  Both wore expensive jewelry.  And both were chatting quietly, whispering to each other as they followed me.

This did not soothe my paranoia.

Why were they whispering?  Were they talking about me?  Had they spotted me?  Why else would they be whispering to each other?  “Do you want to get a burger?”  Hardly!  That’s not something you whisper about.  But do you know what you do whisper?  “Don’t look now, but that woman... she’s a guy!”  That’s
 something you whisper!

I thought about picking up my pace again, but I knew that would lead to disaster.  I just had to keep going.


CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
 went my heels.


CRACK!CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! CLICK!  CLICK!  CRACK!
 went theirs.

It was like some painfully slow car chase.

They kept whispering.

I kept walking.  Soon, my skin began to crawl.  I was sure they were talking about me.  They must have known.  They were making fun of me.  They were making fun of the guy in the dress.  I wanted to turn around and give them some choice words, but the image of me doing that blew up in my mind.  I saw me stopping and turning around angrily.  They were smirking wildly; like they were waiting for me.  Then I imagined myself pointing my finger at them and starting to tell them off, but it didn’t go as I planned.

“Aww, is wittle giwrly man not happy?” said one of them.

I saw myself freeze.

“Maybe giwrly boy shouldn’t wear dresses in public!” said the other.

They laughed.  I felt myself shrink.  I stopped talking.  They didn’t.  They walked right up to me and circled me.

“Why are you dressed like that, girly man?”

“Why would a man wear a dress?”

“Where did you learn to walk in heels?”

All my insecurities poured out of their mouths and filled me with shame.  Even worse, this imagined shame brought my manhood to life in a big way.  It grew as hard as I’ve ever felt it beneath the constricting girdle.  This snapped my attention back to reality as I realized I really was hard... very hard.  Was it visible?  I tried to look down without being noticed, but it wasn’t possible.  I couldn’t see it.  Was my erection showing or not?  I didn’t know, but the possibility seemed to make me even harder, even as it filled me with terror.  Why would this turn me on?

I stepped up my pace; I had to.  Again, my steps became less sure.  I probably looked less feminine too, but I needed to get away from them.  I could still hear their whispering behind me though.

What had tipped them off?!

My erection began to grow again... and then throb.  Each whisper seemed to make it throb more.  I really didn’t understand why this would turn me on.

“This should not be making me hard!” I yelled inside my head.

Then I saw a bench.  I decided to stop.  I couldn’t keep up this pace anyway.  Besides, if I was lucky, they would pass me and be gone... or they would stop and snicker and I would probably quite literally die of shame.

I sat down.  I did my best to remember to cross my legs.  I think I did it right.

As I watched, the two girls walked past.  They were holding onto each other’s arms and still giggling.  They ignored me completely, but I saw nothing else they could be giggling about either.  What was so darn funny?!

I watched them go past.  My erection was so hard.

I placed my purse in my lap to hide my erection, just in case.  When I set it down, however, it shoved my erection in some way that felt an awful lot like masturbation.  And let me tell you... it felt good.

“What.  The.  Hell.  Am.  I.  Doing?” I asked myself when, a moment later, I realized that I was carefully moving the purse back and forth across my lap.  I was using it to masturbate!  “What am I doing?” I repeated.

I looked around nervously, hoping no one was watching me.

It seemed ok.

I kept shuffling the purse.  I felt like I was on the outside looking in at myself.  It was like watching some erotic film.  My body was playing with itself as I watched.  I didn’t seem to be doing this at all, not consciously at least, and my attempts to stop me weren’t working.

“I can’t be doing this,” I told myself.  “Stop!”

I didn’t listen.  I wanted this.  I even slipped my hand beneath my purse when I realized the purse wouldn’t be enough to finish me.  I grabbed the head of my erection through the skirt and the girdle, as best I could anyways, and I squeezed... and I squeezed... and I squeezed.

Pop!  Like champagne.

A warm, calming feeling passed over me as I felt my girdle fill with warm, sticky fluid.

—o—

Interrupted by Stephanie

You jerked yourself off in the mall?  Seriously
?

—o—

By Andrew

Apparently.

—o—

by Stephanie

Andrew!!

—o—

Continued By Andrew

Sorry.

Anyways, when I finished, I found the shoe store.

The shoe store was twice the size of the perfume store.  It was beautifully decorated with the shoes arranged in artistic designs all around the walls and on a few displays in the middle of the store.  This wasn’t like a men’s store, where the shoes were crammed into rows.

“Can I help you?” asked the woman who stood in the middle of the store.

This time, I knew what to say.  “Uh yeah.  I need some wedges with a low heel for work,” I said.

“What do you do?”

“I’m a secretary,” I said and I felt twinge of humiliation.

The woman glanced at my shoes, likely to get a rough guess for the cost and style I liked.  She then smiled at me.  “Certainly, Ma’am.  I think we have exactly what you want,” she said.

I shuddered at being called “Ma’am,” but at the same time, I was happy the woman saw me as another woman.

The woman walked me across the store to where there was a collection of wedges.  Many of these were sandals.  Most were casual.  Some of these had super high heels, maybe even six inches.  Some had no support at all in the back.  Next to this group, however, were several pairs of more conservative wedges.  These were generally in black, navy or some form of neutral.  The woman picked out a pair of black wedges with about a three-inch heel.  These were essentially basic leather pumps with a wedge heel instead of a stiletto.

“How about these?” she asked.

I had actually wanted something with a lower heel... the lowest heel I could get away with in fact, but I didn’t see anything with a lower heel and I didn’t want to make waves either.  Besides, I told myself, three inches in a wedge is a lot lower than what Stephanie makes me wear now!  I’ll take it.

“They look good,” I said.

“Why don’t you try them on?”

“Sure.”

The woman pulled a box from a cabinet beneath the display and pulled out the other shoe in this size.  She handed both to me and showed me where to sit to change my shoes.  I sat down and slipped into them.  They fit perfectly.  I then rose and walked across the store.  They felt so much more comfortable than the five-inch stilettos I had been wearing through the mall.  They were so much easier to walk in as well.

“I could get used to these,” I thought.

“I’ll take them,” I almost exclaimed.

A few minutes later, I and my wet girdle walked out of the mall and got into our car.  We drove home in triumph.  I had made it through the mall as a woman and undetected.  I was ready to go to work!

—o—

by Stephanie

I had no idea he had stopped to masturbate in the mall.  That’s really shocking.  Seriously, Andrew, what were you thinking?  Still, when he returned to the car on the other side of the mall, he seemed confident and calm.  He had bought both the perfume and the shoes I ordered him to buy to prove he had done it.

“How was it?” I asked.

“It was hard,” he said.  He slipped his feet out of the heels and let out a huge sigh of relief.

“Did anyone spot you?”

“I don’t know.  I don’t think so.  There were a couple of girls who laughed when they came near me, but I’m not sure if they were laughing at me or just laughing in general.”

“Did they point at you?” I asked.

“No.”

“Did they stare at you?”

“No,” he said.

“They didn’t call anyone over either or confront you, right?”

“Right, nothing like that happened,” he said.

“Then I would say that no one spotted you.”

He took a deep breath.  “I guess not.”  Although, based on this new confession, I suspect he was actually hoping the two college-age women had spotted him.  Masturbating in a mall!

“Hopefully, that helps you realize how well you are disguised as a woman,” I said.  “You just walked the length of the mall, filled with shoppers.  You entered two shops... women’s shops, and you bought items in both.  No one spotted you.  That should give you a lot of confidence.”

“I think it does,” he said.

“Good.  Are you ready for tomorrow?”

“I hope so.  I just hope we don’t walk in there and the first person to see us says, ‘Oh my God, Andrew!  Why are you dressed like a woman?’” said Andrew.

I couldn’t disagree.  That was the risk.  These people knew him better.  They would get a closer look at him.  They would get a longer look at him.  He would need to carry off his deception day after day, hour after hour, minute by minute.  I hoped he could do that.  I wasn’t sure he could though.  I wasn’t going to tell him my worries though.

“You’ll be fine.”

We drove home and went to bed.  Tomorrow was the big day.


Chapter Thirteen: “Pamela”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

It was time.  Andrew needed to return to work.

I’d done all I could in terms of training.  I’d even changed his wardrobe to make this easier on him.  He still needed the bra and corset and girdle, but I’d let him wear the low-heeled wedges so he wasn’t having to worry about tripping over his high heels and I’d let him wear a loose, flowing black and red dress rather than some sort of pencil skirt so he had a wider range of motion.  I knew a pencil skirt would help him maintain his feminine posture, but I also knew that its tightness would distract him and make doing things difficult.

“Hopefully, Pamela won’t mind,” I told him.

“Why would she mind?”

“The dress code for secretaries is a little more business formal than this.”

“I never worried about the dress code when I was boss,” he said.

“Yes, but some people do.  Pamela might.  I hear she can be kind of rigid
 about things.”

He shrugged his shoulders.  “I know she has a reputation, but she always seemed nice enough to me.”

“You were her boss.  Things might change.”

Andrew considered this, but clearly wasn’t worried.  He was just glad that I’d made these changes and now he didn’t need to face wearing super high heels and tight skirts.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

“Then get your purse, and let’s go.”

I drove us both to work.  We parked the car and walked inside.  Bringing him here on the weekend seemed to have paid off as he was much calmer than I had expected.  We even made it past the security guard without problems.  Then we got into the elevator and rode up.

“So far, so good,” I thought.

I spoke too soon.

Up to the point Andrew and I stepped off the elevator, I thought Andrew would be all right.  He had been nervous, especially once we got out of the car, but managed to stay calm enough to be functional.  For example, he managed to walk in his heels without falling – even low-heeled wedges are heels.  He remembered he was wearing a dress and knew to act appropriately when sitting or bending over.  He had no problems knowing how to open doors, push buttons and speak.  His voice did crack, but he managed to find the right words with only hints of his nervous state.  He seemed ok.

Then we stepped off the elevator and everything changed.

CLICK! CRACK!  CLICK!CRACK!  CLICK! CRACK!  CLICK!CRACK!

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

Our heels echoed loudly off the tile floor in the lobby as we made our way to the office suite.  The cool air blew up my skirt.  No doubt it did the same for him.  This must have been a strange moment for him.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

He mumbled something.  That was a bad sign.

“Stay calm, dear,” I said.

As we neared the receptionist, a woman named Ginger, and saw the grand view of the city out the panoramic window behind her, Andrew suddenly slowed and fell behind me.  I turned just in time to see him stop, a look of horror appearing on his greening face.  Then he turned and raced toward the mensroom.  The mensroom
!  I had to chase after him and stop him from running inside.  Fortunately, I just managed to redirect him to the ladies room and I followed him in.

“I can’t do this,” he blabbered.  He was hyperventilating.  He was sweating like mad too, which had ruined his makeup.

“You’ll be fine,” I assured him as I checked to make sure there was no on in the stalls.  There wasn’t.

“I won’t!  Everyone will know who I am!” he exclaimed.

“They will if you keep yelling like that.”

“It won’t matter, they’ll know!”

“Andrew... Andrea
, you’ll be fine.  No one will know.  Now pull yourself together.  This is just like any other first day at work where everything feels strange.  Just give it time to settle down.  You’ll get used to it.”

“Just like any other day?!  This is not
 like any other day.  I’m in a dress, Steph!  I’m wearing a dress!
”

“So?”

“So?!  It’s a dress!”

“Yes, it is a dress... a pretty one.  And you look fine in it.  No one is going to figure out who or what you really are.  So stay calm.  Everything will be all right,” I said firmly but calmly.  “Remember your trip to the mall.”

I let Andrew close his eyes and take a few deep breaths.

“Better?”

He nodded his head.

I smiled.  “All right.  Then fix your makeup.”

Andrew looked in the mirror and started laughing.  “I look a mess!” he said.  He then wiped his face clean and took his makeup from his purse.  He fixed what he could and I did the rest, seeing as how this required more of a reconstruction job than a touchup.

“All right, before we go, what did I teach you?” I asked when I finished his makeup.

Andrew blushed.  “Don’t forget I’m a woman now.”

“Right, and?”

“Don’t forget I’m wearing a skirt, er, dress.  Always smooth my dress when I stand and sweep it beneath me when I sit.  Keep my legs together.  Cross my legs when I sit so I don’t show my panties,” he said with some embarrassment.

“What about your breasts?”

“Don’t try to hide them.”

“Right,” I said.  “For women, breasts are natural.  You show them off, you don’t hide them.  So don’t fold your arms, don’t hide them behind things.  Keep them out in the open.  Be proud of them.  What else?”

“Be respectful.”

“Right.  You’re not the boss anymore.  So it’s ‘Yes, Ma’am’ and ‘No, Ma’am,’ ‘Yes, Sir’ and ‘No, Sir.’  Also?”

He gritted his teeth on this one.  “Call you ‘Ma’am.’”

