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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

So what is the Dominique Silk Collection?  Well, a couple years back I created the pen name Dominique Silk because I wanted to try writing shorter and darker stories without confusing you as to the types of stories I write.  As I wrote those books, however, I came to realize that I like writing longer stories.  I like having more time to develop characters and to let the plot unfold.  It’s not that I didn’t like my Dominique stories – I like them very much! – I just prefer writing longer stories.  So I stopped writing under Dominique’s name.

Now I’ve decided to retire Dominique and to let you know that I had written these stories.  To that end, I’ve collected them into a four volume set.  Each volume includes either two separate stories or one complete two-part story.  I think you’ll enjoy them all very much.

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.

I hope you enjoy these stories!  Please let me know your thoughts.

With love,

Ann :)

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


Book One

—v—


College Student To Coed

The Emasculation of Ted

by Dominique Silk

(Ann Michelle)

Copyright 2015.  All rights reserved.  For mature audiences only.  All characters are above the legal age.  Don’t buy or read this book if you are under the legal age or anything you see herein is illegal where you live.  Don’t try any of this at home.


Chapter One: “Ted Meets Beth”

—v—

Ted Bradley wasn’t the most macho specimen, not by a long shot.  Ted was quiet, unassuming and generally passive.  He wasn’t at all assertive either.  Because of this, most people overlooked Ted and he rarely got his way.  He struggled over the years to find girlfriends too because most girls dismissed him as a wimp.  Even the girls who claimed they wanted a sensitive guy looked right past him and went for the artistic types instead.  Of course, it didn’t help matters that his “issue,” as Ted called it, made him feel nervous around women, which made him act a little awkwardly.  Sadly, Ted figured, he was doomed to have a boring and lonely life... but his life was about to change in a very, very big way.

“I really wish things were different,” Ted told his roommate Jon.

“How so?” asked Jon.

“With women.”

“Ah.  That again,” said Jon and he rolled his eyes.  He knew about Ted’s problem attracting women – anyone who knew Ted knew about that – but he also knew that Ted would never take his advice and change the way he behaved, so he saw no point in discussing it.  “Look, man, if you aren’t happy, then change things,” said Jon and he returned his focus to his videogame.  “That’s all I have to say.”

“I can’t.  I’ve tried,” said Ted.

“Anyone can change anything.”

“You don’t understand,” said Ted.  He paused.  “It’s complicated.”

Jon shrugged his shoulders, but didn’t respond; he knew his advice wasn’t really wanted.  Meanwhile, Ted sighed.  He knew Jon wouldn’t understand because Jon didn’t know about his issue and how nervous it made him around women.  How was he ever supposed to find a date when he was constantly so nervous about giving away what really turned him on?

“I wish I could change things,” said Ted wistfully.

“Like I told you, you can change anything you want.”

“Not this.”

Jon patted his roommate on the back.  “Hang in there, buddy.”

Ted’s heart sank.  He truly wished his life would be different.

Unfortunately for Ted, he was about to get his wish.

—v—

Ted set down his books and took a seat in the giant lecture hall.  He was a freshman at Hill Vale College, though this class was an elective open to all grade levels.  The lecture hall was enormous, fitting about three hundred students at a time.  It was one of those with stadium-like seating where each row sat a good deal lower than the one behind it, with the shoulder blade of most people aligning with the floor behind them as they sat.  Ted flipped open his notebook and took out his pen.  He was ready.

A few moments later, Ted heard the unmistakable sound of high heels approaching... it sounded like an army of them.

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

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

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

Ted loved high heels.  In fact, he had a bit of a high-heel fetish, which went with his other secret desire, his other secret need... his “issue.”

The high heels in question belonged to senior Beth Armstrong and her entourage of three hot girls.  Beth and her friends were gorgeous and they always dressed in the most amazing clothes from the latest styles; you would never find any of them in sweat pants or out of heels.  They were super popular too.  Everyone at school knew them.  Even Ted had heard of Beth.  In fact, she had been in another of his classes the prior semester and he had envied her wardrobe from afar.  He never spoke to her, however, because girls like her just weren’t interested in guys like him. 

They sat down directly behind Ted.

Ted got an instant boner.  Sitting right behind him, within inches of his body, were four stunningly hot girls, each in amazing high heels and awesome dresses.  Oh how he wished he could turn around and look at them all.  Their toes must be inches from his head.  If only he could see them.  As it was, he felt a wave of excited energy pass over him just from knowing they were there.

A moment later, the professor walked into the hall and began the lecture.

It was boring.

Then something amazing happened.

About ten minutes into the lecture, Ted suddenly felt something touch the back of his shoulder.  It quickly pulled away.  He turned to look, but saw nothing.  All he saw behind him were the girls.  The two he saw to Beth’s right had their legs crossed and appeared to be daydreaming.  Beth sat with her feet together beneath her.  She smiled at Ted when he turned.  Ted instantly felt a warm glow pass over him and he smiled back.  Then he turned back to his note taking, though his mind drifted to what it would be like to kiss Beth.

“I’ll bet it’s amazing.  Her lips look so soft!” he thought.

A moment later, Ted felt it again.  Something touched him.  Once again, he turned around and he saw the exact same thing:  two girls were daydreaming and Beth smiled at him.  This time, Beth also gave him a little wave and then motioned him to turn back around and face the front.

Ted smiled politely and turned around once more.

A second or two after that, Ted felt it a third time.  It felt like something solid had been pushed against his shoulder.  This time, however, it didn’t move away.  It stayed touching his shoulder.

“That has to be Beth,” thought Ted.  “But what is she doing?”

He was just about to turn around when his question was answered as the object slowly slid up his shoulder and came into view in his peripheral vision as it rested on top of his shoulder.  It was a foot.  Actually, it was a shoe... a foot in a shoe... Beth’s foot in a black high-heeled shoe to be precise.  Beth had slid the front of her shoe, but not the heel, up onto his shoulder.  And what Ted saw was this shoe, which consisted of a black sandal with about an inch platform and six black straps over her toes, sitting directly on his collarbone and turned it slightly so her toes faced the side of his face.  He could make out each of Beth’s gorgeous toes.  Her toenails were painted dark red.

“Oh my God!” thought Ted and he instantly got another boner.  “What do I do now?”

What indeed?

Ted’s mind told him that no normal man would sit still as a strange woman parked her high-heeled shoe on his collarbone.  It was humiliating and emasculating to be used as a footstool by a woman, no matter how hot she was.  But his dick told him something entirely different.  His dick told him that this was thrilling and he wanted more.  In fact, his dick was screaming to him to lean over and kiss her foot and then pull it down to his crotch so his dick could make love to it.

Ted now had visions of his dick blowing its load all over Beth’s shoe and toes.  That made his dick throb.

Suddenly, Beth moved her foot again.  It slid toward his head.  For a moment, it looked like her toes would collide with Ted’s lips, but at the last possible second, she pulled her foot backwards, dipped it slightly, and ran her toes through his hair.  She actually used her toes to massage the back of his head.

She giggled.

Ted’s dick throbbed wildly in his pants.

Beth moved her foot up and down the back of his head.  This felt amazing.  It was a dream come true for him on so many levels.  Then she planted her foot firmly in the center of the back of his head.  She brought her heel onto his back for the first time.  The heel was sharp and brought an element of pain which Ted found surprisingly erotic.  She raised her toes, lifting the front of the shoe, and then pushed her toes forward inside her shoe, as if she were pressing the gas pedal on a car.  Ted’s head moved back and forth as she alternated pressing forward and then pulling back.

Meanwhile, Ted’s dick had all it could take and it began pumping wetness into his pants.  Beth seemed to realize this, perhaps because Ted shuddered when it happened, and she stopped pushing on his head.  Instead, she slid her toes around the side of his head and slowly turned her foot so that her toes were pointing inward, toward his face.  She then slipped her foot around his head until her toes appeared right before his lips.

Ted, without even looking around to see if anyone was watching, kissed her toes.

Beth pulled her foot away a moment later.

Ted instantly worried.  “Was she offended?  Did I upset her?”  He waited anxiously to see what happened next, if anything.  His heart raced.  “Come on!  Come on!  Do something else!” he screamed inside his head.  He was too afraid to turn around, though.  He was afraid he had jinxed it and ended whatever this was.  He prayed she would do something.

But nothing came.

“Come on!” thought Ted nervously.  “Please don’t stop!”

Still nothing came.  Then, finally, a folded piece of paper fell into his lap.

“What’s this?” wondered Ted.

Ted picked up the paper and unfolded it.  It was a note written by Beth.  It was very direct and its contents sent a shiver down Ted’s spine both because of the assertiveness of the note and because of the implication of the note.  The note said simply:  “I want you.  Come outside to the lobby now.”

“Should I go?” Ted asked himself, though he knew the answer.  This was a once in a lifetime chance and he would not pass this up!  Indeed, this was a no-brainer.  “Heck yeah, I’m going!”

Ted jammed his notebook into his backpack and shot out of his chair.  He turned to look at Beth, but she had already left her seat.  He looked around and saw her just leaving the lecture hall.  Her friends, however, remained.

They ignored him.

Ted raced after her to the lobby.  Once there, he saw Beth standing by a railing holding her designer purse.  She looked amazing in a black and hot-pink babydoll dress and the black high-heeled sandals she had rubbed on his back and face only moments before.  His boner throbbed again.

