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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Some people think they can lie their way out of anything.  Simon is one of those people.  But things aren’t going his way anymore.  Deposed at school and in danger of being exposed at home, Simon is about to hit bottom, and there’ll be no topping from this bottom if you’ll pardon the pun.

This is Part Two of the story.  In this part, the ladies begin to consolidate their control over the school and Simon, and they start his training.  Little by little, they are determined to make him into the perfect little girl... according to his own definition of what women should be like.  Perhaps his wife can still save him, but it seems like things may be going wrong at home too.  I guess we’ll need to read on to find out?

This is the second of four parts.  This part includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, panties, heels, hormones, nipples, breasts, some sticky stuff, chastity, shrunken thingies and a whole lot more.

I hope you enjoy this story.  As always, let me know what you think and, please, leave a review.  You can reach me at annmichelle@ymail.com.

With love,

Ann :)

Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter

https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website


Chapter One: “Homework”

—o—

Dinner was over.

Lilith was on the phone in the other room with one of her friends.  Simon slipped off to the bedroom.  He needed to change out of his suit, which was best done with privacy.  He also had “homework” to do.

He locked the bedroom door, just in case.

Simon moved to a drawer and grabbed his pajama pants.  These were dark blue with cuffed bottoms.  He would need to wear these to hide his shaved legs.  He grabbed a matching top too, which would hide his hairless chest.  He set those on the bed.  Then he stripped off his suit, revealing his shaved body and the red and white-striped panties beneath.

“What is wrong with these women?” he asked himself.

He cringed.

He pulled off his socks, revealing his red painted toenails.  Again, he cringed.  What were these women doing to him?  How did this make sense?  Trying to humiliate him?  Sure, but they’d made their point.  How much longer was this going to last?  And what was this garbage about making him into a woman?!  Speaking of which, he moved to the mirror and turned his rear toward it.  He saw a small red spot where they had given him the shot.  What was in the shot, he wondered?

“It has to be a bluff,” he told himself.  “I bet it’s a vitamin shot.  Nothing more.”

What else could it really be, after all?

Simon rubbed his rear, which was sore from the shot and the paddlings he had taken, and then he slipped into the pajamas, tops and bottoms.  He added socks to cover his painted toenails.  Then he slipped his feet into his slippers.  Finally, he returned to his suit and took the pink panties from its pocket.  His “homework” was to wash these tonight.

“Hand wash,” he heard Rose stress.

“Hand wash,” he repeated sarcastically.  “This is stupid.”

Nevertheless, Simon took the panties to the sink.  He turned on the water to a nice warm temperature, avoiding hot as the women had told him.  He put a small amount of detergent he had taken from the laundry room into the sink and let the mixture foam up and become bubbly.  Then he dropped the pink panties into the sink.  He ran the panties through his hands in the water several times as the women had taught him.  Finally, he pulled the sink’s stopper and let the water drain.  As he did, he rinsed the detergent from the panties with warm water before ringing them out thoroughly to remove all the water.  Now he needed to dry them.  But where?

He looked around.

This could be a problem, he realized.  After all, he couldn’t exactly hang them in the shower.  His wife would use this very bathroom and would see them hanging there.  Nor could he hang them in the closet as she would be in there too.  He could only imagine the questions that would arise from her finding a pair of women’s panties drying in the closet.

“So what do I do?” he asked.

Simon glanced around.  There really was nowhere he could hang them in the bedroom.  Nor could he hang them in the kitchen or the living room or anywhere else in the house he could think of.  Not only would his wife find them, but so would Caroline – Caroline lived in a small cottage behind the house but had constant access to the main house.  Not to mention, she arrived early in the morning to cook breakfast before he left for the school.

“Where am I going to put these things?”

He bit his lip.  Then suddenly, he snapped his fingers.  He had an idea.

“The guest room!”

The main guest room was empty and neither he nor his wife ever visited it.  The only who did was Caroline, and that was only when they had guests.  Right now, there was no reason for her to go in there.  Thus, he could hang the panties in there without anyone finding them!

Simon slipped out of the bedroom and down the hallway.  He still heard his wife in the living room on the phone.  The guest room was about twenty feet away and he made it unnoticed.  Once inside, he moved to the closet.  It was empty apart from some hangers.  He hung the damp panties on a hanger and then hung the hanger in the closet.  He partially closed the closet door so the panties wouldn’t be seen from the hallway and he returned to the main bedroom.  Problem solved.

Now came the harder assignment.

—o—

Simon went to see his wife.  He still wasn’t sure how he was going to do this, but he would manage.  He’d never given his wife a foot rub before – in fact, he’d refused the few times she suggested it – and he didn’t know exactly how to ask this without sounding weird.

“Hi honey, can I offer you a foot rub?” he tried aloud.

That didn’t sound right though.  In fact, it sounded really weird, especially coming from him.  There had to be some way that sounded less random and less enthusiastic.

“You look like you need a foot rub,” he said.

Again, he shook his head.  That sounded even worse.

“A guy was killed for giving a foot rub in Pulp Fiction.”

No.

“How the heck do you ask a woman to give her a foot rub?” he asked himself.  He shook his head.  Nothing he could think of didn’t sound perverted.  “It’s almost like you’re better off not saying anything!”

He raised an eyebrow.  That might just work.

“Walk in, talk to her about her day or something stupid, reach over and start stroking her leg.  Down to her foot.  One thing leads to another and we’re giving her a foot rub.  That would seem natural and I wouldn’t need to ask the embarrassing question.  Perfect!”

He had a plan.

Simon came to the living room.  His wife had just gotten off the phone.  She was sitting on the couch with her legs curled up beneath her.  She wore blue slacks and a silvery shirt.  Her dark-blue wedges sat on the floor before her.  One arm was draped over the pillow next to her.  She was watching television.

“That’s a problem,” thought Simon, noting that his wife’s feet were out of reach beneath her.  How was he going to casually start stroking her foot?

Lilith smiled at him.  “Hi Simon.”

“Hi baby,” he said.

Simon moved to the couch and sat down next to his wife, leaving a small space between them.

“Oh, you’re joining me?” said Lilith with some surprise.

“I thought I’d sit with you tonight,” said Simon.

“Normally, you’re in the study working on something.”

Simon slipped his hand upon his wife’s thigh.  She adjusted her body to be closer to him, as he’d hoped.  Fortunately for him, this included sliding her legs out from underneath her and crossing them before her.  As she did this, she rubbed her hanging foot against his leg.  Here was his chance!

Simon reached down and took his wife’s foot in his hand.  He then slipped his other hand around her thighs and used his strength to turn her so he could pull her legs across his lap, leaving her feet hanging just on the other side of him.  He then took her foot in his hands and started massaging it.

Lilith giggled.  “What’s gotten into you, Simon?”

“What do you mean?”

“First, you get a new cologne I like – it smells wonderful – and now you’re rubbing my feet!  If I didn’t know better, I’d say you want something,” she chuckled amorously.

“Can’t I just be nice to my wife without raising suspicions?” he asked jokingly.

“I suppose,” she giggled.

Simon spread her toes with his fingers and kneaded them like bread.  Lilith let out a moan as he did this and she leaned back, sinking into the pillows.  She even closed her eyes.  This was exactly what he hoped would happen.

“We should do this more often,” she purred.

“Tell me about your day,” said Simon.

As Lilith started talking, Simon slipped one hand away from her foot.  He reached into his pocket and pulled his phone out of it.  He clicked open the camera and put it in “selfie” mode.  He checked his wife’s face to make sure her eyes were still closed.  Then he hung his arm out as far as he could.  He held up the camera and he pushed the button.  He had his proof.

A few minutes later, just long enough for his wife not be suspicious, he excused himself.

—o—

Simon woke up early the following morning.  He needed to.  He needed to shower and shave and get dressed before his wife woke up because he couldn’t let her see him naked, not with the patch on his crotch and his painted nails.  He quietly slipped into the bathroom, locked the door, and stepped into the shower.  The water was warm and soft.  He spread shaving cream over his chest and then attacked it with his razor.  When he was sure all the stubble was gone, he moved to his thighs.  Then he moved down his legs.  Little by little, he did his entire body.  When he was done with that, he rinsed himself off and washed his hair.

“Honey, open the door,” called Lilith with a knock on the door.

Simon looked up from the stream of water.  “Why is she awake?!” he growled to himself.

“Honey, I need to use the bathroom.”

“I’m in the shower,” he called out.

He heard her try the doorknob again.  “The door is locked!”

Simon bit his lip.  “Is it?  I’ll have to unlock it in a minute.  I’m covered in shampoo.”

He heard the sound of the heels on his wife’s slippers as she left the bedroom, presumably to use another bathroom somewhere in the house.  Simon quickly rinsed himself.  He stepped out of the shower, dried himself fast, and then slipped back into his pajamas and his socks.  He unlocked the door and stepped out into the bedroom.  His wife had just returned.

“I’m sorry, honey.  I don’t know how it locked,” he lied.  His heart was beating in his chest.

“It’s all right,” she said.  “Why are you up so early?”

Simon shrugged his shoulders.  “Just excited to get to work.”

Lilith smiled.  “I’m glad.  I see my school is in good hands.”

“The best.”

Half an hour later, as his wife went to shower, Simon slipped into the guest room to get the panties he needed to get dressed this morning.  As he opened the closet door, however, he was in for a shock.

The panties were gone!

“Where are they?!” gasped Simon.

Simon looked around frantically.  They weren’t on the floor.  They weren’t anywhere in the closet.  They weren’t even under the bed.  They simply weren’t anywhere in the bedroom.  They were gone!  But where had they gone?  His mind raced.  Lilith?  Caroline?

This was bad!

Simon made one more fruitless search and then returned to his bedroom to get dressed, slipping back into the red and white-striped panties instead of the pink ones; fortunately, he had not thought to wash these as part of his homework.  He knew that wearing these would not sit well with the women, but maybe they wouldn’t notice, he told himself.  Yeah, right.  But what else could he do, after all?  He finished getting dressed.  Finally, he wished his wife goodbye and he went to the kitchen to get his coffee before he left.

Caroline was there.  She held out a coffee cup for him.

He took it.

“Nice manicure,” said Caroline with a smirk.

Simon’s heart stopped.  She had noticed his manicure?!  But it was clear!  Of course, it did shine.  Was it that noticeable though?!  He cringed, but composed himself quickly.  “I should fire you,” he said coldly, hoping to intimidate her into not mentioning this again.

Caroline snickered.  “For what?  Complimenting your manicure?”

Uncomfortably, Simon grew hard in response to her unworried tone.

Simon decided it was time to retreat.  He set down the coffee cup and walked off to go to the school.  He tried to look tough and unbothered, but inside, he worried about Caroline.  Her manner had changed, but why?  Was it just the manicure... or had she found the panties?  Was that why she sounded confident?  He swallowed hard as he recalled her innocent smile in his mind.  This was not good at all.  His morning had not started well.


Chapter Two: “Failures”

—o—

Simon pulled into his parking space.  It was reserved for him as Headmaster.  He took the little black ring box from its bag and looked at it.  He’d stopped on the way home from school the prior night to buy this for Polly in the hopes of winning her back to his side.  Jewelry had always worked with her before.  He stuck it in his coat pocket and climbed out of the car.

Simon walked down the main hallway.  It was crowded.  The students were milling about, getting ready for class.  Several teachers patrolled the hallway.  Feminine voices, girlish giggles and the sounds of women were everywhere, as was the smell of perfume.  The whole hallway felt like femininity in motion and Simon needed to walk through it.  Normally, that wasn’t a problem, but normally, he wasn’t wearing panties, didn’t have his toenails painted, and wasn’t under the control of some of these same women.  Today, this was a silk gauntlet.

He started out.

“Hello Headmaster,” said a voice from the crowd.

Simon’s penis rose at the soft, feminine voice of Cindi Henderson.

The young woman stepped from the crowd.  Her long blonde hair curved around her breasts and tickled what would have been the tips of her nipples, though her gray jacket stood between them – still, the visual effect was rather suggestive and added to the strength of Simon’s erection.  Simon surreptitiously looked her up and down.  She had amazing legs and always wore slightly higher heels than the other girls, something which always aroused him.  Her skirt was shorter than the others too.  Her waist was so tiny.  And then there were her breasts.

Her breasts.

“H— hello Cindi, how are you?” he asked with a blush as his penis completed its rise.  It pushed out his suit pants.

“I don’t want to be that girl,” said Cindi in her best “Mean Girl” voice, “but I thought you should know Madison has been at it again.”

“What uh— what do you mean?”

“After dinner last night, she used the ‘B’ word.  She called me, Lori Wells and Cynthia Row ‘B’s’.”

Simon bit his lip.  Normally, he would have stormed off to find Madison and paddle her for this transgression; he was not going to let her get away with such unrefined behavior, after all.  But right now?  Right now, he had other issues to deal with, and he wasn’t at all sure what would happen if he brought Madison in for discipline.  How would the women react?  He decided to evade the issue at the moment.  He could always punish Madison later... after he regained control of the school.

“Thank you, Cindi.  I’ll— I’ll keep that under advisement,” he said cautiously.

He moved past her and kept going.  In fact, he sped up, anxious as he was to get out of there.  A moment later, however, he ran into a teacher, Kate, standing in the doorway of a classroom.  She was watching him approach with a smug look upon her face.

He blushed.

“Hello, Kate,” he said.

She smirked.  “Miss Kate.”

Simon tensed up.  That was a requirement now, wasn’t it?  But was it a requirement in the hallway surrounded by all the students?  Could they really want that?  Could he even say that if he needed to?  What choice did he have though?  He opened his mouth, but it was too dry to speak.  Was everyone watching?  What should he do?  He closed his eyes and hoped for the best.

“Hello, Miss Kate,” he said with a cracked, small voice.

He couldn’t even look her in the eyes as he said it.  Instead, he rushed away, hoping to escape, hoping no one had heard his humiliation.  Down the hall he went, greeted by several students and more teachers.  Each encounter somehow reminded him of his change in status, of what he wore beneath his pants, of walking these halls in heels and a skirt the prior day, and of being paddled.  He had been paddled.  Could they see it in his eyes?  He began to sweat.

—o—

Simon was a nervous wreck by the time he reached the office.

He recovered quickly though when he made it through the door and saw Polly standing by the filing cabinets in the corner.  She was alone.  That was good because what he needed to do, he needed to do alone.  It was time to strike before any of the other women arrived.  He drew up his strength and went to her.  She wore a dark green A-line dress and tall black stiletto sandals.  Her box-blonde hair hung about her face almost randomly.

“Polly, listen,” he started, trying to sound strong and commanding.  “I’m really sorry about all of this.  I think there’s been a misunderstanding.  You really are the only woman who matters to me.  Honest.”

Polly raised a skeptical eyebrow.  “Is that so?”

Simon hesitated.  He knew this wasn’t going to be easy, but he had hoped for something a little more forgiving from her.  Still, he remained confident.  He just needed to find the right words and strike the right tone.  He plowed ahead:  it was time to offer the gift.

“Yes,” he said, nodding his head.

Simon reached into his pocket and pulled out the ring box.  He held it out for her to see.

“I brought this for you to prove it.”

He flipped open the box showing her the ring.  It was big and garish with an obviously fake diamond.  The whole thing had no class, but he thought it fit her sense of style well.

“Listen,” he said, “I’d like to see you tonight.  Maybe we can talk about all of this?”

Polly glanced at the ring and smirked.  “Nice try.”

Simon’s heart sank.

“I’ll tell you what though, Simon,” she continued as she took the ring and removed it from the small black box.  “Since it’s such a ‘beautiful’ ring, I’d hate for all your thoughtfulness to go to waste.  Why don’t you wear it?”

She held it out for him.

Simon recoiled.  He hadn’t expected that.  Indeed, the idea of wearing a woman’s ring was rather embarrassing.  Perhaps not as bad as wearing panties or skirts or heels, but embarrassing nonetheless, especially a ring so gaudy, especially a ring he meant for Polly.  He smiled politely, hoping not to offend her as he knew he would need to try again to win her over, and he shook his head.

“I bought it for you,” he said.

“And I appreciate that, Simon.  And I want you to wear it.”

Simon stared at her for a moment.  He wasn’t sure what to say.  She was, however.

“Put it on, Simon.”  Her tone was harsh and cold.

Simon swallowed hard.  He really did not want to wear this ring, but he had no choice.  Of all the women against him at the moment, Polly was the one he could least afford to upset.  So he reluctantly slipped the ring on his finger.

Sadly, it fit.

“Isn’t that cute,” gushed Polly cynically.  “You can wear it all the time from now on, and when you do, think of me.”  She leaned over and gave him a tiny kiss on the cheek as she said this.  The kiss made him blush and grow hard.  She laughed and tottered back to her desk on her stilettos.  “Simone is here,” she said into the intercom.

A moment later, Rose came out of his office.  She wore a long black skirt and black stilettos.  Above, she wore a maroon blouse with frills down the front and matching golden jewelry.

“What are you doing in my office?!” demanded Simon.

“It’s my office now, Simon,” she said indifferently.

“I’m the Headmaster!”

“No, you’re a student, Simone.  You don’t have an office anymore,” said Rose.  She turned to Polly.  “Please ask Helen and Gabby to come to the office.”  She then turned back to Simon.  “Come with me, Simone.”

Simon ground his teeth at being treated so dismissively and felt so small at being summoned into his own office.  There was nothing he could do about it yet, though, so he angrily followed Rose into his office, where she went around his desk and sat down in his chair.  Simon burned with indignity: that was his chair!

“Strip,” she said.

Simon felt an intense desire to disobey, to tell her off and put an end to this, no matter what happened.  Only, he could not do that.  He had too much to lose.  He could not refuse her order, not yet.  So he swallowed his pride and he stripped himself once more.

“How was the foot rub?” asked Rose as Simon made a show of angrily stripping off his shirt.

“It was fine.”

“Just fine?  Not exciting fine?”

“Just fine.”

“That’s too bad,” chuckled Rose.  “Maybe you need some instruction in how to give a good one.  I’ll add that to your lesson plan.”

Simon rolled his eyes and pulled down his pants.