As he said this, I noticed a bump appear beneath his skirt.  Thanks to the girdle, it was barely noticeable, but I saw it.  I doubted anyone else would, but that wasn’t what had me wondering at the moment.  Why did he get hard at this?  I admit I loved hearing him call me “Ma’am” – it gave me such a powerful, kinky feeling – but why was he hard?  Did it turn him on to be submissive?  Well, now was not the time to think about that.  I had to get him out of here and to the office.

“Good girl,” I said, making him blush even deeper.  “Now take another deep breath and let’s get out of the ladies room and get you to work, agreed?”

He nodded his head.

A moment later, we were back out by the receptionist and I was explaining to Ginger that Andrew was a friend who was going to be working as Pamela Gruden’s new secretary.  Ginger smiled and made Andrew sign in.  He almost signed his own name, but caught himself at the last second and signed “Andrea Heath,” his new name.  Then I took Andrew to officially introduce him to Pamela.

We found Pamela in her office.

“Hi Pamela,” I said.

The tall, shapely blonde smiled politely at me, but offered little more than a nod of acknowledgement to my greeting.  This fit in perfectly with my prior experiences with her.  Pamela is one of those people who kisses her bosses butts, but craps on everyone else.  If I was going to describe Pamela in a single word, it would probably be “bitch.”  If I was going to describe her in two words, the first word would begin with an “f”.  She’s not a very nice person, and it was clear that now that she would be running Andrew’s group her ego was out of control.  Working for her was going to be intolerable.  Poor Andrew.

Pamela had actually gone through four secretaries this year alone, and I worried that Pamela was definitely the wrong person for Jay to assign Andrew to.  Still, he could handle her, I told myself.  He knew her well.  After all, he had been her boss.

“This is my friend Andrea,” I said.  I hoped that by introducing Andrew to her myself that my position would extend Andrew a little protection.  I figured I should namedrop Jay as well.  “Jay hired her to work as your secretary and I wanted to drop her by personally.”

“Oh yes.  Thank you,” said Pamela coldly.

Pamela nodded to Andrew, who held out his hand.  She reluctantly shook it.  “Nice to meet you,” he said.  I could tell he was still nervous, but at least he wasn’t sweating anymore.

“Well, I’m off to my office,” I said, realizing there was nothing more I could do.  “Good luck.”  And with that, I slowly backed away.  I hoped things went well for Andrew.

According to him, they didn’t.

—o—

Told By Andrea


Andrea
?  “Told by Andrea?”  That’s not funny.  I’m still Andrew, even if I had to pretend to be Andrea.

—o—

By Stephanie

Sorry, baby.  A little joke.  I’ll fix it.

—o—

Continued By Andrew

Better.

Anyways, no, things did not go well.  Things did not go well at all.  The moment Stephanie was out of earshot, Pamela turned on me and went into full on... well, Pamela mode
.  She began by pointing to a black overcoat she had tossed onto my chair before I arrived.

“Hang that up,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

I picked up her coat and started to follow her into her office where there was a coat rack.  She saw me follow her and clearly didn’t like it.  She pursed her lips and put her hands on her hips in an angry pose.

“Where are you going?” she demanded.

“To hang this up.”

“If I wanted it hung up in here, I would have done so myself.  Don’t you think I could have figured that out?  But I don’t want it in here.  Take it to wherever they always hang up coats.”

“Where is that, Ma’am?”

“I don’t know.  Ask the receptionist.”

I raised an eyebrow.  Did this mean she didn’t even know where I was supposed to put it?  How would she get it back if she needed it?  I guess she would send me for it, probably.  Strange.  In any event, the confused look on my face apparently got her attention.

“What is it now?” she asked.

“I take it I’ll be getting this again for you before I leave?”

She understood my meaning.  “That’s very perceptive of you,” she said.

I didn’t know what to say.  Her tone could have been complimentary or it could have been the beginning of a blind rage.  So I said nothing, which was apparently the right call.

“All right, Andrea
,” she said in her coldest tone yet.  This woman could freeze ice with her hate.  Unfortunately, I could do nothing about it except stand there and take it.  “Let’s get something clear.  You
 work for me
.  I
 don’t work for you
.  You are not here to question my orders, you are here to obey them.  And if I want you to hang up my coat and retrieve it later, you will do so.  Is that understood?”

I ran my tongue over my teeth.  This was going to be harder than I expected.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’m not happy that you chose not to come to work Monday and Tuesday.  I need a secretary I can rely upon, not one who is off playing around.  Jay says I need to take you though, so I will, but I will not let you slack off now that you are here.  Consider yourself on probation.”

This wasn’t how the firm worked, but what could I say?  I don’t think Jay or Stephanie would have liked me picking a fight with Pamela on my first day.  Besides, I thought, she was just blowing off steam and she would get nicer when she finished.  I was wrong though.

She kept going.

“What’s more,” she said, “you aren’t dressed appropriately.  Perhaps Stephanie lets her secretaries dress as sloppily as you are dressed, but I don’t.  You will wear heels tomorrow... proper heels.  No wedges.  No kitten heels.  Proper
 heels.  I expect your dresses to be more professional as well.  Or better yet, wear suits.  Loose, flowing dresses are for garden parties, not the office.  Sweetheart collars are for dates with choirboys, not businesses.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”  I was actually a little stunned by her assault.  Where had all of this come from?  Yes, she was difficult when she was on my team, but I never knew she treated her secretaries like this!  So why didn’t I say anything?  Well, for one thing, as I noted above, I didn’t want to pick a fight and get exposed and have everything collapse.  Jay was already on the verge of firing me.  For another, I wasn’t at all comfortable in my ability to pass as a woman and here she was attacking my clothes.  I tell you honestly that this more than worried me... it scared me.

She continued:  “I expect you here at eight fifteen promptly at the latest.  That will give you time to do what you need to do.  You will make my coffee and have it on my desk along with any mail we received during the night when I arrive at eight thirty.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Now go hang up my coat and bring me my coffee.  Two ounces of cream, two sugars.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I humiliatingly tucked my tail between my legs and I took her coat to the receptionist.  I figured Ginger would know what to do with it.  She did.  There was a closet near the front desk that was used for visitors.  Pamela’s coat was put there every day by her prior secretaries, so I figured I would do the same.

When I finished with the coat, I went to the break room to get her coffee.  Let me tell you, the humiliation of all of this was intense.  I thought I was ready to play the part of a secretary for a week or so until we found a cure for my condition, but I was in no way prepared for the demeaning way Pamela treated me.  I felt like the lowest form of life on the planet, like something scraped off the bottom of her high-heeled shoe as I stood there making her coffee and thinking about all the things she had said.  This was then made worse by the erection I got from her dressing down, which of course added the worry that I might be seen.  In fact, I kept having visions of myself being outed by my erection pressing against my skirt.

And none of that is even to mention the embarrassment of being seen dressed as a woman by all these people I knew every day.  I can’t even tell you how that feels.  Everywhere I looked was some secretary or manager that I knew eyeing me, trying to figure out who I was.

Either way, I took her the coffee.  She wasn’t happy.  Surprise!

“What is this?” she asked holding up the coffee cup by two fingers like she didn’t want to touch it.  She moved next to her desk and held the cup over her wastepaper basket, which stood right next to her desk.

“Your coffee, Ma’am.”

“This
... is not my cup.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.  I didn’t know you had a cup.”

“I have my own cup.  I bought it on a trip to the islands.  It is my personal cup and I expect my coffee to be brought to me in it.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Then, without a word or warning, she dropped the cup into her wastepaper basket.  The cup hit the metal container and shattered, splashing coffee all over the wastepaper basket.

“Get my coffee,” she said.  “Put it in my cup.  When I am done, you will return my cup to its place and clean it for tomorrow.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said helplessly.

“And get rid of this,” she said and she waved at the wastepaper basket.  “Bring me a clean one.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

That was my introduction to Pamela as my new boss.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

Andrew had a lot to say about Pamela at lunch.

We sat at our usual table.  Given that Andrew wore a dress, heels and a brunette wig, we figured there was little chance of anyone recognizing him as my husband, even if we did sit together.  None of the men would recognize him in any event because they couldn’t look beyond his bulging chest.  And frankly, I think some of the women were blinded by jealousy for his well-managed figure.  Nevertheless, I insisted that he keep his voice down so no one else could overhear us.

“You won’t believe how nasty she is!” whispered Andrew aggressively across the table.

“How so?” I asked.

“I told you about the coffee cup,” said Andrew.

I nodded my head.  But honestly, it was hard to believe some of what he said, like the wastepaper basket incident, and it was hard to grasp the full intensity of what he said for everything else.  A lot of this felt like Andrew was just learning that he wasn’t in charge anymore.

“She just barks orders and it’s the most menial garbage,” he said.

“Welcome to the life of a secretary.”

“No, it’s worse than that.  She’s got me reorganizing files just to see if she likes the new order better.  I’m making copies of things she throws away after reading them.  She had me clean garbage off her desk.  She even sent me downstairs to get her dry cleaning.”

“I’m sorry, honey.”

“And there’s never a ‘thank you’ or a ‘please.’  It’s just ‘do it’.”

I snickered at the great man made the lowly woman.  He was learning right now that life could be harder than people think as a woman.  Still, I tried to be sympathetic.  “Sadly, some people think of secretaries as slaves rather than employees.”

“Well, it stinks.”

“It does.  But at least there’s one good thing about her being the way she is,” I said.

Andrew raised a doubtful eyebrow.  “What can that be?”

“Since she doesn’t see you as a human being, she’s not really paying any attention to you.  Oh, I don’t mean she’s not finding things to criticize, but she’s not getting to know you in any real sense.  That makes it far less likely that she’ll figure out who you really are.”

“Thank Heaven for small favors,” said Andrew sourly.

“Would you rather have the alternative?”

“Besides, she does pay attention.  She’s very picky about what I wear.”

“Yes, she’s picky about her taste, but not yours.  You’re just a form for her... not a person.  As long as you check all of her requirements, she’s happy.  She’s not going to look deeper and try to figure out what’s going on beneath the mascara so long as you’re wearing it.”

Andrew shrugged his shoulders and sipped his soda.  “I guess.”

I picked up my salad again and sifted through it for an olive.

“I’ll tell you what else,” said Andrew suddenly.  “I hate being dressed like this!  I hate the tug of this damn bra on my chest and back.  I hate how I need to watch how I move my legs.  And do you know how hard it is to carry boxes of files in heels or to crouch down and go through the stuff at the bottom of a filing cabinet?”

“Of course, I do,” I thought.  I’d done it all before.  Women know exactly how this works as Andrew was finding out for himself now.  I didn’t have much sympathy for him.  Besides, he wasn’t even wearing real high heels or truly restrictive skirts at this point.

“Speaking of clothes, she wants me to change,” he said.

“Change?  Change how?”

“She says I need to wear ‘proper’ heels and a ‘proper skirt,’” said Andrew in a mock-snooty tone.  “She doesn’t like wedges or sweetheart collars or loose dresses, apparently.”

“I was afraid of that.”

“Yep, and tomorrow, I need to be dressed properly.  She’s not going to accept me getting lazy and unprofessional with the dress code.”

“Did she really say that?” I asked.

Andrew nodded his head.

“What a jerk!” I said.  “Oh well.  We’ll have to dress you more formally tomorrow.”

Andrew looked at his watch.  “Oh!  I need to go.”

I looked at my watch.  “But lunch is only half over?”

He blushed.  “I only get half an hour now, remember?  Secretary.”

“Oh, right.  Well, good luck with Pamela.”

He nodded his head unhappily.  “Thanks.”


Chapter Fourteen: “A Difficult Boss”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

The next few days were particular rough on Andrew.  Pamela didn’t let up at all apparently.  Unfortunately, I was so busy trying to fix the Hidden Beauty Project that there was little I could do to help.  I didn’t even have time to lunch with Andrew.  In fact, the only times I saw him was when I was coming by to drop something off for Pamela to examine.  What I saw wasn’t promising.

For example, I had hoped Pamela would let Andrew slide with low-heeled wedges and a loose dress because that made him feel more comfortable, but she hadn’t.  So that second day, we “corrected” his wardrobe and I dressed Andrew in a navy pencil dress with minor silver accents and navy blue pumps with sharp five-inch heels.  He would be fine in this, so long as he remembered his lessons, but it would have been easier if she hadn’t insisted upon such strict adherence to the dress code.

When I came by to gather something Pamela’s team had completed to add it to my Hidden Beauty presentation binder, I found Andrew standing by an open filing cabinet rubbing his foot inside his high-heeled pump.  The pump was still on his foot, his leg was up behind him, and his fingers were running over his arch even though his foot remained inside the shoe.

“Something wrong with your foot?” I asked quietly so no one could hear.

“Hello, Ma’am,” he responded loudly.  Then he whispered that “Ms. Gruden” wanted to hear him greet her visitors courteously.

