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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Simon is in deep.  There’s no other way to put it.  Until and unless his wife lets him go, the women of Satin Valley Finish School can do whatever they want with him.  And Simon?  All he can do is obey.  In fact, little by little, he’s finding it getting harder and harder to do anything but obey.

In this part, the women start taking Simon’s feminization to new levels, just as they are making him increasingly submissive.  Does Simon stand a chance to escape?  Will he be able to stay Simon if he can’t?  And what is the wooden peg for?  Read on and find out!

This is the third of what will be four parts.  This story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, hormones, breast growth, a shrinking manhood, paddling, heels, a wooden peg, chastity, bondage, teasing and a whole lot more.

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

With love,

Ann :)

Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter

https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website


Chapter One: “Another Poke”

—o—

Gracie pulled the clamps from Simon’s nipples.

The pressure stopped on his nipples, as did the pain.  The tugging stopped in his chest too.  Simon shuddered in relief.  His breathing returned to normal.  Meanwhile, Gracie gently rubbed one of his breasts with her fingers.  Her fingers felt surprisingly soft against his prickly flesh.  His whole chest seemed to swell at her touch.  His nipples grew erect.

“You’re going to have such pretty nipples,” she purred.

She tickled one nipple, making his penis swell inside the device.  Simon once more felt compelled to touch it, to stroke it, but knew he would be unable, even apart from being bound to the podium.

“They’re going to be so big,” added Gracie.

“Did they grow?” asked Amanda.

“Take a look,” said Gracie.

She squeezed the swollen mound of flesh that surrounded Simon’s areola.  It puffed up in her hand and became a mound, which was more than Simon had expected.  He knew he had been getting fatter there with the lack of any real exercise since the women had taken over, but the amount she created surprised him.  Was it possible he really was growing breasts?  The thought caught him off guard and his ego quickly denied it.

“No, this is just swelling from that stupid stretching!” he told himself.

But was it really?

“It’s time to get dressed,” said Gabby.

“Call Miriam first though,” said Amanda.

“Miriam?  What does she have to do with this?” asked Simon nervously.

When this began, he had hoped to win Miriam over to his side as they had been lovers.  But her reaction when he asked for her help had shown the folly of that.  And with Lilith knowing of the allegations against him, it seemed unlikely that even a change of heart from Miriam would help much – though with Lilith looking for genuine repentance, as she had put it, a “reference” might help.  The problem was, there seemed to be no chance of a change of heart.  In fact, of all of the women, Miriam seemed the most “satisfied” with his emasculation.  She seemed to take it as her own personal revenge, in fact.  Hearing that she would be involved with whatever came next was troubling.

“Miriam has something for you, Simone.”

That was all they told him.

Simon waited nervously for several minutes until Miriam appeared at the door.  She wore a black suit skirt, white blouse and black pumps.  She looked gorgeous.  Simon felt very small standing virtually naked before her, wearing only stockings and heels and being bound to the podium.

Embarrassingly, his penis grew hard in the device.

Miriam came to him.  Her heels clicked powerfully off the hardwood floor of the classroom.  She stopped before him.  Her eyes locked on his.  A smirk appeared in the corners of her lips.  She glanced down.  She saw his erection inside the device through its clear plastic tube.  She took the tube in her hand and stroked it with her fingers.  She giggled as she did.

“Someone’s happy to see me,” she chuckled coldly.

Simon bit his lip.  He didn’t know what to say.

Miriam brushed the device with her fingers.  “Too bad you can’t feel a thing.”

Simon blushed.

“How that must bother you,” she said coldly.  She tapped the device again.  “Look how hard you are.  You must be dying to touch yourself.”

Simon blushed even more.  The fact they had been lovers made her words his especially hard.

“Fortunately,” she continued, “I have something that will help that.”

Simon raised an eyebrow.  “You do?”

She smirked cynically.  “Yes... but maybe not in the way you want it to.”

With that, Miriam held up a small pink pouch Simon had not seen in her hand when she entered – he had been looking over the rest of her body and the vengeful look in her eyes, not her hands.  She opened the pouch and pulled a syringe from it.  The syringe contained a clear fluid.

Simon swallowed hard.  He knew what this was.  At least, he knew what it was supposed to be.  But could it really be hormones?  Despite everything, he still struggled to believe they could really turn him into a girl... but then, his chest did seem oddly flabby.  Either way, he felt nervous.

“I’d rather not,” he said.

Miriam smiled so smugly.  She put her left hand, with its long silver nails upon his cheek.  “But I would,” she said.  Then she leaned in and pressed her lips to his.  As she kissed him, her right hand jabbed him in the rear with the shot and pressed down the plunger.  Simon barely felt the needle, but felt a rush as the cold contents of the syringe discharged into his rear.

Miriam pulled away her lips and pulled away the syringe.

She glanced down at his penis.  Then she looked back into his eyes.  She leaned closer and whispered in his ear:  “Say goodbye to your little friend.”


Chapter Two: “Good Vibrations”

—o—

Simon’s day did not get any better.  The women put him through more walking and sitting exercises until his feet burned in the heels; his ego burned too, every time he caught sight of himself in a mirror.  He was more than ready to go home by the time school ended.  Only, that meant dealing with Caroline.  Caroline laughed when she came to pick him up.  The auburn hair.  The high, thinly arched eyebrows.  The girlish French tipped nails.  He looked so disturbingly feminine.  She laughed at him the whole way home too.  Lilith didn’t laugh so much as snicker.

That was worse.

“I see you’ve changed,” was all she said when she saw his new feminine look.  But she said it so drolly that her tone alone crushed his manhood with feminine disdain.  He felt utterly humiliated as he tottered off to change into his maid uniform.

Simon stood before the mirror in his smaller new bedroom.  He was naked.  He glanced down at his nipples.  They were sore.  In fact, his whole chest was sore.  His nipples still felt crushed from their time on the stretcher.  Did they look bigger?  They did actually, but it could have been simple swelling.  His whole chest looked swollen in fact.  The areolas looked puffy and a little darker than normal; there was pressure behind the areolas too.  That had to be swelling, right?  And that came from the stretching, didn’t it?  And swelling was temporary.

“This will all go away,” he told himself.

He was worried though.

Simon put his hands upon his hips and examined his chest in the mirror.  From the front, it didn’t look all that different.  It was swollen more, perhaps, but that was it.  When he turned to his side, however, his jaw dropped.  His chest looked... well... it wasn’t masculine.  It wasn’t quite breasts either, but no man had this much swelling on his chest.

He cringed.

“It will go away...” he told himself... “it will go away!”

Simon closed his eyes and shook off the image.  He turned away from the mirror and slipped into the panties.  Sliding them up his legs, he felt the sore spot on his rear where Miriam had poked him with the syringe.  He rubbed that.  His rear seemed to wiggle beneath his hand.  A terrible thought occurred.  Was it possible his rear had gotten fatter?  If so, had he been putting on weight or were these shots giving him the soft, round rear of a— uh?  Could it be—?

“No!  The shots aren’t real!  It’s just a mind game!” he insisted to himself.  The women wouldn’t really do that.  They couldn’t.  What did Rose keep saying?  They were going to teach him to be “submissive.”  This was just that.  It was all a game to throw him off.

But what if it wasn’t?

“Are you almost ready?” said Caroline sharply as she barged into the room.

Simon instinctively threw his arm over his embarrassing breasts and the other hand over his exposed penis.  “Do you mind?  I’m changing!” he protested.

“So?”

Simon blushed.  “So, I’d like some privacy!”

“Aw, are you shy?” laughed Caroline.

Simon blushed.

“Come on, get dressed,” said Caroline, clearly indifferent to his demand.  She picked up the nylons she had laid out with his uniform.  She held them out for him.  “Put these on.”

Simon glared at her, but could say nothing; he held no power here.  He snatched the nylons from her and sat down on the edge of the bed to slip into them.  By now, he knew to ball them up, so he did.  He slid them up his freshly shaved legs.  As had happened each time now, the nylons caught on microscopic traces of stubble, sending little jolts of pleasure up his nerves and making his penis swell.

Caroline picked up the black high-heeled sandals.  “These next.”

“I can dress myself,” snapped Simon.

“I like to help,” said Caroline sourly.  She held out the sandals by their straps.

Simon snatched those too and sat down on the bed to slide his feet into them.  He’d done this so often now that it was second nature to him.  He hadn’t done it under the leering glare of his former servant, however.  He felt rather embarrassed slipping them on as she watched.

He got them on.

When he finished buckling the shoes, he rose to his feet and moved to the closet to fetch the maid uniform.  He didn’t even need to think about how he walked at this point – it was all automatic – and what came out was an incredibly feminine, graceful, controlled stride.  After all the training from the women, his stride was almost seductive in its femininity.  He didn’t even realize it until Caroline chuckled.  Her chuckle sent an icy chill down his spine.

“I can’t believe how good you are in heels!” she laughed.

Simon bit his lip.  Did he really look feminine?

“Some man you are!” she added and she fluttered one hand while delicately balancing the other on her round rear in mockery of his feminine stance.

Simon tried to ignore her barb, but her comment struck his ego with devastating effect.  What man wants to be seen as good in heels?!  At least, he thought, wearing them no longer hurt his feet like they once had.  But still, he knew he would never live this down.

His penis grew inside the device.

“Perv,” she laughed at seeing him grow.  “I should make you clean house like that; show Lilith your little hard on.”  Then she snickered.  “But there’s just something special about a man in uniform, don’t you agree?”

With that, she stepped past him and pulled the uniform from the closet and handed it to him.  Simon took it.  He unzipped the back and pulled it down over his head.  It felt so strange to wear.  It was short like the miniskirt, making him feel naked and letting a good chunk of the device show.  It was tight around his torso, but (still) loose around his chest.  It was decorative and fussy and feminine too.  It was everything he wanted to see in a sexual conquest but the antithesis of anything he ever wanted to wear himself.  He felt so embarrassed.

Caroline came to him now.  She was smirking strongly.

“That uniform really suits you,” she chuckled.  She adjusted it with her fingers.  Then she raised his skirt and examined the device.  He was hard as a rock inside it and very horny, but neither she nor he could touch it.  She tried nevertheless, adding to his horniness and his sense of inferiority.

“You wanted to stick that inside me once,” she chuckled.  “It doesn’t look like it’s going inside anyone now.”

An evil smirk crossed her lips.

“I wonder,” she said and her smirk grew.  “Come with me.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

—o—

A few moments later, they were in Caroline’s bedroom in her little cottage out back.  Simon glanced around nervously as she looked through her nightstand.  What were they doing here?  This all made him very nervous.

“Here it is,” she announced.

Simon craned his neck to see what she had found.  As he did, she turned around holding a small pink object shaped like a stylized penis with a rounded tip.  It had a button on the bottom.

“I wonder if we can make you come with this?” she said.

Simon raised an eyebrow.  “What is that?”

“A girl’s best friend,” she replied.  Then she pressed the button.  When she did, a buzzing started and the device began vibrating at an insane speed.  The whole thing was shaking so hard it was making Caroline’s hand shake.  Simon’s eyebrow rose even higher.

“You can’t be serious!” he said nervously.

“Oh, I can.”

Simon started to back away, but Caroline approached too quickly.  She pressed him against the door and shoved the vibrating device under his skirt, sliding it along the device and slipping it against his flesh, behind his balls.  As it slid along the device, he felt the device bounce, but none of that translated to his penis.  The device was too perfectly set against his flesh for anything to affect it.  When it reached his balls, however, his whole lower region exploded in wild sensations.  His eyes nearly crossed.  His breathing stopped.  He bit his lip like a horny young girl.  His balls were shaking at a million miles an hour.  His need to come shot through the roof.  His horniness soared like a rocket.

But he didn’t come.

She pressed harder.  Still, he didn’t come.

Simon’s horniness was becoming explosive.  His penis and everything within rode that edge of anticipation, right at the point where it seemed the next little tap would push him over into the world of infinite pleasure... and yet, it never happened.

“So sad,” said Caroline after a full minute of trying different locations.

She finally stopped the device.  When she did, Simon felt as if he’d hit a brick wall.  He had been so close!  He was sure of it!  He was going to orgasm despite the women denying it to him if only she’d given it another few seconds!  And now he’d lost his chance.  He almost begged her to continue; only his pride stopped him.

His strength crumbled a little on the inside.

“It’s like they made you a total eunuch,” snickered Caroline.

“I’m not a eunuch,” he protested weakly.

“Yes, you are.”  Caroline jabbed his balls with the vibrator and turned it on again to prove her point.  Once again, Simon trembled and withered until she stopped a moment later.  “See.  You can get hard, but you can’t do anything about it.  That makes you a eunuch!”

Simon shook his head helplessly.  She was right.

“I should get you a name tag that says ‘Eunice the Eunuch.’”  She chuckled.  Then she took his hand.  “Come on, Eunice.  Let’s get to work!”


Chapter Three: “Learning Futility”

—o—

Simon was back in school.  As incredible as it might seem, he was glad to be back in the school uniform too.  The maid uniform was humiliating and the mini-skirt, socks and heels combo he wore to school was somehow worse.  He never would have guessed the school uniform would have felt normal by comparison, but it did.  It was somehow comforting... at least by comparison.  And while that should have been troubling, to find any female clothing comforting, he was just glad to wear something more covering.

“Today, we’re starting a new class,” said Kylie.

“What kind of class?” asked Simon.  He sat at a table in a chair with his legs crossed femininely.

Kylie raised an accusatory eyebrow at him.

“Miss,” added Simon quickly.  He did not want to lick this woman’s feet.

Kylie waited several seconds before continuing, to let him sweat over his mistake.  She could see him tense up and become worried.  It was the precise effect she wanted to achieve.  It meant he was starting to fear disobedience.  Now it was time to take his lessons further.

“This will be a games class,” she said.  “We’re going to play games.”

Simon raised his eyebrow.  “Games?”

“Yes, games.”

At this, four other women came into the room:  Amanda, Kate, Gabby and Tina.  Each took a seat around the table as Kylie pulled out a deck of cards and began to shuffle.  She took a seat as well.

“The game today is poker,” said Kylie before adding with a wry smile: “perhaps you’ve heard of it.”

“What are the stakes?” asked Simon, who thought of himself as quite good at poker.  Perhaps the women had made their first mistake, he thought.  Surely, he could beat any of them in poker.

“You’ll like this.”

As she said this, the other women giggled.

“We’ll play five hands today,” she continued.  “If you win any of them, we’ll let you out of the device to come.”

Simon’s heart skipped a beat.  He was desperate to come for sure and the prospect of being set free to do it was exciting, especially as he was certain he could beat these women in poker blindfolded!  There was one question, however.

“What if I lose?” he asked.

Kylie shrugged her shoulders.  “If you lose, you get paddled.”

“Paddled?”

“Don’t be afraid, Simon.  It’s two little paddles per hand,” she said in a taunting tone.

Simon raised his eyebrow.  “One paddle?”

“Two tiny little paddles, unless someone raises you.”

“Can I raise back?”

“No.  You get your freedom or not.  You can accept or drop out.  That’s all.”

Simon shrugged his shoulders indifferently.  As long as he got to come, it didn’t matter.  He was confident losing would not be an issue, not against these women.  This didn’t seem right though.  It seemed too easy.

“What’s the catch?” he asked.

“No catch,” said Kylie.

“No catch?”

“No catch.  Although, there is one change in the rules.  Your cards will be presented face up.  Ours will not.”

Simon considered this for a moment.  That put him at a definite disadvantage, he realized.  That made him hesitate.  Kylie saw this and she chuckled, poking his ego expertly.

“Don’t tell me a big poker player like you is afraid of that little change... against these little ladies?”

Simon’s ego had been pricked.  He knew this was going to make this more difficult, but he was good at poker and he was not afraid of these women!  Besides, he only had to win one game out of however many they played.  Even with the disadvantage, he still expected to win most of the games.  The women had made a huge mistake.  On the other hand, they hadn’t really made mistakes so far.  He felt oddly nervous.

“I’ll tell you what,” said Kylie.  “Since you’re afraid.”  She paused to let this tweak his ego again.  “Why don’t we do a practice game so you see how it works... see that’s it’s not too intimidating for you?”

Simon blushed.  He was not intimidated!  “Fine,” he said arrogantly.

The women pulled their chairs in and everyone readied themselves for the first game.  Kylie shuffled the deck again.  Simon put on his best poker face even as he told himself this was going to be easy.  Kylie dealt the cards.  Simon’s came face up; the women’s came face down.  Simon looked around.  The women seemed to be concentrating more than they should have been.  Amanda looked confused.  Only Kylie even seemed to know how to hold the cards.

“This is going to be easy,” he told himself.