“Where are your panties?” said Rose upon seeing the red and white-striped panties.  She shot out of her chair and came to examine him.  His penis shot to attention beneath the panties as she did.

Simon blushed.  “I put on the wrong pair,” he lied.  He reasoned it was better to be punished for wearing the wrong panties than give Rose this valuable ammunition that either his wife or Caroline may have found them.  That was something he never wanted her to know!

At this moment, Helen and Gabby appeared at the door.  Helen wore a fitted brown dress and chocolate sling-back stilettos.  Gabby wore beige slacks and a white blouse.  On her feet were brown wedge-heeled sandals.

“Little Simone is wearing the wrong panties,” announced Rose.

Helen and Gabby raised their eyebrows.

“Tut tut,” said Helen.

“She claims she put on the wrong pair.  Apparently, she thinks nothing of putting on dirty panties,” said Rose.  “Apparently, we have failed to impress upon her the need for clean panties.  What should we do about this, ladies?”

Helen looked him up and down.  “A good paddling might help.  Or put him back in the corner.”

Gabby nodded her head in agreement.

“I was thinking something a little different,” said Rose.

Rose stepped away from the others.  She pulled up her long black skirt to her thighs.  Then she slid her hands beneath the skirt and started working her panties down her thighs.  These were white thong panties with bright red roses on them.  She worked them to her feet and stepped out of them, crouching down and picking them up a moment later.

“Take off your panties, Simone,” she said.

What did she have in mind, wondered Simon?  Simon licked his lips nervously.  Then he slowly lowered his panties too, letting his penis pop out into view.  He picked up the panties and handed them to Helen, who took them.  Rose then held out hers for him to take, letting them dangle from one fingertip.

“Put those on,” she said.

Simon shuddered icily.  “You want me to put on your panties?”

“My dirty panties, Simon.”  She wiggled the panties to tell him to take them.  Simon reluctantly did.  “Since you think it’s fine to wear dirty panties, that’s what you’re going to do from no on.  From now on, you will wear the dirty panties of some member of staff every day to remind you.  Then you will take them home and gently wash them.  You will bring them back the following day perfectly clean.  If there is the slightest hint that you failed to clean them properly, I will paddle your dick until you wish you didn’t have one.  Understood?”

Simon understood.  He had no idea what to say, so he said nothing.

Simon looked down at Rose’s panties – they were thong panties but made with an ivory lace dotted with red roses made of thread.  They were quite feminine.  Too feminine.  Not only that, they belonged to Rose.  The idea that he was to wear real panties – this woman’s panties, made him wither on the inside.  The realization they would be dirty sent his emasculation spiraling.  These belonged to Rose.  She had worn them.  Now, he would be a wearing them.  That seemed to put him so far beneath her that he was worthy only of her dirty panties.  Worse, he was to wear all their panties now.  He would be beneath all of them!  He would never be able to look any of them in the eyes again.

“Put them on, Simon,” said Rose.

He slipped into them helplessly and felt his significance shrink.

“And since you don’t seem to think anything of following our instructions,” continued Rose, “I see no reason to protect your modesty today.”  She walked to the cabinet where Simon’s uniform hung.  She pulled out the same the high heels that came with his uniform and handed those to him.  “Put those on and then follow the ladies to the salon.”

“What about the uniform?” asked Simon nervously.

She wiggled the heels.  “This is your uniform.”

Simon’s jaw dropped again.  She wanted him to walk all the way to the auxiliary building in high heels and a white thong and nothing else?!  He couldn’t do that!  In fact he remained frozen in place, unsure if he could even comply.  Rose casually picked up the paddle, however.  She eyed his erection.  Simon licked his lips.

“Yes, Miss Rose.”


Chapter Three: “The Salon”

—o—

Simon sat down in the salon chair.

They were in the auxiliary building in the little salon.  The walk over had been the worst so far.  Being virtually naked was utterly embarrassing.  Worse was that he wore what were obviously women’s panties.  Worse yet, his erection was too large for Rose’s small thong to hold it in place, so it popped out and stood out before him like a pole, waggling as he walked.  His balls hung out too, dangling in the open for all to see.  The heels didn’t help his nerves either.  They were like a siren song to his shame calling throughout the hallway for all who heard to come see.  Somehow, he went unnoticed though, but he felt shaken nevertheless.  These women were taking a lot of chances with his reputation.

Sarah Beth stood before him now.  She wore a pink man’s dress shirt open at the collar and a medium-gray pencil skirt.  White pumps were on her feet.  There was a satisfied look upon her face.

“Good morning, Simone,” she said.

Simon bit his lip.  “Hello... Miss Sarah.”  He always cringed at calling any of these women “Miss.”

Sarah Beth smiled at his forced show of respect.  The fact it came against his will somehow made it all the more sublime.  In fact, it made her wet.  She looked down at his erection and saw it straining.  A warm tingle came over her that his submission had aroused him.  It felt like she knew his secret.

“Let’s start by taking off your shoes,” she said.

“Why?” asked Simon.

“Miss Rose wants to know how passable you are.  We’re going to find out,” said Sarah Beth.

“Passable?” said Simon cautiously.

“As a woman.”

“Why does she want to know that?” he asked cautiously.

The women chuckled ominously, but didn’t answer.  Then, they were off and running.  Helen removed Simon’s shoes as Sarah Beth prepared several concoctions.  Gabby gathered equipment.  Kate and Amanda came to help too – both wore dark skirts and tall pumps.  A moment later, they began.  First, they tipped the seat back.  Sarah Beth leaned over and attacked his eyebrows with tweezers.  As she did, Simon felt someone tug on his hand.  He glanced down and saw that Kate had pulled up a chair on his right and had taken his hand.  She was busy stripping the clear coat from his nails.  Meanwhile, Amanda set to work on his toes.  Behind him, Gabby started running her fingers through his hair.

“What are you doing to my eyebrows?” asked Simon.

“Cleaning and shaping,” said Sarah Beth.

Shaping?!  Simon filled with panic.  “Rose said not to do anything my wife will notice!”

Sarah Beth chuckled but didn’t otherwise answer.  Instead, she put the tweezers to his eyebrow and plucked.  PLUCK!

“Ouch!”

“Don’t be a baby,” said Sarah Beth condescendingly.

PLUCK!

“Ouch!”

“Oh Simone, don’t be such a sissy.  Pain is the price of beauty.  Besides, you wanted all of us to measure up to your view of beauty, so it’s only fair that you now measure up to ours.”

“But it hurts!”

“Sissy.”

The women giggled, embarrassing Simon into silence.  For the next half hour, Kate and Amanda worked on his nails, filing the edges and giving him dark red fingernails and toenails, as Gabby trimmed his hair and Sarah Beth yanked out dozens of eyebrow hairs.  Sarah Beth then put down the tweezers and returned to his face with makeup.  She spread cream across his entire face, rubbing it into his skin.  She then used a pencil to outline his lips, filling them in with a stick afterwards.  Next, she brushed eye shadow onto his eyelids.  She ran a mascara brush through his eyelashes.  And finally, she added blush to his cheeks.

“Well, aren’t you pretty?” she laughed as she stepped back to examine her work.

Simon could not see what she had done, but he feared the worst.

He was then instructed not to move his fingers or toes until the polish on his nails dried.  This brought him the sense of being an accomplice in his own feminization and at being made prisoner because he could no longer move freely.  That, in turn, made his penis grow very hard in his lap.  Kate giggled at seeing this and ran her fingers along his thick shaft, making him throb.

“Such a pretty toy,” she said with a smirk.

Simon withered at her touch and cringed at her words.  He felt so objectified that she could just talk about his penis.

At this point, Gabby pulled back his hair from his ears.  Amanda came to one ear with a small bag of what appeared to be ice.  She also had a needle.  Simon started to grab the arms of the chair nervously.

“Don’t mess up your nails!” growled Kate.

Simon stopped inches away.  “S— sorry.  What— what are you doing?”

“Every girl has pierced ears,” said Amanda.

Pierced ears?!  Simon tensed with panic.  He absolutely could not let these women pierce his ears!  That would mean creating holes in his ears, holes that he understood never went away, holes that were quite visible.  How would he hide that from his wife?!  He shook his head vigorously.  “You can’t do that!  I can’t hide that from my wife.”

Amanda smirked.  “I’m sure you’ll find a way.  Now hold still.”

Simon shook his head again.  “No way!”

Mid-shake, Simon felt the strongest grip he had ever felt latch onto his erection and squeeze.  He looked down and saw Kate’s hand wrapped around his shaft, squeezing it with an iron grip.  Not only that, her sharp silver nails lined his shaft, ready to dig in; they felt like razors at the ready.

“Hold still, Simon,” warned Kate.

Simon froze.  His heart was racing.  He bit his lip.  A second later, he felt a pinch at his earlobe.  The ice came.  Then the pain stopped.  Amanda’s hand fumbled with his ear a second later.  He felt something slide into the new hole, a strange sensation he had never felt before.  Amanda pressed it from behind, somehow making it tighter.  She then changed sides and repeated the process again.  The whole time, Kate held his erection in her hand.

It was throbbing at her touch.

As an interesting aside, Simon was surprised that he was hard, given that he was distracted by the attempt to pierce his ears.  He normally would not have expected an erection to survive such nervousness.  But of course, he would not have expected to be hard as a result of the humiliations he had undergone either.  Nor would he have expected to be hard when he felt impotent before Cindi Harris either, or when he was paddled.  Yet, he had been hard throughout this emasculating ordeal, and it seemed to be getting worse.  Perhaps it was his imagination, but it seemed that ever since they had given him that shot, everything was making him hard... the slightest provocation.

“Perfect,” announced Amanda.

“Very appropriate,” laughed Sarah Beth.

“So avant-garde en femme,” snickered Kate.

“Let’s get him dressed,” said Helen.

Gabby hit a switch with her foot and the chair rose back up into its fully upright position.  Kate then pulled Simon from the chair by his erection and led him over to a table where his uniform had been laid out.  She did not let go of his erection even then, however, choosing to maintain her control.  This was all very embarrassing to Simon, to have his dick used like a leash or handle, but he could say nothing.  He was in a very precarious position at the moment.  Besides, he was learning not to complain because all of his complaints had seemingly backfired since this started; these women were more crafty than he had given them credit for being.

“Put these on,” said Helen as she handed Simon a pair of tan stockings from the table.

Simon glanced at the stockings.  “Stockings?”

“All the girls are required to wear them; your dress code, remember?  You will wear them too from now on.”

Simon examined the stockings.  They were so thin and silky, not at all like his socks.  They were delicate.  He pulled open the top and started to raise his leg to slide his foot inside.

Amanda stopped him.

She took the stocking from him and balled it up.  “Roll them up,” she said.  She showed him the ball, and how to hold it open.  “Now point your toes and slip them inside here.  Then unroll the ball as you pull the stocking up your leg.”  She handed it back to Simon.

Simon sat down on the bench; Kate finally let go of his erection.  He held out the stocking.  He pushed his toes into it.  Then he started pulling the ball up his leg, letting it unwind as he did.  He was shocked.  As he pulled the stocking up his leg, it tickled his skin, catching on the slightest traces of stubble, even stubble he could not feel with his fingers, and each catch sent a tiny little electric shiver up his leg making him shudder.  This was insanely erotic.  By the time he got it up his leg and into place, his penis was out and out throbbing.

“Now the other,” said Amanda, handing him the other.

Simon was almost anxious to experience this again, but he would never have admitted that.  He pulled the stocking up his other leg, again feel its electric journey.  This time, the throbbing brought pre-come.

“Oh, he likes that,” giggled Helen.

“I do not,” he insisted.

“This says you do,” said Kate and she put her finger on his penis.

“Are you a sissy, Simon?  Do you like wearing stockings?” taunted Amanda.

“No,” growled Simon.  He squirmed in his seat at their words.  This was so embarrassing, made all the worse by his erection keeping him from denying it!  Why was he hard?  Why did everything suddenly turn him on?  He didn’t have time to think about that now.

“Stand up, Simon,” said Sarah Beth.  “It’s time to get dressed.”

Simon sighed but rose.

Helen held out the silky white blouse for him from the table.  Simon took the blouse and slipped into it.  He buttoned it, again noting that the buttons were on the wrong side.  The skirt came next.  He zipped that closed, feeling it grab his hips snugly.  Finally, Helen handed him his jacket, which he pulled over his shoulders and buttoned closed.

When he was fully dressed, the women led Simon to a mirror.

He was shocked!

Of course, he looked ridiculous.  He was Simon after all; Simon in a skirt and heels.  He was a man with a man’s face and a man’s head and men’s shoulders.  His legs were masculine, if bare of hair and made silky and tan by the stockings.  His posture was masculine too, despite the heels.  No one would mistake him for a woman.  But after that, things got a little... awkward.

Simon stepped closer and examined his face.

His face had been made up entirely.  His eyes looked like women’s eyes, dark and mysterious with thick, curly eyelashes.  His eyebrows seemed narrower and somewhat arched – somewhere between masculine and feminine.  His lips were feminine too:  puffy and pouty.  His skin seemed to glow and looked soft.  There were pink pearl earrings in his ears.  Then there was his hair.  There was something oddly feminine about it.  It remained short and the color was the same, but the shape was rounder and a little spiky... somehow playful.

“What have you done to my hair?” he gasped.

He ran his fingers with their red-painted nails through it.  The style returned automatically as his fingers passed.  There was something uncomfortably feminine about the style.

“I gave you a pixie cut, as best I could at least,” said Helen.

Simon stared into the mirror.  He was a man, that was clear, but parts of him... well, they looked feminine.  This was embarrassing.  He even noticed now that his shape seemed different.  Indeed, his waist seemed to dip in ever so slightly, giving his jacket a more feminine curve, not quite an hourglass but in that direction.  He suddenly felt deeply insecure.  It wasn’t that they made him look like a woman that bothered him – because they hadn’t, he still looked like a man... a man in drag – what bothered him was that parts of him no longer looked masculine.  If they wanted to, how far could they really take him?

He bit his lip.

“Let’s take him to the office,” said Sarah Beth.


Chapter Four: “A Whole New Problem”

—o—

Simon struggled with his nerves as he pulled up in the driveway that night.  The women had removed his uniform, but he felt that too many traces of what they had done remained.  For one thing, he still wore the panties and the stockings.  They were covered, but they were there to remind him of his enslavement.  His toenails remained red, though his fingernails had been returned to clear coat.  Only... Kate had added a tiny bit of glitter to the clear coat, causing his nails to sparkle in the right light.  There was more too.  The “pixie cut” hadn’t combed out as he’d hoped, leaving him with a haircut that was vaguely suggestive of something not-masculine.  The holes remained in his ears too, even after the earrings were removed.  Finally, his eyebrows were disturbingly different.  Perhaps his wife would never notice, but he could see it.  They were thinner and had a slight arch they’d never had before.

Shaping.

The word haunted him.

All told, Simon worried that he now gave off this oddly feminine vibe.  He hoped his wife wouldn’t notice, but what if she did?

“And Caroline,” he thought unhappily.

Thinking of Caroline raised another problem:  what had happened to the pink panties?  He’d forgotten about those all day but that thought came back with a vengeance now.  Had he somehow mislaid them?  How?  Had his wife, or Caroline, found them?  If so, why had no one mentioned it?  Surely, his wife would think he was having an affair if she had found them and connected them to him.  Indeed, she would have come screaming into the bedroom waving them around like some bloody flag.  Ergo, she probably hadn’t found them.

“Unless she thought they belonged to Caroline.”

He didn’t really believe that though.

That left Caroline.  What would Caroline think?  He didn’t know and that turned his stomach.  But if she had found them, why not mention them?  She must know they didn’t belong to Lilith.  Either way, it was time to go inside.  Simon glanced in the rearview mirror once more.  He ran his finger over his brow.  He could see the arch.  Could anyone else?

“It will be fine,” he told himself.

—o—

Simon slipped into the house.

He’d hoped no one had noticed him come home, but Caroline met him at the door wearing the black and white maid uniform as usual.  Unlike usual, she was smiling strangely.  Indeed, there was a knowing glint in her eye which made Simon incredibly nervous.  She said nothing, however.  Not a word.  Even as he held out his briefcase for her to take, she took it without comment... only the smile.  Simon debated saying something, but was too unsure.  He handed her his coat next.  Still, she said nothing.  Her silence shook him.

“Where is my wife?” he asked finally.  His mouth was dry.

“In the dining room,” said Caroline.  Her smile remained.

Simon licked his lips nervously.  “‘In the dining room, Sir’,” he said, correcting her, though cautiously.

Caroline’s smile grew sharper.  Her face glowed darkly.  “She’s in the dining room, Sir,” she said with a strange emphasis on the word “Sir” as if she was toying with him.

Something was wrong here, thought Simon.

Caroline then leaned forward and whispered in his ear in the same cat-and-mouse tone:  “I’d like to see you in the study after dinner, Sir.”  It wasn’t a request.  It was an order.

Something told Simon he better obey.

—o—

Simon slipped into the study after dinner.  His wife had gone to the living room and now was talking on the phone with some friends.  He was extremely nervous about this.  He had no idea what Caroline knew or what she wanted.  She likely had found the panties, he realized, but he didn’t know what she had made of those.  Had she connected them to him somehow?  If so, did she think he was having an affair?  Would she threaten to tell Lilith what she had found?  Or was it possible she hadn’t even found the panties at all.  Maybe this was just another threat to tell Lilith about their affair.  Until he knew, he told himself to play it safe.

Simon quietly closed the door behind him and turned to face the room.  Caroline sat in his favorite recliner with her legs crossed across the arm of the recliner.  Her high-heel encased feet wiggled in mid-air.  She wore the maid uniform, but didn’t look much like a maid at the moment.  Indeed, the way she sat was a highly disrespectful pose for a maid, but rather playful for a lover.  Either way, her posture suggested she thought she was in total control.

“You needed to see me?” he said, trying to sound like he was doing her a favor rather than having been summoned.

“Come in, Simon,” she said.  Her lips curled into a smirk.

Simon hesitated.  He stayed at the door.