I snickered at him calling Pamela “Ms. Gruden,” even in a whispered conversation just between us, though I guess, it made sense for him to get in the habit, so I didn’t tell him I thought this was funny.  Of course, I also didn’t tell him that him calling me “Ma’am” still sent a wave of something running down my spine and got my juices flowing.  “I understand,” I said instead.  Then I looked down at how he was standing.  “What are you doing?”

“I’m doing some filing.”

“I mean, what are you doing to your foot?”

“I’m rubbing it.”

“Why?”

“It’s sore.  I’ve been standing in these heels for three hours while I rearrange these files,” he said.

“Why didn’t you just slip out of the heels while you worked?” I asked.

He rolled his eyes.  “I tried that.  Ms. Gruden told me not to.”

“Told you not to what?”

“Told me not to take my shoes off.”

“Oh, I see,” I said with some surprise.  “Huh.  Well, keep up the good work, baby.”

“Thanks.”

With that, I went to see Pamela.

This incident gave me a sense of what it must be like working for Pamela, but I definitely did not have the full picture yet.  At this point, I was only getting hints like this from Andrew, but even those hints made me realize how unpleasant it must have been for him.

—o—

By Andrew

You definitely were not getting the full picture of what it was like working for Ms. Gruden
 Pamela
.

—o—

By Stephanie

It’s all right, darling.  You can call her “Ms. Gruden” if that makes you more comfortable.

—o—

By Andrew

It doesn’t!  And I’d rather not.

As I said, working for Pamela
 was incredibly difficult.  She had no tolerance for anything she didn’t like.  Her whims were a matter of right and wrong.  She issued orders that no boss has any business issuing to an employee either.  In fact, let me provide you some examples of what it was like working for Ms. Gr
 Pamela
...  you know what, never mind.  I’m just going to call her Ms. Gruden because that makes more sense in the context of the story.

—o—

By Stephanie

If you say so, darling.  Now be a good girl and continue your story.

—o—

By Andrew

I’m not a girl.

Anyways, let me provide you some examples of what it was like working for Ms. Gruden.  She made everything difficult, that was for sure.  Let’s start with the incident you mentioned.

My shoes.  Five-inch heels.

Ms. Gruden called me into her office after she finished her morning coffee.  She didn’t dump it in the wastepaper basket this time, for which I’m thankful, but she wasn’t thrilled.

“Are you sure you measured the right amount of cream?” she asked.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“You didn’t just pour it?  It needs to be two ounce exactly or the proportions aren’t right.”

“No, Ma’am.  I measured.”

“And you didn’t use that faker creamer some of the other secretaries use, did you?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“I understand some secretaries even use that powdered creamer.  Why not just pour poison in a cup?!” she asked dramatically.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She made an unhappy face – as if there were really any other faces she ever made – and she smacked her lips disgustedly as she sniffed the coffee.  To my knowledge, she hadn’t even tasted the coffee yet, and there were no lipstick prints on the cup.

“Something is definitely wrong,” she said.  “Did you check the expiration date on the cream before you used it?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, but I really hadn’t.

“It’s not decaf
, is it?” she gasped.

“No, Ma’am.”

“Well, let’s hope tomorrow’s coffee is better.”

I blushed for some reason.  It was as if my body decided I had failed in some way and I should be ashamed.  I didn’t understand that.  Either way, I told her I would do my best the next morning.

“Let us hope so.  In the meantime, I have an assignment for you,” she said.  “There are three large filing cabinets in the hallway across from your desk.  I want you to go through those filing cabinets and rearrange the files within according to date rather than project.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

“Do you have any questions?  It should
 be simple enough.”

I suddenly felt embarrassed to ask any questions.  “No, Ma’am.”

“Good.  Now get to work.  Oh and take this coffee away.”

And I did.  I dumped the coffee, cleaned her cup, and then returned to my desk.  Once there, I took a long, hard look at the filing cabinets and the files within.  My first thought was to remove the files from the cabinets, organized them at my desk, and then put them back.  But I realized rather quickly that this would not work because the files were not stable enough to stand outside of the file hangers in the cabinets.  So I would need to rearrange them in the cabinets.  This meant standing by the cabinets.  Not a big deal, I thought.  I’ve stood for long times before.

After a few minutes, however, my toes began to feel crushed.  And I don’t just mean “wearing high heels” crushed.  They were getting thoroughly destroyed from standing in the same place in five-inch high-heeled stilettos for minute upon minute.  Naturally, I slipped my feet out of them and I set the shoes next to the filing cabinet.  I was relieved to have my feet flat again.

I got back to work.

Within five minutes, Ms. Gruden stuck her head out of her office.  Before she could bark whatever her command was at me, she noticed my shoes and my stockinged feet.

“What are you doing out of your shoes?!” she snapped at me.

I looked down for whatever reason.  “They were hurting my feet.”

“That’s no excuse to take them off.  You don’t slip out of your shoes at the office, you stupid girl.”

Wow!  What was that, I thought?  When she called me a stupid girl, it was as if some large hand grabbed me, shook me and squeezed my nipples and my penis at the same time.  My whole body swooned under a shameful tingly feeling and I felt precum eject itself into my panties.  I even became lightheaded.  Why?  I have no idea.  It was like an overwhelming turn on.  It was shocking.  I was hard as stone.  My nipples stood at attention as well.

“Are you paying attention to me?” she demanded.

My eyes must have glazed over.  “I’m sorry?”

She snapped her fingers at me.  “Pay attention!”

“Yes, Ma’am.  Sorry.”

“You don’t slip out of your shoes at the office!  Would you slip off your skirt just because it became uncomfortable?” continued Ms. Gruden.  “Shoes are no different.  They are part of your wardrobe!”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

My face was turning bright red at being dressed down by her and at the shameful turned-on feeling that was still wracking my body like some sort of erotic pinball ripping through me.  I felt an intense urge to masturbate.  Even crazier, something inside me wanted to hear her say more.

“Then put your shoes back on.”

“Uh, yes, Ma’am,” I said and I stepped into my shoes.

“Don’t forget that you’re still on probation.  Do not take advantage of my good nature.”

—o—

By Stephanie

Wait a minute.  It really turned you on to have her demean you like that?  Here I was, feeling bad for you at how she was mistreating you... but now...?  I had no idea this was turning you on.  How did I not know this?

—o—

By Andrew

Do you mind?  I’m telling the story.

So anyways, she made me put the heels back on.  About an hour later Stephanie came by and noticed me rubbing my feet.  She knew nothing about how Ms. Gruden had been treating me.  All she knew was that I was rubbing my feet and, I think, she assumed I was misstating what had happened.  Had she been there an hour prior, she would have seen.  Or had she come back later, she would have seen me trying to squat in the pencil dress and heels as I worked on the lowest shelf for hour upon hour.  You want to talk about difficult!  That was difficult.

And that was just my second day.

On the third day, Stephanie “caught” me painting my nails.

—o—

By Stephanie

Oh, that’s right.  I couldn’t believe that there you were, doing your nails at your desk.  I thought, “Wow, he really gets into being a secretary, doesn’t he?!”  I had a good laugh about that.

—o—

By Andrew

I’m sure you did, but it wasn’t my choice.  As I’ve told you, Ms. Gruden made me do it.

What happened was that the night before the third day at work, Stephanie decided that she wanted to change the color of my nails.  Don’t ask me why, she just did.  I guess it was a whim.  So for whatever reason, she decided she wanted them to be white.  This matched the blue and white sheath dress I was to wear the following day.  I was in no position to argue with her.  So white they became.

—o—

By Stephanie

Matching your nails to your dress looked so darling... and quite fashionable.

—o—

By Andrew

Whatever.

When Ms. Gruden got to work, you would have thought the world had ended.  First, she took the coffee from my hand and she tossed her overcoat over my arm.  As she did, she noticed my nails and a shocked look appeared upon her face.  I had no idea what was wrong, but it was obvious that something had bothered her.

“What have you done to your nails?” she asked finally.

I glanced at my nails, assuming something was wrong.  Maybe I had a hangnail.  Maybe the polish had chipped.  I didn’t know.  And as far as I could see when I glanced, nothing was wrong.  “What do you mean, Ma’am?” I asked.

“Your nails are white.  White
.”

I still didn’t see the problem.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Don’t you read the fashion press?”

I was becoming increasingly lost here.  What did that have to do with anything?

“There isn’t a single magazine,” she told me, “which hasn’t declared white nails passé
.  Why would you wear a color that absolutely no one thinks is in at the moment?  Are you going to start wearing denim skirts and gold lame
 pumps next?”

Ok, even I knew that was bad.  “No, Ma’am.”

“Then why are you wearing white polish on your nails?”

“Because it matched my dress.”

She groaned.  “Honestly, Andrea, you are such a stupid girl.”

Wow, there it was again.  A sense of whatever it was came over me, followed by hot stinging shame combined with a tingly turn on.  My penis became erect beneath my girdle.  It was dribbling precum.  My nipples became hard beneath my bra.  They were electric to the touch.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I said softly, to hide my arousal.

“Sorry is fine, Andrea, but you need to change that.  I will not have my secretary roaming these halls looking like a fashion disaster.  You represent me as much as you represent the firm.”

“Yes, Ma’am.  I’ll change them tonight.”

“You’ll change them now.”  She then walked back into her office and snatched a bottle of nail polish off her desk.  It was one of the samples:  Hidden Beauty Rose Red.  She handed it to me.  “Change them now.”

“Now?”

“Did I not make myself clear?”

“Sorry, Ma’am.”

She pointed to my desk.  “Sit down and change them now.”

And that is how I ended up sitting at my desk, painting my nails rose red instead of white when Stephanie found me.  I was not doing it because I was bored or because I thought this is what secretaries do.  I was doing it under orders.  And I was hard as a rock doing it.

—o—

By Stephanie

I didn’t know you were hard as a rock.

—o—

By Andrew

I wasn’t really going to advertise that fact, and you didn’t ask.

—o—

By Stephanie

I shouldn’t have to.  Besides, that’s rather an awkward question to expect me to ask, isn’t it?  “Hi darling, how are things going?  Did you get that memo finished?  Oh, I see you’re painting your nails.  Are you hard as a rock?”


Chapter Fifteen: “A Subservient Erection”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

The day after I “caught” Andrew painting his nails at his desk is probably the day where I first noticed that things were changing.  Changing how?  Maybe it’s easier just to tell you what happened and let you figure it out.

To begin with, things were going much better than I expected.  When Jay told me Andrew needed to report as a woman, I was sure this would all end poorly.  In fact, I was pretty certain that Andrew was going to be spotted within minutes of arriving on his first day and everything would blow up after that.  I figured it would end with scandal and both of us being fired.

But that didn’t happen.  To the contrary, no one spotted him.

What’s more, Andrew seemed to have adapted to his role as “Andrea” quite nicely.  Sure, he made some complaints about Pamela, but nothing concrete, so I dismissed those as his needing to adjust to his new submissive position.  He made some complaints about the clothes, of course:  high heels too painful, dresses too tight, bras uncomfortable, nails make working too hard, etc. – but those are things most women complain about.  Nothing he said tipped me off to any real trouble.  More importantly, no one made any complaints about him.  Even Pamela said nice things about him whenever anyone mentioned him.

So everything seemed
 fine.

It didn’t even seem that strange to me, if I’m being honest.  See, I rarely saw Andrew at the office because I was so busy.  Hence, the idea of his being demoted and roaming the office as a woman hadn’t really sunk in with me.  Out of sight, out of mind in a way.  Nor did I have any idea that he was getting turned on by any of this.  That’s really what was about to change though, and it changed with a meeting.

Pamela, who had taken over Andrew’s group, and I planned a joint group meeting to work out some details for the Hidden Beauty Project.  We brought our groups together in the main conference room.  When we did, Pamela said she would have her secretary bring coffee and sandwiches.  At first, it didn’t occur to me what this meant.  Then Andrew came through the door carrying a coffee tray.

“Oh my,” I thought.

I was deeply embarrassed.  Here was my husband, forced to act as a secretary and serve coffee to the group he once managed... and to me.  This must have been so humiliating for him, and surprisingly to me as well.  Indeed, even though no one knew who he really was, I felt like everyone knew and was chuckling at the emasculation of my husband.

“How had I married such a weak man?” raced through my head.

I didn’t believe this.  I didn’t want to believe this.  I also understood this was not his fault.  But there was my husband prancing around in a skirt and high heels to mock me in a way.  I don’t know.  It’s hard to explain what I felt at that moment.  And then it all became clouded a moment later.

See, as Andrew made his way around the room serving coffee in his white blouse with the oversized pussy bow, his tight metallic-blue pencil skirt, and his matching metallic-blue pumps, I watched him out of the corner of my eye.  I could tell he was dreading serving me, but he had no choice.  Sure enough, after serving the left half of the room, he came to me.

“Can I get you something, Ma’am?” he asked.

I could hear the tension in his voice.

“Coffee, tea?  Some sandwiches?” he added.