Simon had drawn a full house, eights and fives.  He held fast as the other women swapped out any number of cards.  When they were done, Kylie told everyone to show their cards.  Simon had won.

“Looks like you should have played for real,” said Kylie.

Simon smirked.  He swelled with confidence.  “Guess so.  Are you ready to start?”

Kylie smiled.  She nodded.

Simon didn’t win another game.  He came close, but each time, he just lost.  The closeness of these losses, rather than discouraging him, only seemed to drive him to keep trying.  Indeed, he was by no means ready to quit when the fifth game ended, but it wasn’t up to him.

“That’s five,” said Kylie.  “That means ten paddles.”

The women rose from the table and made Simon stand too.  They made him get into the pose he always required of the young women, the pose with his ankles and knees together, knees slightly bent and his rear thrust out like a pinup model; he gripped the back of his chair.  Kylie flipped his skirt up over his rear, exposing his pink panties.  Amanda then picked up the paddle and moved behind him.

“Are you ready, Simone?” she asked with a smirk in her tone.

Simon shuddered.  No matter how many times they did this, it remained humiliating.  Paddlings were for your women, not him.  And to be paddled by these women, former underlings, made it all the worse.  And the pose?  Arg!  What’s more, ten blows was enough to leave him inflamed and sore.  He knew that.  It hadn’t sounded like so much when he took the bet because he assumed he would get to come.  Not to mention, he didn’t think it would be ten.  He thought it might be four.  Ten sounded like a lot now.

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

The paddle cut through the air and struck hard.  It hurt, as it had each time.

She swung again.

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

When the paddle struck, it once more sent a pressure wave through his rear and made him nearly stumble in the high heels.  Worse, the pain appeared upon his face this time.  He didn’t know why – perhaps he’d been softened from prior paddlings, perhaps his flabbier rear hurt more, perhaps she just swung harder (Amanda seemed to swing the paddle extra hard) – but it really hurt and he visibly winced and seemed to break just a tiny bit.

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!  The women began counting each blow aloud:  “Three... four... five...”

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

“Six!”

Simon’s rear felt delicate and inflamed now.  It was tender to the touch but they weren’t done touching it.  The pain was building.  Then something truly unexpected happened.  For the first time, he felt intimidated.

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

“Seven!”

His intimidation grew.  He suddenly doubted he could take all ten blows.  He knew he could, so he didn’t understand where this thought had come from, but it dogged his thinking.

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

Eight.

Simon began to tremble.  His mind was running wildly in some strange direction where it wanted to ask these women to stop: though “beg” was a better word for how he envisioned it.  His pride was starting to crack; he couldn’t take ten!  He closed his eyes and tried very hard to find the confidence to say nothing.

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

Nine.

His rear really hurt.  His ankles wobbled now.  He could have sworn a tear had appeared in his eye.  He didn’t understand where this noxious cocktail of emotions had come from:  fear, embarrassment, weakness.  He bit his tongue to keep from crying out.  There was only one more.  He could take it, he told himself, though he wasn’t sure he believed it.  He braced himself.

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

Ten.

A tear appeared, even as relief poured over him.  He had made it.

“No big deal,” he said arrogantly, hoping to cover his moment of weakness.  Then he surreptitiously wiped away the tear.  This had been so strange.  Why had he taken this so hard?  Could it be they really were giving him female hormones?  Were they affecting him?  Was it just another planted idea?  Had he somehow become weak?  He didn’t know, nor did they give him time to think about it.

“Time for your next class, Simone,” said Kylie.

She motioned to Amanda and Gabby, who took Simon to his comportment class, where he would work on sitting, despite his flaming rear.  With Simon gone, she turned to Kate and Tina.

“That was an excellent start,” she said.

“Do you think this will help?” asked Kate.

“It’s teaching him futility.  He doesn’t know it yet, but we’ve rigged the deck.  He will come close to winning, but will never win.  That will teach him that he cannot possibly defeat any of us... or any woman really.  Right now, through the kissing game and making him stand in the corner, we are teaching him to obey out of fear.  Through this game, and some others, he will learn subconsciously that he is inferior to women and that challenging women will always lead to failure and punishment.  This will make him curb his desire to dominate much more strongly than simple punishment.  He will learn not to try.”

Kate and Tina giggled.

“So he’s going to learn to let women take charge,” said Tina.

“Exactly.  He will learn that his place is second to women,” said Kylie.  “And that will make him submissive.”


Chapter Four: “Bigger and Smaller”

—o—

Simon stood in the small classroom on the second floor, the one with the podium, where Gracie stretched his nipples.  The windows of this classroom looked out over the woods below.  In the next room, he could hear the thunderous sound of high heels as the girls learned to dance.  They were learning ballroom dancing.  He stood before Rose, Gracie, Gabby, Sarah Beth and Miranda.  He wore the school uniform and the tall stilettos.  He held the little black purse out before him, balanced from the wrist of his right arm; his left arm was at his hip, creating the posture the women wanted.  Each of the women wore dark suits or dresses and heels.

“We need to take some measurements,” said Rose.

“For what?” asked Simon before quickly adding, “Miss Rose.”

“We need to measure you for your new uniform.  Also, we need to track your progress to make sure the program is working.”

Simon raised an eyebrow.  “What progress, Miss Rose?”

“We’re turning you into a girl, Simone.  Have you forgotten?” she laughed.

A chill raced down Simon’s spine.  He still didn’t know if this was real or not.  He had received two shots and many threats.  They had “stretched” his nipples several times now.  They talked about his shoes changing his calves, though that didn’t seem to be happening – if anything, he thought, he was getting used to heels, which probably defeated their purpose.  He did think he was a little chubbier in certain places, like his rear, and his chest was swollen, but that could all have been illusion... wishful thinking.  At worst, it was lack of exercise.  That meant whatever this “measurement” thing was, it could have been just another bluff to upset him.

“Strip down to your stockings and heels,” said Rose.  “All the rest comes off.”

With that, Sarah Beth took the purse from him.  She stepped back, as did the rest.  Simon unbuttoned his uniform jacket and pulled it off.  He handed it to Gabby.  Then he unbuttoned his blouse and he pulled that off as well.  He gave that to Gabby too.

Next came the skirt.

Simon unzipped the skirt at his side and pulled it free of his hips.  He slid it down his thighs to his knees, where he let go and it fell atop his feet.  He carefully stepped out of it and crouched down to pick it up.  Simon rose to his full height once more and started working on his panties.  These were pink, as were most of the panties he wore, and he worked them down his hips and thighs until he could let them fall as well.  He picked those up and handed them to Gabby as well.  Gabby laid these clothes across the back of a chair.

His penis grew hard inside the device at this point.  He tried to ignore that.

Simon now stood naked before the women apart from the stockings, his stilettos, and the device attached to his penis.  His hair was auburn, his nails French-tipped and he was hairless.  He had one-inch hoops in his ears and the garish ring he bought Polly on his finger.

“All right, ladies,” said Rose.

Gracie stepped closer to Simon.  She held a tape measure in her hands.  Sarah Beth came with her to assist.

“This won’t hurt a bit,” giggled Gracie.

Simon blushed.

Gracie worked the tape measure around his arms.  She measured his upper and lower arms.  She measured the length of his nails too.  She measured his shoulders.  She worked the measure around his chest right at the line of his nipples and once more a few inches beneath, just below where he was swollen.  She measured his areolas and the nipples themselves.  To get those measurements she tickled his nipples until they popped up.

They felt prickly being erect in the cool room air.

With each measurement, she gave the number to Sarah Beth, who wrote it down on a chart.  There were too many numbers for Simon to remember they weren’t all that meaningful to him anyway, not without context.  He could tell though that his chest seemed a little larger than the last time he bought a dress shirt.  His arms might have been a hint smaller, he wasn’t sure.  What he did note was that his nails were listed as one-quarter inch.  That made sense as they now stuck out just past the ends of his fingertips.  They made it difficult for him to do some tasks and it always embarrassed him whenever he noticed it.

Gracie continued to his waist, which seemed smaller than before, which was odd if he’d been putting on weight – he would have assumed that would be larger.  She did his hips and his rear next.  He’d never measured either before, so he had no way to know if they were larger.  She checked his calves last.  She had not checked his penis.  Simon assumed she wouldn’t because of the device.

“That’s everything except his dick,” said Gracie.

Rose nodded to Miriam, who took the measuring tape from Gracie.

Gracie went to the roll-top desk.  From it, she pulled a set of keys.  She came back and she ordered Simon to back up to the podium.  Simon shuddered; he did not want to be bound to that thing again!

“Why?  What are you doing, Miss Gracie?” asked Simon.

“We’re going to let you come, sweetie.”

Simon raised an eyebrow suspiciously.  His heart raced.  They were going to let him come?  Really?  The idea was thrilling.  In fact, he’d been desperate to come for days now!  Every day, he got hard as a rock but could do nothing about it.  It was like torture.  No... it was torture.  The chance to take off the device and finally get to come was almost overwhelming.  But was it real?  Either way, it was too much to pass up.  He stepped back to the podium.

When he did, Rose, Gabby and Sarah Beth came to the podium and locked his wrists into the padded cuffs at the top of the podium and his ankles into the padded cuffs at its base.  Gracie then came to him with the key.  She couched down before him and inserted the key into the lock on the device.

CLICK!

The sound of freedom.

An instant later, Simon felt cool air embrace his penis as Gracie pulled the device off.  His penis grew to full erection and thrust out before him.  His body tingled excitedly.  His mind tittered, waiting for the first touch.

“Before we get to that, however,” said Gracie, “let’s finish the measurements.”

Gracie stepped aside and Miriam took her place.  Her eyes locked on Simon’s eyes.  He felt shamed and tried to look away, but her gaze was too strong; he could not look away from his one-time lover.  He shrank, which seemed to make his penis grow even more.

“Let’s see how long you are,” said Miriam, holding his eyes in her gaze.

Simon felt her fingers brush along his shaft.  This was the first human touch he’d felt in days now, if not a couple weeks.  It made him melt inside.  He wanted desperately for her to stroke him, but at the same time he was too embarrassed to be seen like this by her.  She had been his lover after all, and now she was his master.

Well, one of them.

His breathing got harder as her fingers continued their journey from the tip of his penis to the base.  His penis strained.

“Wasn’t this longer?” she asked coyly.

Simon’s breathing got harder yet.  His penis was throbbing.

He now felt her hand press the tape measure against the base of his penis.  She pulled the tape measure to the tip of his penis along its top all without looking down at it; she did not break her gaze.  Instead, Sarah Beth leaned over and read the number to herself and wrote it down.  Simon shuddered at the idea that these women were measuring his penis.  They knew how long it was now precisely.  That felt invasive and embarrassing.

Miriam, her expression unchanging, now deftly wrapped the tape measure around his shaft with one hand.

“It was definitely thicker,” she said with a satisfied smirk.

Sarah Beth recorded that measurement too.

Miriam gave him another good stroke, making his body tremble and his chest heavy with heavy breath.  Then she pulled her hand away.  As she did, Sarah Beth came back with his little purse.  She opened it and held it out for Miriam.  Miriam dipped her fingers inside and pulled out the panties Rose had put in there, panties Simon had carried with him everywhere for days now.  She held them on the end of her fingertip, letting them dangle.

“You did want to come, didn’t you?” she asked.

Simon nodded his head vigorously.  He wanted to play it cool.  He wanted to act aloof, but his desire to come was too strong.  He would have begged right now if she had ordered it.

“Yes.”

“Yes, Miss Miriam,” said Miriam smugly.  Her eyes showed that she loved holding this power over him.

Simon swallowed hard.  This was so embarrassing!  He had had sex with her in any number of ways.  He’d put her in a school uniform and toyed with her with the paddle.  Now he was bound to this podium in high heels and begging her to make him come.  He felt so very small.

But not too small to stop.

“Yes, Miss Miriam,” he said.

She held the panties out before his face.  “Kiss them, Simone.”

Simon licked his lips nervously.  “Yes, Miss Miriam.”  He leaned forward and kissed them.

Miriam smirked.  She then lowered her hand to his penis and dropped the panties on his erection.  Simon could not see them, but he could feel them.  The feel of their silk, the knowledge of whose they were, the fact of who had put them there, so cavalierly at that, all conspired to make him throb enough to produce pre-come.  His heart was racing inside his chest.

The panties hung there for a few seconds.

Miriam put her hand before his penis, close enough he could feel her warmth but not her touch.  Her warmth teased him, making him yearn all the more for her touch.  In fact, he found himself pushing his penis forward subconsciously in an attempt to touch her hand with it.  She snickered in response and kept her hand just out of reach of his dick.

“Somebody wants to come very badly,” she said slyly.  “Maybe I shouldn’t let you after all.”

Simon tensed up.  He almost tossed out the P-word:  Please!

Miriam now locked her eyes on his again.  She slipped her hand around the head of his penis for an instant before pulling her hand away again, barely making contact.  Simon’s heart skipped a beat as she did this.  His chest heaved.  His penis lurched forward.

She did it again.

Again, his heart skipped a beat.  His chest heaved.  His penis lurched forward.  He was becoming super desperate to come now.  He would do anything if she asked, he knew that.

Miriam pulled the panties from his shaft and wrapped them around his penis, from its head to halfway down his shaft.  Doing this she managed to cover every inch of flesh.  She then wrapped her hands around his shaft, keeping the panties between her skin and his.

She started stroking slowly.

He could feel her warmth through the panties.  The panties were like a second skin.  They were so soft and silky.  He didn’t understand why she did this though; he would have preferred the touch of her skin on his.  He wasn’t going to complain though.

“How long has it been, Simone?” she asked.

Simon wasn’t entirely sure.  In fact, he wasn’t even sure how long it had been since he had been deposed.  All he knew for sure was how badly he wanted to come, how badly they had teased him, how frustrating that tube had been.  His penis was primed to explode like a cannon.

“I don’t know, Miss Miriam,” he said, cringing at calling his lover “Miss.”

She stroked faster.

His heart beat even faster.  His penis throbbed stronger.  A rhythm built inside.  He knew this rhythm.  It made him tingle all over with anticipation.

“You look so girly in your heels,” said Miriam with a giggle.

Simon shrunk, but was too excited to lose his erection.

“And in your cute little skirt.”

Again, this was like a slap in the face, though again it also wasn’t enough to defuse his need.  The rhythm grew.

“You said you were a real man, Simone, but you’re really just a sissy.”  She smirked at him.  “Look at you, Simone.  No real man would ever have let this happen to him.”

Her words vibrated through him, filling him with weakness and shame.  Surprisingly, that feeling pushed him over the edge.  Indeed, even as the embarrassment made him glow bright red, he felt his penis give a giant throb before pulling back like the string on a bow.  He exploded a moment later.  Once.  Twice.  Three times, he shot hot sticky come into the panties.  Two weeks worth of come blasted out.  The panties were soaked.  He was spent.

The women laughed.  Then they applauded.

Miriam gave them a slight bow.  She then pulled the wet panties from his penis with her fingertips.  She held them out for him to see.  They looked sticky and wet and covered in his seed.

“You made quite the mess, sissy Simone,” she said.

She let them wave like a flag before his face.

“Take these home and clean them,” she said.  “Wash your little seed out of them and put them back in your little purse.  If they aren’t clean next time, you won’t get to come again.  Do you understand, Simone?”

Simon blushed.  “Yes, Miss Miriam.”

She then dropped them into his purse.  A moment later, Gracie came with a wet cloth and washed him clean.  After that, she attached the device again – much to Simon’s dismay – and they let him dress.  For the first time in days, he felt all his tension release.

He would hand-wash the panties that night before bed.


Chapter Five: “Was It Smaller?”

—o—

Simon stood before the mirror in his room.  He’d showered, shaved and dried and brushed his hair – he needed a blow-dryer for the first time in his life.  Caroline had ordered him to change into the maid uniform and report to her.  Report to his maid!  Unbelievable!

Either way, he stood there naked, staring at the small heart-shaped patch above his penis, he paused to examine himself in the mirror.  Did he see any real changes?  Well... perhaps that was the wrong question because he didn’t not see any changes and that bothered him.  Indeed, everywhere he looked, he saw little things.  But were these real or were they ideas put into his head by these devious women and their measurement day?

Simon felt his chest.

It was swollen all right.  And that made it look bigger.  It did.  It honestly looked like there were little mounds or pyramids building on his chest, pyramids centered beneath his nipples.  But did that mean some sort of “growth” or was it just swelling, the difference being swelling would go down again at some point.  But even if it was just swelling, what was causing it?  He knew the reason his areolas looked bigger – they looked “puffy” he decided.  They looked bigger because Gracie was using the clamps to tug on them once a day.  It was the same with his nipples, which were now perhaps twice their former tiny size and were almost always erect.  This tugging agitated his nipples which caused the swelling, that was all.  But what was causing all the surrounding tissue to swell?  Was it the same thing?