“Hi there!” said Ted as he neared her.

“Come with me,” she said.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

“Come with me and find out.”  As she said this, she turned and walked out the door to the courtyard beyond.

Ted froze for a moment.  Didn’t this seem to be too good to be true?  In his experience, yes, it was.  Girls never paid attention to him, especially girls like Beth.  So what was her angle?  What did she want?  Could she really be interested in him?  Or was she planning to do something evil or humiliating to him?  Would he walk outside and four football players grab him and tape him to a flagpole?  It didn’t matter.  He needed to take the risk, didn’t he?

Ted bit his lip.  He didn’t know what to do.

“Wait a minute.  Why would she do that?” asked Ted of himself as he dismissed the football player idea as paranoia.  “Really, what’s the worst that can happen anyway?  So I miss a lecture I don’t care about.  So what?”

Ted’s mind had spoken.  He decided to see where this led, so he tossed his bag over his shoulder and he followed Beth out the door.

His life would never be the same.

—v—

Beth led Ted to her apartment, which was just off campus.  She shared it with three female roommates, but they weren’t here at the moment.  In fact, they were back at the lecture hall.  They were the girls known around campus as her entourage.

“Can I get you a drink?” asked Beth.

Ted decided against it.  He wasn’t sure yet what Beth wanted and until he knew that he decided to play everything safe, and it wasn’t safe to take in alcohol at this point.  “Uh, no thank you.”

Beth poured herself a drink and went to her living room.  She motioned Ted to follow her.  Ted did and he kept sneaking peeks at her high heels as she walked ahead of him; her high heels echoed off the hardwood floors:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
, which made Ted hard.

“So tell me:  your name is Ted, right?” asked Beth as she sat down on her couch.

“Ye— uh, yes,” said Ted.  He felt extremely nervous around this gorgeous woman.

“Nervous?”

“Kind of,” he admitted.

Beth smiled.  “There’s no reason,” she said and she motioned for him to join her on the couch.

Ted smiled, but didn’t move.  He looked so tense.  No woman had ever asked him to sit with her, and that made him intensely nervous, so he just stood before her as if she had called him to a meeting with the boss to be dressed down.  He trembled.

“Sit, Ted,” said Beth.

Ted ran his tongue over his teeth.  He took a deep breath and then he forced himself to sit down.  Beth immediately crossed her legs toward him and let her high-heeled shoe dangle from her toes.  Their thighs touched.  She ran her fingers through his hair one time, brushing it back.

“I’ve notice a couple things about you, Ted,” said Beth.

Ted tensed up.  “Really?  L—  like— like what?”

“Well, for one thing, you have a secret.  Two, unless I miss my guess.”

“Wha— uh, what secret?”

Beth sipped her drink and took her time before responding.  As she paused, Ted waited with baited breath.  It was so painfully obvious to Beth that Ted was under her spell already.  She just needed to tread carefully around what she was about to say so he didn’t panic and run away.

“Hopefully, it doesn’t bother you that I say this, but it’s really obvious to me that you like my shoes,” said Beth.

Ted instantly felt a blast of tension so strong that he thought his head would explode.  “How did she know that?!” screamed his brain.  He hadn’t told anyone, ever about his shoe fetish!  There was no way she could know... and yet, she did.  His instinct for self-preservation kicked in and he blurted out, “No, I don’t!”

Beth calmly smiled at him.  She had expected that.  He would never admit such an embarrassing thing right away.  So she shook her foot back and forth, causing her high-heeled shoe to dance on her toes.  Ted’s eyes were immediately drawn to it before he caught himself and forced them back onto her face.  He blushed deeply, feeling that he had been caught.

“Yes, you do,” said Beth when his eyes returned to hers.

Ted started to protest, but she put her finger to his lips.

“Don’t bother, honey.  I know the truth.  I’ve seen the way you watch my feet and my friends’ feet,” said Beth in a soothing tone.

“What do you want?” asked Ted.  His mouth was dry.

Beth chuckled.  “Oh, Ted.  I’m not blackmailing you, if that’s what you think,” she said and she patted him on the arm.  “I like that you have a shoe fetish.  A man with a shoe fetish can be quite useful.  For example, you must have great taste in shoes, right?  You can help me pick out amazing shoes when we go to the store!”

Ted felt his spine go weak.  He felt wildly conflicting emotions.  On the one hand, he felt intense joy that he had shared (well, sort of) his secret with another person, a woman, and she hadn’t mocked him for it.  She had accepted it and even found something positive about it.  That produced an amazing feeling he had never felt and which he could only describe as “acceptance.”

On the other hand, he felt sheer terror.  This woman knew his secret and she could expose him.  What’s worse, this wasn’t a short-term thing; it didn’t end if he walked out the door or told her to forget it.  As nice as she seemed at the moment, he would forever be at her mercy and that scared him, it made him feel dominated and powerless and helpless.

All of this overloaded him and it weakened his ability to think rationally.

“Wouldn’t that be great?  We could pick out shoes together!” gushed Beth.

Ted smiled.  “It would be amazing,” he thought, but he didn’t want to openly admit that, so he said only, “Yeah, I guess so.”

But that admission was enough.  It told Beth that she had read the truth in his face correctly.  It also told her that she had hooked him.  Now it was only a question of whether or not she could reel him in.  It was time to change bait and to hit him with the biggie.

“Your other secret is a little better hidden, Ted,” said Beth.

Ted tensed up again.  “What is that?” he asked nervously.

“You like wearing women’s clothes.”

Ted swooned and almost fell over.  His eyes crossed.  He felt dizzy.  How in the world had she figured that out?  No one... no one
... knew that secret.  That was his most closely guarded secret.  He never mentioned it to anyone... not to anyone
.  He’d never even hinted at it.  So how did she know?  It didn’t matter, he told himself, right now he needed to deny it.

“I don’t know where you heard that, but that’s just not true!” said Ted.  His words were halting.  He started to stand up but then sat back down.  He was sweating and his arms were bouncing around nervously.  He seemed confused.  He clearly was overwhelmed by Beth’s observation.  “It’s not true,” he muttered.

This was actually the reaction Beth expected.  Why?  Because it was the reaction she got each time before.  It seemed to be the standard reaction when these guys realized that their deepest, most humiliating, emasculating secret had been discovered.  She had become quite good at handling it.  She placed her hand on his forearm.

“It’s ok, Ted!” said Beth to calm him.

“I’ve never done that, I swear,” said Ted with a hint of desperation in his voice.

“It’s all right, Ted.  You don’t have to hide.”

“It’s not true.”

She rubbed his arm.  “It’s ok, Ted.”

Ted felt a good deal of reassurance, but he still wasn’t going to admit this one.  He took several deep breaths to calm down.  “Look, Beth, I don’t know who told you that, but it’s not true.  I’m not a cross-dresser.  I just don’t do that.”

“You don’t have to hide, Ted.  You can be truthful with me,” said Beth.

Ted froze.  For a brief moment, he thought about admitting his secret.  “Why not?” he thought.  “She seems very nice and if she already knows, what’s the point in hiding it?  And don’t forget, she accepted my shoe thing!”  But then he remembered that he really barely knew her and it was just too risky to admit something like this.  Besides, he wasn’t even sure he could admit this to another person.

Ted shook his head.  “It’s not me.”

Beth sighed.  “Well, ok.  If you aren’t a cross-dresser, then I guess I have the wrong person.”

Ted raised an eyebrow.  “Wrong person for what?”

Beth smiled and blushed.  “I’m looking for somebody special, that’s all.”

“Special in what way?”

“If things are as you say, then I really can’t explain it to you,” said Beth.  “You won’t understand if you aren’t a cross-dresser.”

Ted bit his lip.  Was she really telling him what he thought she was telling him?  He had to find out.  He licked his dry lips.  “Are you saying that you want to date a cross-dresser?”

Beth smiled politely.  “I’m sorry, Ted.  I don’t think we have anything more to discuss.”  She rose to her feet and started toward the door.  The obvious implication was that Ted was to follow her and then leave.

Meanwhile, in Ted’s mind, his brain was running furiously.  He had to be reading this right because there was no other way to read it.  For some reason he could not understand, Beth was interested in dating a cross-dresser.  Incredibly, he had a genuine chance to date Beth Armstrong
.  All he had to do was tell her the truth about himself.  This was an amazing opportunity.  But could he admit that to her.  Should he?  Was she worth it?  Absolutely!  But what an admission he needed to make!  Still, what a prize if he did.  Ted knew in that instant what the answer would be.

“Beth, um, can I talk to you for a moment?” he asked nervously.

Beth smiled kindly at him.  She knew what was coming.  “Sure, Ted.  What is it?”

“Hypothetically
, suppose what you think you know is true.  What are you thinking?”

This question made Beth laugh on the inside.  Ted had no idea what Beth was really thinking and she certainly wasn’t going to tell him.  If he’d known, he would have run for the hills, but he didn’t know.  All he knew was that Beth seemed interested in him and here was his chance to finally get the things he wanted so badly.  She decided to play coy.

“What do you mean, Ted?” asked Beth.

“If you did want to date this person
... this uh, cross-dresser, would you tell anyone their secret?” asked Ted.

“Why would I?”

“So it would remain a secret between you and that person, whoever it was?” asked Ted.  He looked down at her feet as he spoke and he blushed.  “If that’s the case, then, um, I have something to tell you.”