I glanced up at his face and saw him drop his eyes to the floor to avoid my gaze.  His face was bright red.  I wanted to look away as well, so I lowered my eyes to his skirt just in time to see a small bump form beneath the skirt.  Serving me had given him an erection!  That realization sent a wave of shame and excitement racing through me.  For some reason, I found this intensely erotic!  Why?  I don’t know.  I guess, I just like the idea of my husband being subservient... and so does he apparently, or evidenced by his erection.

As an aside, the girdle really did a fantastic job.  I knew what this bump was because I knew what it concealed.  Others though, those who didn’t know what was causing the bump, would almost surely see it as just a fold or bunching of his skirt.

“Just some coffee,” I said.

“Very good.”

Andrew spun on his heel and returned to the coffee station.  As he went, I watched his little bump press against his skirt.  He must have been so turned on for it to be so visible despite the girdle.  His nipples were hard too; I could see them from time to time poke against the loose blouse.  What an erotic sight!

“That is such a turn on,” I told myself.

My nipples became erect now as well.

I rose from my chair and walked over to where he was preparing my coffee.  He looked away as I approached.  He was blushing.  My presence was humiliating him, clearly.  That made me feel so powerful in a way, to have such control over his feelings and emotions.

“Thanks for the coffee, Andrea
,” I said as I took a coffee from his tray.  My voice hung on the syllables of his feminized name.

He shuddered.

“You’re welcome, Ma’am.”

Hearing him address me as such in public sent a powerful thrill racing through my body.  I tingled all over.  I had an image of taking him right then and there, bending him over the counter and jamming my imaginary penis into him; I’d never had a vision like that before.  It was thrilling.

“I love it when you call me ‘Ma’am.’  It’s so subservient,” I said softly so no one else could hear.

I saw him shudder.

“You’re doing well,” I said out loud.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he replied so Pamela could hear.  He still didn’t look me in the face.  I was sure he couldn’t bring himself to do it.

I leaned in closer.  “You’re hard as a rock, darling,” I whispered.  Saying this made me wet.  I mean, I was positively dripping when I said this.  I felt such power surge through me.

He visibly bit his lip.

I suddenly wanted to suck on his nipples.  I wondered if he wanted that too.  “I’ll bet you want me to suck on your nipples right now, don’t you?” I whispered.

I saw another shudder pass over him.  I’ll bet his panties were wet.

“Nod your head and I’ll do it for you tonight.”

He nodded his head.

“Good girl.  We’ll play tonight.  Now serve your coffee like a good little submissive secretary.”  I swear I almost slapped his butt, except that wouldn’t have gone over well with HR.

I was so wet!  I hoped no one sensed my arousal.

—o—

By Andrew

Oh my God, what was she doing?!

It was hard enough being Pamela’s secretary, without knowing that Stephanie was around the office where she could observe my humiliations.  But then to need to serve Stephanie too was even harder.  To have her essentially playing with me in front of everyone was almost too much to take.

Although...

I couldn’t believe how turned on I was.  It’s true.  She’s right when she said she bet my panties were wet.  They were positively soaked with precum, I was that excited.  And every word she whispered into my ear made me throb even more.  Wow, did I ever throb?!

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

I’ll bet you did.  I know I thought about it all day.

We got home a little late that night.  Work kept me busy and, since Andrew now depended on my driving him home – one, he was wearing heels and couldn’t drive in those, and two, he had no driver’s license which matched the way he was dressed – he had to wait for me.  When we got home, he mentioned changing into something more comfortable and starting dinner.  I had another idea though.  I was feeling very, very horny.

“Hold on, not so fast,” I said.

He stopped and turned to face me.  “What?”

“Don’t you think you should ask my permission before you decide to go change?  After all, I am the boss.”

A confused look came over his face.

Meanwhile, I slipped my hand onto his chest, just beneath his breasts, and I ran my fingers gently along the underside of his right breast.  I was just barely touching the flesh, and I could see his eyes tear up from the ticklish, excited feeling.  What’s more, he seemed to get my point.

“You’re the boss?” he asked uncertainly.

“Don’t you do what your boss tells you?” I responded.  As I said this, I saw his manhood jump to attention beneath his skirt.  I too felt myself become wet.  The idea of me commanding him apparently excited us both.

He smiled shyly.  “Uh, yes, Ma’am.”

“Good girl,” I purred.  “Now why don’t you make me some coffee?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Andrew slipped off to the kitchen to make my coffee.  I followed behind him, watching him totter along in his high pumps and his ultra-tight skirt.  His butt swayed so sexily, so femininely beneath his skirt; it was definitely larger than it had been.  It was turning me on.  I wanted to touch it... to rub up against it.  The image of me sticking “my” erection inside it came to me again.


Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!
  He walked so delicately.

When we reached the kitchen, Andrew started making the coffee.  Watching him stand on tiptoes in his heels to grab the coffee pot was a treat.  Then I watched him for another minute before I walked over to him, grabbed his rear and leaned into him, pressing my body against his.

“You make such a sexy secretary,” I whispered into his ear.

His knees went weak and I saw him shudder.

“Bring me my coffee when it’s ready, Andrea,
” I said and I ran my finger up the back of his thigh to his rear for good measure.  Then I strutted out of the kitchen to the living room, fairly certain that he was watching my every step.

Andrew appeared a few minutes later carrying a silver serving tray with a coffee cup and a coffee pot.  He had gotten out our decorative set.  I was impressed.  It smelled so good too.  I had settled in to the recliner.

“You may serve me,” I said.

Andrew came over to me and set the tray down on the end table.  He then poured a cup of coffee for me.  His erection bounced along beneath his skirt as he did all of this.  It was pushing out his skirt too.  He must have removed the girdle, I realized.  Apparently, he was expecting a little fun.

“Your coffee, Ma’am,” he said very formally.

My nipples were painfully hard.  I could only imagine what his must have felt like, being extra sensitive.  I must admit I felt a tad jealous that he could experience that and I couldn’t.

He handed me the coffee.

“Thank you, Andrea,” I said.

I took the coffee and then motioned to the floor before me.  As I sipped the coffee, he lowered himself to the floor.  This was not easy in his pencil skirt and tall heels, but he did it.  He even managed to sit properly, with his knees together and his legs folded beneath him.  When he reached the floor, I stuck out my left leg, placing my high-heel encased foot against his chest.

“Remove my shoe and massage my foot,” I ordered.

Andrew slipped off my designer pump, as I expected he would.  But then, to my surprise, he put my shoe to his face and took a deep breath.  I could only imagine how badly it smelled, with me having my sweaty foot in it all day.  Still, it was oddly erotic to see this submissive gesture.

I smiled.

Andrew set the shoe down and took my foot in his hands.  He began to massage it, to squeeze it, to rub it.  It felt so good.  He applied such soothing pressure to my arch and my toes.  My tired, sore foot revived in his hands.

“That’s wonderful.”

Then, again to my surprise, he suddenly kissed the bottom of my big toe.  This sent a shudder down my spine.  He immediately followed it by slipping my toe into his mouth.  It was so warm and soft and wet, like a massage during a hot bath.

I moaned.

What a feeling!

He started sucking and licking my toe.  Then he slipped in another toe... and another.  Soon, he was licking my entire foot.  It was divine.  In fact, it felt so amazing that I started to feel tremors deep inside me.  I wanted more though.  So I pulled my foot from his mouth.  I stood and hiked up my skirt.  I pulled my panties to my thighs.  He helped pull them down to the floor and off my legs.  Then I sat back down and spread my legs.  I could feel the cold air against my lips.  They tingled with excitement.

“Get to work, Andrea
.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he purred.

Andrew slipped between my legs and placed his face against my inner thighs.  I pulled off his wig and ran my fingers through his ever-longer, thicker hair.  It felt so silky, so luxurious.  I could almost do something feminine with it, I thought.  I grabbed it with my hand and used that to direct his face even closer.  I pulled him deeper between my thighs.

“Go on, secretary,” I said.

He stuck out his tongue and licked my lips.  That sent a shiver through my body.  Then he dipped his tongue inside.  I slowly raised my legs, resting them on his shoulders.  I felt his tongue lapping against me, inside me, pushing, licking, tickling, enticing... and I moaned.  I couldn’t believe how good this felt.

For the next ten minutes or so, I was in Heaven.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

When Andrew finished licking me to climax, I couldn’t resist having more fun with his body.  With his incredible breasts, he reminded me of the most amazing toys I ever owned as a child, only better.  I could control this man with just a touch, which was intensely erotic.

“Stay on your knees,” I told Andrew.

“Yes, Ma’am.”  My juices were all over his lips.

I slipped off the couch and jammed my foot back into my high-heeled pump.  I then came around behind him and I dropped to my knees directly between his legs, which bent out behind him.  As I did, I placed my crotch right against his rear.

“Have you been a good girl?” I asked.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

I reached around and felt his tense erection beneath his skirt.  It was enormous and hard.  “Good girl,” I said.  Then I slowly ran my hands up his body until they came to his bra.  I made like I was going to touch his nipples, but I didn’t.  I wanted to tease him first.

“Is my teasing exciting you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“That’s good.  You should always be excited by your boss.”

I now unbuttoned his blouse.  He tried to help me, but I slapped away his hand and told him to grab the couch and remain still.  He did as I ordered and I finished with his blouse.  Then I dipped my hand inside his bra and I pulled out his right breast.  The nipple was hard and swollen.  I ran my fingertip around it in a circle.  I could feel his body shake and I heard him moan.

“Oooooh, that feels good!”

I giggled.  Then I repeated this with two fingers.  He moaned even louder.  Finally, I repeated it with two fingers and the nail of a third.  This time, he winced and then writhed and then moaned twice as loudly.

“I thought you might like that,” I said.

I placed a finger on either side of his nipple and squeezed gently.  He almost seemed to fall forward as if he lacked the power to hold himself steady.  Then I slowly tugged his nipple as if I were milking him.  Each tug brought the same reaction:  he shuddered, swayed in the direction I was pulling as if his muscles had gone weak, and he moaned.  More importantly, I watched his manhood throb in rhythm with the tugging.  Each tug caused his manhood to pulse.

“Oh you like this,” I said with a chuckle.

He didn’t try to deny it.

I started tugging his nipple faster, increasing the rhythm.  He began to breathe harder in response.  His chest was heaving.  His eyes closed.  His hands alternately opened wide and then balled into fists in the same rhythm.  He even began to grind his rear against me.

Then I saw him tense up.  He sucked in a shot of air and stopped breathing.  A moment later, he seemed to wither.  As he did, I noticed that his erection throbbed and a wet spot appeared on his skirt.

“Aw, somebody’s made a mess,” I said.

The wet spot grew as I kept tugging his nipple until he was empty.  Finally, I giggled.  My husband blushed.  But it was clear we both enjoyed it.


Chapter Sixteen: “Disclosure”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

Although things were going well, it was clear that Andrew was anxious to return to being a male.  Not only did he say it – about a thousand times a day – but you could see that it was intensely humiliating for him to need to be a woman and to be treated like one, even at home, and it really burned his ego that he was now demoted to a secretary.  Plus, Pamela was, well... Pamela
.

Anyways, about two weeks after his demotion, he approached me about this.

I was in the living room watching television.  I had slipped off my heels and loosened the collar on my blouse, but otherwise I still wore my hazel-brown skirt suit from work.  Andrew had changed into a red housedress and also wore some strappy white wedges with cork heels.  They had a narrow five-inch heel, which kept him a little off-balance.

As an aside, he wore the dress because I made it clear to him that he could not switch back and forth between being a man and a woman even at home.  It just raised the risk too high that he would forget that he was a woman at work.  Why did he wear five-inch heels that kept him off balance?  Because I liked him that way, and I was getting increasingly accustomed to getting what I wanted.  In fact, I was slowly taking charge at home now even without either of us trying to make that happen.  It just seemed to fit our new roles better.

So we were home.  I was in the living room.  Andrew had just cleaned up dinner.

“All right, I’ve done what you asked,” said Andrew as he tottered his way into the living room.  I really did like him in heels.

“Thank you, darling.  Dinner was wonderful.”

He shook his head.  “That’s not what I meant.”

“What did you mean, then?”

A sour look appeared upon Andrew’s face.  “This, obviously,” he said and he ran his hand up and down his body.  It took me a moment to realize what he meant.  He meant playing the role of Andrea
.  “I’ve done what you asked.”

I nodded my head.  “Yes, you have.  You’ve done well.  No one’s spotted you and you’ve put up with Pamela, which isn’t easy.”

“No, it’s not.”  He paused.  “So?” he asked expectantly.

“So what?”  I was confused.  What did he want?

“So, you said you would tell me what’s causing this after I did what you wanted and everything got settled in.  Well, everything is settled.  Don’t you think it’s time you told me what’s making me grow breasts?”

This was true.  I had made that promise, but I’d forgotten.  Things were running so well and everything was so peaceful, that any sense of urgency vanished.  What’s more, I was really enjoying having a feminized husband.  I know that’s probably a surprise – or maybe not – but there was something exciting about it.  I guess it turned me on to have the best parts of a man and a woman in my husband.  And I liked seeing him struggle a bit in high heels and tight dresses.  That made me feel strong.  Not to mention, the idea that he was now, forgive my word choice, but a “mere” secretary... that made me feel powerful.  All together, all of this made me stop thinking about fixing him.  As far as I was concerned, he was already fixed.  I liked him this way.