“That must be what’s causing the pyramids,” he thought.

Mounds??  Mounds sounded worse.  He refused to say mounds.

“So let’s assume that’s what it is,” he told himself.  “Will it all go away when she stops?”  That he did not know.  That was the real question though.

In that regard, he thought about his earlobes.

Simon fingered the hoops in his ears.  The women had changed his earrings to the hoops a few days prior.  They pretty, but heavy – and to be clear, Simon saw them as “pretty” only on the ears of a woman, not his own.  Being so heavy, they seemed to stretch the holes in his lobes somewhat and made them all the more visible.  At first, he thought nothing of this, but after a few days, he noticed that the holes continued to look larger even when he took the earrings out.  Was this permanent?  He feared it was, and that made him worry that some of these other changes might be permanent too!

But which ones?

Simon slipped his hand down to the device.  He couldn’t touch himself, nor could he bring himself to look.  Was it possible?  Was it in some way... some fantastical way possible that they could really shrink his penis as Miriam suggested?  Her words came back to him:

“Wasn’t this longer?”

“It was definitely thicker.”

He looked down.  It didn’t look smaller, but it was hard to tell at this angle.  Of course, he knew in his head this couldn’t be true.  There was no way to shrink a man’s penis, but deeper down, he worried.  What if there was?  What if they really were doing this?  He imagined himself with a tiny penis and he shuddered.  What if that could really happen?

“It can’t,” he said, but he still worried.

Simon slipped into the panties.  He felt his rear as he did.  That was something the women had measured.  Had it gotten bigger?  He had no way to tell from the measurement he’d heard, but it did feel flabbier.  He turned in the mirror to examine his rear.  It did look bigger, to be honest, but again, that could be any number of things.  Chief among them, he vowed to eat a little less to see if he couldn’t shrink it.

His waist was apparently down, but he hadn’t worn pants in some time now and had no way to judge that either.  All he knew was that the measurement they gave for his waist was smaller than he recalled.

His hips did look a little bigger than before.

“Maybe they just look bigger compared to my waist being smaller?” he thought.

That could be.  It was just really hard to believe any of these “changes” were real.

Simon sat down on the bed to slip into his stockings.  As he raised his right leg to slide the stocking on it, he didn’t even notice that his left leg did not sit flat on the floor.  On the contrary, he braced that leg on the floor with his toes only and his heel several inches in the air.  Indeed, his foot was arched in the same way as if he was still wearing heels.  He had done this because it felt right, just as he had started standing on his toes even when he wasn’t in heels.  He hadn’t noticed he was doing that, but he was.  He just found it caused a good deal of strain on his calves... or was it lower... when he tried to stand flatfooted.  So he often lifted himself slightly when he was out of the heels.  It was more comfortable, nothing more.

He hadn’t noticed that his posture was changing either.

Whenever he sat, he now crossed his legs automatically as if he was wearing a skirt and needed to conceal his panties.  He never spread his legs when he sat anymore either.  Nor did he take the long strides he once had, even when naked and alone.  Again, he hadn’t noticed.

From carrying the purse so much, it was no longer uncommon to find him with his right arm in front of him with his wrist draped somewhat limply and his left wrist on his hip – the pose the women wanted.  He corrected himself whenever he caught this, but he was catching it less and less.

He slipped into the stockings and stepped into the heels.  His issue with standing on his toes vanished from sight.  He pulled the maid uniform over his head.  His mounds and hips and waist now vanished as well.  He tried not to think about his concerns.  He was just being paranoid, he assured himself.

Simon picked up a hairbrush and brushed out his auburn hair.  The “pixie cut” was slowly giving way to something longer and more feminine, though with the auburn color, even a crew cut would have been feminine.  He could cut that off and re-dye it though at a moment’s notice once he got the chance.

“Are you almost ready?” asked Caroline as she appeared at his door.

“Yes—” he cringed “—Miss Caroline.”

“Good, we have a lot to do tonight.”  By “we”, she meant Simon.  Caroline had moved into a supervisory mode now that Simon was her assistant.  “I want Miss Lilith’s bedroom cleaned.  There’s laundry.  The living room hasn’t been dusted in two days.  The kitchen is a mess, but at least there’s no dinner clean-up tonight.”

Simon raised an eyebrow.  “No dinner clean-up?”

“Miss Lilith went to dinner with friends.  Someone named Alex.”

This hit Simon strangely hard.  For one thing, Lilith almost never went to dinner with friends before, not without him, and certainly not with male friends.  And the few times she had, she had told him about it well in advance and, for lack of a better word, obtained his approval.  This time, she went and she did it without asking.  This point, minor though it was, really struck home to him the change in his position.  He had gone from husband to something else... something lesser.


Chapter Six: “The New Uniform”

—o—

A few days later, Simon was brought into the Headmistress’s office by Gracie and Helen after finishing another comportment class.  Rose and Amanda were already there.  Rose looked every inch the part of a Headmistress in a dark suit.  The other women looked quite professional as well.  They all seemed to be dressing more professionally now that Rose had taken over.  As Simon walked in, he saw that another uniform had been laid out over the arm of the brown leather couch.

“Ah Simone,” said Rose.  “Come in, dear.”

Simon blushed.  It embarrassed him when she spoke to him like he was a student and it burned him with shame to be invited into his own office!  He was the Headmaster, no matter what paper Lilith signed!

“Thank you, Miss Rose,” he said, as required.  Then he curtseyed, as was also required.

“Your new uniform is ready,” said Rose.

“My new uniform?”

“Yes.  Since your body is changing, we had a new uniform made that will fit you better.”  She took the small black purse from him.  “Now take off your clothes and let’s get you changed.”

Simon glanced at the new uniform skeptically.  Since your body is changing.  This had to be more psychological games.  The uniform he had fit just fine and nothing needed changing.  Still, there was nothing he could do about it, so he took off his clothes, everything from his uniform to his shoes.  He was told he could leave his panties on as well as his stockings.

“Have a seat,” said Rose.

Simon sat down on the couch.

Rose handed him a pair of high-heeled Mary Jane pumps with an open toe and a t-strap.  They were black and had a tall heel.  He took the shoes and slipped them on his feet, tightening the straps and closing the buckles.

“Now come over here,” said Rose.

Simon rose.  As he did, he realized that the heels on these shoes were taller than the heels on his old stilettos had been.  It wasn’t by much, perhaps just half an inch, but they were taller.  This meant that suddenly everything was a little bit off.  His balance was off.  He stood taller.  The room seemed shorter.  Even his feet felt funny.  Not that he struggled in the heels, mind you, everything was just a tiny bit off.  It was odd the difference a half an inch could make.

He moved to the center of the room.

To Simon’s surprise, Gracie put her arms around him from behind.  He looked down.  She drew back.  As she did, he saw that she had slipped a corset around his torso; he had seen women wear them from time to time but obviously had no experience wearing one.  This one was black and ran from his nipples to his hips.  Gracie pulled it tight around his torso.

“This will make sure your new uniform fits,” said Gracie.

“And help with your shape,” snickered Helen ominously.

Simon raised an eyebrow at that.  Was this another game somehow?  How exactly would this affect his shape?  Before Simon could answer that thought, Gracie tugged the corset closed.  Or at least, she tugged it sort-of closed.  She then immediately took another tug.  And another.  The corset became tighter and tighter with each tug.

“It’s hard to breathe,” said Simon noting the pressure on his chest.

“You’ll get used to it.”

As she spoke, Gracie closed a series of latches down the center of the back of the corset.  Then she threaded a lace through a set of holes which resulted in a crosshatched pattern for the laces across Simon’s back.  When they were all in place, she pulled hard on the laces, making the corset even tighter.  Finally, she tied it off.

Simon struggled to breathe for a moment.

“Short breaths, Simone,” said Rose.

Simon took shorter breaths and found he was able to breathe after all.  But his waist was compressed several inches from his hips up to just beneath his breasts.  If he could see himself, he would see a nearly perfect hourglass shape, but there was no mirror in here.

“Perfect,” said Rose, admiring his new shape.  “Get her dressed.”

As Simon continued to get accustomed to the corset, Helen picked up the skirt and brought it to him.  She handed it to him and Simon opened it.  He went to hold it out before himself, but quickly discovered that the corset would not let him bend forward as he always had.  He tried again, but still couldn’t manage it.  Finally, he realized he would need to bend at the waist and squat down.

Watching him try to bend made the women giggle.

He looked very feminine.

He still struggled though, so Helen took the skirt back and held it open for Simon to step into.  He raised one leg at a time and stepped into the skirt as Helen held it.  She then pulled it up his legs and into place, zipping it on the side.  The skirt fit perfectly thanks to the corset controlling his waist.  Having a woman pull a skirt up his body made Simon’s penis grow hard.

As Helen grabbed Simon’s blouse, he realized that the skirt was significantly shorter than the skirt on his old uniform.  It wasn’t quite a miniskirt, but it was very close.  Very little material kept his panties from showing.  In fact, several inches of the device showed.  It made him feel naked!

“I might as well not even be wearing a skirt,” he thought.

Helen now helped him slip into the blouse.  Again, the corset made dressing himself impossible.  The blouse fit perfectly over the corset.  It would not have fit without it.  Finally, came the jacket.  As with the blouse, it fit perfectly owing to the corset.

“Don’t you look pretty?” giggled Amanda.

“He looks much more passable,” said Helen.

“There’s only one problem,” said Gracie and she grabbed the device and let it slide through her fingers.

Rose walked to her desk and picked up a small box.  “And here is the solution.”  She held up the box.  “Let him come first for being such a good little sissy, and then put him in this afterwards.”  She handed the box to Gracie.

Simon raised an eyebrow.  What did she mean?  What was in the box?

—o—

They marched Simon upstairs.

Once again, Simon found himself bound to the podium.  Once again, his panties were off and the device was removed.  This time, however, he still wore everything else, from his new taller Mary Jane heels to the tight corset to the jacket of his new uniform.  Only the skirt and panties had been removed.  His penis was hard as a rock.  He was very horny.

Helen opened the little black purse she had taken from him when they locked him up.  From it, she pulled the panties Rose required Simon to keep within the purse.  She handed those to Amanda.  Amanda held the panties up to Simon’s lips and made him kiss the backs of her fingers as she held them.

“Now ask me to let you come,” she said.

Part of Simon wanted to resist that indignity, but he was too horny.  “Please let me come, Miss Amanda.”

Amanda giggled.  “I love that,” she purred.

Amanda slipped the panties down to his penis, wrapping them around it.  “I remember you when you were powerful,” she chuckled.  She stroked him slowly for several seconds before stopping.  “I remember you when you were a man.”  She stroked him twice more and then stopped.  She turned to the other women.  “Should we let him come?”

“What do you mean?” asked Helen.

“I mean, should we allow it?  What has he done to earn it?” asked Amanda.

Gracie shrugged her shoulders.  “That’s an excellent point.  What has he done?”

“Why don’t we ask him?” asked Helen.

“Simone, would you like to come?” asked Amanda.

Simon blushed deeply.  This was embarrassing, but it was a price he was willing to pay.  “Yes, Miss Amanda.”

“I see,” said Amanda in a faux-stern voice.  “But what have you done to earn it, young lady?”

Simon bit his lip.  He had no idea what to say.  “I— I don’t know, Miss Amanda.”

Amanda sighed deeply and shook her head in a slow, dramatic motion.  “I’m not sure that’s good enough, young lady.”  She started to pull the panties away from his erection.

“Wait!” gasped Simon, before remembering to add, “Please.  Please, wait... Miss Amanda.”

Gracie snickered.

Amanda finished pulling the panties from his penis.  She folded her arms across her chest and stared doubtfully at him.  “Yes?”

Simon withered.  He couldn’t believe they were making him beg to come.  Worse, he couldn’t believe he was doing it.  He was humiliating himself!  He felt so incredibly small.

“Go on,” said Amanda.

He licked his lips.  “I’ve— I’ve been a good girl,” he said softly.  Each word tore at his ego like a knife.

“And,” said Amanda.

“And I’ve done all my homework.  I’ve obeyed all the rules.”

“That’s debatable,” said Gracie snidely.

Simon bit his lip.

Amanda sighed again.  “Miss Gracie is right, Simone.  You still fail to give us the respect we deserve.  How many times have you been punished for failing to address us properly?”

Simon blushed deeply.  Each woman on staff had had her toes licked several times this week; that was true.  It wasn’t for lack of trying, he just forgot.  It felt so unnatural.

“I’ll tell you what,” said Amanda.  “Promise to do better and I might still let you come.”

Simon twisted his lips.  “I promise, Miss Amanda.”

“Promise what, Simone?”

“I promise I will do better, Miss Amanda.”

The women watched transfixed as Amanda twisted Simon around like pretzel in her hand.  He seemed utterly helpless.  It was amazing to see a man crawling like this before them just because the controlled his ability to come.

“How?” asked Amanda now.

“I will give each of you the respect you deserve,” he said.

“How will you do that?”

Simon felt himself shrinking more and more with each word.  “I’ll address each of you properly as ‘Miss’, Miss Amanda.”

“And?”

“And I’ll obey all the rules.”

Amanda smirked.  An idea had come to her.  It was made her giggly and her face flushed with a sense of the power.  She brushed back his auburn hair as he stood helplessly before her, his hands and feet bound.  “Here’s what we’re going to do,” she said and she paused to make this all the more dramatic.  “The next time you get your little shot, I want you to thank Miss Miriam.  And I want you to say, ‘Thank you Miss Miriam, for turning me into a girl.  I hope I grow big boobs and my wittle penis shrinks away to nothing.’”  She could barely keep from giggling as she said this.

Simon stared at her in horror.  That was humiliating.

“Well, Simone?” asked Amanda.  She dragged the panties along the top of his penis.  “What’s it going to be, Sissy?”

Simon cringed.  He knew the answer, though he struggled to agree.  This would be too humiliating.  Still, his horniness was too great.  “Yes, Miss Amanda.  I will,” he said.  He’d never felt smaller.

The women all seemed to swell with power.  Their faces glowed.  Amanda wrapped his penis in the panties and she stroked him, fast and firmly.  It barely took a minute and his penis shot its load of his seed into the panties.  A great relief passed through Simon.  His horniness had been satiated.

—o—

With Simon’s penis flaccid from having just come, and him having been cleaned off, Gracie opened the box Rose had given them.  From it, she pulled a penis-shaped metal cage.  The metal penis was small and flaccid.  The back of the device connected to a metal ring, like the one that held the device he normally wore in place.

“What is that for?” he asked.

“It’s your new device,” said Gracie.

“That?”

Simon watched Gracie swing the cage on the hinge that connected it to the ring.  The cage was not flexible and did not bend.

“But that’s metal,” he said.

“Yes, it is.”

“And you’re putting that on my— uh—”

“Yes.”

Simon bit his lip nervously.  “What if— what if I get hard?”

Gracie chuckled.  “What if you do?”

“If that’s metal, my penis is going to push into it!  There’s nowhere for it to go!  It’s going to hurt!”

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” laughed Gracie.

Gracie crouched down to slip the device on his penis.  He was helpless to stop her.  She attached the thick metal ring around his shaft and the base of his balls where the prior ring had been.  She locked it in place too.  There was no way to take it off now without ripping off Simon’s balls... but that was the point.  She then slipped the cage around his flaccid shaft.

“This— this could be dangerous!” protested Simon.

It was too late though.  Gracie had shoved his penis entirely inside the device and attached the device to the ring.  The cage was really rather small and his flaccid penis filled it entirely.  Every square millimeter of space was filled with his soft flesh.  She then closed the device against the ring and clicked that lock closed as well, withdrawing the key a moment later.  She then stood up and stepped back to admire the look of the new device.  It was almost artistic.

“But what’s going to happen to my penis?”

“If it gets hard?”

“Yes!”

“I guess we’ll see,” chuckled Amanda and she pecked him on the cheek.

His penis actually started to stir at her soft kiss.  Simon watched nervously as it swelled inside the device.  He could feel it.  Blood was flowing.  His heart was racing.  There were all the signs of an erection coming.  He braced himself.  But then something rather strange happened.  It all just kind of stopped.  His penis had pressed against the cage, the cage did not give way, but then... his penis stopped growing.  Erection denied.  He could still feel his body trying to make him erect.  He could still feel the potential of an erection.  He was still excited.  He was still horny.  But nothing happened.  It didn’t grow.