Caroline pulled the pink panties from her pocket!  Simon’s stomach dropped.  She had the panties!  She really had them!  He had known it was possible – actually likely – but seeing her holding them sent a shockwave throughout his body.  He tensed up instantly.  Meanwhile, Caroline shifted the tiny panties from hand to hand, toying with them.

“It’s amazing what you find sometimes,” she said idly.  She never looked up at Simon as she spoke.  It was almost as if she was talking to herself, though they both knew she wasn’t.

Simon licked his lips nervously.  His heart was racing.

“Makes you wonder,” she added.

She kept shifting the panties from hand to hand, slowly.  She then held them out, letting them hang from her hands as if they were still hanging from the hanger Simon had left them on.

“I wonder whose these could be,” she continued contemplatively.

Simon took a step closer, despite himself.  Part of him wanted to snatch the panties away, but he also knew that would not help.  She knew about them and that was enough if she chose to mention them to Lilith.

“They certainly don’t fit Lilith,” she mused.

Simon took another step at the mention of his wife.

“I can’t think of why she would hang them in the guest room either,” Caroline continued.  “After all, if they were hers, she would just toss them in the hamper and I would clean them for her.  She would have nothing to hide.”  She paused.  “But if they aren’t hers, then to whom do they belong?”

She pretended to examine them again, turning them from front to back and back once more.

“Whom indeed?”

Simon was struggling not to speak.  He was screaming inside his head to do something!  Yell at her!  Fire her!  Do something!  But he knew he couldn’t.  He held his tongue.

“I suppose that is the real question isn’t it?  Whose are they?  Do they belong to some other woman, a woman who has nothing to do with this household perhaps?  Or should I say... a woman who should have nothing to do with this household?  Lilith might find that very interesting.”

There was the threat.  Simon winced.  His aggressive energy collapsed.

“Or am I reading this wrong entirely,” said Caroline suddenly.

Simon raised an eyebrow.  What did she mean?

Caroline set the panties in her lap.  She still hadn’t looked up at Simon, who was incredibly shaken.  The slow manner in which she was getting to the point was driving him crazy!  His heart was racing.  He felt so helpless!

“I don’t know,” she said, though it sounded like she did.  “Who would wear panties in this house other than Lilith?”

She started folding the panties in her lap into a neat little triangle.

“I wonder.”

She looked up at Simon now for the first time.

“I like your perfume, by the way.  And that’s a wonderful manicure you have.  You’ll have to tell me where you got it done?”

Caroline rose to her feet.  She stuffed the panties in her pocket.  She started toward the door, walking past Simon as she did, letting her fingers brush his arm as she went.  She stopped at the door.  She nodded toward a pile of dishes.  They were sitting on the coffee table.  That had been her dinner.  “Take those to the kitchen for me, will you?” she said.

She walked out.

Simon stood there stunned.

—o—

Meanwhile, back at the school, the ladies had called a meeting to discuss Simon.  They were in the theater again.  As before, Rose and Helen sat on stage.  The rest sat in the first few rows.  Polly sat a row further behind.  Miriam was watching the girls in the dormitory.

“So he’s not passable, but he did look surprisingly feminine in many ways,” said Rose.  “There is a lot to work with, and I think we’re going to be able to pull this off, especially once the hormones do their thing.”

“Is he really going to grow breasts?” asked Kate.

“My sister-in-law’s brother did,” said Sarah Beth.  “They’re quite huge actually.  He got breast implants to finish them, but they really did grow a lot before he did that.  They look like real breasts.”

“That’s going to be amazing,” laughed Amanda.

“Just wait until the side-effects start to kick in too,” chuckled Sarah Beth.

“Side-effects?  Like what?”

“Let’s just say he’s going to spend a lot of time thinking about his nipples.  It’s going to be like he was going through puberty again, only this time as a horny girl.  In fact, the hormones should be making him insanely horny by now.”

“Oh, they are,” chuckled Kate.

“That must be confusing to him; to get hard from all of this,” laughed Helen.

“And let me tell you, he gets hard,” added Kate, who had used his penis that very afternoon to lead him to his walking lessons.  She held out her fingers to show the length of his above-average erection.

The women giggled.

“It’s too bad we can’t shrink his penis.  He’s so proud of that!” said Kate.  “Not that it isn’t something to be proud of.  It’s bigger than my boyfriend’s.  That’s for sure.  But if we could take it away, make it really tiny, that would be amazing!  That would teach him to dismiss women!”

There were several nods from the crowd.

Rose smirked.

“What?” asked Kate at seeing her smirk.

“Do you want to tell them?” Rose asked Sarah Beth.

Sarah Beth glowed.  “We’ve included something in the mix that will do exactly that.”

The entire room gasped.  Then there was a cacophony of feminine voices, giggles and laughs.  It took almost a minute for everyone to calm enough for the discussion to continue.

“How small will it get?” asked Kate.

“We don’t know,” said Sarah Beth, “but my sister’s brother-in-law lost half his length from that alone.”

The room gasped.

Kate jumped up with a wild smile upon her lips.  She held her hands up about as far apart as the length of Simon’s penis.  An evil look crossed her face.  Then she slowly brought her hands together until they were half as far apart as before.  Then she winked at the other ladies and she brought her hands together completely.

The women cheered.

“That’s for the future though,” said Rose.  “Tomorrow, we’re starting the next phase of his training: obedience.  This will be even more important.  After all, we don’t just want him to look the part of a helpless young woman, we want him to be the part too.”

“We’ve come up with a plan to make him naturally submissive,” said Kylie, the group’s psychologist.

The women snickered.

“When this is over,” concluded Rose, “Simon is going to be exactly what he always thought women should be.”


Chapter Five: “Yes, Miss”

—o—

“You’re just in time,” said Rose as Simon entered the office the following morning.  She sat at his desk with several papers spread out before her.  She wore a black suit jacket over a pale pink blouse.  Beneath she wore a matching black skirt and open-toed black pumps.

Simon looked confused.  “For what?”

“Madison is in trouble again,” said Rose.

“Fine, I’ll handle it,” said Simon commandingly, feeling his confidence rise as his role of Headmaster returned.

“Hardly,” scoffed Rose.  “I’ll handle it.”

“But I’m the Headmaster.”

“Were, Simon.  Were.  How many times do I need to tell you?  You have no power here and no authority anymore.”

Simon furrowed his brow.  “Then what am I supposed to do?”

“You, dear Simone, are going to stand there looking pretty.  And if Madison tries to talk to you, you’re going to tell her that I’m in charge of discipline now.  Then you will stay silent and let me handle the rest.”  She glanced at her watch.  “Do you have my panties?”

Simon blushed.  “Yes.”

“Yes, Miss Rose.”

“Yes, Miss Rose,” said Simon.  But there was a trace of sarcasm in his tone, which brought a disapprovingly raised eyebrow from Rose.

“We’re going to talk about that after this meeting, Simon,” she said.  “It’s time you learned your place around here.”

Simon threw a defiant look upon his face, but at the same time, felt a pit in his stomach.  He knew he was playing a dangerous game every time he disrespected these women, but he needed to show them he had not given in.

“Let me see my panties,” said Rose.

Simon pulled the white thong panties from his coat pocket and handed them across the desk to Rose.  She examined them closely.  They appeared clean and smelled clean.  He had washed them as ordered.

“You did these by hand?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Yes, Miss Rose.”

“Yes, Miss Rose.”

Rose handed the panties back to him.  “I want you to hold those in your hand while Madison is here.  That should remind you of your place if you get the urge to act like you’re still Headmaster.”

Simon cringed.  She wanted him to hold her thong panties in his hand as she disciplined Madison?!  What if Madison recognized what he was holding?  He would be ruined!  He started to object, but in that very moment, he heard Madison being ushered into the office by Helen, so he balled the panties up tightly and he put his hand behind his back.

Madison entered the office, followed by Helen.  She wore her normal uniform, though there was frosting upon its jacket.  Helen wore a blue shirtdress and tall blue wedge-heeled sandals.  Madison glanced at Simon.  At first her expression was cynical and defiant, as always, but then a strange look came across her face... a curious look.  Had she noticed something different about him?  The eyebrows?  The hair?  Simon swallowed hard.

“I understand food was thrown,” said Rose.

“I didn’t do it,” said Madison, rolling her eyes at Simon.

Her eye roll made Simon’s blood boil.  He couldn’t stand being disrespected!  He started to respond.  But a dirty look from Rose and the feel of her panties in his hands neutered that.  He felt himself shrink, even as his penis suddenly grew very hard.  It even tented out his suit pants, causing him to bring his hands forward to cover it.  Only, as he did, he suddenly didn’t know if his hand covered the panties entirely or if parts of them had slipped out between his fingers.  It was too late to change it though.  He prayed the panties were not visible.

“I— I’ve put Miss Rose in charge of discipline.  Talk— talk to her now,” he said, chastised by Rose’s look.  He was actually surprise he said “Miss”.

Simon felt incredibly small.  Those had been such difficult words to say, especially calling Rose “Miss Rose” –  though the girls did refer to the teachers as “Miss,” so it wasn’t unusual for one teacher to refer to another that way.  Either way, it felt like he was admitting everything to this impudent young woman.  She knew something was odd here too.  Indeed, she raised a curious eyebrow.  Her eyes dashed back and forth between him and Rose as if she was trying to understand what was going on.  She even seemed to cast a glance at his hand with the panties... or was it his erection?  Then a smirk appeared upon her lips and she turned her attention to Rose.  Simon felt utterly emasculated.

“Tell me what happened, Madison,” said Rose.

“I was eating breakfast when someone threw one of the pastries at me.”  She pointed to the frosting on her jacket.

“Do you know who it was?”

Madison glanced at Simon with a doubtful eyebrow and pursed lips.  “I’d rather not say.”

“What happened next?”

“I pulled the pastry from my jacket and threw it back at her.”

“That’s when you hit Cindi in the hair,” said Rose.

“The face.  When she tried to slap it away, she brushed it into her own hair.”

Rose shook her head.  “You need to stop behaving this way, Madison.  I know Cindi is at fault, and I will talk to her, but you need to start behaving like a lady.”  She sighed.  “Go back to class.  And consider yourself confined to your room when you’re not in class.”

Simon glared at Rose.  “Wait a minute!  Aren’t you going—”  He froze mid-sentence, however, when Rose shot him a withering look.  He turned bright red as he bit his tongue and struggled not to say more.

Rose stared at him coldly for several seconds.  Then a wicked smirk appeared upon her lips.  “I think you owe Madison an apology, don’t you, Simon?” she said sternly.

Simon’s jaw dropped.  “For what?”

“For interrupting.”

Simon’s blood ran cold.  She wanted him to apologize to a student?  Worse: Madison?!  The idea was preposterous.  It was, frankly, humiliating.  It sent a cold shiver down his spine!  There was no way he could do that.  Apologize to her?!  No way!  Only, the stark look in Rose’s eye told him that things were going to get much worse if he didn’t.  And the longer it took him to swallow his pride, the worse she was going to make this.

Simon bit his lip.  “I’m sorry for interrupting,” he said.  His erection throbbed inside his pants and panties as he said this.

Madison chuckled.  “Ok.”

Simon felt himself shrink.

“You may leave, Madison,” said Rose.

Madison curtsied.  Then she left.

“That was utterly humiliating,” growled Simon.

“Just be glad I didn’t make you curtsey... or call her Miss,” said Rose with a sort of chuckle.  She felt an intense sense of power race through her at being able to talk to her former boss this way.  Things had truly changed and they both knew it.  “Now strip.  It’s time to get dressed.”

“Strip?”

“Strip, Simon.”

Simon pursed his lips but started to remove his suit coat.

“You need to learn that you are no longer in charge, Simon,” said Rose as Simon pulled off his shirt.  “You no longer have any authority here.  You do not make decisions.  Your role is to be obedient, pure and simple.  Clearly, you are not getting that, so we are going to teach it to you.”

Simon dropped his pants to the floor, revealing red and white-striped panties beneath and the tan stockings they had made him wear home the prior night; he thought it advisable to wear the panties.  He stepped out of the pants and pulled off his socks, revealing his painted toenails.

“How?” he asked cautiously.

Kate, Sarah Beth and Gabby arrived in the office at this point, joining Rose and Helen.  Kate and Sarah Beth wore dark slacks, whereas Gabby wore a red dress.  Each wore heels.

Rose handed him the higher heels he had worn in the corner.  These were the black stiletto sandals with the nearly five-inch heels.  “Put these on and get on your knees.”

Simon glanced at the heels, which sparked the memory of his failure in the corner.  He took them reluctantly and sat in the visitor chair.  Once there, he slipped his feet into the sandals and closed the straps.

“Since you don’t seem to be able to remember that you’re to address us as ‘Miss,’ we’re going to start by correcting that.  From now on, every time you fail to address one of us properly, you will be made to drop to your knees, where you will apologize and you will ask to be corrected.  When permission is granted, you will lean forward and lick that woman’s toes until she tells you to stop.”

Simon’s jaw dropped.  “You want me to lick the toes of— of these women?!”

Rose nodded.  “It will remind you of your place.”

Simon cringed.  The idea was shockingly debasing.  He was to lower himself to his knees and lick the toes of these— these mere teachers until they gave him permission to stop?!  He was the Headmaster.  He couldn’t do that!

“I— I can’t— I— I won’t!”

“I think you’ll find you will.”

“But—”

“And frankly, Simon, this is easy to avoid if you’re truly so bothered by it:  if you don’t want to be punished, then don’t give us a reason to punish you.  It’s that simple.  This is on you,” said Rose with a cynical chuckle.  She then slid out her foot.  “Now get on your knees.”

“Now?” said Simon incredulously.

“You failed to address me as ‘Miss’ twice when Madison was here, did you not?”

“But I called you ‘Miss Rose’ in front of her!”  His penis swelled once more.

“You don’t get credit for doing what’s required of you,” she laughed lightly.  “Now get on your knees, Simon.”

Simon bit his lip.  If he’d never given a foot rub before the prior night, he’d certainly never licked a woman’s toes, especially a woman he despised.  The idea seemed utterly demeaning.  Still, he knew he had no choice, and that if he resisted, he would be doing worse than this.  He reluctantly slid from the chair to his knees.

Simon leaned forward.

Rose’s toes came into view.  They were sticking out the front of her open-toed pump.  Her nails were painted a dark pink.  He could see tiny defects in her pedicure, just as he could see the stitching on her shoe.  He could smell the smell of shoe leather and the musk from her toes mingling beneath his nostril.  He closed his eyes, stuck out his tongue and brushed his tongue over her toes.

He heard a giggle behind him.

It melted his strength.

Several of the women said teasing things, but he heard none of them.  His mind was lost in thoughts of how far he had fallen these past few days.  From being absolute ruler of this school to finding himself naked apart from women’s high-heeled shoes, on his knees, kissing the toes of one of the teachers like she was his master... it was shattering.  He vowed to himself right then and there to find a way out of this and then he would have his revenge.

“All right, stop,” said Rose.  Her chest was heaving with this sense of power.  Her pussy was wet.  Her nipples pressed out her blouse.

Simon opened his eyes, pulled back his tongue, and rose to his feet, which was harder than normal in the higher heels.  His naked penis was strongly erect... embarrassingly erect.

“He likes it,” laughed Kate.

“Careful!  He might disobey just to get to lick our feet,” said Gabby.

Rose ran her fingers along the underside of Simon’s shaft, making him visibly cringe and shudder.  “Simone would never do that.  She’s a good girl, aren’t you, Simone?”

Simon reluctantly nodded.

“From now on, you will call each of us ‘Miss’ at all times, understood?  It doesn’t matter if you are alone, one on one, in a crowd, or even surrounded by students.  If you fail, you will be punished.  Any time, anywhere, even in the main hallway.  Do you understand, Simone?”

Simon reluctantly nodded once more.

“Good girl,” said Rose.  She glanced down at his penis and stroked the underside of his shaft once more, making him gasp and shudder.  “Now, for trying to control the situation with Madison, you will stand in the corner.”  Rose pointed to the corner of the office near the door.  “You managed forty-five minutes last time.  We’ll start you there again this time.”

With that, she smacked his butt and sent him to the corner before he could even respond.  Forty-five minutes was a lot, but he stood there for it as the women talked about the school.  Specifically, they planned upcoming courses, classroom assignments, dorm assignments and meals... all things he had done himself before being deposed.  He burned jealously at them changing his school.

—o—

By the time Simon got home that night, his feet were so sore he could barely walk.  Forty-five minutes in those heels was just too much, especially without being able to move around or stretch his feet or sit down.  Not only were his toes crushed after his time in the corner, but his calves felt strained and his arches felt stretched.  Then they made him practice walking in the same heels for nearly two hours.  His feet hurt.  What’s more, Rose’s words came back to him as he hobbled through his front door:

“Wearing high heels too long, especially heels as high as those, can affect your Achilles tendon.  They will contract it.  Wear them too long and you’ll start walking like you’re wearing heels even when you’re not.”

That couldn’t be true though, could it?

Simon shook this thought off and entered his house, where he had other problems.  Indeed, the moment he walked through the door, he ran right into Caroline.  She was smiling impishly.

“Hello Caroline,” he said cautiously.

“Hello, Simon,” she replied.  No “Sir.”

Simon did not correct her.  He licked his lips nervously and held out his briefcase for her to take.  She glanced at it and smirked.  She did not take it.  Instead, she held out a hand to her side, palm up, essentially signaling to the small table where she always put his briefcase.

“Be my guest,” she said with a slightly taunting tone.

Simon wanted to tell her off, but thought better of it.  He stepped past her and set the briefcase upon the table.  As he did, he felt Caroline’s hand touch her rear and pinch her cheek, much to his terror and humiliation: he had always done that to her!  He spun around and glared at her, thrusting his finger toward her in an accusatory manner.

“Don’t do that!” he snapped.

Caroline merely chuckled in response.

Simon felt deeply embarrassed.  His own maid was suddenly mocking him.  “I could fire you!” he growled.

Caroline snickered confidently.  “Somehow, I doubt that.”  As she said this, she pulled the pink panties from her pocket and moved them from hand to hand as one might a ball.  She then leaned over as if to kiss him, but instead moved her lips to his ear.  “What do you think Lilith would say... if you fired me?”