But I had promised.  I owed it to him.

“Uh, yeah,” I said.  “Do you remember those pills I warned you not to take?  The ones Abbey had?  Those are causing all of this.”

“The pills?!” he gasped.

“Yes.  But Abbey says that once you stop taking them, the effects should start wearing off rather quickly.  How many do you have left?”

He blushed.  “None.”

“None?!  You should have about half of them left!”

He blushed even deeper.  “I know, but when they didn’t seem to be working after the first couple or so, I figured I needed a higher dosage, so I just took the rest at once,” he admitted.

“Andrew, you didn’t?!”

He shrugged his shoulders by way of a silent apology.  “I did.”

I rubbed my forehead.  “Don’t you know how dangerous that could have been?”

He pointed to his breasts.  “Yeah, I see the effects every day.”

“That’s not what I mean.  For all you knew, it could have killed you!”

“Yeah, and instead it gave me boobs.”

There are times Andrew really frustrates me and this was one of them.  I couldn’t believe the risk he took in taking all of those pills at once.  He already didn’t know anything about the potential side effects and to take them all at once could have done anything.  I wanted so badly to spank him.

“Um,” he said softly.

“What?”

“There’s something I don’t get?”

“Which is?” I asked.

“Abbey told you that the effects would wear off quickly if I stop taking the pills, right?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Then why aren’t the effects wearing off?  If anything,” he said and he grabbed his breasts, one in each hand, and held them up by way of demonstration, “they’re getting worse.”

I didn’t know how to answer that.  I assume what Abbey said was true, she had no reason to lie, so why wasn’t Andrew reacting like the other male test subjects?  He was right that he seemed to keep getting more and more feminine rather than less feminine.  Indeed, his breasts had just gotten larger again to the point of needing a new bra size; he now wore a DD-cup bra.  But if he had stopped taking the pills weeks ago, that shouldn’t be the case.  He should have topped out around a B-cup and then gone backwards.  Heck, I’m not even sure he should have made it to a B-cup.

“Could it be that something changed when he took all the pills at once?” I wondered.  “Could it be that taking them all at once acted like an amplifier?  Making the effects much greater and making them last longer?”

I didn’t know, but all we could do right now was hope that the effects would start to fade soon.  In the meantime, we just needed to keep going forward with him living as Andrea... not that I was too sad about that.

I decided it was best to keep my thoughts to myself, however.

“I’m sure they’ll start to fade soon, honey,” I said.

“They haven’t yet.”

“Right, but you took a lot of the medication.  It will take time to leave your system before everything can start to fade.  Give it time.”

He sighed, but reluctantly agreed.

—o—

By Andrew

You can’t possibly believe how stupid I felt when I heard this.  I had done this to myself!  I was sure this was some random thing beyond my control:  bitten by a bug, exposure to radiation, a virus.  The idea that I had done this myself by taking those stupid pills was shattering.  I had done this to myself.

Even worse, if what Stephanie said was true, things were going wrong(er).  The effects should have been wearing off for weeks now, yet my chest was still growing – I wasn’t actually aware of the other effects that Stephanie had noticed.  So why weren’t they?  Where would they stop?

I didn’t know, but it worried me.

Either way, I do want to clarify a point.  I wasn’t trying to be submissive.  And it certainly didn’t “fit our new roles better.”  That’s just not true.  Stephanie is imagining that!

—o—

By Stephanie

Then tell me why you were suddenly so willing to take orders from me, Andrea
.  If you were still this big macho head of household, why did you start doing all the cooking and the cleaning?  Why did you both prepare dinner and then cleanup as I relaxed?  Why did you start doing the laundry?  Face it, you were starting to enjoy being the submissive little housewife.  It complemented your submissive secretary.

—o—

By Andrew

I was not a submissive secretary!  And I definitely was not a submissive little housewife.

—o—

By Stephanie

See, that’s funny, darling, because here’s the thing.  I know it humiliated you to obey Pamela.  Yet, you were always hard whenever I came by... always
.  It’s like it was turning you on.  In fact, this was turning you on so much that you couldn’t wait to keep up our little bedroom game of boss and submissive little secretary.  Almost every day, when we came home, you would come to me, looking demure and still in your tight, sexy work clothes and your towering high heels, and you would meekly ask me:  “Is there anything I can do for you, Ma’am?”

“What do you have in mind, dear?” I asked the first couple times.

Then you would blush and you would slowly, reluctantly admit that you wanted me to give you the kinds of orders Pamela was giving you.  So don’t tell me you didn’t love it, you relished it
.

So I obliged:

“Take off my shoes and fetch my slippers.”

“Take my purse to the front hall.”

“I’ll be in the living room.  Bring me coffee.”

“Massage my feet.”

“Make me a drink.”

And you would smile, you would grow hard as a rock, and you would do what I ordered.  Then, as a reward for you being my little submissive secretary, I would call you “good girl,” which always made you shudder, and I would play with your nipples as I watched television or read the paper or whatever.


You loved this.
  So did I, but you especially loved this.

So don’t try to tell me that you weren’t happy to adopt a submissive role.

—o—

By Andrew

I was just trying to be a good husband is all.

—o—

By Stephanie

Well, more like a good wife, and in that event, be a dear and fetch me another coffee as I continue the story.  Oh, and you might want to change your panties... they’re soaked.


Chapter Seventeen: “Uh Oh”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

With Andrew out of the way in the secretarial ranks, my work was really getting noticed.  This was dramatically helping me with my chances for the promotion.  There were others in the running, but it was clear that none of them could match the quality of my work, especially now that I wasn’t holding myself back anymore to keep from interfering with Andrew’s success.  Although, there were two problems as I was about to discover.

One problem wasn’t so bad.  It was Jay.

Jay seemed to find Andrew’s situation a joke and also an opportunity.  What kind of opportunity?  Well, with him seeing Andrew as “out of the way,” he started to express an interest in me in subtle and not so subtle ways.  I was in no mood to put up with that, but he was still my boss, so I needed to be careful in how I responded.

“How’s your husband?” asked Jay as we rode up in the elevator together to the conference rooms one day.  I thought I detected a snicker in his voice.  He was my boss though, so I ignored it.

“Fine,” I said.

“He is still your ‘husband’, I presume?”

“Yes, he is,” I said coldly.

“Oh, no offense intended,” he said, though it was clear he had meant to offend, “I just mean... a woman like you must miss having male companionship.  It must be difficult.”

I bit my tongue.  “I’ll get by, Jay.”

“I’m sure,” he said and he smiled at me in a creepy sort of way.  I ignored it and left the moment the elevator door opened.  He started making similar comments regularly.  I could deal with that.

The second problem, however, was a little more complex.

Pamela had never been much of a threat to win the promotion.  Not only had she only recently been promoted to Andrew’s job, but the quality of her work was lacking.  She didn’t seem to have the touch to understand what a client would want and deliver it.  I couldn’t imagine why not though, seeing as how she was such a people person.  Yeah, that’s sarcasm.

Anyways, one day, she gave a surprisingly good contribution in a meeting on the Hidden Beauty Project.  I think everyone was impressed.  I was.  Jay was too.  In fact, he told me so:

“It looks like you have competition for that promotion,” he said.

For a moment this bothered me, especially as I could see Jay combining this issue with the first, but it still seemed unlikely.  Pamela just wasn’t promotable, even if she was sleeping with the boss... or if I refused.  So I didn’t take that threat seriously.  Though, I was surprised that she had shown such an incredible improvement in her abilities all of a sudden.

Later that night, I told Andrew how shocked I was.  We were home.  I was lying naked on the bed.  He was giving me a full body massage.  He had removed his pencil skirt and heels, which now sat by the vanity, but otherwise remained dressed in the lingerie he wore to work.

He excelled at massages.

“I was floored that she had this great idea,” I said recounting the meeting.  “I didn’t know she had it in her.  I mean, this was way
 better than anything she’d ever come up with before.”

Andrew grunted.

I raised an eyebrow.  “What?”

“It wasn’t her idea.”

“What do you mean?”

“It was my idea.”

I rolled over so I could look him in the eyes.  “Your idea?”

Andrew took a deep breath.  This was obviously a raw topic for him.  “I was sitting at my desk yesterday doing some typing when she told me to come into her office.  I followed her in.  Her desk was covered with the mascara cases and samples for the Hidden Beauty project.”

“Right.  We were working on the mascara,” I said.

“She told me to take them to my desk and to try them all.  Then she wanted me to come back and tell her which was my favorite.”

“So you did?”

“I didn’t really have much choice.  So I did.  And when I told her which one I liked, she told me that I should write up a quick review of why I liked it better than the others.”

“That’s her job, not yours!” I growled.

“I know, but as a secretary, you do what you’re told.  You don’t tell your boss that something is their job.  So I did it.  She told me what I wrote was ‘good... not great, but good.’  Then she submitted it to Jay without making any changes.”

“That— grr.”

“Yeah, she didn’t even give me any credit for it!” said Andrew.  “Now she wants me to do the rest.  You should see my desk.  It’s covered in lipsticks, blushes, eyeliners, eye shadows, and nail polishes.  I’m supposed to try them all and then give her reports on my favorites.  And I can guarantee you that she’s not going to give me a single bit of credit for any of it!”

I could tell this bothered him a lot, so I patted him on the arm.  “I’m sorry, honey.”

“It’s really not fair.  These are my ideas!”

“They are, but that is the life of a secretary.  Some bosses steal their ideas and never give any credit.”

“I always gave credit to anyone who came to me with an idea.”

“Yes, but Pamela isn’t you.”

“I should go tell Jay,” said Andrew dejectedly.

“Jay?  Jackass Jay?  How is that going to help?” I asked with a surprised laugh.

“At least he’ll know it’s my work.  Maybe he can promote me then.”

I tried to look sympathetic, but Andrew had lost his mind on this one.  “Honey, Jay made you a secretary so you would disappear.  He’s not going to promote you back into your old job just because you do it better than Pamela.  That’s the last thing he wants.  You would have better luck trying to sleep your way to the top.”

Andrew raised an eyebrow.  He appeared deep in thought.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

“I'm wondering what I should wear to attract Jay’s attention.”

My jaw dropped.  “What?!”

Andrew laughed.  “I’m just kidding.”

Thankfully, I knew he was.

“Seriously though, I feel trapped as Pamela’s secretary.  She’s so nasty.  She’s basically cruel.  And now I’m going to be doing all this work for her that’s going to be praised all over the place and she’s going to get all the credit.  It doesn’t seem fair,” he said.

“Well, maybe one day things will change, but in the meantime, why don’t we just lie here and enjoy the evening,” I said and I wrapped my hands around my feminized husband.

—o—

By Andrew

Of course, I was kidding.  I don’t swing that way, and even if I did... Jay?  Blech.

Before Stephanie moves on, though, let me add that this was really annoying.  Pamela was lost in her job.  All she knew how to do was be an ass to people beneath her.  She had none of the skills needed to handle my job.  So the fact she was stealing my ideas and taking credit for them really annoyed me, especially as she wouldn’t even thank me or admit that they were good ideas.  In fact, she kept right on treating me like I was some kind of idiot.

“Here’s the latest, Ma’am,” I told her when I finished the lipsticks.

“You are finished with all the lipsticks?” she asked.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Which did you prefer?”

“The Secret Meeting set.”

“Why did you prefer those?” she asked.

“I wrote it all down, Ma’am, as you asked.”  I pointed to the paper I had handed her.

“Yes, I can see that, but I want you to tell me orally why you liked these better than the others.  You can do that, can’t you, you stupid girl?”


Baaa-zing!
  Instant erection.

“Yes, Ma’am.”  I folded my arms to hide my erect nipples.  “These felt smoother going on and less greasy when they were on.  I spelled it out in greater detail in the bit I wrote.”

She took her glasses from the chain around her neck and slipped them onto her nose and read the one page I had written.

“Do you like it, Ma’am?  Is it what you wanted?” I asked.

“It will do.”

That was about as good as it got.  “Thank you, Ma’am,” I said.  Then she sent me back to work.

Later on, I heard her read my ideas verbatim
 to Stephanie and call it an “epiphany moment”.  Grrr.

Oh well, it didn’t matter.  I was stuck where I was either way.

Although, I did have one idea.  I was starting to think that maybe it would be better if I worked for Stephanie.  Sure, it would be really humiliating to be my wife’s secretary, but at least I would get treated better at work.

—o—

By Stephanie

No, no, no, no.  Hold on.  You were definitely not thinking that.

—o—

By Andrew

I was.

—o—

By Stephanie

Maybe in some fantasy you didn’t tell me about, but you definitely were not thinking that.  I know this because of how you responded when you found out I got promoted.  In fact, let’s skip a little ahead and let me tell that part.