Simon was awash in conflicted emotions.  On the one hand, he was relieved that his penis hadn’t somehow broken against the un-giving metal cage.  On the other hand, he suddenly felt utterly emasculated that these women had somehow managed to deprive him of an erection.  Even more than that, they had somehow taken away his ability to have an erection!

“What have you done?” he gasped.

“We took away your penis,” said Helen gleefully.

And so it was.

—o—

Simon was home again later than night.

Simon tugged down the maid dress.  The dress was so short it always embarrassed him.  It always felt like his panties and his rear were showing.  This was because the dress was meant to tease those sights, especially when the wearer wasn’t careful about how they moved.  Ironically, the new device made his worse.  Unlike the last device, which trapped the penis in the tube, this cage allowed air to flow over the penis, which made it feel like it was hanging freely in the open.  That made Simon even more self-conscious in the dress.

Simon had hoped Caroline would not notice the new device, but she did right away.  At least, she noticed that the other one was gone.

“Where’s the thing?” she said immediately as he walked into the living room to start vacuuming.

Simon bit his lip.  “You mean the device, Miss?”  Why did he keep calling her “Miss,” he asked himself?  She wasn’t part of the school cabal.  They would never know if he didn’t call her that.  What’s more, it was so embarrassing to call her that; she had been the maid!  So why did he keep calling her that?

“Yeah, your dick prison.”

Simon blushed.  “It’s there.  It— the dress just feels really long today,” he lied.  It was the best lie he had unfortunately.

It wasn’t enough.

“Did you slip out of it somehow?” asked Caroline with a raised eyebrow.

Her curiosity piqued, she came right to him, determined to find out – she wore a similar uniform as she was still technically a maid even though Lilith had made her the “supervisor” over Simon; the one difference in their uniforms really was that Simon wore the tall open-toed pumps whereas she wore medium-high wedges or sometimes chunk heels with medium-high heels.

Simon instinctively started to back away from her as she approached.  He really did not want her seeing this new device.  He hadn’t even had a chance to examine it himself yet, and this one was way more embarrassing.  Unfortunately, Caroline was far too relentless to stop and he felt strangely worried about trying to get away.  He would explain this to himself later as being worried about what Lilith might do if Caroline reported his disobedience, but he knew at the time it was something more... he felt truly meek for the first time in his life.

“What have you got going on beneath your skirt, little girl?” she chuckled.

Caroline raised his short skirt.  To her surprise, the device, as she knew it, was gone.  In its place she saw only a mostly smooth pair of pink panties.  The “mostly” was because his penis created a mound in them; it did not tent his panties out.

“They took off the device?!” she said with some amazement.

Simon wanted to crawl into a hole, but had nowhere to go.

Caroline grabbed for his penis through the silky white panties.  She wanted to feel it, to massage it with her fingers, to watch his embarrassment as it grew to full staff in her hand and tented out the panties.  She even thought about making him come... if he was a good girl.  Only, when she touched it, her fingers found metal.

Simon bit his lip.

Caroline’s eyebrow shot up.  She jammed her fingers inside her former boss’s panties and yanked them down.  Out poured his balls and penis, only his shaft was locked inside a metal cage shaped like a flaccid penis.

“Oh Simon!” she gasped.

A sort of horny smirk appeared upon her lips.  She blushed.  Her nipples rose beneath her maid dress.

“Your penis is locked up!” she giggled.

Caroline bent over at the waist and examined the device.  Her posture was quite erotic and made Simon suddenly horny, but his penis did not grow.  Her fingers moved all over the device too, again making him incredibly horny.  His penis still did not respond.  She tugged on the device, wiggled it, twisted it and finally stroked it.  All of this was embarrassing and made him horny, but his penis did not respond.

“You can’t get hard, can you?!” she gasped.

Simon turned bright red.

“You really can’t!  This is incredible!” she laughed.

Simon felt this effete wave of weakness pass through him.  It made him wither.  He felt neutered.  He really did.  He felt as if they had cut off his manhood and he now stood before this woman he had once so easily controlled as a man without his manhood.  Emasculated.

“Yes, Miss Caroline,” he suddenly said without even intending.

Caroline stopped and smirked.  She looked into his eyes.  An evil glint appeared within her eye.

“I think I’m going to like this,” she purred.

Caroline’s smirk seemed to double.  She stepped away and disappeared into the hallway.  She came back a moment later, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.  Simon found out why a moment later as his wife entered the room.  She wore a burgundy A-line dress and black pumps.  She looked as if she was going somewhere.

“What is it, Caroline?” she asked.

“I thought you might like to see this,” giggled Caroline.

Caroline came over to Simon, who was now trembling with embarrassment that his maid was going to show off what the women had done to his penis to his wife!  She grabbed the hem of his maid uniform as he stood there helplessly and raised it.  His panties were still down around his thighs, showing the device in all its artistic glory.

Lilith raised an eyebrow.  Then she snickered.

Simon melted before her.

Lilith now tottered over to him on her tall heels.  Ironically, Simon balanced better in heels than she did by now.  She took the cage in her fingers, staring down at it from her full height.  Her fingers casually roamed over the cage imprisoning his flaccid penis.  It was trying to grow hard, but could not.  Simon felt utterly emasculated.

“It can’t grow hard,” snickered Caroline.

A knowing smirk appeared upon Lilith’s face.  She turned to face Caroline, never acknowledging Simon.

“I’ll be going out with Alex again tonight, so there’s no need to prepare dinner.”  She let go of her husband’s penis with utter indifference, as if it no longer mattered in the least; this made Simon throb with embarrassment even though flaccid.  “Make sure this room is dusted properly.”

“Yes, Miss Lilith,” said Caroline.

And with that, she tottered out never saying a word to her sissified, locked-up husband.  Simon was so embarrassed he almost wanted to cry.


Chapter Seven: “A Corrective Paddling”

—o—

Simon sat at the poker table once more.  He’d been here many times by now but had yet to win a game.  He kept coming close, but frustratingly one of the women always seemed to beat him out somehow.  It was really starting to bother him that he just couldn’t seem to win.  Actually, “affect him” is more accurate than “bother him”:  it was shaking his confidence and making him uncertain.  He’d even let them bluff him out of several winning hands by now which he should have won when he lost his nerve as the women started raising him with additional paddlings.

Rose and Kylie stood across the room watching the game from a distance.

“It’s working quite well,” said Kylie.

“Is it?”

“Watch.  He has a great hand, but Amanda is going to raise him four paddlings and he’ll fold.”  The two women watched and, sure enough, Simon folded.  “He’s becoming far more cautious in his play, almost skittish.  He won’t risk much.  The raises he’s willing to take seem to be getting smaller too and he seems to be becoming more fearful of the bluffs.  All told, he is slowly, instinctively internalizing the idea that these women will always outfox him.  The result is that he’s losing his willingness to challenge them.”

“So he’s becoming submissive?”

Kylie smiled doubtfully.  “Not yet.  But it’s an important building block.  He is learning insecurity vis-à-vis women.  He is learning women are not to be challenged.  Next week, we’ll start teaching him the rewards of deferring to women.  Today, we’re introducing self-censorship.  Self-censorship is a vital element of submission.  It’s where he learns to wait for permission to express his thoughts, i.e. to have his thoughts pre-approved by women.”

Rose chuckled.  “Poor Simone.  She never had a chance.”

Kylie smiled.  “Well, to be fair, she’s only a man.”

Both women laughed.

Meanwhile, at the table, Simon had lost a hand he was sure was a winner when Kate pulled out a better hand at the last second.  He had been so sure he would win that he actually accepted her raise of three paddlings.  The last second loss was stunning and brought out his frustrations, as Kylie had predicted.

“That isn’t fair,” said Simon sharply.

“How so?” asked Kate.

“You can see my cards, but I can’t see yours.  You knew you had me beat when you raised me!”

“You should have folded if you weren’t sure.”  Her tone was smug and unconcerned, which only added to Simon’s frustration.  He felt second class and her response felt dismissive.

“But you couldn’t have been bluffing,” he said.

“But I wasn’t.”

“But I had no way to know that.  Only you knew that.  That’s not fair!”

Amanda snickered before interjecting herself.  “No, Simon, it’s not fair.  It’s no more fair than it was fair the way you treated us or the young women of the school.  Now the shoe is on the other foot.  You are the ones beneath our heels now, Simon.  Face it, Headmaster,” she said in a sarcastic tone.

“Do you know what I think?” said Helen suddenly.

The others turned to her, Simon included.

“I think you need a lesson in your proper place in this new world.”  As she said this, Simon cringed.  His mind flashed over all the “lessons” they had taught him so far, from licking their feet to standing in the corner to the paddlings.  He didn’t want another.  Helen leaned forward against the table, however.  She looked Simon in the eye.  “From now on, Simone, it’s time you accept your status as a mere student here.  We are your teachers.  We are your superiors.  From now on, there will be no more talking back.  In fact, from now on, you must ask permission to speak.”

Simon’s jaw dropped.  “Permission?!”

“Yes, Simon, permission.”

—o—

This was one of the hardest changes for Simon to accept.  It was even harder than calling the women “Miss” when he addressed them.  That at least was just embarrassing, this required reining in his own inclinations.  Indeed, in the past, he always needed to have the last word and he always needed to have his say.  If something bothered him, he said it.  He gave his opinion freely and stated his preferences always.  He spoke to feel strong.  He spoke to control.  Even as these women had feminized him, he used snide tones and sarcasm to let them know they had not beaten him.

Now that was gone.

Now, he would need to ask permission to be snide or clever or sarcastic, and that felt, well, effete.  It made him feel weak in the same way needing to explain a joke made one feel humorless.  It was hard to adjust too as well.  Indeed, he failed quickly and often at this rule, but the women were merciless in imposing this one... and the punishment was terrible.

“Panties off,” said Kate.  Helen and Sarah Beth watched.

Simon cringed.  “I’m sorry, Miss Kate,” he said hoping to avoid punishment.

“That may be, but you know the rules.  You have to learn to be a good girl.  This is for your own good.”

“Please, Miss Kate.  I won’t do it again.”

Kate shook her head.  “You will do it again, Simon.  You keep speaking without permission.  This is the only way you will learn.”  She braced herself against a chair and swung her leg up to her knee, so she could pull off her pump.  She then repeated the motion with the other foot.

Simon glanced nervously at the high-heeled shoe in her hand.  It looked menacing.  In fact, he was starting to fear women’s high-heeled shoes in a way.  Though, perhaps “fear” wasn’t the right word.  It was more that he was starting to have a healthy respect for them... or perhaps an unhealthy one.  Between kissing their feet and shoes when he failed to call them “Miss” and now this, he was starting to associate women’s high-heeled shoes with degradation and those in them were holders of power – with his own heels being a distinct exception.  Him wearing heels was more of a control device meant to keep him weak, off-balance and reshape him.

“Panties off, Simone, or I’ll double your punishment.”

Simon considered refusing, but realistically, what choice did he have?  All the women in his life were conspiring together to keep him trapped.  And even if he could escape, where would he go?  He had no money, no car and no place to stay.  Nor did he have any male clothing or any means of getting any.  Worse, his penis was locked in the metal cage he could not remove.  He needed to get that cage off before he could even think of fleeing, or at least find the key.  And all of that was before he even considered the fact that his wife had left the promise dangling before him that she might return things to normal if he behaved.  That wasn’t much of a promise, but it was just enough in light of everything else.

Simon handed his small purse to Sarah Beth and slipped his hands beneath his short skirt.  He stuck his fingers inside his waistband and pulled his pink panties down to his knees, where he let them fall.  When they hit the ground, he stepped out of them and then crouched down to pick them up, being careful to keep his un-pantied balls hidden.  He then stood up, handed his panties to Sarah Beth as well, and slowly bent over the chair, taking its back in both hands.

Kate came up behind him.  She was barefoot now.  She held one of her high-heeled shoes in her hand.  The other sat on a desk in the corner of the classroom.  Kate lifted his skirt up onto his rear, exposing his newly-rounded rear.

“Spread your legs, Simone.”

Simon winced but did as instructed.  He spread his legs wider than the chair, pointing the tips of his shoes inward in a feminine pose to maintain balance on his tall heels.  This was a different stance than a normal paddling.  This stance allowed his balls to hang freely between his legs.  They had no protection on any side.  His butt cheeks looked especially round and feminine like this.

Kate ran a finger down his crack to his balls.

Simon shuddered and his penis tried to grow hard.

“Are you ready, Simone?” she asked.

He was as ready as he could be.  “Yes, Miss Kate.”

Kate pulled back her hand with the shoe in it.  Simon braced himself, though there was no bracing for this.  He clenched his teeth and closed his eyes.  He could only imagine how this looked to the other women.

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

A stinging wave shot through Simon as the sole of Kate’s high-heeled shoe struck his rear hard.  His cheeks shook with ripples from the strike.  His balls swung like a pendulum.  Even though she had not hit his balls, it still hurt.

“Thank you, Miss Kate.  I will not speak without permission,” said Simon.

Kate smirked.  She ran her finger over his rear where she had struck.  “Good girl.  That’s one.”  There would be five.  Each violation required five “corrective paddlings.”  The thing is, one of the five would not be landing on his rear, though Simon never knew which it was.  As Kylie had explained it, his not knowing when the blow was coming would both fill him with anticipatory dread, and it would ironically cause him to be thankful that only his rear was paddled, thereby making him happy, in a sense, for a regular paddling.  At the same time, this whole process would remind him of his male vulnerability and the power women had to control him through it.

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

Another stinging wave shot through Simon as the sole of Kate’s high-heeled shoe struck his rear hard.  His cheeks shook with ripples from the strike.  His balls swung like a pendulum.  Simon shuddered helplessly at the strike, but felt tremendous relief that it had landed on his rear.

“Thank you, Miss Kate.  I will not speak without permission,” he said again, as required.

“That’s two.”

The third blow also landed on his rear.

As Kate prepared for the fourth blow, Simon gripped the chair so tightly.  He knew there was a 50/50 chance this one would be the other blow.  He trembled tensely at its approach.  Everything Kylie had explained to the women truly passed through his mind at this moment.  Why did he even have those?  Women didn’t.  They made him so weak, so vulnerable, and made these women so strong.  How could men be stronger with these things hanging from them?!

Wooooooosh!  WHACK!

This was the blow.

Simon saw red.  His whole body quivered.  The pain was intense as his balls flapped back and forth from the blow.  Red, hot waves radiated through him like fire.  Simon almost collapsed under the mental assault of these waves.  It was intense.

For a moment, he could not speak.

“Thank you, Miss Kate.  I will not speak without permission,” he said finally.

Kate snickered.  She took his flaming balls in her hand and massaged them.  “Good girl.  Will you do as you are told now?”

“Yes, Miss Kate.”

“Will you obey?”

“Yes, Miss Kate.”

The corner of Kate’s lip curled up into an evil smirk.  “Prove it, Simone,” she said suddenly.  “Ask me to strike your balls again with the last blow.”

Simon’s jaw dropped.  “But it’s only supposed to be one in five—”

“Did you ask permission to say that?”

“N— no, Miss Kate,” stuttered Simon.

“And did I say you could talk back to me?”

Simon shrank.  “No, Miss Kate.”

“You said you would obey.  I asked you to ask me to strike your balls once more.  Have you obeyed?”

Helen and Sarah Beth chuckled at how weak their once macho, domineering Headmaster had become.  To see him squirm trying to avoid being made to ask to have his balls paddled was exquisite.

Simon shrank even smaller.  “No, Miss Kate.”

“So ask me, Simone.”

Simon licked his lips.  “Would you— would you please strike my balls, Miss Kate?” he asked sheepishly.

Kate smirked.  “Good girl,” she purred.

She motioned him to turn around with her finger.  Simon grabbed the chair even wider.  He spread his legs and braced himself.  He closed his eyes.  But the blow never came.  Instead, Kate ran her fingers along his balls, tickling him and making his penis want to grow.  She then leaned over and kissed him on the cheek, making him feel utterly powerless.

“Good girl,” she whispered.

Over the next week, Simon would slowly learn to follow this new rule.  At the same time, without even realizing it, he started to see the women as considerably stronger than he had ever seen them before... and himself as weaker.


Chapter Eight: “Dickless Simon”

—o—

Simon stood nervously before his wife.  He shouldn’t be doing this, he knew that.  And yet, here he was.  The device had been driving him crazy.  He was a man.  He needed to have erections.  He needed to come.  The device didn’t allow any of that.  The women weren’t going to let him out, that was for sure.  But his wife might... or so he hoped.  He knew she wouldn’t let him out of this whole torture yet, but she might let him out of the device.

“You want to be unlocked,” said Lilith doubtfully in response to his request.

“Yes.”