Chapter Six: “Learning To Curtsey”

—o—

The women started a new “game” with Simon the next day.  They called this the “Miss Game.”  In this game, a group of seven of them took Simon up to the dance classroom to make him practice walking and sitting and crouching and the like.  They would also give him other tasks, like carrying books in a feminine manner or bringing some item from one of the ladies to another.  He would be required to acknowledge each order with a “Yes, Miss so-and-so.”  Then he would need to curtsey.  If he failed he needed to drop to his knees and start licking their feet.

They began by teaching him to curtsey.

“Curtseying may seem simple.  Indeed, everyone thinks they can do it.  But doing it right is a good deal more difficult than it looks.  And at Satin Valley, we make sure our girls do it right,” said Helen.  She was in her element now when it came to teaching courtesies.

The other women gathered around.

“Now, pay attention, Simone,” said Helen.

She moved before Simon.  She brushed her hands out before her as if saying, “Observe.”  Then she slipped her hands to the hem of her dark gray skirt.  She pinched the material just above the hem on either side, holding it between her fingers.  She pulled it outward slightly, making her skirt spread a bit like a bell.  As she did, she slid one foot back behind the other, crossing her legs around mid-calf.  She then slowly slid that foot backwards as she lowered herself with the knee of her front leg, pulling her skirt out further as she went down.  When she reached the bottom of her descent, she bowed her head forward, turning it slightly.

It was elegant.

It was feminine.

Simon shuddered upon seeing it.  He couldn’t believe they wanted him to do that.  It was so... so... servile.  Even bowing had always bothered him.  This was far worse!  This was— this was utterly humiliating.  But he had no choice.  And compared to the other indignities he’d experienced up to now, this would be nothing, he told himself.

“Your turn,” said Helen.

Simon licked his lips and nodded.  “Do a quick bow and we’re done,” he told himself.  Only, it wasn’t going to turn out to be that simple.  For one thing, a curtsey is ultimately a physically demanding display of feminine grace.  He had never practiced that before and he wasn’t familiar with the balancing required.  For another, this was a display of submissiveness, and he was not ready to undergo that.  Indeed, submitting to these women was very, very hard on his ego.

Still, he tried.

Simon grabbed his pleated skirt as Helen had done, pinching it near the bottom.  He pulled it out, drawing a quick rebuke that he had pulled it too far.  He eased up a little.  Then he stuck one foot behind the other.  It felt strange.  This was not a masculine motion by any means.

“Keep your legs together,” said Helen.

Simon nodded.

“Yes, Miss Helen,” she corrected him.

“Yes, Miss Helen,” said Simon with a blush.

“Continue.”

Simon brought his legs together.  Then he slid his foot back and lowered himself at his knee.  He struggled to maintain his balance on the thin heel, standing on one foot.  He managed, though he wobbled considerable and nearly fell at one point.  Helen noticed this.

“Someone needs more practice walking in heels,” she said.

Simon continued down.  When he reached bottom, he leaned his head forward in a bow.  As he did, a skin-crawling sensation hit him that he was being so utterly submissive to these women!  They were staff!  Mere teachers!  Women!  He was a man of action, a man who dominated.  He was the Headmaster here... Headmaster.  The idea that he should be wearing a sissy skirt and sissy heels and curtseying to these women made his ego burn.

But what could he do?  That was the problem.  They had him by the balls until he could win over Polly and/or Miriam, until he could get one or both to deny having had an affair with them, and until he knew what these women could prove or not of his financial dalliance.  Until then, he truly could not risk disobeying any order or angering them.  Thus, he closed his eyes and swallowed his pride.

He rose again, wobbling the whole way.

“Do it again,” said Helen.  She smirked.  “In fact, do it each of these women.  As you do, I want you to say, ‘Thank you for your instruction, Miss, and then give their names.”

Simon furrowed his brow.  “You’re joking!”

Helen shook her head slowly.  “First of all, that is an order.  You have questioned it, which you are not allowed.  You will stand in the corner for that.”  She glanced at the other women as if looking for confirmation:  “I believe you made forty-five minutes last time.”

Several nodded in agreement.

Helen turned back to Simon.  “Thus, you will do fifty now.  Secondly, even if you had not been wrong in saying what you said, you should have said, ‘You’re joking, Miss Helen.’  Now say it again properly.”

Simon stared at her.  He knew she was mocking him.  What made it so bad though was that he really had no choice but to obey her despite the fact this was intended to insult him.  He considered telling her off to see what would happen then.  Perhaps, he told himself, they weren’t prepared for simple rebellion.

The answer came a mere two seconds later.  “Fifty-five minutes.”

Simon winced.  How terrible it had been standing in the corner came back to him in all its evil glory.  He recalled the embarrassment of feeling like a child, the pain in his feet and legs, the humiliation of surrender.  He’d only made it forty-five minutes through sheer determination not to surrender, a determination that finally shattered in such an emasculating way.  She now wanted him to add ten minutes?  No... she wanted him to add five minutes, he had added the extra five by resisting.  He could add no more, and he knew she would.  There was a lesson here.

He nodded his head.  “Yes, Miss Helen,” he said submissively, and it felt dirty and shameful.

The other women seemed to grow larger at his submission.  They were growing.  He was shrinking.  This was not good, he told himself.

Simon took a deep breath.  “You’re joking, Miss Helen,” he said.  He tried to say it in a way which would not add offense, but that was hard.  He felt embarrassed just saying it suddenly.  He blushed at his sudden insecurity.

“Better,” said Helen.  “Still, you will kiss my feet once you are out of the corner to correct your initial failure, but hopefully you’ve learned.”  She pointed to the corner.  “Now go.”

And so he went.


Chapter Seven: “You’re Embarrassing Me”

—o—

Simon sat at the dining room table.  It was dinner time and he was waiting for his wife.  She had been delayed by a last second phone call regard something or other... he didn’t really care.  Simon wore a white dress shirt and slacks.  He had removed his jacket.  His stockings were covered by black socks.  He wore the panties too as he had not had time to change yet.  Fortunately, Lilith never checked.  Still, Simon was nervous; the women were taking too many risks.

He glanced at his nails.  Amanda seemed to add more and more glitter to the clear coat every time she redid his manicure.  His nails glowed like Christmas lights now in the right lighting.  Somehow, Lilith hadn’t noticed, but it seemed everyone else had.  He had gone into a store today on the way home and two different women glanced at his nails and smirked.  They both smirked!  That had been deeply embarrassing.  It had made him hard too.

He didn’t understand that.  Why was he always so hard suddenly?  He hadn’t been this hard this often before.  Why now?  Was it possible this all turned him on?  Was it possible there was something deep inside him that wanted to dress like a sissy or maybe just wanted to be dominated?  He didn’t think so.  There just had to be something naturally erotic about being controlled by women?  Perhaps by being touched?  He didn’t know.  It was worrying.

He touched his earlobe.

One of the women in the store had noticed the hole in his earlobe too.  In fact, when her eyes seemed to latch onto his earlobe, his stomach dropped:  had he forgotten to remove the stupid pearl earrings, his mind had screamed?!  Fortunately, he had not.  The earring was gone, but the hole remained, and the woman just seemed to be cataloging whatever feminine traces she could find on him.

He’d actually almost walked off with the earrings still in his ears a few days prior, which is why he’d feared he’d made that mistake today.  He couldn’t believe it at the time.  How could either he or the women fail to notice that he had pink pearl earrings in his ears when he slipped back into his suit and tie and started out of the office?  Fortunately, Polly had snickered and then he realized.  He couldn’t imagine how he would have explained those to the girls as he walked down the hallway, or to his wife when he got home!

“They must have known,” he told himself.  “Just trying to embarrass me.”

But then, he was the last one to check himself in the mirror before he left.  He had missed them too... somehow.  He didn’t want to think that maybe they were becoming normal to him or the women.

Either way, Lilith had not noticed the holes in his ears, just as she had not noticed his nails or the “pixie cut” Gabby had inflicted upon him.  It was a good thing Lilith wasn’t very observant.

He slipped his hand down to his erection and gave it a squeeze.

“Why am I always so hard?”

As he did this, he noticed that his nipples popped up.  This had begun lately too.  It was the strangest feeling, an uncomfortable feeling.  They felt wrong being erect, and when they rubbed his shirt, they felt prickly.  He reached up and pushed them back down.  They went back down this time, but they didn’t always.

He pulled his hand away, noticing the glittery “clear coat” on his nails.  They were getting long too.  He always kept his nails trim, but with the women no longer letting him trim them – and instead taking to filing them to keep them under control – they had started to become longer.  They now extended to the very tips of his fingers and looked rather feminine.

“How has Lilith not noticed these either?” he wondered unhappily.

Lilith walked into the room at that point.  She apologized for the delay and sat down across the table from him.

“We’re planning a fundraiser in the lobby of the opera house,” said Lilith.  “I’d like you to come.”

Simon shrugged his shoulders noncommittally.  “I’d rather not—”

“Simon.”

“You know how I feel about your friends,” he said.

Lilith sighed.  “All the other husbands are going.”

“Good for them.”

“You know, it embarrasses me when you don’t go.  They always ask why I’m alone.  It’s frustrating.”

Simon shrugged his shoulders again.  “I just don’t like going.”

—o—

Simon found himself sitting at his desk the next day signing a number of papers.  These were purchases for the school, sending out checks, and approving requests made by students.  Rose had prepared each of these and he signed them without being allowed to read them.  As an added touch, just to remind Simon that he no longer had any power at the school, Rose had made him wear only his heels and his stockings as he did the signing.

When he finished, she made him stand against the desk, facing it, with his penis laid out on the desktop.  It was hard.  She sat on the desk next to him with her legs crossed.  Her fingers idly stroked the top of his stiff shaft.  He was trying very hard to focus on anything other than her fingers to keep from coming.  That would be embarrassing.

“So tell me, Simon,” said Rose.  “How does it feel to be under our thumbs?”

Simon blushed.  “No comment.”

Rose snickered.  She ran her fingers back and forth along his shaft.  “I’ll bet it’s a difficult adjustment for you.”

Simon said nothing.  His breathing was steadily getting harder though.  His penis was throbbing.  Her fingers felt so good and the way she rubbed him walked that fine line between tickling, teasing, and stroking.  It was getting harder by the second not to come at this point.

“I have to admit,” she continued, “I have no such problems.  I love having you in our power.”

Simon’s breathing got even harder.  He felt a rhythm building inside his penis.

“If only you could see what we have planned for you.”  She giggled.  “It’s going to be amazing.”

“Well, it won’t happen.”

“Oh, it will.”

Simon shook his head even as his penis started to pulse.  “Enjoy your victory now because it won’t last.”

Rose giggled.  She lengthened her strokes, increasing his throbbing.  “We’ll see, Simon.”

Simon’s chest began to heave.  He realized he was going to come whether he wanted to or not.  His steadied himself in the tall, unstable heels.  Rose noticed his preparation.

“Are you thinking of coming on my desk?” laughed Rose.  “Such a bad boy.”

Simon didn’t answer.  It was getting harder for him to speak.

“I don’t think I can allow that, Simon.”

Rose pushed Simon back away from the desk.  Then she stood up between him and the desk.  She latched her hand onto his throbbing penis and started stroking him fast and hard.

Simon blushed.  He hadn’t wanted to come, at least not at first, but her stroking had overwhelmed his judgment.  He wanted it now.  He let his mind go racing, imagining everything that had excited him of late.

His penis was pounding in Rose’s hand.

Meanwhile, Rose slipped her free hand into her pocket and pulled out a pair of panties.  These were black bikini panties with pink polka dots.  She wrapped the panties around the head of his penis.  Within seconds, her stroking paid off.

Simon tensed up.

His breathing stopped.  He felt a thrusting motion and come shot out of him into the panties, making them wet and sticky.  He sucked in air and slowly deflated in front of her.

Rose laughed.  “Such a mess, Simone.”

Simon didn’t care.  He had come, that was what mattered.  She could say what she wanted.  His tension had been released.  He felt good.

But Rose wasn’t finished.

Rose pulled the sticky wet panties from his penis.  She held them up before him.  Then she balled them into a ball and held them out before his mouth.  “Open up,” she said.

Simon stared at her in horror.  Was she serious?

She was.  She grabbed his erection, wrapping her fingers around his still-hard shaft, and threatening to dig her nails into it.  “Open up, Sissy,” she repeated.

Simon glanced at the door.  There was nowhere to flee, not dressed like this.  Besides, what escape was there anyways?  He could not outrun a simple phone call to tell his wife what he had been doing.  He was stuck and he knew it.  Simon licked his lips.  Then he reluctantly opened his mouth.

Rose stuck the dirty panties into his mouth.  They were wet, sticky, salty and gooey.  He cringed.  This was his own seed and it was disgustingly emasculating.  There was more too.

“Those are from Kate, by the way.  Those are her dirty panties for you to wear today.”

Simon withered.

“Suck it all in, Sissy.”

Times had changed indeed.


Chapter Eight: “Caroline Makes Her Demand”

—o—

Simon was home again.  Dinner was over.  He was headed for the bedroom to change.  Lilith was in the living room as she always was at this time.  He’d gotten another homework assignment from the women to give her another foot rub.  The idea made him cringe, but it made him hard too.  He still didn’t understand why he was so hard these days.  She’d almost noticed his erection the last time he gave her a foot rub.  He would need to be more careful this time.  Maybe wear heavier pants.

Simon stepped into the bedroom and started to close the door.  Only, a hand stopped him.

“Hello, Simon,” said Caroline.

Simon hesitated and then let go of the door.  “What do you want?”

“Is that any way to talk to me?” she laughed.  She slipped into the bedroom and closed the door behind her.

“My wife—”

“Is in the living room.”

Simon furrowed his brow.  “I told you I’m not interested.”

Caroline chuckled.  “Oh don’t worry, Simon, I’m not either.  I just wanted to talk to you about getting me an assistant.”

Simon furrowed his brow even deeper.  “An assistant?” he said sourly.

“Don’t worry, the one I have in mind will work cheap.”

Simon folded his arms defiantly and glared at her.  He was not getting her an assistant.  There was hardly enough work for one maid at this point.  Besides, he wasn’t adding any more complications to his life at the moment.  If anything, he was still trying to figure out a way to fire Caroline and bring in someone better... someone who hadn’t found the panties.

Caroline smiled coyly and seemingly changed the subject.  “Why are you wearing panties?” she asked.

“I’m not.”

“Oh, but these were yours,” she said, patting her pocket and, presumably, the panties.

“You’re wrong.”

“No, I’m not.  In fact, I’ll bet you’re wearing panties now too, aren’t you?”

Simon blushed.  He was indeed, as well as stockings.  Not to mention his nails were painted and his body shaved.  “Hardly.”

“Oh, yes you are.  I can see it in your eyes.  Plus you have panty lines.”

Simon froze for an instant.  Was that possible?  Did he have panty lines?  He’d never considered that.  Was it possible that all this time he was walking around, everyone around him could tell what he was wearing beneath his suit?  A withering chill came over him.

“I’m— I’m not,” he said shaking his head.

Caroline laughed.  “Yes you are, sissy Simon.”

As she said this, she reached her hand out toward his crotch.  Simon instinctively brushed it away.  Rather than discouraging her, however, this brought both of her hands searching for his belt.  Simon tried to brush them both away, but she got his belt loosened enough to be effectively open before he could stop her, and then her hands, on one of several return trips, opened his pants and yanked them down.

He was exposed!

Indeed, to Simon’s great horror, his pants suddenly fell to his ankles, aided by gravity and the slick stockings.  As they fell, his panties came into view – actually Gabby’s dirty panties... they were canary yellow – and they were tented up.  An instant later, his stockings came into view, as did the unmistakable fact that his legs were shaved beneath.

Simon’s heart stopped!

“Oh Simon, this keeps getting better and better!” laughed Caroline.

Simon yanked his pants back into place.  He was bright red and utterly embarrassed.

Caroline glanced at her watch as Simon desperately closed and buckled his pants.  “Well, I’m done for the night, so I’ll leave you to do whatever it is you’re planning to do, sweetie.  Tomorrow is Saturday though and Lilith will be gone at an Opera function all day.  I expect my assistant to be pantied and ready to go at nine in the morning in the study.”

“I’m not getting you an assistant!” snapped Simon.

Caroline smirked.  “You seem to misunderstand.  Report to me at nine.”

—o—

It was Saturday.

It was 9:00 am.

Simon walked hesitantly into the study.  He was hoping Caroline had been joking, but he knew she hadn’t been.  Sure enough, she was there.  She wasn’t in uniform either.  She wore white shorts, a pink and white-striped blouse and tall brown wedge-heeled sandals.  She sat on the couch with her arms spread out across the back of the couch in either direction.  Her legs were crossed and her leg swung excitedly.  The expression on her face ranged somewhere between excited and satisfied, with a good deal of horniness thrown in as well.

“Well, hello,” she said confidently.

Simon blushed.

“Look,” he started.  “I don’t know what you want, but this isn’t happening.”

Caroline casually slipped her hand inside her shorts pocket and pulled out the pink panties.  She toyed with them with her fingers.  “Are you wearing panties today, sissy?”

Simon blushed even more.  “As a matter of fact, I’m not.”

“Sad.”

“Like I said, this isn’t happening,” he repeated.

“No stockings either?”  Caroline’s tone had traces of a faked-pout.  She was toying with him.

“No.”

A smile appeared upon her lips.  “Your fingernails sparkle.  I’ll bet your toes do too.”

They were red actually.

She spread the panties out, letting them hang from her finger tips.  Then she took them in one hand, on one finger, and started to twirl them slowly.  “You’re not making a good impression on your new boss, Simon.”

“You’re not my boss.”

“Yes, I am,” she said simply.

Caroline now rose from the couch.  She walked over to Simon; her walk was feminine and seductive in her tall wedge heels.  Her hips swayed.  Her rear bounced.  Her breasts jiggled.  Simon grew hard watching her; she was an exciting woman.  She ran her finger with the panties down his chest before taking his hand and slipping the panties into them.

“I want you to go back to your bedroom and change,” she said firmly but breathlessly.  “Change into these panties.”  She twirled them again.  “Change into those pretty little stockings you wore the other night.  Change into some pretty heels.  Then come back to me.”