Chapter Eighteen: “Lactating”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

My promotion was official.

—o—

By Andrew

Hold it.  You’re calling this chapter “Lactating”?  I thought you were going to talk about your promotion.

—o—

By Stephanie

I am.  The two issues are kind of linked.

—o—

By Andrew

Couldn’t we... uh, couldn’t we skip that part?

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

My promotion was official.

I was being promoted to the executive ranks.  Andrew wasn’t, obviously.  I knew he wasn’t going to like the news, but he would learn to live with it.  He was learning to live with a lot of humiliations lately.  Besides, now that I was being promoted, I could make him my own personal secretary.  That’s good news, right?  If you believe what he just told you, even he wanted it.  But did he really, as he claims?

I called him to the office.

“You called me, Ma’am?” he asked when he appeared at my door.  I could still see the blush he got every time he needed to call me “Ma’am.”  It was quite endearing.  Or said a little differently, it always made me feel powerful and turned me on.

“Yes, come on in, honey,” I said.

Andrew stepped into my office and closed the door.  I loved watching him maneuver in the tall heels he wore – well, the tall heels I made him wear – and his skintight skirts.  His legs were amazing.  His breasts were gorgeous too, even hidden beneath the frilly fuchsia blouse he wore today.

“I haven’t seen you much today.  Where have you been?” I asked.

Ms. Gruden sent me on an errand.

“For what?”

Andrew hesitated.

“For what?” I repeated more firmly.

“She made me run to the drugstore across the street and buy her tampons,” said Andrew with much blushing.

I was shocked.  “Really?  Wow!  Well, then you’ll be happy to hear this.  I have some news for you,” I said.

He raised an eyebrow.  “You do?”

“Yes.  I got the promotion!  I’m going to be an executive!” I exclaimed happily.

I could tell right away that this did not make him happy.  To the contrary, I saw all the signs of humiliation: the red face, the slumping shoulders, the struggle to plaster a fake smile on his face.  He even seemed to shrink.  He grabbed one wrist and brought his arms in front of himself like some sort of shield before slowly folding his arms tightly.  His eyes drifted toward the floor.  Even his, “That’s great” sounded hollow and forced.  He didn’t like this at all.

I chuckled.  “I guess you don’t find that as exciting as I do.”

“No, it’s great.  I’m happy for you,” he said unconvincingly.

“But you feel humiliated, is that it?”

He shrugged his shoulders.  “It’s kind of hard being a secretary, seeing as how I’m your husband.  And now that you’re an executive, it’s only going to make that a little worse.”

“Well, no one will confuse you for a husband, that’s for sure,” I said smugly, though this actually slipped out; I was getting used to saying little things like this during our sex games, when he wanted me to treat him like he was beneath me – it always seemed to add to his arousal – and his unhappiness at my promotion kind of rankled me, so I shot back basically.

—o—

By Andrew

Wait a minute, that’s not true!  I never asked you to verbally emasculate me!  That didn’t turn me on!

—o—

By Stephanie

It is true.  Need I remind you of this:

We were in bed.  You wore that cute little red teddie with the crisscrossing laces over your chest which made your breasts look enormous.  You know the one, the one that let your nipples stick out freely through the laces.  You liked it when I tickled them as we played.  I was wearing white cotton panties and a white bra.  I made you remove my heels before I climbed into bed, though you didn’t seem to like that, so I let you wear yours.

We lay there side by side.  I was leaning up on one elbow.  You were on your back.  I was fingering your nipple with my fingertips.  You were moaning.  You were so hard.  It was sticking straight up.

“Do you like that, darling?” I asked as I ran my finger around the edge of your nipple.

You moaned.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

I chuckled and kissed you.  “I’ll bet you do.”

You were breathing heavily at that point.  I knew you wouldn’t last long.  Then you said the darndest thing.  “Do you know what Ms. Gruden calls me?” you asked me from out of the blue.

“Pamela?” I asked with some surprise that you’d mentioned her.

—o—

By Andrew

Yes, yes, I remember this.  We can move on.

—o—

By Stephanie

Not now that I’ve started the story.

So anyways, you’d just mentioned your boss.  “What does Pamela call you?” I asked.

“She calls me ‘you stupid girl’.”  As you said this, your little nipples became even more tense.  I’m sure your erection did too, but I wasn’t looking at it at the moment.  Either way, your reaction told me this excited you.

“That excited you,” I said cautiously.

You blushed.  You didn’t respond.  I knew you’d brought it up for a reason though, and I could guess what that reason was.

“Do you want me to call you that?”

You blushed even deeper, but you still didn’t respond.

Now, by this point, it had become clear to me that you responded sexually to humiliation, so it was obvious what you wanted.  What’s more, it was obvious that this did deeply humiliate you or you would simply have told me what you wanted.  Apparently, you wanted me to drag this out of you.

“Answer me, Andrew.  Do you want me to call you that?” I asked firmly.

You still didn’t speak.

“Do you?” I asked and I tweaked your nipple, making you wince and shudder.

Now you finally nodded your head.  As you did, I felt your erection throb in my hand.  This was definitely what you wanted.

“Then ask me.”

You shook your head.  “I can’t,” you said.

I pinched your nipple, again making you wince.  “You can.”

You shook your head again.

Then I did something insidious.  I let go of your erection.  I withdrew my hand from your breasts.  I had no physical contact with you at all.  You looked shattered.  “Ask me or we’re done here,” I said.

You swallowed hard.  I saw you bite your lip.

“Go on.”

Finally, in barely a whisper, you said, “Will you please call me ‘you stupid girl’?”

I giggled.  Here was my formerly macho husband, wearing women’s lingerie, with these gorgeous breasts in my face, asking me to demean him by calling him “you stupid girl” during sex.  Boy, had you changed.

And that wasn’t the first or the last thing you asked me to say or do that was meant to humiliate you, was it darling?

—o—

By Andrew

No.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

Good girl.

So anyways, I saw the signs of humiliation:  the red face, the slumping shoulders, and all that.  “It’s kind of hard being a secretary, seeing as how I’m your husband.  And now that you’re an executive, it’s only going to make that a little worse.”

“Well, no one will confuse you for a husband, that’s for sure,” I said.

He cringed when I said it, and predictably, I saw a bump grow beneath his skirt.  He had gotten hard.  For whatever reason, being under my thumb turned him on.  I wonder if this had always been true or if it was somehow the result of growing the breasts?  Either way, I thought I would mention it so he knew I knew.

“I see that turned you on,” I said.

He shook his head.  “No, it didn’t!”

I walked over and ran my fingers over the bump at the front of his skirt.  “You’re definitely hard, darling.”  He tried to shake his head, but I just snickered.  “In fact, it seems that you get hard whenever you feel emasculated these days.  Is there something you want to tell me?”

He blushed bright red.  “No, I don’t!” he objected forcefully.

I squeezed his erection through his skirt and I smirked at him.  “So very hard... for such a stupid girl.”

I could see the waves of pleasure rip through him.  He was immobilized for a moment.  Then he turned his body to the side to make me let go of his erection.  “If that’s all, Ma’am,” he said in an embarrassed tone, “I have work to do.”

“No, that’s no all, Andrea
.  I have more news, emasculating news... news that will make you hard for weeks.  See, now that I’m being promoted, I can pick my own secretary and I’m going to choose you.  That’s right, husband darling, you’re going to be my
 secretary!”

You could have heard a pin drop.  And for a brief moment, I actually thought Andrew might pass out.  He seemed woozy and unsteady.  But then he got his footing again.  There was a terrified look upon his face.  Apparently, this change was too much for him.

“I— I don’t want that,” he said.  I knew this was nerves speaking, so I let him know the decision had been made.

“Too bad.  I’m the boss.  I make the decisions.”

“Being a secretary is humiliating enough.  Being a secretary for my wife... that’s way too much,” he said.

“I’m sure it will keep you nice and hard.”

He blushed.  “Honey, please, I really don’t want to do that.”

“Yes, you do.”

He shook his head.

“You’re not going to win this,” I said.  “I am the boss.  Besides, I have a secret weapon.  I know your weakness.”

As I said this, I placed my hand on the side of his breast and gave him a firm squeeze, intending to immobilize him again.  When I did, the most shocking thing happened.  First, his face contorted into a strange expression that was simultaneously very turned on and very horrified.  Then a wet spot appeared on his fuchsia blouse right where his nipple should be, and this was no minor wet spot.  The wet spot, about a half dollar in size initially, grew almost instantly to about the size of a baseball and it dripped down his blouse.

“What is that?” I gasped.

He immediately cupped his breast with his hand.  From the look on his face, he had no idea what had just happened.  I leaned forward and sniffed the wet spot.  I knew what this was.

“Oh my God!  You just squirted milk!”

If a man could die of humiliation, I thought Andrew was going to do it right there.  His face had never been redder.  He had never seemed smaller.  He had never seemed weaker.  He had never been harder.

I needed to know more about this milk issue, so I unbuttoned his blouse.  He offered no resistance.  Then I opened it and I pulled his breast from the bra.  The breast was huge, being about a DD-cup and then some, it almost needed the next size up in fact.  His nipple was enormous too, being about the size of mine when they are erect.  The tip was glistening wet.

“This is incredible!  I had no idea they had gotten this large,” I said.

“They keep growing,” he said.

I slipped my hand under his breast and lifted it to feel its weight.  It was heavy, much heavier than normal.  Then I gently let it down and slipped my hand around his areolas and the surrounding tissue.  I squeezed toward the nipple.  A tiny drop of gray fluid appeared on the end of the nipple, which was almost as wide as a dime and was about a half-inch long.

“You are!” I exclaimed.  “You’re producing milk!”

He shrank even smaller before me.  I didn’t worry about it though.  This was far too fascinating to worry about his bruised ego.  Somehow, my husband was producing milk!

“I wonder how much you’re making?” I asked myself aloud.

Once again, I took his entire breast in my hand and I lifted it.

“You feel pretty full,” I said.

“Um, can we uh— I’d like to cover myself back up,” he said.

I ignored him.  I had to know more.  This time, I slipped my fingers around his nipple.  In fact, I pinched his nipple between my thumb and my pointer finger.  Then I squeezed slightly and I tugged toward me.  This time a stream of gray fluid shot out of his nipple like when you push the plunger on a syringe.  It shot out several inches before it hit the ground.

“Oh my God!  You really are producing milk!” I exclaimed.  “You’re like a milk machine!”

Andrew looked so hopeless.

“It’s all right, honey,” I said.

“It’s humiliating!”

“I’m sure it is, but I love it.  I think it’s amazing.  My husband is producing milk!  Milk!  Like a woman!  If only we had a baby for you to breastfeed!”  That idea had hit me very strongly at the same time I said it, and it was producing a wild turned-on feeling within me.  I was so wet.  I was also flush with images of my husband sitting around in various dresses breastfeeding.  What an erotic thought!

As an aside, despite his whining about humiliation, I could tell that it turned Andrew on as well.  He was super hard and had produced enough precum that his skirt showed a small damp spot, though nothing like his blouse.

Seeing this, I couldn’t resist.

Without warning, I grabbed his tight pencil skirt and I worked it up his legs until it rested tightly around his hips.  I could see his erection now tenting up the black panties he wore beneath; he hadn’t worn the girdle today for some reason – I know he sometimes complained about its discomfort and he took the risk that his erection might show, apparently today was one of those days.  The panties were damp where the head of his erection pushed against them.  I pulled them down, exposing his stiff, throbbing manhood.

“Look how hard you are, darling.  Does it excite you to give milk?” I asked.

I swear Andrew was getting smaller before me, even as his erection seemed to grow.  He didn’t answer.  I’m not sure he could.

I wrapped my fingers around it and slowly started stroking it.  At the same time, I massaged his breast and gave it little squeezes periodically to make drops of milk come out.  I found that if I squeezed just right, I could control how much milk came out with each squeeze.  I could play his breast like a musical instrument.

“Do you like the idea of producing milk?” I asked.

He didn’t answer me.

“Maybe I should rent you out as a nursemaid,” I giggled.

I squeezed his erection hard and stroked faster.  At the same time, I pushed harder on his nipple and created a steady drop, drop, drop, drop of milk.  His blouse was getting soaked.

“Maybe I should.  I’ll bet you’d like that.  You could nurse children for a living,” I snickered.

He bit his lip.

I increased the flow of drops.  “My husband, the wet nurse.”

I felt his shaft throb at this point.  I could tell he was close to ejaculation.  I wasn’t going to let that happen though without him offering me something a little humiliating first.

“Do you want to ejaculate?” I asked.

He said nothing, so I slowed my stroking and fondling.

“Do you want to ejaculate?” I repeated.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good girl.  Always give me a verbal answer.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I sped up my stroking again.  Then I stopped without warning.  “Not until we get home,” I said.  He looked so disappointed, like a dog hearing the word “no.”  I almost gave in, but I didn’t.  “Don’t you touch yourself.  From now on, only I get to make you ejaculate or produce milk.  Got it?”