Chapter Two: “Dressed by Beth”

—v—

Ted stood in Beth’s bedroom.  He couldn’t believe he was here.  This was like a fantasy world for him.  Not only was this Beth Armstrong’s bedroom, an amazing thought in and of itself, but it was packed with all of her stunning clothes.  He had jerked off many times in the past thinking about some of the things she had worn.  Now he was within reach of all of them!  Even better, Beth was talking about dressing him in many of these same clothes.

“This is probably more forward than you are used to, but I want to see how you look in some dresses and heels and things,” said Beth as she went to a chest of drawers and began looking through them.

Ted blushed.  He certainly never expected this.  “Are you sure?  For real?”

“Yep,” said Beth.

“Can I ask why?” asked Ted sheepishly.

“Why what?”

“Why you want to date a guy who, uh—”

“Wears women’s clothes,” said Beth directly.

Ted blushed even more.  “Um, yeah... that.”

Beth shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t know.  I just do.  Why do you want to wear them?” she asked rhetorically.  She simultaneously tossed him a pair of pink panties from her panty drawer.  “Put these on.”

Ted caught the panties and looked at them.  He trembled as he thought about putting them on.  His dick was rock hard and throbbing.  “Now?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you have somewhere I can change?”

“Right where you’re standing.”

“But... uh—”

“Put on the panties, Ted,” said Beth firmly as she searched through her underwear drawer again.

Ted bit his lip and nodded his head.  He’d never been naked before a woman before and this was a scary moment for him.  Slowly, he stripped off his shirt and laid it on the bed.  Then he kicked off his shoes before unbuckling his pants.  At that point, Beth turned around and started paying attention.  She motioned him to move faster.  Ted complied and dropped his pants and his underwear.  He now stood naked before her with a raging hard-on.  Ted was super tense and super excited at the same time.

Beth frowned.  “Does it get any bigger?”

Ted felt like he’d been punched in the stomach.  He felt devastated.  Beth was the first woman ever to see his dick and she just called it small.  He almost wanted to cry.  Before he could respond, however, Beth continued.

“Well, that’s ok, I guess.  It is what it is, after all.  Besides, you’ll just look cuter in your panties and your dresses if it’s that tiny,” said Beth in a kind but still strangely cruel tone.

Ted couldn’t believe how emasculated he suddenly felt; though his dick remained hard as a rock.  He had never thought of his dick as being small and yet Beth had just called it tiny.  Was it tiny?  She had even suggested that it would help make him appear more feminine.  He had no idea how to respond.  Beth did, however.

“You know,” she said, “I really can’t have you put on panties the way you look.”

Ted looked down at his body.  “What’s wrong with the way I look?”

“Your legs and chest are hairy.  It will ruin the illusion completely.  Girls don’t have hairy legs or chests.  You’ve got too much hair around your dick too.  Not to mention, your nails need to be shaped and painted.”

“Shaped and pai—”

“Come on, let’s get you in the shower,” said Beth and she grabbed Ted by the dick to pull him to the shower.  When she did, all of Ted’s worries and suspicions vanished.  All he could think about suddenly was her soft, warm hand on his dick and how amazing it would feel to finally have a woman cause him to squirt.  He felt giddy all over.

On the way, Beth made sure to stroke him several times.  Each stroke made him feel more giddy.  He continued feeling giddy too even as Beth helped him cover his legs and chest and arms with shaving cream.  Not only did she keep touching him, but this was something he had always wanted to do; being hairless was part of his fantasies, even though he had never had the nerve to do it in real life.  Now he would get to see it for real.

Ted smiled as Beth turned on the shower and pushed him into it.  He then used the razor she had given him to remove all of his hair, even the hair on his crotch.  When he stepped from the shower, he was entirely hairless... and he was hard as a rock.

“Nice,” said Beth.

“Thank you.”

Beth put her hand on his dick and slowly crouched down to examine his body.  She ran her hand over everything to make sure there weren’t any stray hairs.  She even circled him while still holding loosely onto his hard dick.  As she searched his inner thighs, Ted’s state of arousal became so great that precum leaked out into her hand.  He was mortified, but she didn’t mention it.  She just smiled at him.

“Now what?” asked Ted, trying to change the topic from the sticky mess in her palm.

“Now we paint your nails,” said Beth.  “At least your toes today.”

Ted felt slightly overwhelmed as she said this.  He never imagined that a woman would ever paint his nails and the idea just thrilled him.  It had been one of his favorite masturbation fantasies and he hoped the real life experience would live up to the fantasy.

It did.

It was just as exciting as he had hoped and he spent the whole time with his dick throbbing in his lap.  When he was finished, Beth let him slip on the panties.  He immediately created a wet spot in them.

—v—

With his toenails painted, his legs shaved, and the panties finally in place, Beth quickly added stockings, a garter belt and a cami-slip.  Ted’s dick stood up like a pole beneath his panties and his slip, which drew a comment and a touch from Beth, though as she also pointed out again
, it wasn’t the longest or widest pole.  As she held its tip through the panties, she openly contemplated if they needed to find a way to tie it back or if she could live with it breaking the illusion for now.  She decided they could leave it for now, but he would soon need something to control it “if they were going to have the most fun playing dress up.”

Ted agreed... he would agree to anything at that particular moment.  Indeed, Ted was on cloud nine.  He couldn’t believe his luck in finding a woman who not only accepted his cross-dressing but actively encouraged it.  And encourage it, she did.  Over the course of the next half hour, Beth had Ted try on a number of skirts, dresses, sweaters and even a pair of black capri pants.  She made him wear those with a pair of pink espadrille sandals.  She even added a pair of clip-on earrings shaped like high-heeled shoes after telling him he needed to get his ears pierced.

Ted was having a blast.

In fact, Ted was having more than a blast.  Ted was living a fantasy he had masturbated to almost every night since hitting puberty:  being dressed in girl’s clothes by a hot and sexy girl.

“This is unbelievable!” thought Ted.  He felt so giddy he could barely think.  He was amazingly horny too.  It took all the effort he could muster not to just raise his skirt, grab his dick, and spray his juices all over the room.  As it was, he was dripping precum into his panties.

After an hour, Beth told Ted to take off his dress.  He wore a mint tank dress and silver high-heeled sandals at that point.  Beth had to laugh at the look because the dress hugged his curves which meant his dick showed prominently in the front.  It was so incongruous, but it turned her on so much.  She pinched his dick for fun, which caused it to shoot his juices into Ted’s panties.  She could feel the warmth spread beneath her hand.

“Hurry up and take off the dress,” she told him.

“Why?” asked Ted, who could happily stay in this dress forever.

“Because my roommates will be back soon and you need to leave before they get here,” said Beth.

Ted felt a cold chill come over him.  Her roommates were coming home?!  Then he definitely needed to leave because he couldn’t risk exposure!  “I need to change!” whined Ted in a panic.  He reached behind himself and unzipped the dress.

“Careful!  Don’t damage the dress!” said Beth.

“Help me!” he exclaimed.  Then he yanked it over his head.

“Slow down!  I said, slow down
,” said Beth firmly.  “Don’t make me punish you, Ted.”

This stopped Ted cold.  “Punish me?  How?” he asked incredulously.

She ignored him.  “Here, give me the dress.”

Ted handed it to her.  “Punish me, how?” he asked again.

“We don’t have time to talk about it now,” she said.  “Give me the heels.”

Ted accepted this and crouched down.  He unbuckled the heels and pulled them from his feet.  He handed those to Beth.  Then he stood up and reached for the hook on the garter belt, but Beth stopped him.

“No time,” she said.

“But I nee—”

“No time
,” she repeated and she handed him his pants.

Ted took the pants and slid them up his legs.  Beneath them, he now wore panties, stockings and the garter belt.  He did not wear his own underwear.  As he zipped up the pants and buckled his belt, Beth set his loafers before him and he slipped into them.  They felt a little strange after wearing high heels for the past hour or so, but he didn’t have time to worry about it.  He then pulled off the cami and replaced it with his own shirt.  They hadn’t done any makeup or painted his fingernails, so he assumed he looked male again as far as the outside world was concerned once he tucked in his shirt.  Unfortunately for him, there were some telling signs of femininity which he failed to notice.

Just then, the front door opened.  In walked the other three girls.  They were giggling and talking about class.  When they saw Beth, they all greeted her and Ted and then went to their rooms to change; they were going to the gym.  Beth took that opportunity to send Ted home.

“Quick, while they’re changing, now is a good time to get out of here,” said Beth.

“Can’t we spend more time together?  I’m dressed normally again and they would never know what we did!  We could watch television or go see a movie or go to a restaurant or something,” said Ted.

Beth shook her head.  “I have a lot to do today.  Besides, you need to go home and change.  If we sat around here it would only be a matter of time before one of them spotted your stockings or your panty lines or something,” said Beth.

Ted instantly became nervous.  “Are they visible?”

“Not at the moment, but sitting on the couch would give them too much time to observe you.”

Ted started to say something, but Beth pushed him through the door into the hallway beyond.  She stepped out after him and kissed him on the lips.

“I’ll call you later,” she said.

With that, she stepped back inside and closed the door.

Ted now found himself outside, all alone, wearing women’s underwear and stockings which he feared were visible to passersby, and he was all the way across campus from where his dorm room was located.  This would be a harrowing walk for Ted.