Simon licked his lips nervously.  “And— and if I don’t?”

“Lilith finds out that you’ve been hiding panties around the house and that they aren’t hers.”

Simon knew this was coming, but hearing it said out loud was still a blow.  He knew right away she was serious too and that there was little he could do about it.  She had him over a barrel on this.  If Lilith got the slightest sense he was fooling around – and what else would she think if Caroline told her she had seen him with panties – he could lose everything, all her money.

“This is all Rose’s fault,” he grumbled to himself.

“Fine,” he snapped at Caroline and he stormed off.

—o—

Simon stood before his wife’s closet.  He still wore his jeans and socks and loafers and a dress shirt.  The panties were on the bed; he’d gotten them from their hiding place.  The stockings were on the bed too.  The problem was, he had no heels.  He had heels at school, but not at home.  He would need to borrow his wife’s shoes.  But which ones?

“Most of these aren’t going to fit me,” he said.  His wife’s feet were smaller.

He ran his hands over her collection of strappy sandals and colorful pumps.  He saw her wedges and her boots.  None would fit.  He was just about to give up when he saw a pair of mules that might fit.  They were black with three-quarter-inch platforms and five-inch heels.  Their fronts were nearly square and the only support was a one-inch leather strap that ran across the toes.  They might fit.  The idea of wearing these was unsettling, however.  These were his wife’s shoes!  Not to mention, he had never worn anything so... flirty?  slutty? before.  Not that he didn’t realize women’s shoes were women’s shoes, but these were seductive shoes.  Wearing these would add something new to his forced cross-dressing... allure.

Still, he took them from the closet.  They were light.  Just touching them embarrassed him.

“I can’t wear these,” he told himself.  “Not in front of her!”

But what could he do?

Then he pursed his lips.  Something deep inside refused.

“How can I dress like that in front of her anyways?!”

He shook his head with determination.  He turned and marched back to the bed, where he grabbed the pink panties and shoved them into his pocket.  He had the evidence now, she did not.  She could tell Lilith all she wanted, but she would have no evidence to back up her statement.  It would be her word against his, and Lilith was blind to his faults.  He should have done this before!

He stormed back to the study.

“Forget it,” he said.

“Forget what?”

“I’m not doing it.  I’m not dressing in those stupid panties or those stupid stockings or any stupid heels for you.  I’m not letting you do any of this,” he said confidently.

“Oh?”

“Yeah.”

“And if I tell Lilith?”

Simon laughed.  “Tell her whatever you want.  She won’t believe you.”  He turned to leave, his pride flowing through him.  As he did, he noticed the vacuum cleaner sitting there apparently waiting for him to use as Caroline’s “assistant”.  He scowled at Caroline.  “After you vacuum, dust and do the windows.  I want this room spotless when you’re done,” he said harshly.

He was in command.

With that, he stormed off.  The Caroline issue was solved... or was it?


Chapter Nine: “Playing With Himself and Others”

—o—

Simon waited in the dance instruction room.  It was a passing period between classes at the moment and most of the teachers were watching the hallways as the girls moved from class to class.  Others had gone to take over classes.  That left only Gracie and Gabby and both had gone to the office to gather materials.  That left Simon alone for the moment.  He wore the taller black stiletto sandals, black stockings, and nothing else.  His calves were straining.

His penis was erect.  It always was these days.  In fact, he’d masturbated more the past week than he had his whole life: in the shower, in the bed with Lilith in the other room, even in the study.  His need to come seemed insatiable.

Simon walked over to the mirror, his heels tapping out his progress on the wooden dance floor – he knew Rose could hear him walking in the Headmaster’s office below this room; that made him feel naughty.  His erection swayed side to side with each step.  The cool air tickled his skin and made his nipples stand on end.  That seemed to be happening a lot more lately too.  Could it be that shot, he wondered?

Simone examined his body in the mirror.  He was thinking about the shot.

“It couldn’t be real,” he told himself.  “After all, you just can’t turn a grown man into a woman, not with a single shot or even a dozen shots.  You need surgery to create breasts, hips, butts, all of that.”

But then, he did look a little different.

“No, that’s my imagination,” he told himself.  “Paranoia.  Rose put that thought in my head.”

But was it really imagination?

Simon ran his fingers over his chest.  It was a little swollen, admittedly, but that was an allergic reaction.  He knew that.  He didn’t know what had cause it, but what else could it be?  Ever since this all started – well since the shot – his chest had itched, particularly the nipple, which seemed to be getting erect more often too and staying erect longer than before.  That itching had made it sore too and inflamed the whole thing; it looked puffy.  But that didn’t mean it was a breast!

“The idea is ridiculous.”

His penis certainly wasn’t going away!  If anything, it was bigger and harder than ever.  In fact, he was constantly horny.  He didn’t understand it, but the just hint of a touch from any one of these women – women who did not turn him on, he reminded himself – and his penis shot to full attention.

“It’s just a sexually charged situation.  These women are gross.”

He thought of Gracie touching his penis... stroking it... making him come... and then denying him.  It was humiliating, and yet somehow oddly exciting.  Embarrassingly, he’d masturbated to thoughts of that moment several times.  He thought too of Gabby stroking him.

“She looks like a stork!  Big Bird,” he said dismissively.

But she’d made him hard too.

Then there was Kate, pulling him along by it, using it like a leash or handle.  The thought of that humiliation made him shudder, and yet, with this new horniness he was experiencing, even that seemed to turn him on and he found himself almost wishing she had made him come at the time.

“What is wrong with me?” he asked with a dismissive shake of the head.

Simon slipped his hand upon his penis.  He looked his body up and down.  They had done terrible things to him.  His hair was oddly not-masculine.  It wasn’t feminine, but it had suggestions.

“What did she call it?  A pixie cut?”

He stroked his penis, whether he meant to or not.  It felt good, so he did it again.

Simon looked at his eyebrows in the mirror.  They had “cleaned him up” again this morning and in the process had removed a few more hairs.  There seemed to be an arch forming from all this “cleaning.”  It was a little more pronounced.  He didn’t know if anyone else could see it, but he could.

He stroked his penis a little faster.  He started a gentle, but slow stroke.  He spread his legs just a bit too to free his penis a little more.

“The nails,” he said with a sigh.

His nails were awful.  Ever since they started adding that stupid glitter, they sparkled in the right light.

“I think she put more glitter in it this time too,” he said.

He examined his free hand.  It glittered all right.  That was embarrassing.  He thought of the women at the store.  He thought of Caroline’s comment:  “Nice manicure.”  He thought of Lilith.  Of getting caught.  What if she finally noticed?

Simon suddenly wanted to masturbate.  He didn’t know if he would have time before the women came back or not.  He did know they would be rather angry if they caught him.  But he needed to come.  He needed that release right now.  Thinking of Lilith finding out had done it.  He couldn’t bare the idea of being under her thumb... not is weak wife!

His started stroking faster.

His breathing became a little sharper.  All of the stress of being under the control of these women, the embarrassment of being dressed this way, the humiliation of wearing their used panties, or kissing their feet, and of them being free to touch him, it had filled him with an incredible horniness and he needed release.

He glanced over his shoulder.  There was no one there.  The door was closed.

He started stroking faster.  He spread his legs again to secure his balance.  He looked so ridiculous standing there in the heels, stroking himself, but somehow that excited him too.  It felt naughty somehow.  It felt dangerous.

He stroked even faster.

His penis was throbbing.  His mind raced through everything that had happened.  This was for him though.  This was an act of defiance.  In his mind, he imagined Gracie and Gabby walking up the stairs coming back to the dance room.  The thought sent a tingle down his spine.  The thrill of getting caught... of nearly getting caught, the danger of it, it made his body come alive.  He was going to get away with this!

His penis jumped in his hands.

His breathing became labored.

“I wonder what they would do if they caught me?” he asked himself almost excitedly.  The idea made him blush, and it made him harder.

He stroked faster.

Suddenly, he heard a noise at the door.  The scuffling sound of heels.  The mechanical sound of a door knob being turned.  He jerked his hand away from his penis and folded his arms.  It was too late, however.  They had seen him.

“Don’t stop on our account,” said Gracie with a cynical chuckle.

“I think we’d all like to see this,” added Gabby.

Simon cringed.  That would be humiliating!

They came to him, their heels tapping off the floor.  Each step made him shudder.  Each step felt like some feminine monster come to envelop him and toy with his manhood before breaking it off.

“Go on,” said Gabby as they stopped, one on either side of him.

“Go— go on?” asked Simon.

“Finish what you started.”

Simon stared at her incredulously.  “You aren’t serious!”

“Oh, but I am.  Do it.”

Simon shook his head.  There was no way he could masturbate before these two women!  No way!  The idea was utterly humiliating.  It was utterly objectifying.  Especially these two, he thought!

Gracie put her hands upon his naked waist, one on each side, and whispered into his ear from the back.  “Do it, Simon, or I’ll show everyone what I did to you... and I’ll teach them how to do it.”

An icy chill raced down his spine.  That was something far worse than this, he realized.  He licked his lips.  Then he reluctantly nodded.  He slowly slipped one hand down to his penis and wrapped his fingers around his stiff shaft.  At the same time, Gabby moved before him, folding her arms and staring down at his penis.  Gracie, in the meantime, moved closer behind him, pressing her body against his, still holding his waist.

“Go on,” she purred in his ear.  “Show us.”

“Yeah, Simon.  Just between us girls,” giggled Gabby.

Simon swallowed hard but started stroking.  His penis throbbed right away.  This felt so dirty... so naughty.  It actually turned him on.

His heart raced.  His breathing grew harder.

“That’s a good boy,” said Gracie, tickling his ear with her tongue.  As she did, she slipped one hand around to his front, resting her fingers right next to his penis, but not touching it.  He could feel their aura on his flesh; that made his body writhe.  Then her other hand slipped behind him and played with his crack.

Simon’s heart skipped a beat when he felt her finger press against his crack.  He stroked even faster, almost out of control.  His penis was throbbing hard.

Gabby now stuck out her hand and slid it just beneath the head of his penis as it vibrated in mid-air.  She smirked a smirk which sent icy shocks through Simon; he had become a toy.

“Faster,” she giggled.

As she said this, Gracie slid her fingers through his crevice, touching the entrance to his rear, sending shockingly exciting tingles racing throughout his body.  He was incredibly aroused!

“Faster,” said Gabby again.

Simon stroked faster.  His motion had become reckless, sloppy.  His breathing was becoming jagged.  He wanted this now.

“How does it feel to wear heels, like a woman?” asked Gabby.  “I’ll bet four inches doesn’t feel like ‘nothing’ to you anymore, does it?”  She started to move her hand up as if to touch him, but she didn’t.  It was just a tease.  She kept her fingers just below his penis.

Simon’s penis was pulsing in rhythm now.  It would not be long.

“What were you looking at in the mirror, Simon?” asked Gabby.  “When you were masturbating?”

He blushed.

“Were you seeing yourself as a beautiful submissive young woman?”

She raised her fingers again to tease him.  Again, she pulled away.  This time, as she did, Simon found his penis actually following her.  Something inside him wanted to be touched.

“Uh uh, Simone,” she taunted him as her fingers stayed away.

Simon was breathing really hard now.  Without knowing how it had happened, he found he suddenly wanted to come very badly.  So he spread his legs a tiny bit more to firm up his balance he gripped himself a tiny bit more firmly, and he stroked even more strongly.  The rhythm which drove his throbbing became stronger and stronger.  He was on the point of no return now.  His whole body throbbed and pulsed.

And then Gracie whispered one word in his ear... one terrible word.  It was a word he never would have believed would have bothered him, but it did.  It made him cringe.

“Stop.”

Simon actually struggled to force himself to stop before he came, but he managed.  He looked a mess too as he did.  His face showed the struggle.  His body seemed twisted as if it had been jolted to a halt in the middle of a crash.  His penis throbbed, looking larger than it ever had, even as it deflated in steps.  THROB! stop THROB stop Throb stop throb stop.

It stopped.  The moment was lost.  Simon nearly collapsed.

Gabby and Gracie laughed.

“Poor little, Simon,” said Gracie.

Just then, several drops leaked out of his penis, making its tip glisten and creating a small wet spot on the floor.  The women laughed anew.  Simon felt twisted-conflicted on the inside.  Part of him wished desperately he had come.  Part was relieved he had not.  Part of him felt terribly controlled and weak.  Part of him felt oddly alive.  Part of him wallowed in shame.  Most of all, he felt horny, incredibly horny.  What were these women doing to him?!

They made him clean his mess.


Chapter Ten: “Almost Caught”

—o—

Simon stepped out of the shower.  He reached for a towel to dry himself.  It was after dinner.  His wife was in the living room, as she always was after dinner.  He had locked the door.  He had nothing to worry about.

“Oh dear goodness, Simon!” gasped Lilith.

Maybe... he hadn’t locked the door after all.

This was bad!

“What have you done?!” gasped Lilith.  Her eyes roamed over her husband’s body, from his painted toenails to his shaved legs and chest to the small heart-shaped patch of hair over his penis.

“Lilith!” gasped Simon.

He scrambled for that towel, but in the process had knocked it to the floor from the rack.  It didn’t matter in any event, she had seen enough.  What’s more, she was holding a pair of panties and a pair of stockings in her hands.  They were his.  He had left them on the bed before he washed them.

“I— I can explain,” said Simon weakly to buy time.

Lilith folded her arms.  “Somehow, I doubt that.”

“It— I—”

“Who is she?!”

Simon licked his lips.  “Who is who?”

“Don’t play with me, Simon.  My friends all warned me about you, but I didn’t want to believe it.  I stood up for you.  I said you were loyal and that you wouldn’t fool around on me.  Now tell me, Simon, whose are these?!”

She held out the panties and the stockings.

Simon had no idea what to say.  All he could manage was to shake his head.

“Tell me, Simon,” growled Lilith.  “And why are you wearing them!”  She looked him up and down.  “You let her paint your nails!  And shave your legs!”  She pointed at his crotch.  “Look— look at your crotch!  Look what she did to your crotch!  This is incredible!”

“This isn’t what you think,” said Simon.

“How can it not be?  You’re fooling around on me!”

Simon needed something and fast, a good story to give his wife, one that would explain all of this without making him look like a villain.  But what?  Anything he said would lead to more questions and bigger problems.  If he told his wife he was being blackmailed, she would want to know why.  If he said they were his, how would he explain that?  If he mentioned a woman— well, that would be the end.  What could he say?  Then it hit him.  He had an idea!  This was both a reason he might dress as a woman but would simultaneously be harmless.

“We’re doing a play at school.  I’m playing a part,” he said confidently.

Lilith’s eyebrow rose.  “You are?’

“Yes.  It’s all just a gag.”

Lilith glanced up and down his body once more.  “So you shaved your private parts?”

Simon bit his lip.  That did seem a little far-fetched, but he was committed now.  “Uh, yes.  I wanted to get into the part.”

“What is the role?”

Simon searched his mind for any female character.  “Desdemona.”

“Oh, I’ve always enjoyed Hamlet,” said Lilith.

“Yes, it’s my favorite.  And it should be an excellent production,” said Simon.

Lilith hesitated for a moment.  She looked him up and down once more.  “I— I suppose, that explains it.”

A moment later, what had seemed to be a crisis had blown over.  There was something odd in Lilith’s manner, but she said nothing further about it.  It seemed Simon had escaped.  He breathed a sigh of relief and toweled himself off.  Once again, he patted himself on the back for knowing how to manipulate his wife.

—o—

Simon finished his Comportment class and was led back to the office.  He was glad for it too as he wore the black stiletto sandals with the extra inch in height.  He was slowly getting used to them, but they still hurt his feet significantly.  Apart from those, he wore his regular gray uniform, complete with skirt.  He had stockings on his legs, the ring he’d tried to use to bribe Polly on his finger, and Sarah Beth’s panties beneath his short skirt.

When they reached the office, Simon found Rose and several other women waiting.  Counting Helen and Kate, who had overseen his Comportment class today, there was also Gracie, Gabby, Kylie, Amanda and Tina.  They were all dressed professionally in suits, dresses and heels, a change he’d begun to notice among the women lately.

Simon stood before Rose, who stood before his desk.  The women stood around him in a semi-circle behind him.

“Today, we’re starting something new,” said Rose.

Simon raised an eyebrow.  What more did these women want?

“As you know,” she continued, “our goal is to teach you proper manners, to teach you what it means to be a woman.  As the school motto says, we want to impart the feminine arts.”

Simon rolled his eyes.  This whole thing was fantasy, he told himself.  They could embarrass him all they wanted, but he wasn’t going to “learn” anything from it.  The moment he figured out a way out of this, he was going back to being the old Simon and they would be sorry.

“The means,” continued Rose, “teaching you to be a good girl.  Good girls do not have erections.  Not only is it not very feminine, but it ruins the fit of your clothes.”  Rose smirked cynically:  “Besides, one never knows when you will whip it out and play with it in a most unladylike manner.”  She was referencing the masturbation incident, which made him blush deeply.

“Well, I’m sorry my penis offends you,” said Simon indifferently.

Rose raised a finger to make a point.  “Never fear, Simon, we have a solution.”

Simon felt an icy chill race down his spine.  A solution to him having a penis?  What could they do about his penis?  This was concerning.  He licked his lips cautiously.  “What— what are you going to do?”

Gracie stepped forward from the crowd.  She held up something that looked like a tube a little longer than six-inches long and as round as a sausage.  It was made of clear plastic and could be seen through.

“We’re putting it in this,” she said.

Simon’s eyebrow rose suspiciously.  “You’re what?”

“We’re going to put this on your penis,” she said.

Simon shook his head in protest.  But even as he did, Gracie slipped her hand beneath his skirt and yanked down his panties.  She then took his penis in her hand and started stroking it.  His penis jumped in her hand.  Her eyes locked onto his, making him feel very small as he recalled how she had made him come, but then denied him any pleasure.  As she lowered the device to his penis, Simon shook his head again and put his hand on hers, stopping her.

“Forget it,” he said.

“Simon,” cautioned Rose.

“Forget it.  You’re not locking up my penis!”