He bit his lip, but nodded his head.

I’d never felt more powerful.

—o—

By Andrew

I don’t even know what to say.  What should I say?  My b— uh, chest
, was producing mi—  I can’t even say it.  I mean, how humiliating.  A man producing milk
.  Like some kind of woman!  How can you be a man and produce milk?

—o—

By Stephanie

Not to interrupt, darling, but it wasn’t like it was your choice.  You made a mistake and this is what happened.  You didn’t decide to turn yourself into a woman, it’s just what you became.  There’s no shame there.

—o—

By Andrew

I didn’t exactly turn myself into a woman.  I was still a man!

—o—

By Stephanie

Andrew, you had breasts, genuine breasts.  You have breasts any woman would envy.  You were producing milk.  That’s the most feminine moment in the lifetime of any woman.  Even your face had begun to seem softer and more feminine, and your skin took on a radiant glow.  Your hips were wide, like a woman’s.  Your butt had become round like a woman’s.  You wore women’s clothes.  You wore makeup.  You moved like a woman.  You worked as a woman.  At home, you were more “the wife” than I had ever been.  So don’t pretend that you were some normal macho guy who suddenly had milk shoot out of his flat chest.  You were as close to being a woman as a man can get while still having his penis and testicles.

In fact, I’m surprised those hadn’t shrunken.  I think you just got lucky there.

What’s more, I think you were relieved to be living as a woman by this point.  You barely groused about being made to dress as a woman anymore, apart from the normal gripes women make about uncomfortable heels, tight dresses, and restrictive bras.  You complained about how Pamela treated you as a person, but you never complained about her treating you as a woman.  I think you were used to being a woman and you came to like it.

Moreover, I remember the looks you got before you started dressing like a woman whenever we walked into a restaurant or stopped to get gas and people stared at your chest, unsure of what to make of you.  I honestly think you were thankful that you didn’t need to try to pass yourself off as a man anymore.  Pretending to be Andrea, you never had to worry about any of that.

—o—

By Andrew

That didn’t mean I liked it.

—o—

By Stephanie

No, your erections meant you like it.


Chapter Nineteen: “An Examination”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

It was time to do something.

Up to now, Andrew and I had been waiting for the effects of the pills to wear off.  Abbey had said they would, but things seemed to keep going in the wrong direction.  His hips kept getting wider and his butt rounder – I needed to buy him larger skirts, his hair was getting unmistakably silky feminine, and his breasts kept growing.  And then to have him start lactating, as intensely erotic as that was, was shocking.  These pills were not wearing off, not even a little.  So I decided to consult Abbey.

“Come on in,” said Abbey as she buzzed me into the lab.

I walked through the door and found Abbey sitting on a stool in a white lab coat and black high heels looking down into one of her instruments.  I was immediately struck by her appearance.  She had luscious black hair down to the middle of her back, much longer and much richer than ever before.  She also seemed to have larger breasts beneath her white lab coat.  They seemed heavy and round.  I wondered if she was producing milk like Andrew.  But even more interestingly, I had the strange impression that she was naked beneath her lab coat.  I decided not to bring that up.

“Got a minute?” I asked.

“Sure,” said Abbey.  She pushed a couple of buttons on her equipment and then turned to face me.  “What’s up?”

I glanced around the lab, suddenly realizing that all her staff also seemed to have luscious hair and larger breasts.  They all wore various attractive items of clothing and high heels, things they had rarely worn in the past.  In the past, they could best be described as slobs.  Fascinating.

“I love your hair,” I said cautiously.

Abbey smiled shyly.  “Thanks.”

“Listen, I need to talk to you privately, off the record and without it ever getting out.  Can we do that?”

“Sure,” said Abbey cautiously.  “Let’s go into my office.”

We walked into Abbey’s office and I closed the door behind me.  It was strange seeing her strut along in five-inch heels.  Abbey rarely wore heels in the past and, even then, I don’t think they were ever more than kitten heels.  She had never swayed her rear so seductively either.  I felt almost inadequate in my plaid skirt suit and matching mid-heeled designer wedges.

As I moved to sit down, I got a glance beneath Abbey’s robe and I saw that she wore a bright red teddie, but nothing else.  This actually turned me on a bit and I made a mental note to have Andrew dress like this for me.

“What can I do for you?” she asked.

“I’ve got a problem and only you can help me.”

She nodded her head that I should continue.  She looked intrigued.  That was the scientist within her, she loved mysteries... and lingerie in the lab apparently.

“Do you remember those pills?  The ones with the hair?” I asked.

She nodded her head again.

“You said that when you gave them to the male test subjects, they started to develop female characteristics, right?”

“Yes.”

“So you stopped the tests and those characteristics went away.”

“Right.”

I bit my lip.  “What— what would happen if a man took all the pills?  I mean, what would happen if he hadn’t stopped?  The full dose.  Would the effects wear off?  How bad would they get?”

Abbey shrugged her shoulders.  “I’m not really sure.  We stopped the test before anyone could get to that point because the effects of the pills were too dramatic to justify continuing.”

I took a deep breath.  “Can you speculate?”

“I’m not sure.”  She paused to think.  “I suspect the male would go a lot further than our subjects did toward developing feminine traits.  It might take longer for the traits to wear off too,” she said indifferently.  “Why?”

“I’ll— well, let me ask this too.  What if one of the subjects took most of the pills at once?”

She shrugged her shoulders again.  “I don’t know.  That didn’t happen.”

“What if it caused the male to develop a lot of female characteristics, or at least big ones?”

Abbey furrowed her brow.  “‘Big ones’?  Like what?”

I held my hands before my chest and moved them forward as if my breasts were expanding.  “Huge
... ones.”

A look of concern crossed Abbey’s face.  She folded her arms.  “Why are you asking this?”

“Well,” I said.  I bit my lip.  I didn’t want to tell her, but I didn’t see what else to do.  I could take Andrew to a normal doctor, but they would have no idea what was going on.  Only Abbey could help.  “Don’t be mad.”

“What did you do?” she asked cautiously.

“Andrew took some of your pills.”

Abbey’s jaw dropped.  “He what?!”

“He wanted to grow more hair.  So he took the pills.”

She looked shocked.  “How many did he take?”

“All of them.”

“All of them?!
”

I nodded my head.  “All in about three days.”

“Oh wow.”

“Yeah.”

Abbey took a deep breath.  I could tell she was concerned.  “I haven’t seen him in a few weeks.  What’s going on?  What happened with the pills?  What effects?” she asked cautiously.

“Maybe— maybe it would be better if you took a look at him.”

Abbey stared at me for a moment and then nodded her head.  “That might be for the best.  Is he at home?”

I shook my head.  “No.  Hold on, I’ll call him.”  I picked up her phone and I called Pamela.  I asked to borrow “Andrea” for a few minutes.  He was busy doing some copying for Pamela, but she let me have him under the belief this was something for the Hidden Beauty Project.

Abbey knew something was wrong and she waited anxiously, but I don’t think she had any idea how wrong things were.  You should have seen the look on her face when Andrew walked through the door in his little black dress and his black high-heeled sandals.

“Oh my God!” she gasped.

Andrew blushed.  “You told her?”

“I had to.”  Andrew went to object, but I cut him off.  “It’s all right, Andrew.  She’s agreed not to tell anyone anything.  She’s going to examine you and see if she can find a way to reverse the effects of the pills.”

Andrew winced, but nodded his head.

“All right, come this way,” said Abbey.

Abbey marched us to a back room where patients could be examined.  Her high heels cracked off the metallic floor:  CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
  Of course, so did mine and Andrew’s, but hers interested me more.  Her walk had become so seductive.  Frankly, it was turning me on!

“Take off your dress and climb up on the table,” she said.

Andrew paused.  I could see the struggle within him.  He relented, however, and he unzipped his dress and slipped it over his head.  When he did, he exposed both his erection jutting up inside his panties and his enormous, perfectly-shaped DD-cup breasts with their hard nipples.

“Wow!” exclaimed Abbey.

The moment Andrew lay down, she placed her hand right on his breast.  This caused Andrew to writhe under her touch.  Abbey’s eyebrow rose.  She was impressed, that was the best I could describe the look on her face.  She then gave his breast a tiny squeeze.  A wet spot appeared on his bra at his nipple.

“Oh my!”

“Yes, he lactates now,” I said.

Poor Andrew turned so red.  This had to be utterly humiliating for him!  His emasculation was on display.

“How much?” she asked.

“A lot.  I have him milk himself three times daily and he always fills the container.  And depending on how hard you squeeze, you can create different streams of milk.”

“Really?”

Abbey pulled down his bra cup, letting his large breast float freely on top of his chest.  She squeezed again, causing several drops of milk to come dribbling out.  Then she increased the pressure, causing a fountain-like squirt of milk to shoot out onto his stomach.  She giggled.

“It turns him on too,” I said.

Abbey looked down at his erection, still beneath the panties – again he wore no girdle today (I suspected he was playing with himself at his desk).  She pulled the panties down, freeing it.  Then she touched his breast once more and saw his erection shake or jump.

“Yes, it does,” she said.

She then squeezed a little harder, causing more milk to dribble out.  This made him writhe again and caused his erection to throb.  Seeing this, she squeezed a little harder yet, causing even more milk to come out, and increasing the throbbing.  She then alternately squeezed and released his breasts to match the rhythm of his erection.  His writhing intensified and he began to squirm on the table.  As he did, I saw Abbey sneak a hand inside her own lab coat and play with her breast.  I thought about stopping her, but this was so erotic.  I was dripping wet.

“Does that feel good,” she purred at my husband.

Andrew tried to answer, but was overwhelmed.  Soon, he arched his back.  I could see what was happening.  Any second he would— and there it was.  He shot his white hot fluids into the air.  They came down all over him, as had the milk that had shot from his breast.

Abbey shuddered a moment later.  She then let go of Andrew and leaned against the table to catch her breath.  I wasn’t sure what to say, so I said nothing.  After a moment, Abbey recovered and told Andrew to get dressed and to go back to work.  She then scooped up a sample of breast milk and his juices onto lab slides before asking me to follow her to the main lab.

“What do you think?” I asked.

Abbey shook her head in disbelief.  “He’s amazing.”  She slipped one of the samples under a microscope and added some chemical compound.  She stuck her face into the device.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“He’s like the ultimate man plus woman.  You must be very happy.”

I blushed.  I was glad she wasn’t looking at me at that moment.  I had tried hard not to say this to myself, but yes, I was rather happy with him.  He turned me on a lot the way he was.  I loved playing with his breasts.  I loved how his penis could be controlled through his breasts.  I loved seeing him totter around in his high heels and tight skirts.  I loved how submissive he had become.

“I— well— can you cure him?” I asked dutifully.

She snuck a glance at me.  “Do you want me to?”

I blushed even deeper.  She had really put her finger right on my feelings.  I put that aside, however.  He had a right to be turned back into a man if he wanted, if she could do it.  “Can you?”

Abbey swapped slides and added more chemicals.  She kept staring at the slides through her microscope.  After a few moments, she sat up straight and scratched her head.  “In a word... no.”

My jaw dropped.  “No?!”

She shook her head.  “I’m sorry, Steph.  There’s nothing I can do.  His body is no longer producing much in the way of male hormones.  In fact, even his testes are producing a mix of male and female hormones.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means he’s going to keep getting more feminine.  His hair will grow on his head and vanish in other places.  His fat will redistribute.  His breasts will continue producing milk.”

“You can’t reverse it?”

Abbey shook her head.  “I’m not even sure what caused it.”

“What about giving him male hormones?”

“It might slow the changes, but the amount we would need to give him even to do that would be unhealthy.  I’m afraid that unless this reverses itself, there’s nothing we can do about it.”

“So he’s stuck as a woman?!” I gasped.

She nodded her head.

So why didn’t I feel sad about this?


Chapter Twenty: “A New Boss”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

Andrew took the news surprisingly well.  Of course, it helped that I had been fondling his breasts when I told him.  The pleasure he got from that was so intense that little bothered him.  Also, he admitted to me that he was coming to like the whole experience and he had actually become reluctant to give up his breasts, so this wasn’t necessarily a bad thing.  The one thing he didn’t like though was working for Pamela.  I told him I would see what I could do.  With all that had happened, I had forgotten to get Jay to shift “Andrea” to me; Jay controlled personnel assignments.  So it was time to pay Jay a visit.

“Hi Jay,” I said as I walked into his office the following morning.

“What can I do for you?” he asked.

“I wanted to talk to you about Andrew and Pamela.”

Jay raised an eyebrow.  “What about them?  I thought everything was going well.”

“It is.  It’s just that Andrew really doesn’t like working for Pamela.  She can be really demanding, demeaning and condescending.”

“I see.”

“What I’d like to do is have Andrew reassigned to me.”

Jay furrowed his brow and folded his hands together in front of him as if he was praying.  This gave him an oddly sinister look.  “You want me to assign Andrew to work for you?”