Lilith raised an eyebrow.  “Miss Lilith, darling,” she corrected him in a deliberate tone.  “As long as you’re going to be a maid, you need to use the same courtesies as Caroline.”

Of course, Caroline didn’t use those same courtesies much herself.  She did at times, but she was inconsistent.  Simon almost said that.  He also almost told her that he wasn’t a maid either, but that was a bridge too far.  His wife had already made it clear that he was to be a maid as punishment for what he’d done.  So he said neither.

“Yes, Miss Lilith,” he said with considerable embarrassment.

“Why do you want to be unlocked?”

“I’m a man.  I need to have erections.  I need to come.”

Lilith smirked.  “You’re saying you want to masturbate.”

Simon blushed.  “No.”

“Then how would you come, Simon?  It sounds like you’re asking to be let free to have another affair.  Is that it?”  Her tone was serious, but at the same time amused.  She knew the power she had now.

Simon licked his lips.  “No.  I’m not looking to have an affair.”

“Then you want to masturbate.”

Simon blushed.  “Yeah, I guess so.”

“Miss.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Lilith shook her head.  “I don’t think I like the idea of my husband masturbating,” she said in such a way it added greatly to Simon’s shame.  That wasn’t why he wanted this!  Well, actually it was, but that wasn’t how he thought of it.  It was humiliating that all the women around him knew he couldn’t get erections unless they let him.  It made him feel very small.

“What if I promise not to masturbate?” asked Simon.

“Then there’s no point in taking it off, is there?”

Simon bit his lip.  She clearly was not going to let him out.

“Is there anything else, Simon?  I have a benefit to plan and you have your duties,” said Lilith.

“No.”

“No, Miss Lilith.”

Simon groaned.  “No, Miss Lilith.”

Lilith shook her head.  “You keep asking me when I will let you return to being male again, yet you cannot even seem to manage the simpler aspects of the task you’ve been given.  How can I trust that you have learned anything when you can’t even do that, Simon?”

“I won’t do it again,” he protested.

“I want more than that, Simon.  I want proof that you’ve changed.  Until you prove to me that you’ve changed, I see no reason to end your punishment.”  She shook her head.  “We’ll talk about it another time.  In the meantime, I believe Caroline is waiting for you in the living room.  Run along and be a good maid.”

Simon burned with shame.  He had been dismissed by his wife.  He licked his lips unhappily before dropping into an embarrassing curtsey and then tottering off to find Caroline.

She was in the living room.

“There she is,” laughed Caroline.  “Ready to get to work, Dickless?”

“Don’t call me that,” said Simon.

“Why not?  It’s true.  Dickless Simon.”

“I’m not dickless.”

“You might as well be.”  Caroline grabbed his crotch before Simon could react and squeezed the device.  His penis was safely, flaccidly trapped inside.  “Not even a wiggle.  Until you can get hard, you’re dickless.”  She pointed toward the vacuum.  “Time to get started.”

Simon sighed and got to work.

“How in the world do I convince Miss Lilith that I’ve changed?”  He groaned, realizing he’d thought “Miss Lilith.”  Lilith... just Lilith.

The question remained, however.  How could he convince his wife?  He was doing his best to follow her orders.  He was following Caroline’s orders, within reason at least.  He was letting the women at school do the things they were doing.  He was letting them poke him with needles, order him around, and use his penis like a toy.  What more did Lilith expect?!  What else could he do to prove this to her?

He shook his head.  “There must be something.”


Chapter Nine: “Red Bottomed”

—o—

It was time to take the next step in Simon’s training.

Up to now, Simon’s training had been surprisingly effective.  Using punishment, the women had imposed obedience.  He called them “Miss.”  He followed their orders.  He now asked permission to speak, much as students did in class.  To make these lessons effective with a man of his prior strength, they had also undermined his confidence and shown him the futility of resistance.  He was learning to obey.  But controlling him through fear was not their goal ultimately.  Their goal was to transform him into a genuinely submissive young woman, someone in the image of his dismissively sexist view of womanhood.  That required adding as well as taking away.  It was time to begin adding.

Simon sat in the Headmistress’s office.  He sat on the couch in his new uniform and the tall black Mary Jane pumps.  The shorter skirt of the new uniform had bothered him considerably at first, but by now he was used to it.  He crossed his legs effortlessly to hide his panties and smoothed it out.  He was used to the taller pumps too.  In fact, he’d gotten used to those almost immediately.  He tried not to think about whether or not that was a good thing.

Rose finished what she was doing and she stood up.  She came around the desk to where he sat and then perched herself upon the desk’s corner.  She wore a calf-length black pencil dress with a fitted bodice and narrow lapels.  On her feet were tall, sharp stilettos with open toes.  Her nails were dark red.  Gracie and Kylie stood nearby in gray skirt suits, which seemed to slowly be becoming the “uniform” of the teachers.  Kylie held what appeared to be magazines.

“Miss Gracie tells me you’re responding well to the stretching program,” said Rose.  A dirty smirk appeared upon her lips.  Simon could see that it turned her on that he was developing women’s nipples.  He wished he could mock her attempts, but his nipples definitely seemed larger and they were certainly more sore these days.  He wanted to believe it was all swelling and would go away once they stopped toying with them, but he knew deep down that something was changing.

“Yes, Miss Rose,” he said unhappily, as he was required.

“In fact, I hear your body is coming along quite nicely.”

Simon blushed.  “Thank you, Miss Rose.”

“You’re doing well not speaking out of turn too.”

Simon glowed positively bright red at this.  Not only was it humiliating that they were making him act like some sort of lowly girl student, but doing this was starting to affect him.  He was finding it harder to speak even when they let him and he was foregoing many of the things he would have said in the past.  This was making him feel meek and that was truly worrying.  Of course, there was no way he would tell them that though!

“Yes, Miss Rose,” he said softly.

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

Simon raised a pensive eyebrow.  Whenever the women did something new, it always seemed to make things harder on him.

“Don’t worry,” laughed Rose upon seeing his expression.  “You’ll like this.  We’re going to give you a chance to reduce the amount of time you spend on the stretcher.”

Simon’s eyebrow went even higher.  “Really?”

“Really, Miss,” said Rose.  The iron returned to her voice instantly.

Simon felt a jolt of panic.  “I’m sorry, Miss Rose!”

Rose stuck out her foot.  Her motion was subtle, barely above notice, but it was enough to catch Simon’s eye.  He knew what this meant too.  He also knew he was not to wait for a verbal order.  He quickly slipped off the couch to the floor.  He bowed his head.

“I’m sorry, Miss Rose.”

Simon leaned forward and pressed his tongue against his former underling’s exposed toes.  He kissed them, dipping his tongue deep into the spaces between her toes.  The taste was salty and musky.  It was the taste of debasement.  He would never get used to that!

Rose pulled her foot away after she had made her point.  She felt a tingling between her legs.  She was wet.  “Back on the couch, Simone.”

Simon retreated to the couch.

“As I was saying, we’re going to start a new program,” said Rose, continuing as if having someone drop to their knees and lick her toes was normal.  “Each day, we’re going to give you something to read.  Then, you will be quizzed on it.  Ten simple questions.  For each question you get wrong, we will add two minutes on the stretcher for your time that day.”

Simon winced.

“But for each one you get right, we will remove two minutes,” continued Rose.  “Do you understand?”

Simon understood.  He could potentially double the length of time he spent having his nipples crushed and tugged and his chest pulled into the shape of women’s breasts, or he could get that time reduced to nothing.  This could be quite a good thing... or a disaster.

“Yes, Miss Rose, I understand,” he said.

At this point, Kylie came over and handed him one of the magazines.  It was called, of all things, Red Bottomed.  “Today, you’re reading a story.  It starts on page seven and runs through page ten.  We will ask you ten questions about the story.  The questions can cover any part of it.”  She glanced at the feminine watch on her wrist.  “You will have one hour to read it.  Then we will quiz you.  I suggest you study this story as hard as you can, learning everything there is to know about it unless you like being stretched.”

“Yes, Miss Kylie.”

With that, Simon was told to start reading in the outer office.  He tottered out to the outer office, sat down across from Polly, who smirked at her emasculated ex-lover, and got to work.

As Simon read, the women looked over the questions Kylie had prepared.

“These are really hard,” said Gracie.

“That’s the point,” said Kylie.

Rose nodded her head.  “We’re making him work very hard ‘studying’ articles and stories and images about female domination, female superiority, submissive men, spanking and the such—”

“We’re also going to slowly throw in articles about women’s clothing and things like dating advice,” added Kylie.

“And you’re hoping what?” asked Gracie.

“We’re hoping,” said Kylie, “that by making him study these things he takes all of this into his mind.  Thus, not only will he learn all there is to know about being a woman, but he’ll learn about being a submissive male and female superiority.  Hopefully, by the time he reads his fiftieth story about female domination or his sixtieth story about female superiority or his seventieth story about submissive men, these things start to seem normal to him.  It’s the same way that people grow accustomed to things they see all the time.  What may seem terrifying or shocking or even disgusting at first, slowly becomes normal the more you are exposed to it.  Once it becomes normal, it soon becomes acceptable.”

“And since the stories we’ve chosen always result in pleasure for the male,” added Rose, “we think he’ll start to find them desirable.”

“So why test him?  Why not just have him read the books?” asked Gracie.

“This way we know he’s concentrating,” said Kylie.

Rose nodded her head.  “We’re making sure he works hard to dig into every detail and fills his mind with them.  If he just glances or blows this off, he gets punished.  If he really takes it in, he gets rewarded.  So his incentive will be to really get to know the stories and articles we give him, to take in every nuance, to really think about them, understand them.  We’re making him a super-fan of femdom.”

Gracie laughed.  “Remind me never to upset you two!”  Gracie glanced over her shoulder at Simon reading the magazine in the other room with a quizzical, somewhat horrified look upon his face.  “What’s he readying today?”

“It’s a story about a school teacher who goes home from school and his wife paddles him each night,” said Rose with an evil smirk.

“Sounds like his life,” chuckled Gracie.

“Very much.  Only, the male in that story loves it.  Tomorrow, he’s reading a story about a man who worships his wife’s feet,” added Rose.

Gracie giggled.

“After that, he’s reading a story about a secretary who replaces her boss and makes him dress like her and be her secretary,” said Kylie.  “Then we’ll throw in an article explaining the different types of panties.”

“Followed by a treatise on female superiority,” said Rose.

“We’ve got a surprise planned during that one too,” added Kylie.

“We’re going to let him masturbate as he studies it.”

The women all chuckled.

Gracie shook her head in disbelief.  “Poor Simone.  He has no idea what’s coming.”


Chapter Ten: “The Peg”

—o—

After testing Simon on the Red Bottomed article, they took him to the nipple stretcher room.  He’d done quite well on his first test.  Hence he only needed to do six minutes on the stretcher today.  That made him happy because the stretcher worried him.  It worried him that it might be physically changing his body.  The idea of getting out of this nightmare with big, girly nipples even after Lilith let him return to being a man was disturbing to say the least.  Just as bad, something about being stretched brought a sort of erotic thrill.  It had started to get stronger lately as his nipples grew more and his chest got flabbier, and what it seemed to be was this oddly arousing sensation mixed in with the pain of having his nipples crushed and tugged.  He didn’t want there to be a thrill, but it was there; that’s what worried him.  Indeed, the last couple times they had done this to him, he found himself getting hard and horny and he ended up on the verge of coming.  Not only was that embarrassing, but it made him insecure to think this somehow turned him on!  What kind of man could be turned on by having his nipples tortured?  Why would that even be?  And what did that say about what they had done to him?  The less time he spent on the stretcher, the better for his manhood.

As an interesting aside, the last time Simon was on the stretcher, he had a vision of himself having returned to being a man.  He was in the bedroom while Lilith was in the kitchen getting ready for an event to which they were going.  His suit was laid over the bed.  His tie hung over the chair.  He went to put on his dress shirt, but caught his reflection in the mirror as he did.  To his dismay, his nipples were large and thick, like Lilith’s.  They were erect like so many women.  He touched them and the look on his face suggested the complex mix of pleasure and pain he was feeling as he was being stretched.  Then he saw himself tug on them and he started stroking himself.  He’d shut down that thought immediately, but its echo stayed with him.

He thought of it now and blushed.

Simon walked into the stretching room.  He immediately noticed something new.  Attached to the middle of the podium, a little less than waist high, was a six-inch long polished wooden peg maybe double the circumference of a pencil.  The peg stood at a slight upward angle and its tip was rounded.  In some odd way, it reminded Simon of a penis.

“Strip off your uniform, your blouse and your panties,” said Gracie.

Simon raised an eyebrow.  Lately, they had only made him remove his blouse, not his panties or his skirt for the stretching.  He did as instructed however.  When he was down to the corset (which he never got to remove), stockings and heels, Helen moved him toward the podium as Gracie smeared what appeared to be a sticky goop on the tip of the wooden peg.

“May I ask a question, Miss Gracie?” asked Simon, as required.  He wasn’t going to risk making this worse.

“What is it?” she asked.

“What is that wooden peg for?”

Gracie smirked.  “Oh, don’t worry about that, Simone.  Now let’s get you locked in.”

Simon reluctantly handed his small purse to Sarah Beth.  Then he cautiously turned his back to the podium.  He stepped back toward it, keeping his distance as best he could from the peg.  Helen guided him backward just enough to be able to bind his wrists.  With those bound, she made him move his feet backward so she could bind his ankles as well.  When she did, he felt his rear bump into the peg.  It wasn’t much.  It was just a tiny touch, a mere tap as it was, but warning bells went off inside him and he immediately shifted his rear forward to avoid the peg.  To do this and avoid any contact with the peg, he found he needed to shift up slightly on his toes, a rather uncomfortable position.

Helen locked his ankles to the podium.

Meanwhile, Gracie went to the roll-top desk and retrieved the clamps.  Simon winced when he saw them, though his penis started trying to grow hard.  Thankfully, the new device prevented any embarrassing erection.

“Did you enjoy the story?” asked Gracie.

“Story, Miss Gracie?”

“The spanking story.”

It wasn’t exactly the kind of thing he wanted to think about, actually.  A story about a man who got off on being spanked by his wife?  No thank you.  He wasn’t even sure why they had made him read it.  Was it supposed to make him want to be spanked?  That wouldn’t happen.  “No, Miss Gracie.”

“That’s a pity.”

Gracie attached the clamps as she did each time.  As with the prior times, it hurt to have his nipples pulled and crushed, but there was always that tiny undercurrent of erotic pleasure.  Again, he was thankful for the new device.  Only, even as he had this thought, he noticed Gracie’s hands drop to the device and her fingers lingering.  He glanced down just in time to see her insert a key into the lock on the device and her hand pull the cage upward.

What was she doing?!

His erection sprang free and stood on end!

“Oh no,” he thought with dread.

“Would you like to come, Simone?” asked Gracie.

Simon bit his lip.  Of course, he would like to come, but right now, the circumstances made him uneasy.  He wasn’t entirely sure why, but maybe it was the erotic undertones of the pain in his nipples.  He felt uncomfortable being aroused by that and didn’t want come with it going on.  Maybe it was the details of the spanking story floating around inside his head.  He didn’t want to be aroused with those thoughts in his head either.  Maybe it was the odd feeling he’d just experienced of having that sticky peg touch him.  That had been... different.  Getting off with that fresh in his mind made him uncomfortable too.

On the other hand, it had been several days since they had let him out of this device and he was especially horny, particularly with all the teasing Caroline had done lately about him not being able to get hard; he could hear her laughing “Dickless Simon” in his head.  Not to mention, he had no idea with these women when the next opportunity would actually come.

Still, he shouldn’t...

“Should I lock you back up, sweetie?” asked Gracie when he hesitated.

Simon bit his lip.  He really shouldn’t.  He knew that.  These women did nothing without a purpose, and it felt so wrong to want to come with these strange and emasculating sensations going through him.  Maybe that was their purpose, he thought.  Still...

“No, Miss Gracie.  Please don’t lock me up,” he said in a defeated tone.  “Please let me come.”

Gracie smiled slyly.

Sarah Beth now handed Gracie the panties from Simon’s purse.  Gracie held them up for him to see.  His penis grew a tiny bit harder: panties meant coming.  Gracie dropped them onto his straining shaft.  Their touch was exciting: his penis was going to be touched!  His heart started racing.

“Is that exciting?” she giggled.

He blushed.