—v—

Ted made it back to his room after a fifteen minute walk across campus.  It had been a nerve-wracking walk.  Normally, Ted would have made the walk unnoticed, but not this time.  This time, he felt like he was getting an abnormally high number of looks; not only had Beth pushed him out of her apartment during the busiest period on campus, so he felt like he was being seen by everyone, but the percentages of people looking directly at him seemed way, way up!

“Why is everyone staring?” he asked himself almost immediately.

Try as he might, Ted couldn’t understand why everyone seemed to be looking at him.  Were his panty lines visible?  Did his stockings show that much at his ankles?  Or did the guilt from what he had been doing somehow show on his face?  Ted really wondered:  could people see it in his eyes that he had been cross-dressing with Beth all afternoon?  Of course they couldn’t, Ted knew that, but knowing that didn’t stop him from feeling paranoid about it, especially with his sense that so many people were staring at him.

The thing is, Ted wasn’t just being paranoid, as he would discover when he got back to his room.  People really were staring at him for a reason, and it was a reason that would utterly humiliate him when he discovered it.

“Hey dude,” said Jon, who was playing a videogame, as always.

“Hey man,” replied Ted and he closed the door.  He took a deep breath.  He still felt nervous and paranoid about all the people who had watched him walk back to his dorm.  He hated feeling that way.  He would much rather re-live the amazing feelings he felt getting to dress for a woman for the first time!

“How was class?” asked Jon.

Ted smiled.  “Class was awesome
.”

Jon raised an eyebrow, but didn’t turn around because he didn’t want Zarcor killing his battlebot.  “Awesome?  What happened?  Did the professor bring strippers to demonstrate the theory of bouncy bouncy?”

Ted laughed.  “Better than that.”

“Better than strippers?!  What’s better than strippers?”

“You’d be surprised man,” said Ted and he smiled and thought back on what he’d just experienced.  It was the most amazing experience he ever felt.  It seemed almost like a dream, like it never happened.  He would remember this forever, he told himself.  But now, it was time to change.  He just needed some privacy so he decided to change in the bathroom.  He grabbed some underwear and headed for the bathroom.  As he approached the mirror, his jaw dropped.

“Oh my God!” he gasped.


To his horror
, when he saw his image, he realized that he had forgotten to remove the earrings Beth had put in his ears!  Hence, he had just walked across campus passing by almost every single student at the college while wearing high-heel shaped earrings!  That was why everyone was staring!

“Oh man!  Now I know why everyone was looking at me!” said Ted and he shuddered deeply.  He felt sick.  He ripped the earrings from his ears.  “How could Beth not have noticed?”  He stumbled back out to the main room and crashed down on his bed feeling utterly humiliated.

“Crap!  Zarcor got me!” exclaimed Jon.  He tossed the controller onto the desk and turned to face his roommate.  “So what’s better than strip—”  He froze.  “Dude!”

“What?” asked Jon nervously.

“Dude, seriously?”

Ted grabbed his ears again, could there be two set of earrings?  No.  “What?!” he asked.  He felt intensely pensive.  “Seriously, what is it?”

“Dude... what are you wearing, man?”

Ted froze.  He felt his stomach drop.  Had Jon just seen his panty lines?  Ted grabbed his butt.  “I can explain!”

“I hope so.  Seriously dude, why are you wearing women’s shoes?”

“What?!” exclaimed Ted and his eyes became super huge.

“Women’s shoes, man!” repeated Jon.  There was a hint of worry in his voice.

Ted’s eyes darted down toward his feet.  Sure enough, what he thought were his own loafers were not.  These were women’s loafers!  They looked similar to Ted’s loafers all right, only they had a two-inch block heel and they were a rustic red in color instead of black.  In all his panic, he hadn’t noticed.

“Beth must have given me these by mistake!” screamed Ted inside his head.  “No wonder they didn’t feel right when I walked across campus.”  All the color left Ted’s face.  Ted covered his mouth with his hand.  “Oh my God!  I walked across campus wear these!  That’s why everyone stared!”

Ted felt woozy, like he might pass out.

“Where did you get women’s shoes, man?” asked Jon.

Ted’s mouth went dry.  “This woman... it was a mistake... must have switched shoes.”  He stumbled over his words.

Jon laughed cynically.  “Yeah, that happens to me all the time.  Just the other day, I went to lunch wearing sneakers but somehow I came out of the restaurant wearing high heels,” said Jon sarcastically.  “Imagine my surprise!”

“It was an honest mistake,” said Ted defensively.

Jon snickered.  “An ‘honest mistake’?  Are you kidding?  How can an ‘honest mistake’ put you in high heels?”

“I’m serious.  It was just a mistake.”

“If you say so,” said Jon doubtfully and he turned back to his game.

Ted put his hand on his desk to steady himself; he still felt woozy.  “I’m so embarrassed.  Everyone saw it.  I’m ruined.”

Just then, Ted’s phone beeped:  Beep!
  He had a message.  Ted grabbed it and checked the messages.  It was from Beth.  It read, “Had great time.  See you tomorrow.  Love you.”

Ted smiled and suddenly felt warm and giggly all over.  “She loves me?!”  No girl had ever said that to him.  He was stunned!  He immediately typed back a message.  It read, “So did I!  Love you too!  I love you sooo much!”  He felt kind of stupid a moment later after it struck him that perhaps he said too much.


Beep!
  He had another message.

“That’s sweet.  Can you be at my apartment tomorrow at noon?” read the message.

“Yes, I can,” he replied.


Beep!


“Good.  Wear the same lingerie you wore home today.”

Ted grimaced.  He didn’t like that idea.  He loved the idea of dressing with her, but he felt rather embarrassed wearing those things out and about today.  He felt like everyone could see what he wore and he wasn’t anxious to repeat the experience.  Besides, how was he going to put them on with Jon here?  It was going to be hard enough to find a good time to take them off!  He almost told her that he couldn’t do that.  But then he realized that the last thing he wanted to do was to anger Beth and lose her.  She was everything he’d ever fantasized about and more.  So, reluctantly, he agreed... but he wouldn’t wear the heels!  That was for sure.

“Alright,” he texted.  Then he followed up with.  “BTW, the shoes you gave me are yours.  They have a two inch heel!”


Beep!
  Came the next message.

“Ok.  Wear those too.”

“But they’re yours,” he texted back.

She didn’t respond.


Chapter Three: “Beth Takes Things Farther”

—v—

Ted sat on his bed.  He looked unhappily at Beth’s high-heeled loafers.  He wanted desperately to go spend the day with Beth again, but the loafers were a problem.  Wearing all the lingerie she wanted him to wear wasn’t a problem.  No one would see that as long as he covered himself well, but she also wanted him to wear the high-heeled loafers and he just couldn’t do that.  The heels were noticeable by anyone who looked at his feet, and frankly, they drew people’s attention to them... the sounds, the colors, the added height.  They drew attention to him.  So wearing them was simply out of the question.  He was thrilled to have found a woman who would let him dress, but he couldn’t risk public exposure, not for anyone.

“Maybe she won’t care,” he thought.  Then he shook his head.  “No, she’ll care.  She made it clear yesterday that she wants me to be fearless about wearing what she wants me to wear.”

Beth had indeed made that point repeatedly.  She said that she didn’t want a boyfriend who was afraid to embrace his passion for women’s clothes and she told several stories of guys she dumped because they refused to wear one item or another.  Interestingly, it hadn’t actually struck Ted at the time that Beth seemed to find a lot of cross-dressers.

Ted sighed.

“What do I do?  I can’t wear them.”

He sighed again

“Maybe I should just text her and ask if I can skip wearing them.  Maybe she’ll understand.”

He hung his head.  He knew she wouldn’t.

Then it struck him.  He had a way out of this dilemma!

“I can wear other shoes over there and then just change right before I go inside!” he exclaimed.

That seemed like an excellent compromise, so he changed into the lingerie she had made him wear home and then he slipped his stockinged feet into some running shoes he owned and he jammed Beth’s loafers into his backpack.  He then left his room and made his way across campus.  With this being the lunch hour, there were thousands of people everywhere.

“Thank God I didn’t wear the heels!” he said.

When he reached the edge of campus, where Beth’s apartment building stood, he crossed the street and made his way to the entrance way of her building.  Once there, he entered the lobby and he nervously swapped shoes, putting his male shoes in his bag.  Then he hid his bag behind a storage cabinet.  Finally, he buzzed Beth’s apartment.  She let him in and he went up.

“You wore the heels like I asked!” she exclaimed.  She seemed ecstatic that he actually wore the heels.

“Yes, I did,” he lied.  He felt guilty.

Beth looked very sad and then smiled.  “I’m glad.  I had a boyfriend like you once before, but he wouldn’t wear the things I wanted.  And then when I pushed him to wear things for me, like when I was in class, he started telling me that he did it, but he was just lying.  I couldn’t take that, so I had to dump him.  I’m glad that’s not the case with you,” said Beth.

Ted felt a cold shiver run down his spine.  It troubled and worried him that he had lied to Beth.  Still, he realized, there was no way he could have worn the noticeable high heels for his walk across campus.  It was unthinkable.  What he had done was the only solution.

“Let’s have some fun!” said Beth.

Ted immediately forgot about the heels.

As with the day before, Beth had him strip naked and then she dressed him in article after article of feminine clothing:  dresses, skirts, hotpants, high-heeled spikes, high-heeled wedges, tops, blouses, sweaters, sweater dresses, bras, etc.  Ted was in Heaven.  He was hard as a rock too the whole time, and Beth kept “accidentally” touching his dick whenever she got the chance.