“Yes.”

“That’s a big change.”

Now I raised my eyebrow.  This wasn’t a big change.  Our office moved secretaries and other support personnel around all the time.  That was just the nature of the office environment.  What’s more, executives, as I was now, always got to pick their own secretaries.  This was no big deal at all.  “A ‘big change’?  No, it’s not.”

“Sleep with me,” said Jay suddenly.

My jaw dropped.  “What?”

“Sleep with me.  You want something from me.”

I glared at Jay.  “I’m going to pretend you never said that.”

“But I did say it.”

I took a deep breath to calm myself.  It didn’t really work.  It did give me the appearance of calm, but I was steaming.  And I’ll tell you what, I unleashed something I never expected me to say.  I put my hands on his desk and leaned in toward him.  There was fire in my eyes.

“You know what, Jay?  We found out what caused Andrew’s condition.  Only Andrew and I know what it is.  It’s amazing how simple it is too.  And who would have guessed that this tiny little thing is just lying around the office where anyone can be exposed to it without even knowing it.  Wouldn’t it be a shame if you
 somehow became infected?”

His face turned white as a sheet.

“Imagine waking up with breasts... getting more and more feminine... and there’s nothing you can do about it.  Wouldn’t that be horrible, Jay?”

Now he began to tremble.

“I’d really like Andrew reassigned to work for me,” I said as if I were talking to a naughty child, “and I’d like it to happen immediately.  And what’s more, I don’t want to ever hear that you want to sleep with me again because if I heard that... well, who knows what might happen?”

Jay pulled away from the desk.  “You know what?  I’m thinking that reassigning Andrew would be an excellent move for all involved.”  He pulled out some papers and wrote the reassignment notice as I watched.  He handed it to me.  “If there’s anything else you need, just ask me.  We’re all part of one big happy family here,” he said.

And that was that.

Jay wasn’t really my friend again after that, but sometimes it is better to be feared than loved.  Either way, Andrew would work for me now.  The reign of Pamela was at an end.

—o—

By Andrew

I got to tell Pamela.  Smile.  I was so looking forward to this.  You can’t believe how happy it was going to make me to tell her I was being re-assigned.  She would need to find someone new now... if she could.  Honestly, I was kind of hoping Jay left her without a secretary, but that wasn’t my call.  Either way, I would be free!

“I get to tell her, right?” I asked Stephanie again.

She chuckled.  “Yes.  I told you that already, yes.  She’ll get an official notice, but yes, you can tell her.”

“And I can tell her in my own way?”

Stephanie rolled her eyes.  “Yes.”

I happily disappeared to our bedroom to start making my preparation after I cleaned up the kitchen after dinner.  Stephanie watched some television and then came to find me.  She chuckled when she saw me painting my nails.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

I held up my hand with its brand new white nails.  “I’ve decided to change my nail color for tomorrow,” I said.  I waved toward the bed.  “I’ve also laid out the clothes I intend to wear tomorrow.”

Stephanie looked at the bed and laughed.  On the bed she found a loose yellow summer dress with a sweetheart collar.  Next to the bed were a pair of high-heeled wedges with cork heels and a white sandal upper.  The heels were five inches, but the shoes were very casual.

“These are really at the edge of the dress code,” she said.

“I know.  It’s just for tomorrow.  I’ll go back to normal after that.”

“This is your plan to piss off Pamela?”

“Part of it.”

“What else do you have planned?” asked Stephanie as she ran her fingers over the soft dress.

“Nothing that will kill her, though I thought about it.”

“I’m glad you aren’t holding a grudge.”

“A grudge?  For what?  Pamela’s been nothing but sweet to me,” I said in a fake innocent voice.

—o—

By Stephanie

I have to tell you, I was bracing to hear that the police had been called to the office the following morning:  “Woman found dead with coffee cup crammed up her butt!  Film at 11!”  But that never happened.  That said, rumors began flying fast and furiously.  I couldn’t wait for Andrew to finally show up at my desk so I could find out what had really happened.

—o—

By Andrew

It wasn’t as dramatic as Stephanie makes it sound, but it was satisfying.  I arrived on time and went to my desk.  As I noted, I wore the loose yellow dress and the white high-heeled cork-wedge sandals.  My nails were painted white.  When the other girls saw me, they giggled.  I think they knew right away what was coming.

“What in the world are you wearing?” groaned Ms. Gruden when she arrived.  She dropped her coat on my chair.  “You’re wearing yellow!”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said demurely.

“I told you my feelings about yellow.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And are your nails white?!”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“You’ll need to change those right away after you hang up my coat.”

I rose to my feet and came around to the front of the desk where she could now see the wedges I wore.  Her jaw dropped.

“Wedges?!  White sandals with cork heels to boot?  Is this insubordination?  Are you trying to get me to fire you?  I will fire you, you stupid girl.  There’s nothing special about you that makes me need you.”

“No, Ma’am, I’m sure there isn’t.”

“Then explain yourself!” she growled.  At the same time though, stormed into her office.  Apparently, I was to follow.  So I did, but not before handing her coat to another secretary who had agreed to help me.  Then I picked up the letter from personnel and I followed her into her office.

“Your mail, Ma’am,” I said and I set down all the letters with the personnel letter right on top of the pile.

“I’ll get to that later.  Right now, I want to know why you’re dressed as you are and why I shouldn’t fire you.  You know I don’t approve of any of the things you’ve done to yourself.”

She set down her purse and picked up her coffee from her desk.

“This isn’t my cup,” she observed.

“No, Ma’am.  Your cup was broken this morning.”

“You broke my cup?”

“Yes, Ma’am, when it fell.”

“You stupid, stupid girl!” she exclaimed.  “I got that cup on a vacation in the islands.  I can’t just pop back down to the shop and buy another one!  How careless of you to break my cup!”

It wasn’t actually carelessness, but she didn’t need to know that.

“I’m really thinking of firing you,” she growled.

She then put the cup to her lips and sipped it.  She cringed immediately.

“This is disgusting!  Did you check the date on the cream?” she demanded.

“Yes, Ma’am, it was current,” I said.  Of course, it wasn’t creamer.  It was—

—o—

By Stephanie

Don’t tell me!!

—o—

By Andrew

Tell you what?

—o—

By Stephanie

This— this “creamer.”  It wasn’t— it didn’t—  it wasn’t breast milk, was it?

—o—

By Andrew

That would have been fantastic, but no.  It was ordinary store-bought, general creamer.  One hundred percent chemical, not a single cow involved in the process.  It was even powdered.  The exact kind she hated.

Can I finish my story now?

So anyways, she was rather upset.  The coffee “tasted horrific” because it used the generic powdered creamer.  It was also decaf, which I’m fairly sure she believes is the work of the devil.

“I will not drink this swill,” she growled and she dropped her cup into her wastepaper basket... again.  “I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but this is too far.  Go home and change your clothes and change your nails and then buy me a new coffee cup, with your own money
.  Then I may not fire you.”

“I’m sorry you didn’t like the coffee, Ma’am,” I said.

“Why are you still here?  Go home.”

I didn’t move.  Instead, I smirked.  This made her furrow her brow suspiciously.

“Why aren’t you leaving?”

“Don’t you think you should check your mail first?”

“Why?” she snapped.

“The letter on top should explain it.”

Ms. Gruden raised a suspicious eyebrow.  She glared at me.  Then she glanced at the letter before her.  She could see the header right away, that it came from personnel.  A worried look came over her face.  She picked up the letter and she took her glasses from around her neck and she placed them on her nose.  She read the letter.

“No,” she said.

She shook her head, and kept reading.

“No.  No!”  She glanced at me.  “Unacceptable.  I won’t allow this.”

“You can’t stop it.”

“Of course, I can.  I’m your boss.  I won’t let you leave.”

“A moment ago,” I said, “you wanted to fire me.”

“Don’t be silly, you stupid— Andrea.  I was only joking with you.  You caught me by surprise is all.  Now why don’t we forget about this foolishness and you tell them you refuse your reassignment.”

“I would have thought you’d be happy to see me leave,” I said.

“Nonsense, dear girl.  You’re an excellent secretary and good help is so hard to find.”

“Plus, your next secretary might not be willing to pick up your cleaning or buy your tampons or do your work for you
.”

She froze.  I saw her swallow hard.  “Do you want a raise, is that it?”

I snickered and shook my head.

“What do you want, dear?  Andrea
?”  I think that was the first time she’d ever used my name, other than moments before.  I was impressed she even knew it.  “Just tell me what you want.”

I smiled.  “I want a new boss, Pamela
.”

Her jaw dropped.

With that, I turned and walked out of her office and never looked back.  “Good luck finding your coat,” I said beneath my breath.  Pamela was someone else’s problem now.


Epilogue

—o—

Told By Stephanie

Over the next year or so, I slowly kept moving up in the eyes of the Board and soon I found myself drifting up the executive ranks.  Then one day, I found myself offered the most amazing thing.  Our CEO was retiring and they wanted me to replace him.  The founder felt that it was time that a woman became the face of the company again and my body of work had impressed her.  I was promoted to the top.  I would run the company.

Shortly thereafter, I became pregnant.  Andrew was thrilled... at first.

“This is so exciting.  We should name her Madeline,” said Andrew.

“It could be a boy.”

“Hmm, true.”

“Anyways, baby, there’s something else I need to talk to you about,” I said.  “Do you remember how we always talked about one of us staying home with the child if we ever had one?”

This was true.  We had long talked about how one of us needed to stay home if we ever had a child.  Of course, at the time, the assumption was that it would be me as Andrew went on to conquer the corporate world.  But that script had kind of been flipped on its head.  Now Andrew was the obvious choice.

“Yes,” he said cautiously.

“I want you to quit work and become a full-time mother,” I told Andrew.

“What?”  He acted surprised, but he knew this was coming.  “You want me to give up my career?” he asked.

“You don’t really have a career anymore, darling.  You’re my secretary.”

He blushed.  “I know, but it feels so... so... so emasculating.”

I looked my husband up and down.  He wore a pink princess-style dress and matching pumps.  His hair – his own hair – cascaded down his shoulders in long brunette waves.  His nails were long and white.  His makeup was perfect.  His breasts... they were huge and perfectly formed.  The only hint that he was ever a man was the tiny bump in the center of his skirt.

“Emasculating?  There’s no man left to be emasculated,” I said.

He folded his arms and made a huffy face.  I knew he liked hearing comments like that though, as the growing bump testified.

“Don’t make me put my foot down,” I said.

“But I don’t know the first thing about being a mother.”

“You’ll be fine,” I said.  I had seen him with the children of other women around the office and he had been phenomenal.  “Besides,” I continued, “you have the right equipment for it.”

He furrowed his brow.  “What equipment?”

I smiled and I touched his breast.  In fact, I squeezed it.  As I did, milk dripped out into his bra.  “That,” I said.

His jaw dropped.  “You want me to breastfeed a baby?” he gasped.

“Sure, why not?”

“Because I’m a man!”

“Abbey told us the milk was normal breast milk.  It wasn’t harmful.  It didn’t contain anything strange.  And this way, it won’t go wasted.”

He still stared at me like I was insane.  “Because I’m a man
,” he repeated.

“A man with breasts.”

“A man
.”

“A man with breasts that put out lots of milk.”

He looked like he still couldn’t believe it.  “You expect me to breastfeed?”

“Yes.”

Andrew wouldn’t accept the idea that day, but he would accept it eventually.  So life would go on with me as the CEO of our little company with a stay at home husband who not only took care of our daughter (we did name her Madeline), but he took care of the breastfeeding as well.

The End.
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Caught By His Roommate:
  Mitch thought Katie was the perfect woman.  She was beautiful.  She was innocent.  She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the way young women should dress in heels and dresses.  So Mitch tricked Katie into becoming roommates so he could explore her closet.  Unfortunately for Mitch, Katie would catch him red handed.  That’s when things got really strange for Mitch.  See, Katie wasn’t as innocent and naive as he thought, and she had plans for her new sissy!


This book includes Five Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,200 word, 140 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, bondage, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]



Dress Coded:
  Written in the spirit of
 Grounded in Heels
, this is the story of Charlie Mitchell.  Charlie wants to wear shorts, but the dress code doesn't allow it.  He tries it anyway, figuring that the worst the principal can do is send him home for the day.  Boy, was he wrong!  Before he knows it, Charlie finds himself stuck in skirts and dresses and worse.  What will the other students think?  Will this complicate his run for class president against his nemesis... Stephanie Mills?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 141 page story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculating My Husband:
  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 erotic story is told in the first person by Mike's wife, and includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding, and so much more!

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]


Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

February 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough

Christopher’s problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine fate?

This second part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)


Part One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy: 
 Megan and Mark can’t agree.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up.



Part Two: How Megan Got Pregnant: 
 Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will Megan let him escape with his masculinity intact?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity devices, small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Her High-Heeled Solution:
  John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 word, 121 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,600 word, 160 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, and so much more!

March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):
  As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!

September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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