“Do you want us to tell your wife?” said Rose.  “Do you really want her to know that you’ve been trying to have affairs with several women here?  Maybe you want us to tell her how you’ve been stealing money from the school?  How do you think she’ll like hearing that we haven’t had raises in three years?  Where did the money go?  Should I name the bank?”

Simon visibly winced.  That was the big threat.  Unfortunately, he had no way to counter it yet.  “What’s it going to do?” he asked, trying to buy time to think of some way out of this.

“Well, Simon,” said Gracie and she slowly took hold of his shaft once more.  She stroked it to make sure it was hard.  This was making him very horny, which interfered with his tense determination.  “By slipping this on you, it keeps you from playing with yourself.”

As she said this, she pulled his balls away from his body, making him throb.  She then slipped a thick metal ring around the base of his penis, snapping it shut behind his balls.

CLICK!

“Good girls don’t play with themselves,” she added.

Simon wasn’t sure what she meant, but didn’t dare object.  Also, whatever this was, they would need to take if off when he went home, so he knew its effect would be limited.  That tempered his panic, though just the very idea of imprisoning his dick made him nervous.

“This will stop you being a bad girl.”

Gracie now slipped his erect shaft into the tube.  He could feel the tube around it, but it wasn’t tight enough to feel cramped.  It didn’t squeeze him.  If anything, it felt protective... if that was the right word.  It felt like his penis had been stuck inside a balloon.

“You’ll take it off soon, right?” he finally said, as if trying to bargain.

Gracie smirked.  “At times.”

She connected the tube to the ring.  Simon looked down just in time to see her thread a small lock through the connector and close it.  CLICK!  The device was now locked in place.

“It fits,” giggled Gracie.

Simon felt quite pensive.

Then Gracie tapped the device the same way a cat claws a ball on a string.  The device swung with her taps, though not very far.  That was when Simon suddenly realized he couldn’t feel her touch.  It all suddenly became clear to him!  He could not feel her touch.  He could not reach his penis.  It was free to be erect... but he could not touch it.

He could not come!

And that was true.  This was a chastity device, but the women had chosen a special version.  Unlike most such devices which sought to prevent even the possibility of an erection, this one actually allowed it.  What it did not allow was for the male to touch the erection, or even the penis for that matter, in any way.  The idea, as Kylie explained when she first showed it to the women, was that they wanted him to become incredibly horny but never to be able to satisfy himself.  That’s what this device did, hence its name: The Tantalizer.  This would play into the second part of their plans, which he would learn about soon enough.

“How long do I need to wear this?” demanded Simon, a sense of panic rising within.  With as horny as he had been and how he had been touching his penis constantly to release that horniness, he now saw the danger

“Until we decide to let you out,” said Rose.

“How soon will that be?”

Rose chuckled.  “If you’re a good girl, maybe we’ll let you out for the first time in a week... when you’ve earned it.”

All the color drained from Simon’s face.  “A week?!  I can’t wear this a week.”  He was masturbating every day at the moment, if not more.

“Sure you can.”

“I’ll go crazy in a week!”

“Oh, I doubt that,” said Rose.

Simon needed a way out.  Only one thing came to mind:  “You can’t keep me in this a week!  What about my wife?!”

“What about her?” came Lilith’s voice.

Simon spun around to find the voice behind him.  He saw his wife standing at the center of the crowd with a smug look upon her face and her arms folded angrily.  Caroline stood behind her too, with an even more smug expression on her face.

“Lilith!” he gasped.

“Desdemona is in Othello, Simon,” said Lilith coldly.

Simon bit his lip.

“It’s was an interesting choice to pick her though,” said Lilith.  “Desdemona’s known for infidelity.”

Simon tried to speak, but his brain was overwhelmed.

“When I realized you’d lied,” continued Lilith, “I decided to call the school to verify.  Naturally, they confirmed there was no play.  We then had a rather long discussion of why you might come home wearing women’s panties and stockings and why you’d shaved your body.  It proved quite an enlightening conversation.”

“Are— are you going to divorce me?” asked Simon cautiously.

Lilith laughed coldly.  “No, Simon.  No.”  Divorce is too good for you, she thought.

Simon licked his lips nervously.  “What— what are going to do then?”

“For now, darling, I’m going to let these nice women continue their training in the hopes it will make you a better man... or a better woman.”

Simon’s jaw dropped.  Could she be serious?  “But—”

“No, Simon, I won’t change my mind.  At least not until you show some repentance.  Genuine repentance.  In the meantime, you will obey these women and do as they say.”  She now handed some papers to Rose.  “This is your promotion to Headmistress.”

Simon’s jaw dropped.

Lilith turned back to Simon.  “There will be change at home as well.  Chief among them, I’m assigning Caroline to watch you and to carry out whatever training the school requires at home.  You will report to her from now on.”

Simon was dumbstruck.  “You want me to report to Caroline.”

Lilith didn’t bother responding.  She turned back to Rose.  “Thank you for all you’ve done for the school.  I’ll take Simon home now.  He’ll be back tomorrow, ready and eager for his next lesson.”

With that, they led Simon to the car.


Chapter Eleven: “The New Maid”

—o—

Simon stood in the study at home.  He still wore the gray uniform, complete with skirt, stockings and the taller black stiletto heels; Lilith had made him wear that home.  He was getting better at walking in the tall heels, though they were still more difficult than his regular heels.  The device was on his penis.  It was large enough that it bulged out his panties and his skirt, whether he was hard or not, and it was long enough that its tip stuck out below his gray skirt.  For the record, he was not hard at the moment.  He was too nervous to be hard at the moment.

“Honey, listen—” he started.

“Save it,” said Lilith coldly.  She was clearly angry, but in a more determined way than he had seen before.

Caroline came to the study in that moment wearing her black and white maid uniform and holding another.  The other was on a hanger and she laid it over the back of a chair.  There was a casual, smugness about her and an arrogance in her walk.  It made Simon burn with shame.

“I have not yet decided your fate, Simon,” continued Lilith.  “If you are good and prove to me that you deserve a second chance, I might let you out of this.  We will have to see, however.  For now, this is how it will be.  This is your one chance, Simon.”

He nodded his head.  “Don’t upset her,” he told himself.

“I’m making you Caroline’s responsibility.  You will do as she commands.  She is authorized to give you any command and to punish you in any way she sees fit if you misbehave.  Do you understand?”

In normal circumstances, Simon would have laughed at this.  It sounded ridiculous.  He was her husband.  A man.  She wanted him to obey a maid?  The idea was preposterous.  Fantastical!  But so much had happened and he had been put under the orders of so many women already that this seemed strangely normal to him.  Besides, he had latched onto her promise that she would let him out of this and had convinced himself that there was still a chance he could escape this with access to her money and even his old position restored.  So he nodded.

“Yes,” he said.

“I believe you call the women at the school ‘Miss,’ do you not?  You will do it here as well.  Now say it again,” said Lilith.

Simon bit his lip.  She was making this harder.  But he would do it.  “Yes, Miss Lilith.”

“Now, as I was saying, Miss Caroline is free to instruct you and to punish you.”  She turned to Caroline.  “Rose told me that putting him in the corner has been quite effective.  They’ve also paddled him.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Caroline with a giggle.

Her giggle made Simon burn with shame.

“I expect you to give your best efforts, Simon.  And I expect there to be no problems between you too.  If I hear the slightest complaint from Caroline, there will be no way back.  You will find yourself on the street with only the clothes on your back, skirt and all,” she added threateningly, before adding in an almost indifferent grumble, “and you can find your own way to get that device removed.”

Simon swallowed hard... very hard.

“I give Simon to you,” said Lilith to Caroline.  “I will be in the bedroom if you need me.”  She turned back to Simon once more.  She held up one finger.  “You get one chance to impress me, Simon.”

With that, she walked off.

—o—

Caroline circled Simon like a shark.  There was a glow about her, a vengeful glow.  Simon saw all the indignities he had heaped upon her now running through her mind like a catalog.  He licked his lips nervously.

“Well, well, well, Simon,” said Caroline finally.  “So I’m getting an assistant after all.”  She ran her finger up his thigh to the pleated hem of his skirt and flipped it up briefly.  Then she glanced at the maid uniform laid over the chair.  “And it looks like you’ll even be wearing the uniform.”

“Caroline—”

“Miss Caroline... you heard Lilith.”

Simon’s face burned bright red.  “Miss Caroline.  Listen—”

“Get dressed, Simon.”

“But—”

“Get dressed.”

Simon folded his arms.  He knew he had choice in this, but he was not going to give in without some face saving first.  His ego demanded it.  Caroline, however, wasn’t going to allow that.  The moment she saw him hesitate and fold his arms, she chuckled cynically.

“Oh, you refuse, do you?  Should I go tell Lilith?” she asked.

Simon tensed up.  He’d expected more leniency than that.  “You wouldn’t,” he said cautiously.

“What makes you think that?”

Simon tried on his most seductive smile.  “You— you said it yourself:  we should be together.”

Caroline laughed.  “Long ago, Simon, long ago.  Now put on the dress or I go to Lilith.”

Simon bit his lip nervously.  One look told him that she was serious.  In fact, she seemed almost eager to turn him in.  So he moved to the uniform.  He ran his fingers over it.  It was soft and silky and feminine.  It was a sort of satin mixed with lace trim.  He took a deep breath and took off his jacket.  His blouse followed and then his skirt.  Caroline then told him to leave the panties in place, as well as the stockings and his tall heels.

Simon picked up the maid uniform and found the zipper in the back.  The uniform was a single dress, he discovered.  He slipped it over his head and pulled it down into place.  Unlike the school uniform, the maid uniform did not fit well.  For one thing, the bodice was fitted and it was too tight.  He looked like he had been squeezed into it.  His chest lacked the breasts to fill the built-in cups too.  Finally, the skirt seemed way too short to him, though this was intentional.  Indeed, the skirt came to just past his crotch.  It was designed to give thrilling little hints of the wearer’s panties when the wearer bent over or sat incautiously.  Simon felt insecure about wearing a skirt that was so short; he kept wanting to pull it down.  Worse, this was so short it meant that the bottom tip of the device showed, where it had slipped out of the thin panties and hung downward. 

“You need a corset,” laughed Caroline.

She brushed her fingers over the uniform, adjusting it.

“And breasts,” she added with a snicker.

Simon blushed.  It was so embarrassing to be treated like this by his own maid!

Caroline now stepped away toward a vacuum cleaner, which stood in the corner.  She pointed to it, and to a bucket of cleaning supplies.  “After you vacuum, dust and do the windows.”  She smiled vengefully and then added:  “I want this room spotless when you’re done,” recalling his last words to her that night.

—o—

Simon was sore and humiliated by the time he finished.  Cleaning the study in the tall heels made his feet burn.  Trying not to damage the uniform as he worked added to his effort level.  Moreover, Caroline kept giving him little tips that she insisted he follow.  These seemed designed to make him move more femininely rather than more efficiently, and that both added to the effort required and to his embarrassment.  What made this all the worse, however, was that while he worked, Caroline sat in a big, lazy chair reading a magazine and watching him.  It was emasculating to be supervised by her.  It made him feel very small.  Plus, whenever he finished some task, she would come inspect his work, and she always seemed to find fault with it.

Either way, he finished.  It was time for bed.

“Where do you think you’re going?” asked Caroline as Simon started toward the bedroom.

“I’m going to bed,” said Simon, eager to get out of the stilettos.

“That’s Miss Lilith’s room.”

Simon furrowed his brow.  “It’s my bedroom too.”

“Not anymore.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Do you think Miss Lilith wants to sleep with the help?  What would people say?”  She smirked cynically.  “And do you really think she wants to sleep with a husband who wears a maid uniform and high heels?”

Simon blushed coldly.  “Then were am I supposed to sleep?”

“In the guest room.”

Simon’s brow furrowed more deeply.  “The guest room.”

“Come with me, Sissy Simon,” said Caroline and she embarrassingly took his hand and led him to his own guest room.  Her hand was warm and soft and sent an effete feeling down his spine, as if he were a child being led somewhere by its mother... he felt helpless.

They reached the bedroom and now stood outside the door.

“Your bedroom,” said Caroline, barely containing a laugh.

“You’re kidding.”

Caroline finally let out the laugh.  She put her hand upon his cheek, still holding his other hand.  Then she kissed him on the lips.  “Sleep tight, Sissy.”

Simon turned bright red.

—o—

Simon stripped himself naked and slipped into bed.  The maid uniform had been tossed onto the chair by the small desk.  His school uniform had been hung in the closet – Caroline had put it there.  His stilettos were on the floor by the closet.  He had washed the panties and they hung in the closet, drying.

Simon glanced around the room.  It felt strange to sleep in the guest room.  It was so much smaller than the master bedroom.  It wasn’t his either.  His things weren’t here.  The decorations weren’t his.  The mattress wasn’t his.  He could deal with it, however.  What he struggled with was the idea of being Caroline’s assistant.  How could his wife make him a maid?

He shuddered.

“This is all because of those women,” he told himself.  “She would never have had the idea herself.”

It was embarrassing.  What was worse though, it seemed to make him strangely horny.  He didn’t understand it; everything made him horny at the moment.  Even now, he felt his penis growing erect inside its little tube prison.  He slipped his hand down to it and tried to touch it.  He couldn’t.  His fingers merely met plastic, as they had each time he touched it.  There was no way to reach it.  He couldn’t even find a way to make his penis sense that it had been touched.  It sat in the tube just so that he could not shake it against the walls of the tube.  He could not press the tube and make it feel squeezed, nor could it feel the warmth of his hand.  He could not tug on it, nor bend it.  It was as if his penis had been encased in plastic, isolated in a sensory-proof case.

The result of this was that while it grew hard, he could do absolutely nothing to acknowledge it.  And thus, he could not relieve or release his horniness in even the slightest of ways.  This inability, in turn, slowly created a need within him to do that which he could not do.  It became almost obsessive.

He now stroked the tube hopelessly.

“There must be some way out of this,” he told himself.

But there wasn’t.  It simply did not know he existed... but he knew it existed.  And for the next hour, he sat there trying to find some way to release the growing tension within him.  It was futile.  Finally, he fell asleep, but that too brought him no relief.  To the contrary, it brought him strangely erotic dreams:

Simon walked down the main hallway.  He wore the school uniform with the short skirt that barely covered his panties and the tall stiletto heels.  Despite the heels, all the girls around him seemed larger and taller.  He felt very small.  He clutched his books to his enormous breasts self-consciously as he scurried along.  His walk was seductive.  His hips swayed.  It seemed he could walk no other way now.

His soft, round rear jiggled with each step.

“Hello Simon,” chuckled Madison.

She stood before him, blocking his path.  He stopped sheepishly.  She put her hand upon his breast and stroked the side of his boob through the uniform jacket.  This made his penis shoot to attention beneath his skirt.  It was small though, barely an inch, and the panties held it easily.

“Do you remember when you used to paddle me?” she chuckled.

“Yes— yes, Miss Madison,” he replied meekly.

“I’m going to paddle you now and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

Simon glanced around nervously for help, but the teachers all stood in the background as the other students circled round to watch Madison humiliate him.  His penis grew inside his panties, ejecting copious amounts of pre-come.

“Bend over, little Headmaster,” said Madison.

Simon bit his girlish lip.  He handed his books to Cindi Harrison.  Then he slowly turned his rear to Madison.  He put his hands upon his knees.  His fingernails were long and red.  He crouched slightly, bending his knees and making his rear stand out.  He looked over his shoulder at Madison now.  She was bouncing the paddle in her hand ominously.

“It’s time to wake up, Sissy Simon,” she said.

“Wake up.”  This time, it was the voice of Caroline.

“Wake up, Sissy Simon.”

Simon opened his eyes.  The dream was over.  Caroline stood over him shaking him to wake him up.

“Time to get dressed,” she said.

Simon blushed.  It took him a moment to realize that she had not seen his dream and did not know why he was so hard at the moment.  He sat up, covering the device with his sheet.  His penis was hard within it, visible through its clear plastic.

“I think I know how to dress myself,” said Simon sarcastically.

“Is that so?” replied Caroline.

She then ushered him from the bed and marched him to the bathroom, chuckling at his erection as they went.

“Did you have a nice sissy dream?” she asked.

Simon blushed.

She turned on the shower and he stepped inside.  Then she handed him a razor and shaving cream, and she watched him shave his body.  When he finished, she had him towel dry himself before she sprayed him with perfume.  She then took him back to the guest room, where Simon, to his horror, found a mini-skirt, the panties, some ankle socks and pumps lying on the bed.

“What are those?” he asked suspiciously.

“Those are for you.”

“That’s not my suit.”

Caroline smirked.  “That’s what you’re going to be wearing.”

“This is crazy,” said Simon.

As he did, however, Lilith appeared at his door.  She was dressed in slacks and a sweater and flats.  “Since you’re going to be a student full time now, Simon, I thought it appropriate that you dress the part.  You will wear what’s on the bed as Caroline takes you to school.  Then you will change into your uniform there.”

Simon’s jaw dropped.  While Caroline drove him?!  Was he not to drive himself for some reason?  And wearing that?!  He would look like a total sissy.  What if someone caught him?  What if they had a flat tire?  What if someone saw him get out of the car or walking to the office to change?!

He started to shake his head to refuse.

As he did, however, he saw the look in his wife’s eye.  He remembered not to resist:  this was how it would be, unless he wanted to leave right now, and even then, she had warned him he might be leaving in a skirt and heels with the device attached to his penis!  He forced his scowl into a sort of smile and nodded.

“Yes, Miss Lilith,” he said through clenched teeth.

A moment later, Caroline started picking up the clothes.  She handed him the panties first.  These were tiny, orange panties.  They weren’t quite a thong, but were little more than that ultimately.  Essentially, they were two triangular pieces of cloth held together by good intentions.  They offered nothing in the way of support and the device slid right out and hung downward... except when his erection made it rise slightly.  It was as if he wasn’t even wearing panties.

The problem with this was noticeable when Simon put on the skirt.  This was a red and black-plaid mini-skirt with pleats.  It was light and bouncy and very, very, very short.  It was so short that the device hung out beneath it for all to see right up to the ridge on the back of the head of his penis.  What if someone saw him?!