“Now put this on,” said Beth, who seemed to enjoy having a man she could treat like a doll.

“What is it?” asked Ted.

“It’s a babydoll dress.”

Ted looked at the hot-pink item and that was indeed what it was.  He eagerly slipped it over his head.  Then he stepped into the neutral peep-toe slingbacks with the towering heels that Beth wanted him to wear with it.  He tottered over to the mirror and examined himself.

“I’m really sexy,” said Ted as he smoothed the dress from his waist down to his thighs.

Beth came up behind him and kissed him on the back of the neck.  At the same time, she reached around and openly squeezed his dick beneath his dress.  “Yes, you are, sissy girl
,” she said and she shook his dick.

Ted couldn’t believe she was intentionally holding his dick.  This was so exciting!  At the same time, he shuddered; any reference to him being a sissy or a girl made him shudder.  Why?  He didn’t know.  All he knew was that it turned him on, just like wearing women’s clothes turned him on.  Again, he didn’t know why.  And of course, having his dick squeezed turned him on.

Beth looked at her watch.  “I think we better call it a day before my roommates come back.”

“Oh sad,” said Ted.

“I know,” said Beth.

Ted looked down at his dick.  Although Beth had touched it a lot, she hadn’t made him squirt.  He was beginning to wonder when she would do that, but he thought better of asking about it right now.  So he started undressing.  First, he slipped the dress over his head.  Then, remembering the problem with the high-heel shaped earrings, he made sure he removed the earrings Beth had placed in his ears.  Then he kicked off the heels.  When he went to remove his bra, however, Beth stopped him.

“Wait,” she said breathlessly.

“What?” asked Ted.

“It would turn me on if you kept wearing that... and the stockings and the panties.”

Ted bit his lip.  He loved wearing these things with her, but he wasn’t happy about wearing them in public at all.  In particular, he remembered all the looks he got the prior day and he didn’t want to face that again.  Still, it was all underwear and it would be beneath his clothing, so the risk was low.  After all, it wasn’t like he would be unknowingly wearing heels and earrings this time.  He decided to agree.

“Ok, I’ll do it,” he said.

Beth smiled and kissed him on the cheek.  She had yet to kiss him on the lips, though he hadn’t noticed that yet.  This time, he tried for more by puckering up his lips and aiming for hers.  She, however, ducked away, claiming she thought she heard her roommates.  When they didn’t come through the door, Beth returned and handed Ted his pants.  He slipped them up his legs.  Then she handed him his shirt, which he pulled over his back.  As he buttoned the shirt, Beth observed that his pink bra straps were rather visible, as she knew they would be.  She said nothing.  The idea that people might see them made her wet.

“You look good,” said Beth, “but you looked better in skirts.”

She giggled.

He giggled too.

“Thanks.  Where are my shoes?” asked Ted.  He looked around, but didn’t see them.  Then he remembered that his shoes were in the bag out in the entranceway of the building.  The shoes he wore into the house were Beth’s loafers and those had vanished back into the closet.  He had no idea where his shoes from the prior day had gone, but he assumed Beth did.

“I’m not sure,” said Beth as she kneeled down before her collection of shoes in the closet.  “I’m not sure where they went.”

“That’s ok.  If you can’t find them, then I can go without,” said Ted.

Beth ignored him and kept looking.  A moment later, she stood up again and turned to face Ted.  She held the shoes she had found behind her back.  “Baby, I have something for you.”

“What?”

Beth brought the shoes around from behind her back so Ted could see them.  These were low-heeled wedge sandals.  They were tan with a two-inch stacked wedge heel, an ankle strap and a t-strap.  They were cute.  On Beth they would even be exciting to Ted.

“Will you wear these for me?” asked Beth.

Ted actually recoiled slightly when he heard that.  “Wear those?!  But everyone will know they’re women’s shoes!” he protested.  “Those can’t be mistaken for anything else!”  Ted realized that even though the loafers had a two-inch block heel, most people likely saw them only as loafers and their eyes moved on.  These would be different.  These were obviously women’s shoes.

“Please!  It would mean so much to me,” begged Beth.

“I can’t,” said Ted nervously.

“Please!  It’s important!  It would make me so happy to know that you would do this for me and that you are walking around at your own dorm in these totally sexy shoes.  I would be so horny the next time we got together.  No one will be able to tell, I promise!  It will be our secret!”

“No one can tell?  Everyone can tell!” he said in a panicky tone.

Beth shook her head.  “Your pants are long enough to hide them.”

Ted shook his head.  He didn’t think that was true.  He was just about to tell Beth that there was no way he could agree when it suddenly occurred to him that he could.  In fact, it didn’t matter what she wanted him to wear because he would only wear them to the empty lobby of her building.  Then he would change into his own shoes and stick these into his bag.

“For you, I’ll do anything,” he said.

Beth smiled.  “Thank you, thank you, thank you!” she exclaimed excitedly.  Then she wrapped her arms around his neck and she hugged him.  She still didn’t kiss him, however.

“You’re welcome,” replied Ted and he hugged her back.  Her perfume was wonderful.

“It means a lot to me that you’ll be wearing those shoes,” said Beth.

“No problem,” replied Ted.  He figured he could get some goodwill out of this since he wouldn’t actually need to do it.  So he strapped himself into the heels.  He looked ridiculous wearing these with his men’s clothes, but he wasn’t worried because he wouldn’t even wear them out of the building.  He then checked the rest of his clothes in the mirror and he let Beth walk him out to the front door of her apartment.

“See you tomorrow, girly,” said Beth.

Ted smiled and felt his dick throb.  He turned and carefully made his way down the stairs to where he had hidden his bag with his shoes in it.  It was a good thing he had these because he could not go across campus in the shoes he wore now; that would be a disaster.  He reached behind the storage cabinet... but wasn’t able to make contact with his bag or his shoes!

“Where are they?” he growled.

Ted stuck his head behind the cabinet to see what the problem was and was shocked to discover that his bag was gone!!

“Oh my God!  Where is my bag?!” he gasped.

As he said this, he nearly turned his ankle on the heels, which provided him with a quick reminder, as if he needed one, of what he was wearing.  He straightened himself and he looked again.  His bag was gone.  It wasn’t in the cabinet either.  It was nowhere to be found!  Someone had taken it.  And in so doing, they took his shoes!

“Now what do I do?” asked Ted.

A sick feeling came over him.  He bit his lip and tried to think about what to do.  After a moment, he realized that all he could do was take off the heels and go barefoot across campus.  Of course, that wasn’t a perfect solution either.  For one thing, he still wore the stockings, which would be noticeable and would be ruined, unless he wanted to strip naked in the lobby here.  Moreover, his toenails were painted an eye-catching hot pink.

“Everyone will see my toenails,” said Ted and he felt even sicker.  “I’m trapped.”

“Ted, why are you still here?” asked Beth from behind Ted.  She had changed into a bright yellow tank dress and red and black snakeskin heels and she had just come down the stairs to the lobby.

Ted jumped!  He never expected to hear Beth behind him and it shocked him momentarily.  His heart pounded in his chest and his mind seemed to freeze.  Then the shock cleared and he realized that he was in a dangerous situation.  He had been caught somewhere he shouldn’t have been; there was no reason for him still to be here.  He may also have been caught looking for his bag of shoes.  If that was the case, then Beth knew he had lied to her about willingly wearing the shoes she gave him.  In that event, their relationship was no doubt over.  Unfortunately, he had been caught by surprise and he wasn’t sure what to say.  He had to say something though.

“I, uh, I was just getting ready to uh, leave,” he finally said.

“I thought you had already left.”

“Uh, yeah, but I uh, oh!  I had to uh, adjust my stockings before I could go because they had gotten twis— because one was falling!”

Beth snickered.  “Well, that’s just my good luck I guess.  I’m headed over toward your dorm.  I’ll walk with you.”

Ted’s jaw dropped.  “You will?!” he squeaked.

“Sure.”

“But it’s such a long walk!” he argued.

“I love long walks!” she countered.

“But you’re wearing high heels!”

Beth winked at him.  “So are you!”

Ted didn’t know what to say.  This was horrible news!  This would mean that he needed to wear the heels for sure because she would be with him the entire way and she could see what he wore.  “What do I do now?” he asked himself.  He saw no way out except to make the long, long, humiliating walk across campus.

“Are you really sure?” asked Ted.  His mouth was dry.

“Sure.  That way I can watch my sexy sissy boyfriend wear those super cute heels.  I’ll be so hot by the time I get back!” said Beth breathlessly.  She blew him a kiss.  A moment later, she took the stunned boy’s hand and walked him out the door.

—v—

The trip across campus was horribly embarrassing.

That’s an understatement actually.  It was the most embarrassing thing Ted had ever experienced in his entire life.  Because his jeans rode right up to where the straps of the sandals began, not an inch of his high heels was hidden when his leg extended.  Everyone
 saw them and instantly recognized them for what they were.  It was written on all their faces, in their stares, in their snickers, in their surreptitious pointing, and in their whispers.

Ted had involuntarily come out to the entire campus.