Gracie slipped her hand over his shaft, wrapping it in the panties.  She then stepped closer, bringing her lips to his to kiss him.  Simon instinctively moved back to avoid her lips.  As he did, his rear pushed against the wooden peg and it poked him.  It slipped right between his round, increasingly-girlish cheeks and it touched him right at his hole, though it did not break the seal.  He thrust his hips forward in a panic to avoid it, pushing his erection deeper into her hand and lifting himself up even higher on his toes – the only way to escape.  As he did this, however, he forced his chest upward and that caused the clamps to pull harder, sending a jolt or erotic pain through his nipples.  He gasped when that happened.  Gracie’s lips touched his in that very moment, his mouth open from the gasp, his penis straining toward her.  Gracie felt him sucking in breathlessly and she smirked.  She slipped her tongue into his open mouth and touched his.  She pulled her tongue back.

“Why Simone, you dirty girl?!” chuckled Gracie.

Simone was deeply embarrassed.

She kissed him again.

Simon writhed in agony, telling himself how much this woman disgusted him... and yet his penis throbbed like a jackhammer in her hand as his chest heaved and he was in the middle of what was, for almost all intents and purposes, an orgasm.

Gracie started stroking him faster with the panties.  As she did, Simon found himself struggling to stay on his toes.  This was causing a lot of strain on his calves, but he didn’t want that peg to touch him.

Meanwhile, a torrent of thoughts raced through him.  He felt Gracie stroke him through the panties.  Panties.  The feel of panties on his erection.  Their soft, dainty touch.  So girly.  So delicate.  The thought of Gracie’s kiss.  Why was she so exciting?  The moment she denied him an orgasm.  It dripping out drop by drop.  The sticky touch of the wooden peg.  The sticky feeling between his cheeks.  The strain of his heels.  The sound of heels.  The rustle of skirts.  He thought of “Fred,” the man from the Red Bottomed story.  His wife was so in control.  A woman putting a man over her lap!  The shame.  He had orgasmed between her knees.

“Don’t think about that!” he screamed inside his head.

He’d been paddled too.  The searing heat of the touch of the paddle to his balls.  It made him wince, but was somehow erotic too.

His penis swelled at all of this and throbbed.

Gracie squeezed even harder.  His calves were getting tired standing on his toes to keep away from the peg.  He needed to put his feet down for a moment.  He let them relax.

The peg touched him.  It slid between his cheeks to his hole.  It pressed against his hole.  He felt the tip push into the seal.  Panic!

He jumped back up on his toes.

His penis throbbed.  It suddenly embarrassed him that it did.  He needed to think of something manly, a masculine moment.  He focused on Miss Miriam.  Miss?!  He saw Miriam on the bed in her apartment.  She wore one of the school uniforms Simon had taken from the school supply.  He saw the paddle lying next to her.  He had threatened to paddle her.  He recalled that.  He’d felt so masculine in that moment, so in control.  He reached for the paddle in his vision, only she held it already.  She was tapping it against her palm.  Simon felt himself grow smaller.  He looked down his body.  He wore his new uniform complete with heels.  His penis tented up the skirt.  He started to back away.  She looked so large.

His feet relaxed again.  He had no choice.  They needed a break.

The peg touched him again.

He went right back up on his toes.  He was breathing hard.  His penis was so stiff.

Gracie changed her stroke.  He felt a rhythm build almost immediately.  His heart was racing.  The clamps tugged and squeezed his nipples.  The pain was exquisite.  The panties were so soft on his shaft.  It felt good, far too good.  Only his calves burned.  He fought to stay on his toes, but the burning was getting worse.  Little by little, he started to lose his ability to stay on his toes.

His toes slowly lowered.

The peg slipped between his cheeks.  It pressed against his crack.  It touched his hole.  It was still sticky.  It felt so strange to have something touching him there, emasculating, especially the way he was dressed.

It all made him blush strangely.  His penis throbbed.

“Are you ready, little girl?” whispered Gracie in his ear.

Simon melted at her closeness.  He braced himself as best he could.  The sticky peg slid along his crack, threatening to slide inside.  Gracie’s hand had firm control of his shaft.  His breathing was jagged.  He felt oddly “girlishly girly.”  Wasn’t that how “Fred” had described himself?

“Don’t think about that!”

“How many times did Stella spank Fred before he came?”  That was the question he had missed.  He should have gotten it, but he couldn’t think of it.  Twenty-seven.  It was twenty-seven.  He couldn’t recall.

Simon’s breathing became labored.  He relaxed his legs.  As he did, the peg pushed into the hole ever so slightly, just a millimeter, just pushing the seal back but not quite breaking it.

Twenty-seven.

He recalled himself standing before the mirror.  He wore a skirt and heels, but not his blouse.  His nipples were long and thick and erect.  He saw himself tugging on them.  He gasped in pleasure.  He tugged again.  His body trembled.

Gracie’s thick fingers squeezed his shaft tighter.

He held his breath.

Gracie jerked the panties back and forth.

His body tensed.  The erotic tension from the clamps shot through his nipples.  The peg nearly broke the seal.  And then he came.  He exploded into his panties.  He exploded huge amounts.

“Good girl,” laughed Gracie at the explosion.  “Let it all out.”  She stroked him more deliberately now, as if pulling his seed out of him.  He came again.  And once more.  The panties were soaked.

He was spent.  He collapsed forward.

Gracie made him wear the dirty panties the rest of the day.


Chapter Eleven: “Today’s Test”

—o—

Simon was in his former office once again.  He sat on the brown leather couch across from Rose’s desk.  He wore his uniform, complete with the tall Mary Jane stilettos.  His little purse sat next to him.  He was reading the story for today.  It was a story about a woman who had taken over a corporation and had demoted all the men beneath the women and had imposed a female dress code.  Reading the story made Simon uneasy in a way he could not explain... he felt pensive in his stomach.  He was dreading answering questions about this one, but he would still do his best to avoid getting his nipples stretched.

Rose sat at her desk.  She had just finished some papers and had assembled them into a pile.

“The new schedule,” she declared.

Simon looked up.  Making the schedule had been his obligation as Headmaster in the past.  It offended his ego that Rose was taking liberties with his school.  Still, he was in no position to say anything at the moment, so he held his tongue.  He would fix everything when Lilith let him be Headmaster again.

“I’m making a lot of changes, actually,” said Rose.  “Undoing your sillier and more sexist ideas.”

Simon grimaced.  “Just you wait until I’m back in charge,” he told himself.

“Time’s up,” said Rose, nodding to the book he held.

“Yes, Miss Rose.”

Simon picked up his purse, uncrossed his legs – feeling the sheer nylon slide over nylon, and rose to his feet atop the tall heels.  He moved before Rose’s desk and set down the story.  Then he stood there waiting with his little purse slung over his wrist effeminately.

Rose rose from her chair and came around to him.  She wore a black A-line dress and tall black pumps.  She looked rather regal actually.  She stood before him now and adjusted his jacket.  It made him feel small... helpless.  Then she put her fingers upon his thigh and brushed them up toward his crotch, sending a tingling sensation along his nerves.  His penis throbbed in response.  Then she took his purse and set it behind her on the desk.

“Take off your skirt and panties,” she said.

Simon blushed.

He didn’t move.  Indeed, for a moment, he considered resisting just to make a point, but at the same time, he knew the consequences would be too terrible.  Rose had proven quite clever.  Besides, he was starting to realize that the almost aggressive need to resist that he’d felt for so long was gone.  Not that he wanted to comply, he just seemed to be missing the fire that had given him his strength to fight back.  It was a strange feeling almost as if he had been neutered.

“Yes, Miss Rose,” he said cautiously.

Simon stepped back.  He found the zipper in his skirt.  He unzipped it.  Then he worked the short skirt down his hips and let it fall after that.  He stepped out of it.  He crouched down and picked it up.  He set it on the desk.  Then he worked his panties down his legs and let them drop as well.  Again, he crouched to pick them up.  He had become expert in crouching in the tall heels.  Not only did he do it smoothly, but he looked graceful (and feminine) in the process despite the challenge of the tall, unstable heels.  He added the panties to the skirt.

Simon’s penis was exposed now.  It swelled inside the device.  His nipples seemed to be erect too.

Rose unbuttoned his jacket next.  She pulled it off.  His budding breasts showed through the white blouse he wore.  She could see his nipples standing up through the material and his breasts’ rounded shape bulging out the blouse like any young woman’s breasts.  She smirked.  Her pussy became wet.  They had emasculated this nemesis of hers in incredible ways, he was literally turning into a woman before their eyes, and that was exciting.

She slowly unbuttoned his blouse.

Simon blushed bright red.  Not only was it embarrassing that his penis was trying to get hard from anything Rose had done, but he had become insecure about anyone seeing his chest.  It was too girly.  He felt embarrassed by it.  And as she worked the last few buttons, he suddenly found himself wanting to put his hands up to stop Rose from continuing, but he knew that would be fruitless... and it would reveal his weakness if he did.  He bit his lip and held fast.

Rose reached the final button and his blouse opened, falling away to either side, exposing the corset and letting his breasts plop out.  She almost gasped when she saw them.  They had started growing some time ago, but had really only visibly taken off just recently.  They were unmistakable now.

“My oh my,” she purred.

Rose put her right hand to his breast and brushed the underside with her fingertips.  Her fingers were soft and warm and gentle.  They tickled Simon and made him shudder helplessly.  Her touch also made his already erect nipples really stand on end.

“Turned on, are you?” she chuckled.

Simon blushed even more.  “No,” he lied through dry lips.

Rose smiled slyly and lightly moved a nipple back and forth with one finger, making him gasp.  “Yes, you are.”

Simon’s breast tingled.  His spine trembled.  This was incredibly exciting, whether he wanted it to be or not.  It was amazing how much it turned him on to have his nipples touched now.

Rose cupped his breast and lifted it, feeling its weight.  These were real breasts, of that she was sure.  The hormones had been working.  What she held filled her hand and it had heft and strength too.  This wasn’t just flab pushed into a vague ball by the corset.  This was a genuine breast, a feminine breast, and it was going to get so much better before this was all over!  By the time they were finished, he would have breasts any woman would be proud of.

“You need a bra,” she said.

Simon withered upon hearing this.  What kind of man wears a bra?  “I’m— I’m fine,” he said.

“No, you need a bra.”

She kneaded his breast, making Simon tremble and close his eyes involuntarily as feelings of pleasure washed over him.  He resisted the feeling, but could ultimately do nothing about it.  It was too powerful.

A wicked smile suddenly crossed Rose’s lips.  “Wiggle them for me.”

Simon’s eyebrow shot up in shock.  “Do what?”

“Wiggle them for me, Simon.”

Simon bit his lip.  There was something odd about her calling him “Simon.”  She had called him “Simone” for so long, it almost made him insecure to be called Simon.  Still, the bigger issue, the humiliating issue was her request.  She wanted him to wiggle his breasts for her?  Like a stripper?

“What do you mean ‘wiggle them’?” he asked nervously.

“Shake your chest.”

Simon bit his lip harder.  He did not want to do this, but what choice did he have ultimately?  If he refused, she would eventually make him and she would make everything so much harder in the process.

Simon closed his eyes and shook his shoulders.  As he did, he felt the intensely emasculating feeling of these things on his chest shaking back and forth.  It wasn’t just a swinging either.  He felt the tissue inside tugged upon by the forces of the shake.  He felt a jiggle of the fatty tissue when it snapped back.  He felt the nipple moving through air.  It all bounced and jiggled.  This was utterly humiliating!  This was so... womanly.

He turned bright red.

Rose laughed.  At the same time, she became incredibly wet.  This was amazing to see.  This man had breasts!  Breasts she and the others had given him.  He was becoming a woman.  They were making him in their own image!  She felt a nearly overwhelming need to masturbate... nearly.

“All right, Simone,” she said after she caught her breath, “it’s time for your test.”

Rose returned to her desk.  She came back with a pair of cuffs.  Simon hadn’t seen them do this before so he was cautious.  She went behind his back and cuffed his wrists together.  Then she came before him again and unlocked the device, flipping it up and letting his penis out.

It grew hard.

To Simon’s surprise, she then promptly ignored it.  Indeed, she edged her rear upon the desk and slid up onto it, crossing her legs.  She picked up the story and flipped through it, never once looking at his penis.  After a minute or so, his erection started to fade.  This was the hormones, though Simon didn’t know it yet.  Not only were they making it smaller and softer, but they were making it harder for him to maintain an erection when he got one.  He just didn’t know this because he didn’t get the chance to play with it anymore.

With his penis flaccid once more, Rose reached around behind her and picked up his little purse.  She opened it.  She smiled at Simon.  He watched nervously.  Then she pulled the panties from it.  To Simon’s embarrassment, his penis started to rise when he saw the panties.

Rose snickered.  This was what she wanted to know:  panties made him hard.

“Do these excite you?” she asked.

She draped the panties over his erection and tugged it up and down by them, sending little exciting jolts down his shaft, before letting the panties hang on their own.  His penis grew even more.

Simon blushed.  “No, Miss Rose,” he lied even as his breathing grew harder.

They both knew better.

Rose flexed her foot, twisting her pump in the air.  She smiled smugly at Simon and picked up the book with one hand.  “Question one,” she said, “why did the men struggle with being demoted?”

“Because they thought men were naturally superior, Miss Rose,” said Simon.

Rose smirked at the irony.  She then slipped her free hand to his erection and she ran one fingertip up his shaft.  She let the very tip of her sharp nail add a hint of tension to her stroke; it made him tremble.

“Were they right, Simone?” she asked coyly.

Simon shuddered again... and again, as her finger continued its journey.

“N— no, Miss Rose.  They learned that women are superior and their place was beneath the women.”

Rose slipped two fingers around the base of his shaft and slowly dragged them forward, giving Simon a phantom stroke.  She could feel his erection throbbing at her manipulations.  He wished he could grab his penis and finish what she started, but his hands were bound behind his back.

“And they were happier, weren’t they?” she asked.

Simon struggled to keep his eyes open as her fingers sent intense waves of pleasure racing through his nerves.  “Y— yes, Miss Rose.”

She ran her fingers along his shaft, only, she used her nails rather than her fingertips this time.  She did not dig them in, but the sharpness of her nails sent warning flares of pain mixed in with the pleasure.  His body shook with the stroke.

“This turns you on,” she said.  “It excites you that I’ve tied you up, doesn’t it?  Made you helpless.”

He wanted to tell himself that it didn’t, but it did.  The added sense of fear that he was helpless was an enhancer to what her hand was doing.  He could not stop her no matter what she did and that honestly excited him, it forced him to trust her, something which did not come easily to him, especially in these circumstances.

“No need to answer, dear,” she said coyly, seeing him blush.  “We both know the answer.”

She stroked him again, with more fingertip than nail this time.  He shuddered with pleasure.  Then she scraped her nails against his head for just a second, sending a sharp, sting through his penis.  His penis throbbed like mad as the feeling echoed throughout his body.

“That turns you on too, doesn’t it?” she giggled.  “You like it when I hurt you... just a little.”

Simon withered on the inside.  What man would like that?  What man could be turned on by being controlled by a woman, manhandled by a woman, having a woman threaten his penis, having a woman inflict pain?  Apparently... him.  This was a shattering thought.  He denied it to himself.

“Would you like me to spank your balls?” she asked breathlessly.

For an incredible instant, Simon actually wanted that.  He had no idea where that thought had come from, but it actually sounded appealing.  The idea was shocking and emasculating and he could not accept it as a man, but he also knew something inside him found it true.  He had no idea what he was going to say.  Fortunately, before he could respond, the intercom buzzed.

Rose kissed him on the cheek gently and leaned over to press the intercom button.  “Yes?”

“Madison is here to see you,” said Polly.

“Give me a moment,” she said.

Rose slipped off the desk and went to the tiny coat closet in the corner of the room.  From it, she took a raincoat she sometimes wore.  It was pink.  She brought it back to Simon.

“What am I supposed to do with that, Miss Rose?” asked Simon.

“Put it on.”

“Wh— why?”

Rose moved around behind him and unlocked his hands.  “You’re going to put that on and walk out of here.  You don’t want Madison seeing you naked, do you?” she asked with a cynical giggle.

Simon’s jaw dropped.  He assumed she would leave the room to meet with Madison, maybe ask her to come back later.  He never thought she would expect him to walk out there... past her!

“You want me to—”

“Simone, did I give you permission to speak?”

“But—”

“Simone.”

Simon bit his tongue.  He was awash with nerves, unsure what to do.  If he did what she wanted, he needed to walk right past this student he had tormented for years and pray that she did not identify him.  If he stayed... would Rose call her in?  He licked his lips nervously.  There was only one thing he could do:  obey.  He reached his trembling hand for his skirt on the desk.  Rose blocked him.

“No, just the raincoat,” said Rose.

“But my— my penis!”

“What about it, Simon?”

“My panties— my skirt—  She’ll see!”