“It’s like a tail,” giggled Caroline.

Simon furrowed his brow and asked how so despite himself.

“Everyone can tell when you’re excited,” she said with a glow.

Simon shrank.

Simon slipped his feet into the stilettos next and added the white blouse up top.  Then Caroline made him sit at the vanity where she applied eye shadow, mascara and lipstick.  She even added the pearls in his ears.  He wanted to ask where she found those, but he knew.

When he was ready, Caroline made him stand before the mirror to examine himself.  He blushed at what he saw.  He still looked like himself, only feminized.  This was embarrassing.

They were off to school.


Chapter Twelve: “Moving Faster”

—o—

The women of Satin Valley Finishing School sat in the Headmistress’s office, i.e. Rose’s new office.  It was morning.  Classes had yet to begin.  They were here to talk about Simon.  Things had changed.

“Now that Lilith knows, there’s really no need to worry about making him look like a man at the end of the day anymore, just so long as we don’t let the girls see him,” said Rose.

“Don’t let the girls see him yet,” said Gracie with a wink.

The other women snickered.

“Yet,” agreed Rose.  “Either way, we can go further now with his feminization.”

“Good.  I’ve been dying to make some changes to his hair,” said Gabby.

“And his makeup,” chimed in Kate.

“And his nails,” added Amanda.

“What are you planning for his nails?”

“They’re long already for a man; they’re at the extent of what a man can wear without getting noticed actually.  In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if women were starting to notice.  But I want them to be unmistakably feminine.  Something like three-quarters of an inch.  I’m particularly excited about giving him French tips too.  What could be more perfect than that for our poor little sissy ex-Headmaster?”

The women giggled.

“I’m going to dye his hair,” said Gabby.

“What color?” asked Kylie.

“I was thinking a nice auburn.”

“That will be pretty.”

“And unmistakable feminine,” added Kate with a snicker.

“I think our little sissy Headmaster is going to have a very hard time passing as a man again,” laughed Rose.  “And if I’m reading Lilith correctly, he’s not going to get the chance.  She was very impressed with our program and thinks it’s quite fitting for what he’s done.”

“So she’s good with the shots and everything?” asked Sarah Beth.

“Everything.”

“Including the submissiveness training?” asked Kylie.

“Especially the submissiveness training.  And now that he’s going to be wearing the device all the time, we can start with that... and the panty fetish.”  Rose glanced around at the women.  “Remember to keep him aroused, but do not let him out of the device except as we explained.”

The women all nodded.  There were smirks all around.

“Do you really think you can give a man a panty fetish?” asked Kate.

“Do as I’ve outlined and he won’t even be able to get it up without having a pair of panties wrapped around it,” said Kylie.

The women giggled.

“That’s the core of the submissiveness training,” continued Kylie.  “Up to now, we’ve only been able to use punishments to get him to call us ‘Miss’ and the such.  The only goes so far.  Take away the fear of punishment and the obedience stops.  Now we can use rewards as well, which is a much strong motivator, and we can truly expand it from ‘forced obedience’ to genuine, internalized submissiveness... especially as his thingie starts to shrink.”

“Will it really shrink?” asked Amanda.

“That is what the medication does,” said Sarah Beth.  “Speaking of which, I have his next shot prepared.”

“I’d like to give it,” said Miriam.

Rose nodded.  “Certainly.”

“When are we going to see his breasts start to grow?” asked Gracie.

“He should be feeling signs of it already, though I don’t know that we would see those.  They should start to look puffy any day though.  After that it’s off to the races,” laughed Sarah Beth.  She held out her hands before her pretending to cup her breasts as they grew.  This made all the women laugh.

“You know,’ said Helen.  “If this works, we should offer this service to other women.”

—o—

Caroline led Simon through the door.  She had driven him to the school; Lilith would not let him drive dressed as a woman and had actually taken his keys and his license.  Fortunately, classes were already in session when they arrived.  Otherwise, walking down the hallway to the office would have been a disaster.  Even so, it was incredibly embarrassing being dressed as he was in the plaid miniskirt, the white ankle socks and the tall black stiletto heels.  He actually longed for the girls uniform he normally wore.  That was feminine, but this felt slutty.

Simon walked into the office, where Polly sat at her desk.

“Will you look at that?” laughed Polly.

Simon blushed.

Polly rose from her chair and came around her desk.  She looked Simon up and down.  He felt incredibly small as she did.  “You look—”  She giggled.  “Oh my, Simon.  Oh my.”

Caroline handed Simon off to Polly and left.  She would pick him up after school, she announced.  This made him feel like a child dropped off by its mother.  He felt embarrassed hearing this before Polly.

Polly took Simon into the inner office where Rose sat at his former desk looking over schedules.  Helen and Amanda were they as well.  The three women were planning out the next semester.

“Aren’t you cute?” laughed Rose.

Simone blushed.

Rose nodded to the uniform lying over the arm of the couch.  “Get changed,” she said.

Simon didn’t even try to resist.  He was happy to get out of the miniskirt, so he slipped out of the skirt and he pulled off his blouse.  He unstrapped the sandals and pulled them off before pulling off the sissy white ankle-socks.  Finally, he pulled off the panties, revealing the device.

This drew the attention of the women who came to look at it.

“What an amazing thing,” said Amanda.  She brushed it with her fingertips.

“A wonderful invention,” said Helen.  She wrapped her fingers around the tube and felt its weight.

Rose now took the device in her hand.  She slid her fingers down it before squeezing the tube.  Simon could not feel their warmth at all on his flesh, or the pressure of the squeeze.

“When are you going to take that off?” he demanded.

“This?” she asked and she pulled it upward before letting it drop.  The image of this stiff tube with his erection trapped inside rising to the air and slamming downward was rather humorous to the women and they laughed.

Simon blushed.  “Yes, that.”

“What makes you think we’re taking it off?” asked Rose.

“It has to come off.”

“It’s part of your lessons, Simon.  You’ll be wearing this a long time,” said Rose.

“We can’t have you walking around tenting up your skirts, now can we?” asked Helen.  “What would the other girls think?”

“You have to take it off,” said Simon.

“No, we don’t,” said Rose.

“At least let me take if off from time to time!”

Rose chuckled.  “Need to masturbate, do you?”

Simon blushed.  Honestly, yes, but he would not admit that.  “No.  I just want it off.”

“Uh huh, sure,” said Rose doubtfully.  She began sliding her fingers slowly along the sides of the tube as if contemplating it.  “I’ll tell you what, Simon.  We know how important it is for boys to masturbate, so we’ll let you out from time to time to do that.  If that is why you want it off.”

Simon licked his lips.

“That is the reason, isn’t it?”

Simon’s breathing became a little harder.  He could not admit that.

“All you have to do is say it, and we’ll agree to let you out... from time to time.  Do you want to masturbate, Simon?”

Simon struggled.  He did not want to admit this.  But his resolve was weakening.  He did need to come, very badly.  It was slowly becoming an obsession.  What’s more, with Lilith now involved, he wasn’t sure if they would be taking it off at all.  Perhaps, this was the only offer he would get?

“I—”

“Go on, Sweetie.”

Simon felt sick at being called “Sweetie.”  It was so emasculating.  It made saying this even harder.  He clenched his fists, then he said it:  “I want to masturbate.”  He felt incredibly shamed at saying this.  But part of him felt relieved.  He needed to touch his dick.  He needed to come.

“Good boy,” giggled Rose.  “Was that so hard?”  They all knew it had been.  “So we’ll agree to let you out from time to time.  We’ll do it this way.  Each day, you can ask us once.  You will ask three of us.  If all three agree, then we’ll let you out and you can masturbate.”

Simon bit his lip.  He needed to ask permission?  And of three of them?  “Who— who chooses who I ask?”

“That’s up to you, Simon.  If any of the three refuses, then you can’t masturbate that day.  There’s more too.”

Rose now picked up a small red leather purse from her desk.  The purse was triangular in shape and stood up on its own when set down.  It had a tiny curved handle on the top and a golden clasp.  It had no straps.  She handed the purse to Simon, who felt the embarrassment all men feel when holding a woman’s purse.  Then she stepped back and pulled up her skirt to her thighs.  She slipped her hands beneath and worked down her pink panties, pulling those to her knees and letting them fall to the floor.  She crouched down to pick them up.  Then she reached over and unclasped the purse, pushing it open.  She stuffed her panties in the purse and closed it.

“From now on,” she said, “you will carry that purse with you everywhere.  If you don’t carry it, then you won’t be let out to masturbate that day.”

Simon shuddered; he did not want to carry a purse!

“Do you understand, Simon?” asked Rose.

He nodded cautiously.  “Yes, Miss Rose.  What— what about the panties?”

“Those are for when we let you masturbate.  A proper young lady doesn’t touch a penis without some barrier to maintain her modesty.”

Simon’s eyebrow went up.  “I— I don’t understand.”

“You will use the panties to masturbate.”

Simon didn’t understand that, but didn’t honestly care.  So long as he got to come, who cares if he had to rub himself with the panties.  It meant nothing to him.  He nodded his head indifferently.


Chapter Thirteen: “A Makeover”

—o—

With Simon back in uniform and carrying the emasculating little purse – they made him hold it out in front of him with both hands in the most sissyish way possible – they walked Simon back to the small salon in the auxiliary building.  He was much happier to be tottering along in the school uniform than he had been in the plaid miniskirt, though he still was far from “happy” about it.  He was especially not happy that the tip of the device poked out below his skirt, showing a little more than an inch when he walked.

When they reached the salon, Simon sat in the chair once more.  Gabby tossed a smock over his body and she turned the chair away from the mirror with the sink now at his back.

“What are you doing?” asked Simon nervously.

“We’re updating your look,” said Gabby.

The other women giggled.

Simon watched Gabby suspiciously as she gathered a collection of bottles, brushes, foil and other things she had not used on him before.  In the meantime, Amanda collected the nail kit and Sarah Beth grabbed a pair of tweezers.

“You just did that,” said Simon to Sarah Beth when he saw the tweezers.

“You can always use a clean-up,” chuckled Sarah Beth.

Sarah Beth attacked his eyebrows.

Simon pressed back into his chair as if to escape, but there was no escape.  He was trapped.  He knew what was happening too, though he didn’t know the final result yet.  He knew that if Lilith intended for him to dress like a girl full-time for the moment, then these women were happy to push things farther.  Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about it.

The next hour seemed surreal to Simon.  He watched all of this, utterly helpless to do anything about it.  Sarah Beth plucked eyebrow after eyebrow, each time stepping back to admire her work as she considered what to do next.  Amanda stripped all the clear polish off his fingernails before switching to a file.  She filed them all to a uniform length with a smooth crescent-shaped edge before filing them to square tips.  She then soaked his fingers before pushing back the cuticles.  His nails looked very long and feminine by that point.  She then added the clear coat once more.  Just when Simon thought she was finished, she painted a white tip on each, making his fingers look incredibly feminine!  His penis grew hard at this.

As Amanda repeated what she’d done to his fingernails on his toes, Gabby brushed out Simon’s hair.  She used the brush and several large salon clips to separate his hair into different sections.  As Sarah Beth attacked Simon’s eyebrows, Gabby mixed together several chemicals Simon did not know into a bowl.  She then grabbed the mixture and a sort of paint brush and started painting the mixture onto his separated hair, using aluminum foil to create various layers of hair.  Little by little, she did his entire head.  She then let this dry for some time as the other women finished what they were doing.  Finally, she pulled off the foil and the clips.  Then she took Simon to a sink and rinsed out his hair, taking him back to the chair afterwards to dry his hair and style it once more.

“There,” said Gabby finally.

She stepped back from the chair, using a comb to tease a few final loose strands of hair.  As she did, the other women stared at Simon with their jaws dropped.  He knew this would not be good.  Gabby removed the smock.

“Stand up and take a look,” she said.

Simon rose from the chair and turned to face the mirror behind him.  He was stunned!  When he looked into the mirror, he saw a woman staring back at him.  She had his face and no breasts, but she was a woman nonetheless.  Whereas he had had brown hair, this woman had gorgeous auburn hair with golden accents.  It was still in the pixie cut, though it was getting a little long for that, but the color made all the difference:  this was unmistakably feminine.  No man ever had this color.  He gasped and ran his fingers with their French tipped nails through his hair.  It was amazing.  If a woman had this hair, his eyes would have been captivated with desire.  His eyes were still captivated, but for the wrong reasons now.

Then he noticed the earrings.  The pearls were gone.  In their place were dangly earrings that looked like silvery curtains to him.  They were heavy.  There was makeup on his face, but even more to the point, his eyebrows were incredibly thin!  Sarah Beth had thinned far beyond anything remotely masculine and had carved out a high arch.  Even without the hair or the makeup, he would look like a woman now!

Simon withered at this realization.

“What have you done?” he gasped.

The women chuckled.

—o—

Simon was still in shock from having his hair dyed and his eyebrows reshaped as they walked to another classroom – with his unmistakably feminine hair and eyebrows dominating his mind, he barely noticed his fingernails and toenails, though they were inescapably feminine now too.  The classroom they entered had been a storage classroom until recently.  In fact, Simon didn’t know that had changed until they walked him into the room.

Gracie met him there.

“Look at your hair!” gushed Gracie as the women walked Simon into the room.

Simon looked around.  The room was small, perhaps ten by ten.  There was a tall window which looked out over the front drive.  The two side walls were covered in floor to ceiling mirrors, creating the infinite reflections illusion.  Standing in the middle of the room was an old-fashioned podium shaped like the letter “T” with a thick base.  The podium was never more than a foot thick or wide at any point, but it was heavy.  On either side of the cross-bar that formed the “T” someone had attached leather straps.  There were leather straps about six inches above the floor as well, on either side of the base.  It looked to Simon like some sort of torture device.

“What is that?” asked Simon cautiously.

“That is what we’ll use for your next ‘lesson’,” said Gracie.

“What lesson?”

“Think of this as training for your body, more so than your mind,” said Gracie.  “Strip,” she commanded.

Simon raised an eyebrow.  “Strip?”

“All of it except your stockings and heels.”

For a moment, Simon considered fleeing.  He had always entertained that idea as a last resort.  Indeed, while he still hoped to come out of all of this unchanged, unbowed, and with access to Lilith’s money, in the back of his mind, he had always considered the possibility that, at some point, he might just need to give it all up and flee.  The problem was that until now, he had seen no urgent reason to flee.  But now that he was considering it, it might be too late, seeing as how he no longer had any access to a car, money or male clothes, and they had changed his very face and hair into that of a woman.  Was he to totter down the street dressed like a woman?  And to where?

He knew the answer.  He was stuck at the moment.  His only chance right now was to see this silliness through, let them dye his hair and wrap tubes around his dick and hope that when she got bored, as she always did, Lilith would tire of this game and let him go back to being her husband.

“Fine,” he snapped, more to himself than to Gracie.

Simon pulled off his jacket and his blouse.  Then he removed his skirt.  The panties came next.  He left the stockings and the heels in place.  Otherwise, he was completely naked.

“Now come stand over here,” said Gracie.

Simon walked over to the podium, his heels echoing off the hardwood floor.  When he reached the podium, Gracie made him turn his back to the podium.  In the mirror, he watched as she took one arm and pulled it behind him, locking his wrist into the leather strap attached to the podium.  She then did the other, causing his chest to thrust outward.

“Step back with your right foot about six inches.”

Simon did as instructed.  Gracie crouched down and attached the leather strap around his ankle.  She then made him bring his other foot back as well.  This created an odd posture for Simon where his legs were spread somewhat wide, but not enough to create any real stability.  Indeed, Simon knew he would need to work to maintain his balance with his feet at this angle in these heels.  Having his arms locked behind him added to this and made him top-heavy.

“I like him like this,” chuckled Amanda.  She brushed his chest.

“Look, he’s turned on,” laughed Helen.  She held up the device with his erection visible inside it.

“What do you want?” snapped Simon, trying to sound threatening even as he felt incredibly weak and exposed.  Indeed, he felt helpless with the women surrounding him and him bound to the podium.

“Nothing, Simon,” said Gracie.  “We just want you to relax.”

“Relax?”

“Relax.”

As Simon watched, Gracie went to a small desk against the wall by the window.  It looked like an old roll-top desk complete with little drawers built-up upon the desk top.  She opened one of the drawers and removed a pair of clamps.  Then she came back to Simon.  Simon tensed up upon seeing the clamps, but was helpless to stop her doing whatever she wanted.

“Welcome to your shape class, Simon,” said Gracie.  She stood before him, giving off waves of confidence.  “In this class, we’re going to fine-tune your body as it develops.  Today, we’re going to start with your nipples.  Nipples are very important to women.  They are, if you’ll pardon the expression, the tip of the breasts and women like them to look good.  Yours are flat and still boyish.  Our goal right now is to help that along.”

“Help how?” asked Simon suspiciously.

“You’ll see,” giggled Gracie.

With that, she stepped forward.  Before Simon could say a word – not that it would have mattered – she pinched the clamps, pressed them against his raised nipples, and let them snap shut over his nipples.

Simon shuddered in shock.

Then the pain struck.  It was an intense pain, but with a surprising undertone of inexplicable pleasure.  That was a pleasure he did not want, but he got it nonetheless and it made his erection swell.

“Take them off!” gasped Simon.

“When class is finished.”

“They hurt!”  Yet, even as he said this, his penis swelled and throbbed excitedly.

Simon glanced down at his chest.  His chest looked a little swollen and his areolas had gotten a little puffy these last few days.  The nipples were still small and masculine, but they did stand up a lot.  Now they were pinched between the clamps.  The clamps, upon closer inspection, looked rather strange.  They looked like two flat blocks that sat one atop the other on a metal frame.  His nipple had been squeezed between the blocks with its very tip poking out.  There was a dial on the outside of the blocks.  He had no idea what it was for until Gracie put her finger onto it and rotated the dial.  When she did, the block moved away from the metal teeth of the clamp and his chest, effectively pulling his nipple outward from his chest!  This sent a painfully, yet erotic tugging sensation right into the heart of his breast.  This, in turn, made his penis throb even more.

He sucked in air sharply.  “What are you doing?!” he gasped.