Beth wasn’t much help either.  The moment they left her building, she let go of his hand and seemed to keep her distance.  It wasn’t that she was standoffish; it was more that she just seemed to manage to never be with him.  Indeed, with her having many years of practice in heels and Ted having none of note (lying in bed in heels and jerking off did not train one to walk in them), Beth was much more mobile and she seemed to use that mobility to stay either ahead, behind or to the side of Ted.  Because of this, at no point, did it ever really appear that they were together.  What’s more, each time she changed positions, she complained to him about him slowing down or speeding up or walking erratically, which made him feel like he was to blame for this too.

Even worse though, she seemed to be oblivious to the sneers, the smirks, the demeaning looks and comments.  Somehow, she always seemed to be looking the other way or chatting with someone when Ted faced another blast of the humiliation the student body thrust upon him.

And make no mistake, it was the total student body.  Once again, he had left Beth’s apartment at the busiest moment on campus and, as he made his way to his dorm, it seemed that he ran into every single person on campus.

“Will you please help me?  This is so humiliating,” he finally whispered loudly to Beth.

She stopped.  “Really?  Why?”

“Everyone is mocking me!”

Beth made a doubtful expression.  “You’re being paranoid.”

“I am not.”

“Who is mocking you?” asked Beth and she looked around and saw no one near.

“Everyone who walks by!”

“I haven’t seen a thing!” she said.

“That’s because you’re never looking when it happens!”

Beth put her hands on her hips.  “I’m a little worried to hear this, Ted.  I thought you were different.  I thought you could embrace your cross-dressing.  I didn’t think you were one of those guys who freaked out about it and got all paranoid and riddled with guilt.”

“I’m not being paranoid!” he protested.

“Yes, you are.  I’m telling you that no one can see that you’re wearing women’s shoes, so if you think people are laughing at you, then it’s just your imagination... it’s not real.”

Ted twisted his lips.  He wanted to yell at Beth for getting him into this position, but he also didn’t want to lose her.  Getting to cross-dress with her was becoming an obsession with him and while he had never felt more devastated than he did right now, he also told himself that Beth obviously didn’t intend for this to happen and yelling at her would only risk losing her.  He just needed to suck it up and get back to his dorm as quickly as possible.

It took another ten minutes.

By the time Ted reached his dorm room, he felt about an inch tall.  He remembered ever single demeaning look, snickered comment, or outright evidence of disapproval thrown his way.

He had been deeply humiliated.

Even worse, his dick was hard the entire time and it began to throb as these other students mocked him.  That made him feel effete and like a willing participant in his own destruction.  He felt so, so small.

“I can’t imagine anything worse,” he said when he crashed down on his bed.  He didn’t even bother to remove the heels yet.  It’s not like it mattered at that point; everyone had seen him.  He would never live this down.  This was his worst nightmare as a cross-dresser.  Indeed, he’d had nightmares about this throughout his entire life were people spotted single items that he wore and soon enough everyone around him knew and mocked him for what he wore.  This was like those nightmares only worse.  He resolved right then and there not to let this happen again because he could not take another humiliating trip across campus like that one:  “I’m putting my foot down.  I know this wasn’t what Beth thought would happen, but her demand that I wear high heels caused it.  From now on, I’m not going to wear anything feminine outside of her apartment anymore!”

His vow was doomed before it began.


Chapter Four: “A Little Insight Into Beth’s Plan”

—v—

As Ted sat on his bed, rubbing his feet and feeling sorry for himself, Beth lay on the couch in her apartment.  She was thinking about Ted and laughing at the horrified, emasculated look on his face as she walked him across campus in those high-heeled wedges.  That turned her on something fierce.  Why it turned her on so much, she couldn’t say for sure.  She had a suspicion, but truthfully, she never really thought about it.  To her, it was just something that turned her on, seeing a male slowly feminized, watching as he fell into her trap little by little, and the finally taking away the last bit of masculinity.  She liked it; that’s all that mattered.  It didn’t need to be explained.

Beth slid her hand beneath her skirt and fingered her clit.

“Oh my God, the look on his face when all those people started making fun of him for wearing the wedges!” she said with a laugh.  “I came close to creaming my panties right then and there!”

She rubbed even faster.  She was close to squirting.

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door.  Beth pulled her fingers from beneath her skirt.  She stood up and adjusted her clothes.

“Come on in,” she said.

A moment later, a gorgeous young lady walked through the door.  She wore a dark-yellow 1950’s style pencil dress with a wide black belt, a dark green ascot, and mustard colored high-heeled mules on her feet.  This was Marcie, the first of Beth’s entourage.  She approached Beth.  “SLAP CLICK!  SLAP CLICK!  SLAP CLICK!
” went her mules as she made her way across the hardwood floor.  She was carrying Ted’s backpack.

“What’s up, Marcie?” asked Beth.

“Here’s his backpack.  It was right where you said it would be,” said Marcie.  She then tossed the bag Ted had hidden in the lobby onto the coffee table.

Beth smiled.  “What can I say?  I know boys better than they know themselves, don’t I?” said Beth and she winked at Marcie.

Marcie laughed.  “That you do!”

“Do you know the plan for tomorrow?” asked Beth.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Marcie with a chuckle.  “We’ll wait until you text us.  Then we come racing in.  Keep him confused.”

“Perfect.”

“Do you think you can get him to go all the way?”

Beth crossed her legs and began to swing her leg wildly.  “I think I can.  So far, he’s acted just like I predicted.  The big test will be this weekend.  Does he embrace it or does he get desperate and fight it?  We’ll know a lot more about little Teddie after the weekend.”

“What if he doesn’t go all the way?”

“Have faith.”

“I do, but what if he doesn’t?”

“It’s never happened.”

“What if it does?  He might refuse.”

“No one has before.”

“Not everyone is susceptible to your charms,” said Marcie.

Beth laughed and she kissed Marcie on the lips.  “You were, baby.”


Chapter Five: “Teddie Goes Public”

—v—

The following day, Ted appeared at Beth’s door wearing his normal male shoes.  He was going to stand up for himself finally; he couldn’t take any more humiliation.  He had placed the heels Beth had given him to wear into a bag he carried.  He planned to wait for her to notice that he wasn’t wearing them and, when she asked him why he wasn’t wearing them, he would tell her how unhappy he was about the day before and that he would not wear any more feminine items outside of her apartment... and he was prepared to end their relationship if need be.

But she never asked.

Instead, she smiled incredibly broadly, hugged him, and invited him straight back to her room, where she began to undress him.  The shoe issue was quickly forgotten the moment she touched his dick and handed him a pair of sexy panties.

“I’ve got something really special for today,” said Beth.

“Really?”

“Yes.  I bought it just for you!”

Ted smiled.  “You did?”

“I did!”

Ted felt warm and tingly all over.  It made him incredibly happy that Beth accepted his cross-dressing and it turned him on intensely that she wanted him to dress for her.  But hearing that she had actually bought an item of feminine clothing just for him was something else.  It made him melt and he instantly turned into putty in her hands.

Meanwhile, Beth grabbed a shopping bag from behind her bed and pulled a pink dress from it.  This was a sleeveless dress with a fitted bodice and a flared skirt that stopped a few inches above Ted’s knees.  It was a gorgeous, feminine dress, but to fit into the dress, Beth first needed to put Ted into a corset.  That was an experience.

“Hold still,” said Beth as she yanked on the corset’s laces.

Ted clenched his teeth and held onto the dresser.  “I’m trying,” he said.

Beth took a step closer.  She slid out of her shoes to improve her balance.  Then she raised her knee and placed it in the center of Ted’s back.  She pulled as hard as she could on the pink laces.  Slowly, the two sides of the corset came together.  When they touched, Beth tied off the laces.  She then snapped together a series of hooks.  Ted was now locked in the pink leather corset.

“It’s so tight!” he gasped.  He could barely breathe.

“You’ll get used to it,” said Beth.

“Is it supposed to be this tight?”

Beth nodded her head.  “Yes.  It needs to give you the right shape, and that necessarily means holding all your fat in.  You’ll get used to it.”

“I can barely breathe!”

“Just take shallower breaths.  You’ll be fine.”

“If you say so,” said Ted doubtfully.  He’d read about corsets and the idea turned him on in fantasy, but he never expected wearing one to be this difficult.  He was surprised women put up with this.

“Try standing straighter,” said Beth.

Ted adjusted his stance so he stood straight up.  That helped a bit.  It seemed that bending over created a problem for him, but so long as he maintained excellent posture, then he would be all right.  It was still really tight, however.  “Couldn’t you just buy a larger size dress?” he asked.

“It doesn’t work that way.  You need the right shape or the dress will never fit,” said Beth.  “Now let’s get you in the dress!”

Beth unzipped the pink dress and slid it over his head.  She then pulled it down over his body.  It shimmered down his body like water and hugged the curves made by the corset.  And when it finally fell into place, and Beth zipped him into it, Ted felt a cool chill race down his body and make his dick super hard.  This was an amazing dress and the most feminine he had ever felt.  He was incredibly turned on... and hard.

“Somebody likes it,” said Beth and she giggled.  She grabbed the head of Ted’s hard dick through the dress.  She giggled again as she squeezed it.

“Yes, I do!” exclaimed Ted.

“You look fantastic.”

“I want to see,” he said and he started toward her mirror.

Beth stopped him.  “Hold on, girly.  It’s not finished.”

“What’s not finished?”

“You can’t just wear a dress,” said Beth.  “You need the right accessories.”