Rose chuckled how easily he referred to the panties and skirt as “my.”  She would not bend, however.  Nor would she lock his cage again.  He was due up in the stretching room and she knew he would not stop anywhere else – where could he go after all?  So she thought it might be a good lesson for him to roam the halls with an out-of-control erection.  Maybe that would help him realize that having a penis was not something he desired.

“Put on the coat, Simone,” she said.

Simon bit his lip.  He mechanically slipped into the coat and buttoned it down the front.  As Rose suspected, he had an erection which created a small bulge at his crotch.  Simon saw this and dropped a hand to cover it.  The other hand held his purse, which she gave him.

Rose brushed at his hair with her fingers and checked his makeup.  He was passable and hard to recognize.  She took his elbow and walked him to the door.  She opened the door.  Madison stood on the other side.  Simon’s stomach sank.  His trembling doubled.  His mouth went dry.

“Hello, Madison.  How are you, dear?” asked Rose.

“I’m good, Headmistress.  I’m here to talk to you about changing rooms in the dorm.”

“Of course, come on in.  I will see you later, Simone.”

With that, Rose ushered Simon through the door.  He was in such terror he could not meet Madison’s eyes.  All he knew was that his knees were shaking, he was wobbling in his heels, and his penis was spreading pre-come all over the inside of the raincoat.  He nodded toward Madison out of some habit of courtesy and raced off to the stretching room.  Rose chuckled as he ran off.

“Come on in, Madison,” she said as she watched Simon totter away.


Chapter Twelve: “While The Cat’s Away”

—o—

Lilith was out dining with a friend.  It was Alex again.  That bothered Simon.  His wife should not be out with another man.  Still, there might be a silver lining, he told himself:  this meant he might get the night off.  After all, if Lilith wasn’t home, there was no need to serve her dinner and no one would be watching to make sure he and Caroline did whatever chores Lilith wanted done.  Perhaps, he hoped, Caroline would take advantage of this to take the night off.  It was a nice thought, but he knew deep down that would never happen.  Caroline simply loved to control him, and when Lilith wasn’t around, she really got into it... or got off on it, and did she ever get off on it this night!  Indeed, Caroline took advantage of Lilith’s absence to make Simon prepare and serve her an elaborate dinner.  A maid serving a maid.

“More wine,” called Caroline.

Simon grabbed the bottle of wine and went from the kitchen to the dining room.  Caroline sat in his former seat at the dining room table.  She wore her maid uniform but had removed her heels.  They were parked next to her chair.  Her legs were crossed but rested atop the corner of the table.  Her feet hung over the end of the table.  They were clad in black stockings.  Her dark red toenails showed through the silky stockings.  She held a wine glass.

She had finished dinner.

“There you are, Sissy Simon,” said Caroline.  “My dickless princess.”

She swirled her glass and downed the rest.  Then she held up the empty glass toward him.

“Another glass, Sissy.”

Simon cringed.  It was one thing to serve his wife – not that he had accepted that either – but it was quite another to serve his maid.  This was truly demeaning.  She had been his servant!  Now he was hers?  The thought stung his ego.  It made him so incredibly low!

“This will be different,” he told himself, “when Lilith lets me go back to being her husband again.”

Simon tugged on his sissyish maid uniform and moved toward Caroline with the bottle in his hand.  His uniform seemed to fit funny of late, though he couldn’t say exactly why – it was too tight in the chest, too loose in the waist, too snug around the hips and it didn’t feel like it covered his butt anymore, though he couldn’t see it right to be sure, but he got the sense that the bottoms of his rounded cheeks peeked out the bottom of his skirt.

He reached Caroline.

“Here comes the worst part,” he thought with a helpless shudder.

Simon dropped into a very girly curtsey, the same one he had required of her when he was still man of the house.  This was pure humiliation, he thought, to make him curtsey to his former maid.  Him!  A man!  Her, a mere maid!  It made him feel funny in the pit of his stomach and his penis tried to grow inside the device.  Thankfully, Caroline could not see that.

Caroline giggled.  Then she wiggled the glass at him.

“Yes, Miss Caroline,” he said.

He filled the glass.

Simon didn’t know when he started calling her “Miss Caroline” so automatically, but he had.  Perhaps it had just become easier since he was required to call all the women at the school “Miss.”  Maybe it helped him avoid conflict.  Maybe she’d required it?  No, she rarely mentioned it.  Well, maybe it just— well, he didn’t know, but it had started and now it was automatic.  In fact, he recognized that it was now harder for him not to call her “Miss” than it was to call her that, even though doing so brought him tremendous shame every time.

He turned to leave, but Caroline stopped him.  She shifted her top leg toward him and ran her stocking-covered foot up his thigh beneath his sissy maid dress.  He could do nothing to stop her, so he remained still.  He could feel her toes glide up his silky stockings and his freshly-shaved thighs to his crotch, where her warm toes explored the device.  His penis swelled at her warmth... or tried to swell.  It failed to grow because of the device, though it throbbed hard in the attempt.

Caroline giggled as her toes roamed.  “Still can’t get it up, huh Sissy?”  She sipped her wine.

Simon blushed.  “No, Miss Caroline.”  There was that shame again.

“I should make you come,” she purred.  She sipped again.

Simon raised an eyebrow.  How?  He was in the device.  “You can’t with the device in place.”

“I know where Miss Lilith keeps the key,” giggled Caroline.  Then she smirked.  “How does it feel to call your own wife ‘Miss’?”

Simon shrank.

“It must be really humiliating.”

It was.  Simon blushed bright red.

Caroline grabbed hold of the small, decorative apron on the front of his uniform.  She pulled him closer by it, returning her foot to the table and crossing her legs once more.  She lifted his skirt, exposing his panties.  They were pink.  Most of his panties were pink.

“Hold this up,” she said, wiggling the skirt.

Simon licked his dry lips.  This was embarrassing, but he took hold of the short black skirt on either side, holding it up like the opening of a tent and exposing his girly panties and his caged penis beneath.  He felt exposed, vulnerable, and complicit.  Indeed, he felt so weak letting her treat him like this that he lost the strength to resist.  She was the maid!

Caroline pulled down Simon’s panties to his thighs and slipped her fingers around his balls.  She still held the wine glass in her other hand.  The way she moved was so casual it added to his embarrassment.  It made him feel insignificant, as if he was merely a toy to be played with at her leisure.

“What kind of man can’t get hard?” she chuckled.

“It’s the device, Miss Caroline,” said Simon meekly, but defensively.

Caroline smirked.  “If you say so.”  She pulled his balls through her fingers several times.  As she did, her eyebrow suddenly rose suspiciously.  “These seem lighter.  Have you been playing with yourself, Sissy Simon?  Have you emptied yourself like a bad boy?”

“No, Miss Caroline.”

She squeezed his balls again.  They did seem smaller and lighter.  “When did you come last?”

“I don’t know, Miss Caroline.  Maybe a week.”

Caroline squeezed his balls again.  They felt too light to be full.  She then ran her fingers over the cage, examining it and his squished penis within.  His penis didn’t seem to fill the cage with the volume it had before either.  If anything, it looked smaller than before.

“Are you shrinking?” she giggled.

A terrifying emasculating feeling washed over Simon.  Was it possible?  The women had claimed they were shrinking his penis.  Could they really be doing it?  It sounded impossible, but Caroline didn’t know what they were doing, so she didn’t know to say he was shrinking to play along with them if they were just trying to scare him.  In other words, when she said it, she likely really believed it!  Also, he’d actually wondered if something was going on a couple times now.  Indeed, just this morning, he thought the cage wasn’t as tight a fit as it had been.  He’d dismissed those fears each time, but now...  Was it possible?

He struggled to push that thought out of his head.

Meanwhile, Caroline let go of his penis and sipped her wine once more.  A devilish smile grew upon her lips.  “I have to say, this wine certainly makes me... uh, hot.”  She slowly repositioned herself, spreading her legs apart, draping one leg over the arm of the chair and leaving the other leg over the table.  With her legs spread wide, Simon could actually look up her short maid skirt.  She wore no panties.  He could see her slit.

Caroline slipped her hand beneath her wide-open skirt.  She extended one finger and teasingly ran it up her slit.

“Mmmm,” she purred.

She tapped her slit and smirked at Simon.

Simon licked his lips nervously.  He knew what she wanted, but he didn’t want to give it to her.  Not only had he always viewed oral sex as something women did, not men, because it seemed so submissive a gesture to him, but the last thing he wanted to do was something that might make him hornier when he could get no relief!  Caroline was an extremely attractive woman, after all, plus it seemed that embarrassing himself was causing him arousal lately.

“Go on,” said Caroline and she winked at him.

A chill raced down his spine, but he had no choice.

Simon slowly lowered himself to his knees between his maid’s spread legs.  She snickered cynically, making this all the more humiliating; she knew the power she had and she loved using it:  it turned her on to see him on his knees, obedient.

Simon took a deep breath, closed his eyes and leaned forward, sticking out his tongue at the last second.  Her smell filled his nostril.  The taste of her womanhood coated his tongue.

Up, down, up, down, went his tongue.

“Good girl,” chuckled Caroline.  She was breathing hard.  She slipped her hand around her lips and spread them.

Simon’s tongue slid deeper.  Up, down, up, down, again.

“You can do better than that,” she chided.

Simon blushed with embarrassment.  “Yes, Miss Caroline.”

He reluctantly pressed a tiny bit harder.  His tongue moved up and down, tracing her lips.  Suddenly, he felt her other hand on the back of his head.  She grabbed his hair tightly, wrapping it around her fingers.  Her grip was almost painful the way it seemed to pull on each hair.  Then she jerked him forward, mashing his face into her lips.  Her scent, her juices pressed everywhere on his face.  Simon’s lipstick smeared all over her and his lips.

“You don’t get to stop until I come, Sissy Simon,” said Caroline.

Simon struggled for air, but he knew there was no other way.  He needed to do his best to satisfy her or she would keep him here forever.  So his tongue attacked.  Up, down, in and out.  He pressed his lips against her lips and pushed his tongue deep inside, licking every wall, pressing every inch of wet flesh.  Up, down, in and out.  Up, down, in and out.  Caroline’s breathing grew sharper.  She started to writhe beneath his ministrations.  She pulled him closer and closer as if trying to pull him inside her.  Her thighs spread wide, tightened, squeezing against him as if trying to take him in.  His tongue pressed further and further inside.

“Good sissy!” she moaned.

Simon’s penis tingled at being called Sissy.  He ignored it.  He moved his tongue faster.

Caroline responded even more.

He moved faster yet.  His penis throbbed inside the device.

Caroline’s chest heaved.  Her body began to shake.  Simon had found the spot.  He concentrated on it.  She began taking sharper and sharper breaths.  Suddenly, she tensed up tightly.  It was as if she had gone stiff.  Her face froze in almost a pained expression.  Then she let out a gasp.  Her whole body shuddered twice.  Her pussy flooded.  And she collapsed.

Her juices covered Simon’s face.

She chuckled.

Simon started to pull away, but she stopped him.  She still held his head to her lips and she now slipped both legs over his shoulders, one over each, letting them hang over his back.

“That was amazing for a little sissy boy with no dick,” she said with satisfaction permeating her voice.  She was still breathing hard.  Her chest floated up and down before his eyes.

“You’re welcome, Miss Caroline.”  He felt embarrassed and small.

“Now clean me.”

“What?!”

An evil glint appeared in his maid’s eye.  “Clean me, dickless.”

What a horrifying idea!  But what choice did he really have?  As he’d told himself repeatedly, there was no escaping any of these women now until Lilith gave him a way out, and she wasn’t ready to do that.  What could he do?  He shuddered.  Then he swallowed hard and he did what he needed to do.

Caroline basked in a feeling of power as he licked her clean.

—o—

Lilith came home right as Simon finished correcting his makeup.  Caroline had made him clean up dinner and the kitchen first.  It felt like the walk of shame as he tottered around acting the part of the maid with Caroline’s come still upon his face and his makeup smeared.  Even his hair was mussed and his dress disheveled.  He felt like a real sissy for the first time.

When everything was clean, she finally let him wash his face and repair his makeup.  He never thought he would feel relieved to fix his makeup and brush out his hair, but he did.  It was kind of embarrassing that he was happy to do something so feminine, but he did it nonetheless.  Equally embarrassing, as he cleaned himself up, he found out he had let out considerable amounts of pre-come and needed to change his panties.  All of this, combined with feeling “dirty” or “slutty” as he worked with Caroline’s sex all over him, mixed inside him to make him feel utterly emasculated.  Now he needed to greet his wife.

Simon stood before his wife in the entrance way.  “Welcome home, Miss Lilith,” he said.  That was embarrassing.  He curtseyed.  That was more embarrassing.  His ego stung worse.

Caroline came up to them in that moment.  She curtseyed to Lilith as well.  “Hello, Miss Lilith.”

“Hello, girls,” said Lilith.

Simon tingled uncomfortably at being a “girl.”

It got worse.  Lilith handed her purse to Simon, who cringed that she had chosen him over Caroline for this servile task, a task made worse because he was doing it before Caroline, someone he had treated this way too before his demotion.  He burned with embarrassment.

“Have you two been behaving?” asked Lilith with a cynical giggle.

Simon blushed and put her purse upon the small table.

“We have,” said Caroline.

“Good.  Well, I had a wonderful dinner.  I hope you two had the same.”

“We did,” said Caroline, winking slyly at Simon.

Simon glowed with embarrassment at her hidden meaning and felt himself shrink on the inside even as his penis throbbed.  He suddenly felt this burning sensation inside.  It was ego and he knew it, but it was too hard to resist.  This man, feminized and emasculated by his own wife, objectified and humiliated by his own maid, suddenly felt an intense need to say something manly, to stand up to these two in some manner.  He knew this was a terrible mistake, indeed he fought against this impulse, but he could not stop himself.

“I don’t like you going to dinner with another man,” he said suddenly.

That was not what he had expected to come out.  The others had not expected it either.  Everyone went silent.

Lilith raised her eyebrow.  “You mean Alex?”

Simon swallowed hard.  He did mean Alex.  Despite everything, he and Lilith were married and the idea that his wife was seeing another man so openly while he was in this feminized, helpless state was just too much for his ego to take.  He had not expected to confront her on this point right now, but he had, and now that he had, he could feel all of his masculine frustrations pouring into this point.  It was time to make a stand!  Simon puffed up his chest.  He was ready to fight this battle.

“Yes.”

Lilith glared at Simon.

Strangely, Simon felt his resolve weaken as hints of doubt crept in at her disapproval.  Still, he held fast.

“First of all, husband dear,” said Lilith coldly – the coldness of her tone made each word strike Simon as if they were stone, “you have no right to tell me who I can dine with, not the way you’ve behaved.  Honestly, at this point, if I want to be with another man, you have nothing to say in the matter.  You’re hardly in a position to act the offended husband, are you?”

Simon didn’t waver, though he was finding it hard to stand toe to toe with her.  Whatever the women had done to him seemed to have robbed him of his ability to see his wife as an equal.  Was his hand trembling?

Lilith looked him up and down now, making him feel insecure.  Then she added disdainfully, “Or any husband.”

Caroline giggled softly, but noticeably.

“I am your husband.”

“Frankly darling, it’s hard to think of you as a man with you prancing around in high heels like you’ve worn them all your life, the short skirts, the curtseying, the soft girlish voice.  You can’t even get an erection, Simon.  How am I supposed to see you as my husband when you don’t even have a dick?”

Soft girlish voice?  No time to think about that now.

Simon blushed.  “I am a man.  I am your man, no matter how they’ve dressed me.”

Lilith let out a soft, cynical laugh which seemed to echo.  “It isn’t the clothes that make the man, Simon.  A real man would never have treated me the way you did, taken your vows to me so falsely.  A real man would never have acted the way you did fooling around and lying to me.  A real man would never have been so easily dominated by these women either.  Let us hope that in losing your manhood now, you are learning the lessons you should have known all along and can one day be a real man... or at least a worthwhile approximation.”

“I am a real man,” said Simon to save his ego.

Lilith sighed.  He was still the same old Simon: arrogant, presumptuous, didn’t listen.  Even in all of this he still had yet to learn humility or empathy.  Well, she thought, let the women continue.  Perhaps he would learn.  Then she snickered at the thought of their plan to give him a panty fetish.  That seemed especially fitting for Simon at the moment.  Indeed, she thought, that would be a good humbler even if he ultimately went back to being a man, which she still assumed was likely.  But in the meantime, she would not let the old Simon impose himself.

“We’ll see, Simon.  We’ll see,” she said doubtfully.  “In the meantime, Alex has suggested that I host the reception for the Theater Sponsor Group here, and I think that’s a wonderful idea.  I want you and Caroline to prepare for that and then to act as servants for the guests.  I’ll leave the planning to you, Caroline.  Let me know if Simon gives you any trouble.”