Gracie laughed.  “We’re stretching your nipples, Simon, so they grow big and large and girly.”

She turned the dial again.

The tugging got stronger.  The pain got stronger.  The throbbing got stronger.

She turned the dial once more.

The tugging got stronger.  The pain got stronger.  The throbbing got stronger.

“That should be enough for now,” giggled Gracie.  She glanced at her watch.  “Now we wait.”

For the next twenty minutes or so, Simon stood there wobbling.  It was hard to focus on his balance with his mind focused so intensely on his chest.  Indeed, he barely noticed the pain in his toes and his arch as his mind was completely occupied with what was happening to his chest.  But it wasn’t even the pain that got his attention.  At first, it was the pleasure:  why was this pleasurable at all?  It was also the fear:  could this really stretch his nipples?  Wouldn’t they just pop back to the way they were?  What if they didn’t?  He imagined himself suddenly with long, feminine nipples.  The idea was terrifying, yet oddly arousing.

He looked down at his chest.

The swollen flesh on his chest was being pulled out into the shape of a pyramid.  The nipple was pulled out even further.

Simon began to wonder: what if they really could give him breasts and big, feminine nipples?  What would he do then if he had girlish nipples and little pyramids beneath his shirt?  How would he hide that?  How would he ever truly be Simon again at that point?

“You’ve made your point,” he said nervously.

“We’ve barely begun, Simon.”

“I’m serious.  I’m sorry.  I’m impressed.  You’ve convinced me.  I won’t ever do any of it again!”

Gracie sighed.  “I don’t think you understand, Simon.  We’re not stopping.  We’re turning you into a girl.  This isn’t meant to scare you.  It’s meant to remake you.”  As she spoke, she stuck out her finger and scraped her nail across the tip of his stretched nipple.  That sent an electric shock of pain racing though his chest.  His whole body reacted as if he’d been shocked.  His core trembled.  His knees buckled.  His ankles wobbled.  And his penis throbbed.

Gracie stepped closer.  She was close enough now the he could feel her soft, warm breath, though he could do not move to reach her in any way.

“This is your punishment, Simon,” she said softly.

She scraped his nipple again.

Again, an electric charge shot through him.  Again his core trembled.  His knees buckled.  His ankles wobbled.  And his penis throbbed.

“We’re making you into a submissive, little girl,” she whispered in his ear, and she scraped his nipple again.  Again, an electric charge shot through him.  Again his core trembled.  His knees buckled.  His ankles wobbled.  And his penis throbbed.  “And there’s nothing you can do about it.”

His penis exploded in the device.

To be continued...

The End of Part Two

—o—
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And don’t forget to check out my other books at Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/Ann-Michelle/e/B007JLQ9RG/

Some are listed below as well:

—o—

Anything For An ‘A’

William has a plan to keep from failing his college course.  He’s going to offer to do anything the gorgeous professor wants... anything.  What could possibly go wrong there? Well, William is about to find out as he spends one very bad night in dresses.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 111 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power exchange, small size humiliation, chastity devices, and so much more.

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

—o—

Becoming Georgia (Part One: The New Maid)

George and his friend Oliver thought no one was watching when they accidentally broke the window playing ball. Little did they know that George's pesky stepsister Emma saw the whole thing. Now they would find out what the price was for her silence. Much to their surprise... it involves dresses.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 32,600 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, and so much more!

July 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Becoming Georgia (Part Two: The Mall)

Poor George. After getting caught breaking Widow Wilson’s window, he finds himself firmly under Emma's thumb as she blackmails him to get whatever she wants. And what does she want? She wants him to do her chores. She likes to see him jump at her command. And perhaps worst of all, she likes to dress him in her clothes. Now he's been caught in a compromising position by Emma and her guests. Things could not get worse, could they? Sadly, they can. This is the story of George's trip to the mall.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 33,300 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, and so much more!

October 2021 and November 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Becoming Georgia (Part Three: Servitude)

George’s story continues. With his stepmother discovering the clothes Emma bought him, George now finds himself sentenced to remain a girl full-time for the foreseeable future. What’s more, when his stepmother learns he broke Widow Wilson’s window, she orders him to work off the cost of the window as Wilson’s maid. At least he’s free of Emma’s domination, right? Well, maybe not.

In this third part of George’s story, George struggles with being dressed as a girl full-time while trying to understand why this is all becoming more and more normal for him. This is Part Three of the series.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,400 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, maid costumes, and so much more!

November 2021 and December 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Blackmailed Sissy Maid

Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher this meant having a safe, anonymous internet mistress.  But this mistress wasn’t as anonymous as he thought.  Christopher will now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly places him at the mercy of the women in his life.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 38,000 word, 133 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, chastity devices, spanking, domestic discipline, and so much more!

August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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, and so much more!

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

—o—

Caught By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part One)

While Dylan’s wife was away on a business trip, Dylan decided to spend a little time playing in her closet.  Unfortunately for him, his wife’s friend Colby catches him.  Naturally, she wants to have some fun with Dylan, which means blackmail and feminization.  How far will Colby go?  Will Dylan’s wife figure it out?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 126 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, maid costumes, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

February 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Caught By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part Two)

Dylan wasn’t all that upset to find himself blackmailed by his wife’s best friend Colby after she caught him cross-dressing.  After all, this was the fantasy of a lifetime come true.  But with Colby’s demands becoming ever greater, Dylan finally had no choice but to try to escape her power.  So he called his wife.  Yep.  He called his wife!  What will happen now?  Will she save her husband from Colby?  And will there be a price to pay for her help?  Maybe Dylan will end up a feminized secretary after all.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,300 word, 127 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, milking, oral, chastity devices, maid costumes, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Caught In Her Closet

Jimmy always enjoyed cross-dressing secretly when no one else was home.  Then he gets caught by Christine and her friend.  What will Christine do with her new step-sissy?

With five illustrations from Ilgor!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,000 word, 129 page story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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

—o—

A Collection of Short Stories, Vol. One:  Three Tales of Halloween Magic

Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic:

They Messed With The Wrong Witch:  Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch.

The Magic Ring:  A husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky thing.  Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot.

I Wasn’t Myself:  The tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife.  That’s not the worst part though.  The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,000 word volume includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, gender transformation by magic, partial gender transformation by magic, transformation into an object, mind control, breast growth, oral, and so much more!

—o—

A Collection of Short Stories, Vol. Two:  Tales of Feminization By Hypnosis

Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This second volume of short stories includes four tales of feminization by hypnosis!

Save Us Sis!:  Candice gets a plea from her brother to come save him and their father.  Is this a joke?  Or is something sinister going on at home?

Controlled By His Roommate:  Dave is about to learn that his roommate Katie has more control over him than he thought!

The ‘Disappearance’ of Alpha Mu:  A college committee investigates the ‘disappearance’ of Alpha Mu fraternity. Though, ‘disappearance’ might be the wrong word.

Hypnotized Husband:  Diane is shocked when her husband starts dressing like a woman after he participates in a hypnosis stage show. But all may not be as it seems.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,200 word volume includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hypnosis, paddling, and so much more!

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

—o—

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, and so much more!

May 2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part One)

Richard agreed to help his pregnant wife Christine fit a dress.  In the middle of doing so, however, his wife’s mother unexpectedly shows up and catches him in the dress!  The only way for Richard and Christine to avoid utter embarrassment, and years of nagging from Christine’s mother, is if Richard pretends he’s really the maid until she leaves.  Unfortunately, his mother-in-law has no plans to leave.  What’s more, she sees through the charade and decides this might be a good opportunity to teach Richard some lessons.  Things may not turn out as anyone expects though.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,900 word, 125 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, maid costumes, and so much more!

April 2019 and May 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Two)

Martha’s attempt to teach Richard and Christine a lesson has backfired. Trapping Richard as Miranda has given him the chance to see that maybe there is something exciting about being feminized after all. But will Richard take Miranda as far as Christine wants? And how far will Martha go to put an end to this charade?

For Mature Audiences Only. This 32,300 word story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!

June 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Three)

Trapped cross-dressed by his mother-in-law’s unexpected appearance, Richard and his wife Christine undertook an ill-considered deception to keep from having to explain why he was dressed the way he was. It seemed simple enough. But now Richard finds himself stuck living as his wife’s maid and every day seems to dig him deeper into the charade. And as if that wasn’t enough, now his sister-in-law has shown up as well and she knows his secret! These are hard times for Richard... at least until the hormones kick in. But then, maybe he's enjoying it? See how things turn out for Richard and Christine in this lengthy conclusion!

For Mature Audiences Only. This 44,500 word story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, hormones, shrunken manhood, maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!

September 2019 and October 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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!

—o—

Femford School for Girls (Part One)

Lewis Stevens thinks his fiancée is having an affair at the secretive girl’s school where she works.  He decides to sneak into the school to find out.  Little does he realize that this girl’s school has another purpose.  Now he finds himself trapped and going through their program.  Can his fiancée help him?  Will she want to?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,600 word, 131 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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

—o—

The Femford School (Part Two)

Each day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School, he finds himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more, Vera has set into motion a series of changes that will forever alter Lewis’s mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Only Maria can save him now, but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,500 word, 138 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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

—o—

Feminized and Cuckolded

Brent watches as his new boss Rebecca seduces and marries his friend John.  Before Brent’s very eyes, she begins to feminize his friend.  So why doesn’t Brent do something to stop her?  Well, it’s complicated.  See, he wants her for himself, and if John becomes a girl, that might make it easier.  This can’t end well.

For Mature Audiences Only.  Told in the first person, this 32,500 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, pegging, potential cuckolding, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

April 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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?

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

—o—

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?

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!

—o—

Feminized By Hypnosis

Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great.  What’s more, Jess and his father have decided to clean up their acts... to be more helpful.  They’re even wearing maid uniforms to help around the house.  So why does something about this seem wrong to Jess?  Can Jess find help to save him from his evil stepmother, or are he and his father destined to become sissy maids... or worse?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 144 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hypnosis, maid costumes, erotic humiliation and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized Cuckold

When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 49,100 word, 176 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cuckolding, spanking, domestic discipline, hormones, and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized Fiancé

When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.  This is the first of two books.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,000 word, 114 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, and so much more!

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Serving His Fiancée

This is Part Two of Feminized Fiancé.

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?  This book concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,000 word, 105 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, and so much more!

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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

—o—

Grounded in Heels

My most famous book!  When Sam’s stepmother discovers the perfect way to keep her stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly puts him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?

For Mature Audiences Only. This 42,000 word, 154 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, spanking, domestic discipline, and a lot more!

April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School)

With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who is determined to humiliate him and make his time in heels permanent.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 36,000 word, 128 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, spanking, and so much more!

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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!

—o—

The House On Femford Hill

Would you stay in a haunted house?  What if the house was known for turning men into women?  Professor Eric Meyer plans to stay.  See, Professor Meyer studies the strange, the supernatural, and the paranormal, and he can’t wait to investigate the famed House on Femford Hill, which is rumored to turn those who stay overnight into women.  Could this be true?  Professor Meyer intends to find out.

Includes a surprise re-edited story from Crystal Summers!

For Mature Audiences Only.  Written by Crystal and Ann, this 38,500 word,  page two-story collection includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, partial gender transformation, spanking, small size humiliation, and so much more!

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

—o—

Humiliation At The Office

For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 41,000 word, 153 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, maid uniforms, erotic humiliation, breast growth, hormones, shrunken manhood, and so much more!

March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five)

This is my epic take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!

Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother.  To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000 words combined and 726 pages!  It includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more!

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, and February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Making of Danielle, The Illustrations

You may not know this, but there are illustrations which go with The Making of Danielle series!  It took almost a year to complete that project, but it was well worth the wait. All told, there are thirty images total across all five books and they are amazing! They are well worth adding to your collection.

This book contains each of the illustrations along with some text to remind you of the scenes they represent. Think of it as an abridged, illustrated version of the story. I’m also including the original sketches so you can see how each image developed.

This book includes 30 Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more!

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

—o—

The Story of William, From The Making of Danielle

I’ve been promising to add something special to the “Making of Danielle” series, and here it is!  This is the story of William and how he was transformed into Wilma.  These are the things Daniel never knew.  It is also the conclusion to Daniel’s story.  How does Daniel’s story end?  In a word:  a wedding.  To whom is the question though!

Fans of Danielle really won’t want to miss this one.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 44,650 word, 177 page story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2018 and July 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Miss-ing Billionaire

Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story.  The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.  Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman and to infiltrate the strange world of Ing Co.  But do they know who he is?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,500 word, 116 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, hormones, and so much more!

August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!

—o—

More Than He Bargained For

Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, pegging, chastity, and so much more!

March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part One)

This is the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and made me her feminized slave.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 35,200 word, 136 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, threatened-cuckolding, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 and April 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part Two)

This is the rest of the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and feminized me.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,100 word, 126 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, threatened-cuckolding, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part One)

What would you do if you started growing breasts?  That’s the problem Andrew faces.  His life was great.  He had a loving wife and a good job.  He was even up for a promotion.  Then he took an experimental treatment meant to grow hair... but something else grew instead.  As his chest slowly expands into a pair of classic breasts, he finds his wife taking over and himself demoted.  What's more, his boss wants him to report to work as a secretary!  Where will this end?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 136 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, paddling, and so much more!

September 2018 and October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part Two)

Things are really headed in the wrong direction now for Andrew.  Not only can he no longer hide the “growths” on his chest, but now he needs to report to work as a secretary... dressed as a woman.  Even worse, his new boss is not exactly the nicest woman.  How bad can she be though?  Andrew is about to find out.  Hopefully, he can remember the things his wife taught him about being a woman.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 108 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, paddling, and so much more!

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

—o—

Satin Falls (The Complete Story, Parts One & Two Combined)

Satin Falls is the story of a small mountain town where the men slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman after an unknown virus infects the water supply.  Even worse, advising the women on how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against men after her female lover leaves her for a man.  She decides to get even with malekind by encouraging the women to feminize their males.

Follow the lives of several couples as they enter this brave new world of silks and satins and female domination.  And watch as the fate of the men hangs by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

This book is the complete story.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 64,500 word, 117 page story includes power exchange, female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, breast growth, spanking, and so much more!

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

—o—

Short Story:  The Magic Journal

After macho football player Brad ruins Rachel’s date, she gets even using a magic journal which lets her change his body as she wishes. Brad is about to learn a lesson he will never forget as Rachel feminizes him bit by bit.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 13,000 word, 51 page short story includes female domination, forced feminization, gender transformation, shrunken manhood, breast growth, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer)

Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents. He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter. Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,500 word, 128 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, domestic discipline, and so much more!

July 2018 and August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair)

Now that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with the wonderful Ellie.  Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 30,400 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, and so much more!

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

—o—

Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive

Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda is the one who really holds the power... ever since she caught him cross-dressing.  Now she wears the pants in the family.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 26,000 word, 90 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, paddling, chastity and denial, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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

—o—

Wager Into Womanhood (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

Max is an arrogant sexist with a submissive wife and an inability to turn down any bet. Will is a househusband with a dominant wife who just caught him having an affair. Both of their lives are going to change significantly when they get tricked into entering a bet to prove that they can live as women for a week... or longer.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 56,000 word, 209 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power exchange, and so much more.

September 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret

The story that started it all!

Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  If that’s what sold, then he would give it a try.  Then he told his wife Stephanie.  Soon, he and his loving wife were experimenting with turning him into ‘Lauren.’  Too late did he realize how eagerly his wife would embrace the idea of feminizing him.

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

March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy)

Loren and Stephanie's adventure continues in this long awaited sequel to “The Writer's Secret”!

As Loren adjusts 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... and she likes the idea of having a feminized maid.  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 escape these villains?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, feminized maids, hormones, shrunken manhood, pegging, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!

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

—o—

Volume One of the Dominique Silk Collection

This first Volume One of Dominique Silk stories includes both College Student to Coed and Making Her Husband Her Maid.

College Student to Coed is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck when the most popular girl on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even better, she wants to take him back to her apartment and dress him in her clothes!  This is a dream come true for Ted, and soon Beth is inviting him over daily to play.  Unfortunately, through a series of mistakes, Ted finds himself constantly being exposed in public while wearing women’s clothes.  But are these really mistakes?  And what is Beth up to?

Making Her Husband Her Maid is a cautionary tale for unfaithful husbands.  As Diane works hard to support the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid.  Unfortunately for him, the maid has other ideas and turns the tables on Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise to come home to find her husband dressed in the maid’s uniform and high heels, and bent over the couch as the maid has her way with his rear.  Cameron the playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,250 word, 151 page volume includes cross-dressing, female domination, forced feminization, chastity devices, public exposure, pegging, shemales, spanking, bondage, sissy maids, hormones, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Two of the Dominique Silk Collection

This Volume Two of Dominique Silk stories is both parts of Feminized by his Mother-in-Law, the story of Jackson, his wife Natalie, and his mother-in-law Ruth.  Ruth never thought that Jackson was man enough to marry her daughter, and when she came to stay with Jackson and Natalie shortly after their marriage, she decided to prove this to her daughter... by feminizing Jackson.  Has she miscalculated though?  Soon both Ruth and Natalie are feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date with Natalie’s boss and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his manhood and his marriage?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,000 word, 189 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, small penis humiliation, blackmail, chastity devices, sissy maid, cuckolding, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Three of the Dominique Silk Collection

This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both The Sissy House Sitter and Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback.

The Sissy House Sitter begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who feels an irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.

Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback is the story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team, but his body is slowly wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his future to be submissive in skirts?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,900 word, 163 page volume includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, domestic discipline, spanking, bondage, blackmail, sissy maids, hormones, limited M-to-M contact, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Four of the Dominique Silk Collection

This final Volume Four of Dominique Silk stories includes the story Not What He Wanted and its conclusion What He Got.  This story begins with George trying to dominate his wife.  Things go wrong quickly, however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the velvet ropes.  Soon, he’s wearing panties at work... and then worse.  As his wife keeps adding to his feminization, an embarrassing trip to the mall and a confrontation with his secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s story fun and exciting as his problems spin out of control.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,600 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, forced cross-dressing, spanking, paddling, pegging, bondage, erotic humiliation and more!
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