Beth went to her closet and her drawers and collected several items.  She returned with those to where Ted stood.  She set them on the bed next to him.  He eyed them all lustfully and could not believe she was just about to dress him in these.  This was so exciting.  Meanwhile, Beth picked up a pair of white high-heeled sandals.  These had a solid four-inch heel and a half-inch platform.  They had numerous straps too that worked their way up the foot to the ankle strap.

“Put these on!” said Beth.

Ted smiled.  He loved high heels after all and these were very sexy.  “Great!” he exclaimed and he took the shoes and sat down to slip them on.  Once his feet were inside, he slid the straps into place and tightened the buckles.  They looked even sexier on his feet, with their painted toenails.

After he slipped into the shoes, Beth double-checked the buckles.  She added something he did not see.  She then returned to her closet and grabbed a wig from the pile.  She placed that on Ted’s head.

“What is that?” asked Ted.

“It’s a wig.  It will complete the illusion,” said Beth.  Then she picked up her makeup bag and went to work on his face, paying particular attention to his eyes.  She also placed earrings in his ears.  “We should get your ears double-pierced!”

“I’d rather no—”

Beth interrupted Ted’s sentence by rubbing his dick again.  “You know,” she said.  “We really need to do something about this dick of yours.  It ruins the illusion.”  She squeezed his dick and shook it several times.  This made Ted tingle all over and it spilled dampness into his panties.

“What can we do?” he asked.

“I’m not sure,” said Beth and she put her finger to her lips and bit the end of her fingernail.  She seemed lost in thought even as she continued to rub his dick.  A moment later, she snapped her fingers.  “I know what we can do!”

“What?”

“I once knew a guy who worked as a drag queen.  He had a device that locked his dick into a cage.  The cage kept it from popping up when it got hard,” said Beth.

“It kept him from getting hard?” asked Ted.

“Sort of.  It kept his hard-on small and inside the cage and that gave him a smooth front when he put on panties or dresses,” said Beth.  “It worked really well and he said it wasn’t uncomfortable.  In fact, he said he kind of liked wearing it.”

Ted shrugged his shoulders.  “Ok, we can try that,” he agreed.

Beth went to the chest of drawers by her closet and started looking through it.  “I think he actually left it here,” she said.  “Yep!  Found it!”  Beth pulled a metallic device from her drawer.  It was shaped generally like a penis with some metal rings at the base.  Beth came over to Ted and crouched down before him.  She raised his skirt and pulled down his panties.  Ted felt her manipulate his dick and his balls.  Then he felt the metal device surround both.  He heard a clicking sound:  CLICK!


“That’s really tight,” he complained.

“It needs to be,” she replied.

“Are you sure about this?”

“Absolutely.  This will keep anyone from seeing your dick,” she said.

Ted raised an eyebrow.  “Why would anyone see my dick?” he asked.  “Only you and I will ever see me in this dress.”

Beth bit her tongue.  Then she did her best to appear confused.  “I don’t follow you.”

“You said this will keep ‘anyone’ from seeing my dick—”

Beth shook her head.  “I never said that.  You must have misunderstood.  I said it will make the illusion perfect.”

Ted scratched his cheek.  “But I heard—”

“That’s not what I said.  I said it will make the illusion perfect,” insisted Beth.

“I guess I mis-heard you,” said Ted doubtfully.

Beth smiled and kissed him on the cheek.  “It’s ok, we all make mistakes.  Now come look at yourself in the mirror!”

Ted rose from the bed and Beth led him to the mirror.  He was floored by what he saw.  Standing in the mirror, staring back at him, was a really hot girl!  She had long, curly blonde hair, pretty, mysterious eyes, a gorgeous pink dress, the perfect hourglass shape to wear that dress, and sexy, feminine legs which got their shape in part from the high heels on her feet.

“Wow!” exclaimed Ted.

“Wow is right!  You look amazing!” exclaimed Beth.

Ted turned to look at himself from all angles.  He was impressed.  Beth had achieved something he never managed when he dressed up alone:  he looked like a real girl.  This was exciting.  In fact, it was so exciting that he felt they should do something to celebrate... something sexual.  He turned to face Beth.  He planned to ask her if they could finally have sex, but he never got the chance.

Behind Beth, the door to the apartment opened.

“Oh no!  My roommates are back early!” said Beth.

Ted felt his stomach drop.  “What do we do?!”

Beth grabbed his arm to calm him.  “Stay calm.  You’re super passable.  They’ll never know that you aren’t really a girl.  Just follow my lead.”

Ted’s mouth went dry.  “Are you sure?” he whispered.

“Yes, I’m sure.”

Ted took a deep breath.  He prayed Beth was right.

—v—

The next few minutes were a whirlwind of activity and confusion.  Beth’s roommates introduced themselves and Beth introduced them to Ted.  She called him Teddie.  The other girls’ names were Marcie, Teri, and Sarah; Beth was definitely the leader.  Marcie was a senior, like Beth.  Teri was a junior.  Sarah was a sophomore.  They all seemed very nice.  After the introductions, however, they all began talking at once and all their voices jumbled together in Ted’s head.  That made it impossible for him to follow the conversation.  Of course, it didn’t help matters that he was super nervous from being surrounded by these girls dressed the way he was.

“Then it’s agreed.  We’ll go to Ed’s Sandwich Shoppe and have lunch!” said Beth.

Ted heard this and felt panic rise up within in.

“Oh my God!  I can’t go out into public dressed this way!” screamed Ted inside his head.

He said nothing, however.  For there was nothing he could say.  He was “Teddie” after all and why would “Teddie,” a girl, freak out about being seen in public in a dress?  No, he had no choice except to play the role he had been given by fate.  He had no choice but to go with the group.

“It will be great, Teddie!” said Beth to assure Ted.  She seemed genuinely happy about this.

Ted smiled back weakly.  He felt sick.

“Oh come on, you’ll have fun!” said Beth.

She grabbed Ted’s hand and off they went.

Ted barely remembered the trip to the restaurant.  All he really remembered was pieces and images, like his high-heel encase foot stepping up on a concrete curb, like the eyes of the guy in the suit leering at him lustily and how his dick strangely shot to attention inside the cage thing when the guy leered, the sound of his high heels against the pavement, the smell of the other girls’ perfumes, the giggling of the group, the tossing of Beth’s hair, the cold looks of the plain girls they passed on the street along the way, the waiter’s obvious boner as he seated them, etc.  Those things were seared into his brain, the rest vanished.

“To our new bestie!” said Beth and she held up her wine glass.

The other girls raised their glasses.  They drank lemonade.  Ted drank water; he wanted a beer though.

“To our new bestie,” they all repeated, and they drank to the toast.  And then they buried “Teddie” in entreaties to come spend seemingly every day from now on with the group.  He was flattered, but at the same time terrified.  This was a long-time fantasy of his, but all he could feel right now was fear of being discovered.  He wanted to get back to Beth’s apartment and change back into his male clothes.

But it would not be.

Ted spent over an hour at the restaurant.  Fortunately, no one spotted him as a boy, though he felt nervous the entire time.  Then the group decided it was time to leave.  At that point, Ted thought they were returning to Beth’s apartment, but the group announced that they were going downtown and would not be returning until late.  So rather than taking Ted back to the apartment, they walked him to his dorm building instead and there they left him.

“Now what?” asked Ted as he stood outside his building, hidden behind a tree.  He ran his tongue over his teeth.  “How do I get to my room?”

He swallowed hard.

“I guess I just need to go.  Arg.  This could be really humiliating!  I hope Jon’s not there!”

Ted started for the back of the building where there were fewer people, but he suddenly remembered that his key was in the pocket of his pants.  That meant he needed to go around the front, where no key was needed.  It also meant that unless Jon was home, Ted would need the building manager to let him in; he now prayed that Jon was home!

This could get really ugly.

“Stay calm,” Ted told himself.  He took a deep breath.  He held his head up high and he confidently marched to and through the front door.  Inwardly, however, he was shaking like a leaf.

When Ted walked through the front door, all heads turned.  Half the guys in the room got boners and the other half were only a second or so behind.  Ted ignored it all and walked straight to the stairs to the second floor; he kept his head down so no one could see his face clearly.  He then walked up the stairs, firmly planting each shoe with both his toes and the heel down before he stepped up onto that next step.  When he reached the top, he pressed himself against the wall and looked both ways.  He couldn’t believe his luck:  he saw no one.

“I have to be very quiet,” he told himself.

Ted started tiptoeing down the hallway.  The last thing he needed was to make that all-too-feminine sound high heels make when a woman marches along a hard floor and then face the onrush of horny freshmen males who would come pouring out of their dorm rooms.  Each step was agony.  Each tiny sound he made made him cringe.  Each noise he heard from any of the rooms caused a sense of panic.

Finally, he reached the door to his own room.  He knocked lightly... very lightly.

knock... knock... knock...

“Jon,” whispered Ted.

There was no reply.  He tried again.

knock... knock... knock...

“Jon,” whispered Ted more loudly.

Finally, the door cracked open.  “What do you—  whoa!” said Jon.  He brushed back his hair from his face with his hand.  He looked this beautiful woman up and down.  “Can I help you?”

“It’s me – Ted.  Let me in,” said Ted in a low voice.

Jon raised an eyebrow.  “Ted?!  Dude, why are you dressed like a girl?!” he exclaimed.  A moment after he exclaimed this, Ted heard the sound of feet hitting the floors in other dorm rooms.  In a second, this hallway would be flooded with horny young males looking to see what was going on.