Simon felt a sick feeling in his stomach at the idea that outsiders would be coming to their house with him feminized.  She couldn’t possibly mean to keep him dressed this way though, could she?  What would they say about seeing her husband like this?  He opened his mouth to demand an answer to that question, but for some reason found his courage lacking.

“Simon and I will be ready,” said Caroline.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Simon softly.

“Good.”

Lilith started down the hallway toward the bedroom.  She stopped, however, a few feet after Simon.  She turned to face her feminized husband.  She shook her head.  “And for the record, darling, Alex is a woman.”

Simon winced.  He had made a fool of himself for nothing.


Chapter Thirteen: “Real or Not?”

—o—

Simon was in the bathroom later that night.  He was hand-washing his panties.  He had removed the uniform as it was time for bed.  On the bed was a nightie Lilith had given him.  It was a pink babydoll nightie.  He didn’t know if she was making fun of him by requiring him to wear it, but it was certainly embarrassing.  It was so feminine the way it hung over him like a gossamer cloud.  See-through and soft, light and delicate, it seemed to represent the state of his feminine imprisonment so well; it stripped him of all his strength.  Even the panties that came with it, a tiny pair of matching bikini panties, felt barely there yet somehow seemed all-defining.  Either way, it lay on the bed so it would not get wet.

He stood before the sink wearing only the corset and the stiletto sandals.

Simon didn’t need to wear the sandals as it was bedtime, but he chose to nevertheless.  He wore them for comfort, honestly.  Something seemed to be wrong with his ankles lately and, as embarrassing as it was to admit, he felt more comfortable in the heels than out of them.  His ankles and arches felt strained when he went barefoot, but felt normal in the heels.  So he wore them.  Why did he wear the corset?  He was stuck in that.  The women had him wearing it all the time.  He wore the device too.  They didn’t take that off either.

Simon added the detergent to the sink and let the warm water bubble up as it filled.  He slipped the panties into the water and started kneading them in his hands to get the soap through them.

He thought about the “argument” with his wife.  What had she said?

“It’s hard to think of you as a man with you prancing around in high heels like you’ve worn them all your life, the short skirts, the curtseying, the soft girlish voice...”

What did she mean “soft girlish voice”?  Simon had been troubled by this all evening.  One thing he had not done this entire time they had feminized him was to try to disguise his voice to sound feminine.  There was no point in that – his voice was too manly to hide – and he wasn’t going to give them the satisfaction anyways of playing along with their stupid games.

Why had she said it then?

Simon glanced around to make sure he was alone.  “I’m fine,” he said to the room.  It echoed off the bathroom walls, distorting the sound and making it impossible to judge.  So Simon turned off the sink.  He walked out into the bedroom, his heels echoing off the hardwood floor.  He checked the hallway.  His wife’s bedroom was closed.  She was on the phone with someone; he could hear that.  Caroline was in her little cottage out back.  He moved back into the bedroom and silently closed the door.

“I’m fine,” he repeated.

His voice sounded... okay.  It was a little off.  It sounded a bit like he had a cold – weaker than normal... thinner, but it was him.  Best to try again.

“I need to make something to eat,” he said cautiously, trying a longer sentence.  He spoke more loudly this time too.

He listened to make sure his wife hadn’t heard him.  She hadn’t.  He thought about what he’d heard.  It sounded the same as before.  It sounded weaker than normal, a little thin, but nothing he could hear as “soft” and “girlish.”

But it was different.

“Maybe I just have a cold,” he suggested.

But did he?  He didn’t feel the least bit ill.

He bit his lip: was it possible his voice was changing?

Simon instinctively moved to the mirror.  Again, his heels marked his process:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  His penis swelled with that sound.  He reached the mirror and examined himself, particularly his chest.  With the corset in place, it was hard to tell what was real and what wasn’t as it pushed everything on his chest up, but his chest looked really flabby and the flab on his chest seemed bigger somehow, more shaped.  It had to be the corset pushing, but what he saw looked a little like mounds... or maybe globes at this point.

Yes, they were little globes.

The mounds had turned to globes.  They felt substantive too.  This didn’t feel like just flab, this felt like tissue.  What’s more his nipples were larger.  It was probably from the stretching, he decided, but they were larger.  They weren’t quite women’s nipples yet, but they were easily swollen to twice as long as male nipples and at least three nipples thick.  They looked like erasers on the ends of pencils rather than pencil leads.  How had this happened without him noticing, he wondered?

Or had he noticed, but turned a blind eye?

He touched one nipple.  It was sore, but touching it sent a thrill through his chest straight to his penis, which throbbed inside the device.  A ripple of weakness jiggled down his spine.

“Don’t do this,” he told himself, but he was somehow entranced.

Simon cupped his breasts and squeezed.  It felt warm and soft and comforting.  It was arousing too.  His penis swelled and a sense of happiness flooded him.  Then he slipped his nipple between two fingers and he squeezed just enough to hold the nipple in place.  He tugged on it.  A sort of painful erotic feeling shot like electricity from the nipple.  His penis swelled even more.

He let out a soft moan.

Simon spread his legs and closed his eyes.  He started kneading his breast and tugging on the nipple.  This sent waves of pleasure and pain and comfort passing through him.  It made his whole body start to swell in rhythm.  His breathing became increasingly labored.  His penis started to pulse.

Simon’s free hand slipped down the device.

He tried to tug on the device, but it didn’t help.  Nor could he push it or squeeze it.  He simply couldn’t reach his penis.  But he could reach his balls.  He took them in his hand and started to squeeze them gently and tug on them in the same rhythm he played with his breast.

His breathing became jagged.

His nipples seemed to swell.  They yearned for him to pull harder.  He did.  A strong jolt of pain followed and he let out a little gasp.  He suddenly felt incredibly girlish.  He’d gasped like a girl!

Then it happened.

He didn’t think it was possible, but his penis seemed to flush and then it felt as if he was peeing, only what came out what white and sticky.  He had come.  The only problem:  he had not received the explosion of orgasm, nor had he received any real relief.  If anything, he became hornier!  Worse, as this realization hit, it embarrassed him that he had done this by playing with his breasts.  He suddenly felt incredibly emasculated.

He looked up at his reflection.  What he saw shocked him.  With the corset shaping his torso and the heels shaping his legs, with the auburn hair shaping his head and the eyebrows shaping his face, and the nails shaping his hands, he looked like a woman... a sexy young woman.  What’s more, this woman had two girlish breasts on her chest, perky little globes, complete with womanly nipples!

As he stood there, his mouth agape at his changing form, come slowly dripping from the cage, he knew suddenly it was all true:  they were changing him for real!

“What have they done?  How do I stop it?”


Chapter Fourteen: “Caught”

—o—

Rose sat on the edge of her desk with her legs crossed at the ankles and tucked beneath her.  Miriam, Gracie and Amanda sat on the couch.  Polly and Kylie sat in the two guest chairs.  Kate leaned against the wall.  Rose had brought them together to discuss an idea she had had to advance Simon’s training.

“We’ve made tremendous progress,” said Rose.

“We have,” agreed Gracie.

The others nodded.

“He’s showing a strong strain of obedience.  Indeed, I think we’ve all personally seen evidence that he’s struggling to be disobedient now.  He routinely addresses all of us with respect.  He obeys orders.  He rarely speaks without permission, and has almost entirely stopped challenging us.”

“He’s getting more girly too,” said Amanda.

“You mean physically or as in personally?” asked Gracie.

“Both.  Look at his motions.  Between the skirts, the heels and all the comportment training, he moves like a woman now.  I don’t think he can even help it anymore.  When was the last time he spread his legs when he sat or took a big manly step?”

“His own body is working against him on that now,” interjected Gracie.

“True.  He’s got boobs to deal with.  His rear has gotten rounder.  His Achilles tendons have clearly shrunken – I don’t know anyone who is comfortable in five-inch heels, but he’s not comfortable out of them!” laughed Amanda.  “Making him carry the purse has given him this girlish way of carrying his arms and shoulders.  Honestly, if we put him back in male clothes, he would look like a cross-dressing woman acting at being a man.”

“Not to mention he looks like a woman naked,” added Miriam with an aroused smirk.  “His body is becoming so feminine!”  Her nipples were on end and her panties damp.

“Have you seen how much smaller his penis is?” giggled Gracie.

“I have.”

“Is it that much smaller?” asked Kate.

“When you get a chance, hold it.  It’s noticeably smaller,” said Miriam.

“Does he know yet?” asked Amanda.

Gracie shook her head.  “No, we haven’t told him the numbers and we haven’t let him out of the device long enough for him to investigate.  He has no idea,” she giggled.  “Let me tell you, it’s not something he’ll be proud of anymore!”

“His balls are smaller too.  They’ve gone from eggs to maybe large olives,” said Miriam.  She shook her leg excitedly.

“He’s really changed.”

“Mentally too though,” said Amanda.  “The reading we’re giving him is filling his head with all kinds of female-dominant ideas and just all around femininity.  He knows more about panties and the types of dresses and makeup than I do.”

“I told you it would work,” said Kylie.

“And it has,” said Rose, bringing the conversation back around.

They all turned to her, their new Headmistress.  Rose had quickly won over all their respect, both in how to manage Simon and also in how to run the school.  She had been making changes which had seen the girls thriving and made the teachers happy and proud to work here.

“He has changed,” said Rose before adding, “but not enough.  If we let him go now, he would never be a true man again.  His personality has become somewhat passive, his confidence is insecure, his body is femininely shaped with feminine traits he cannot hide.  His mannerism are feminine.  Would he be able to reverse this and become the old Simon again?  Perhaps.  Perhaps not.  But either way, this was not our goal.  We wanted more.”

The women nodded.

“Our goal was to make him into a girl, a weak, submissive, obedient girl.  His view of women.  We have not achieved that yet.”

The women nodded again.

“Well, I know how we do that,” said Rose.

Eyebrows went up all around the room.

“So far, we have been making Simon act like a woman through external forces.  We tell him what to do.  If he doesn’t obey, we punish him.  If he obeys, we reward him.  We have extended this a bit by making him self-censor, but that is still fundamentally the same:  he is acting to either avoid our punishment or gain our favor, and the boundary of how he needs to internalize what we are requiring is our observation.”

“You mean that when he’s alone, this process stops,” said Kylie.

“Exactly.  He is Simone when we are watching, Simon when we are not.  And he doesn’t really need to be Simone because he can remain Simon so long as he does what we tell him; he never has to develop Simone on his own,” said Rose.

“How would we change that?” asked Gracie.

“We make him one of the students.”

Rose’s words had been simple, confident, and said without fanfare, but their impact was like a bomb had gone off.  The room went utterly silent.  It was as if some forbidden word had been uttered and time froze as they all waited to see the impact.  Then they started glancing around.

Smirks and stifled giggles appeared.

“If we make him a student— make him take classes with the others, make him live in one of the door rooms, then he will need to be Simone twenty-four seven.  He will need to live as Simone, not just act like Simone when we are watching.  What’s more, he will need to really live it, not just live it to our satisfaction.  He will need to live it deeply enough to fool the twenty-odd girls he’s living with.  That means embracing it and developing Simone into a real person... his real person,” said Rose almost conspiratorially.

A tingle seemed to pass through the room.  They had each dreamt about this as their ideal revenge at one point or another:  to see him tottering down the hallway helpless in a pack of girls, his masculinity lost, him weak and submissive to the very girls he had once dominated... but none thought it possible.  It had seemed the fantasy version of what was already too fantastic to be real.  Yet suddenly, it seemed possible.

“Can we do that?” asked Amanda finally.

“I don’t see why not,” said Rose.

Kate giggled.  Then Gracie.  Amanda came next.  Soon, they were all giggling, all except Rose.  She was too wet to giggle.  She smiled evilly.

—o—

Meanwhile, Simon waited in the stretching room.  He had stripped off his skirt and panties, but left on all the rest.  Helen was intending to lock him to the podium and then stretch his nipples while masturbating him with the panties; it was important that they always use the panties whenever they let him come.  She had already opened the chastity device, and she was looking for the key to the locks on the podium when she heard a commotion outside in the hallway.  Two girls were arguing.

She glared at the door.

“Girls,” she growled beneath her breath.

Helen stomped to the door on her tall heels.  As she passed Simon, she warned him to stay in the room and not misbehave.  “I will be right back,” she said as she slipped out the door.

Simon watched her go.  He was now alone.

Simon stared out the window at the forest below.  Two girls were playing tennis.  They could not see him, thankfully.  He examined the roll-top desk.  The clamps were in there.  That made him shudder.  He moved to the podium.  There was the peg.  Seeing it made him shudder even deeper.  He glanced nervously toward the door.  Helen was still gone.  He returned his eyes to the peg.  A funny feeling tingled in his stomach.  He recalled the sticky touch of the peg between his cheeks.  He cautiously reached out to touch it with his hand.  He hesitated.  Then he pulled his hand away before touching it.  He blushed.

Simon moved to one of the mirrors.  As he examined himself, it suddenly dawned on him that his penis was unlocked.  It was odd that he hadn’t realized that, he thought.  Still, he knew it now!

Simon reached down and squeezed his flaccid penis.  It seemed smaller, withdrawn he thought.  And it didn’t grow upon his touch.  This felt a tiny bit abnormal, but he put that out of his mind.  Another thought was taking its place: he could come and they would never know!

Simon glanced over his shoulder.  The room was empty.  The door was closed.

He turned to examine himself in the mirror.  He smiled naughtily.  He squeezed his penis and tugged on his soft shaft.  Nothing happened.

This was strange.

Simon closed his eyes and thought of making love to Miriam.  He tugged his soft shaft.  Nothing happened.  He thought of Caroline and shuddered.  “Dickless Simon,” he heard her say.  His penis shrugged, but that was about it.  He thought of Rose.  His penis gave a healthier shrug and grew half-erect.  It still didn’t cross that flaccid threshold however.

“This is strange.”

Simon spread his legs slightly to balance himself in the heels.  He closed his eyes.  He imagined Rose tugging on his nipples.  This made him tingle inside.  He then slipped his hand beneath his jacket and fondled his nipple.  That made him tingle sharply and made his breathing harder, but his penis stayed at only half-mast.

“I don’t understand this!”

Then an idea occurred to him.  It was kind of embarrassing, but these were desperate times.  Time was short after all.  He glanced around.  He was alone.  He tottered over to the desk where Helen had put his purse.  He glanced at it reluctantly.  Something about this really bothered him, but why not try it.  He picked up the purse and opened it.  He stuck his fingers inside and pulled out the panties.

Rose’s panties.

Simon’s penis began to stir.  Simon slipped the panties down to his penis and wrapped it in them.  As he did, he imagined himself bound to the podium and the women around him.  His penis started to grow.

It became erect.

Simon took a deep breath and started stroking.  He stroked faster immediately, knowing he was rushed.  The last thing he wanted was to be caught by Helen doing this.  There was no telling what the punishment would have been!  He now imagined the women tugging on his nipples as Rose stroked him with the panties.  It was Gracie tugging on his nipples.  He stared at her soft, red, wet lips.  He felt Rose’s powerful grip with her sharp nails.  He recalled the painful little tingle her nails had sent down his penis that one time.

His penis positively throbbed.

He glanced over his shoulder.  The room was empty, the door was closed.

He turned back to his penis.  He stroked even faster now, more determined.  He was going to come!

“What are you doing?!” gasped a feminine voice.

It wasn’t Helen!

Simon spun around in shock, his erection still trapped between his fingers, his jaw wide open.  To his utter horror, he saw Madison.

Madison!

“Who are you?!  What are you doing here!” she gasped.  Her eyes shot down to his erection.  “You’re a man!”

Simon froze in abject terror.  His brain had no idea how to handle this.

“Who are you?!” demanded Madison and she stormed over to Simon.

Simon wanted to crawl away and vanish, but could not even move enough to unhand his erection.

Suddenly, a look of shock appeared upon Madison’s face.  Her eyebrow shot up.  Her lips curled into an indescribable smirk somewhere between smug and embarrassed.  “Headmaster,” she said in the same awed tone one might use upon discovering one of history’s greatest treasures.

This was a problem.

To be continued...

The End of Part Three

—o—


Thanks for reading my book!

Please make sure you leave a rating or review for me!  Keep clicking to the end of the book.  Amazon will ask you to leave a star rating.  It also asks you to leave a review, but you don’t need to do that to leave a rating.  Your name will not appear if you just leave a rating.  It helps me a ton when you do that!  Thank you!

—Ann

Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter at:

https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website

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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