“Let me in now!
” growled Ted.

Jon stepped back and opened the door.  Ted slipped inside as the first gawker appeared in the hallway.  They saw nothing.  So far, Ted had avoided detection by the skin of his teeth.

With the door closed behind them, Jon turned and looked his roommate up and down.  “Seriously, why are you dressed like that?”

“It’s this girlfriend.”

“A girlfriend did this?” asked Jon doubtfully.

“Yes.  There’s a costume party coming up and she wants me to go like this,” lied Ted.  “So I’m like ‘fine, whatever,’ and she dresses me up, but then she says she needs to race to class and her roommate doesn’t let her have unaccompanied friends over, so she threw me out.”  He paused.  “The next thing I know, I’m walking across campus back to here.”

“You walked across campus dressed like that?” asked Jon incredulously.

Ted dodged the question.  At this point, all he really wanted was to get out of this dress and these heels, which were killing his feet, and hide himself under his blanket.  It was time to blow off Jon.  “Look, thanks for letting me in.  Please keep this a secret.  I need to change back into my real clothes.”

Jon snorted.  “Ok, man.”

Ted sat down on the edge of his bed to remove the high-heeled sandals.  His feet were throbbing and his arches felt really strained.  He rubbed them through the shoes.  “Wow, my feet hurt!” he said to Jon.

“I’ll bet, man,” said Jon and he turned off his game.  He snuck a peek over his shoulder at Ted.  “Look, I’m going to spend the night upstairs with some friends.  This whole dress thing is weirding me out.”

Ted rose to his feet, still in the heels.  “You don’t have to,” he said nervously.  He actually didn’t mind Jon leaving, he was just nervous that Jon was going to go tell everyone what he saw.

Jon looked at his roommate, looked down at his high heels, and shook his head.  “No, I really do,” he said.  And with that he left.

Ted was now alone.  There was nothing he could do about Jon, so he turned his attention again to getting out of these clothes.  He was about to discover that he had a serious problem though.


Chapter Six: “Ted Goes Coed”

—v—

Ted stood up and tried to pull the dress off his body.  He forgot that it was zippered up and, with the fitted bodice, it literally hugged his curves.  Hence, he couldn’t just pull it off.  Ted reached around and managed to unzip the dress, though it took some time.  When he got that finished, he slowly worked the dress up his torso, little by little, inch by inch until it was free from his body.

He breathed a sigh of relief.

His relief would be short-lived.

With the dress removed and hanging over the back of a chair, Ted tried to pull the corset off.  That proved impossible.  He needed to unlock the corset first.  Unfortunately, there was no way he could do that.  To unlatch the hooks, he needed to first pull the corset together using nearly all of his strength.  That would let him open the hooks.  Then he would need to untie the knot that held the laces together and pull those apart as well.  He could do none of that, however, because he couldn’t use his arms in the appropriate manner behind his back.

“Crap!  What do I do now?!” he asked.

Ted paced across the room.  It was obvious that Jon wouldn’t help.  He couldn’t risk exposure either by asking anyone else, not that anyone would volunteer to help him in any event.  The only person he could turn to was Beth.

“Beth!  Yes!  She’ll help me!”

Ted searched for his phone.  Fortunately, he had left it home to charge rather than take it with him the prior day or it would have been in his pants on Beth’s floor.  He found it and sent Beth a text message:  “I’m stuck in this corset!  I need your help to get out of it.  Can you please help me?!”

He hit send.

There was no response.  Even an hour later, there still was no response.

What would he do now?

Ted felt his dick grow.  Being trapped in women’s clothes was another one of his sexual fantasies, fantasies he never really wanted to experience in real life, but which were proving to be just as thrilling as he had imagined them – though with an added level of terror he never considered.  And while now was not the best time for an erection, at least he was alone and he had nowhere else to go.  So he reached down to stroke his dick.  He had built up a lot of tension over the last couple days and he fully intended to release it now.

“At least I can get some entertainment out of this!” he said.

Unfortunately, when his hand, with its painted pink nails, reached his dick, it found its path blocked by the device.

“Oh crap!  I forgot about that.”

Ted lowered his panties so he could examine the device.

“There must be a release latch or something I can use to slip this thing off,” he assured himself calmly, but he didn’t see one.  He kept looking.  Within a few minutes, his calm had vanished as he still hadn’t found a way to remove the device.  He started yanking wildly on it.

“This thing has to come off!” he exclaimed.

It didn’t budge.

“This can’t be!  There has to be a way to pull it off or open it!”

Ted climbed back onto the bed with the small mirror and examined the underside of the device again.  There was indeed a main latch and it was closed with a padlock, but there was no key and he could find no other way to remove it.

“This can’t be!” he repeated.  “I’ve got to be able to get to my dick!”

That was wishful thinking as it turned out.  It also wasn’t the end of Ted’s problems.  Not only was his dick locked into the device where he couldn’t touch it until he could find Beth who had yet to answer her phone, not only was he trapped in a corset which gave him a feminine shape, but he realized that he couldn’t remove the pink polish from his fingernails or his toenails either.  Even worse, Ted had missed something else too, something much harder to explain.  After deciding that the only way to remove the corset was to cut it from his body, he sat down to remove the high-heeled sandals he wore.  That’s when he discovered that Beth had attached little padlocks to the straps.  Unless he could open the padlocks, he had no way to remove the shoes either!  He couldn’t even remember her doing that, but she had.  He had been too high on the experience to notice.

“What the hell?!” exclaimed Ted.  “I’m cutting those off too!”

Ted went to his drawer to grab a pair of scissors.  That’s when he remembered that he didn’t have any.  In fact, he had nothing he could use to cut off the corset or the shoes.  At one point, he tried sliding a ruler beneath the corset and using it as a wedge to hopefully break the seams of the corset, but he quickly discovered that the corset was reinforced with a metal frame which was never going to break or allow itself to be cut with anything less than bolt cutters.  All the ruler did was break... and it hurt a good deal in the process.

The shoes too appeared to be reinforced with metal for some reason.  This wasn’t how they were made either.  Indeed, someone had sewn a metal ring into the strap.  There was no way he could cut or bend that either without metal cutters, something he definitely did not own.

“What is going on?” he asked himself.

Then his phone rang.  It was Beth.

“Oh, thank God!” said Ted.  He picked up the phone.  “Beth, thank God!  I’ve got a serious problem!”

“I know,” said Beth.

Ted froze.  Something in her voice troubled him.  “You know?”

“Yes, I know.  You can’t remove your corset or your heels.  And so long as you are wearing your corset, your pants won’t fit.  They will immediately fall to your ankles.  Not that it matters.  So long as you are wearing the heels, removing the corset is a moot point in any event.”

Ted was stunned.  “I don’t understand,” he said.

Beth laughed.  “Don’t you?  Well, let me finish pointing out your problems.  The paint on your nails has been sealed.  You can’t remove it without a specific sealant that you will only find at the salon.  So even if you got your feminine clothes off, your nails would still stick out like a sore thumb.  What’s more, you probably don’t realize this yet, but go look in the mirror.”

“What about the mirror?”

“Go look.”

Ted ran his tongue over his teeth.  He didn’t like where this was headed.  Still, he tottered his way on his heels to the bathroom, where he examined his face in the mirror.  He was shocked.

“Oh my God!  My eyebrows!” he exclaimed.

Indeed, his eyebrows had been trimmed much more than he realized.  There were now highly arched and, therefore, unmistakably feminine.  He also noticed that the pearl earrings she had stuck into his ears – like most guys today, he had his ears pierced – were glued shut.

“What have you done to me?” he asked over the phone.

“I’ve made it impossible for you to go back to being a boy.”

“But I am a boy!”

Beth laughed.  “Really?  Good luck with that.  How are you going to look at the test tomorrow morning in high heels, a corset, with pants that won’t stay up, earrings and with your eyebrows looking ultra feminine?”

“The test!” gasped Ted.  He had forgotten about the test.

“Yes, Ted... the test.”

Ted swallowed hard.  This was a horrible turn of events and he saw no way out.  “What do you want?”

Beth chuckled.  “That’s better.  That’s the right approach, Ted.  What I want is simple.  In your closet, you will find some feminine clothes.  I want you to start attending school dressed as a girl until I say otherwise.”

Ted’s jaw dropped.  “You can’t be serious!”

“Oh, I’m very serious, Ted.”

There was another lengthy silence.

“And what if I refuse?” asked Ted.

Beth hung up the phone.

—v—

Ted stood before his closet in shock.  When Beth said that his closet contained “some feminine clothes,” she was really understating the issue.  In fact, his closet was packed with feminine clothes.  There were blouses and tops and cute sweaters.  There were dresses and skirts of different styles, though none were longer than the middle of his thighs.  In the chest of drawers built into the closet were panties, bras and other bits of lingerie.  Sitting with the bras were a pair of fake boobs that would slide into the corset top, giving him the appearance of breasts.  On top of the chest was a makeup bag.  And sitting on the floor were several pair of high heels, none of which had heels lower than four inches.  His male clothes were gone.

“How the hell did she get all of this in here?” asked Ted.

He ran his fingers over the clothes.  They were lovely.  They were exciting.  They made him hard.  But they were trouble too.  He was in trouble.  He couldn’t wear these things in public, but he apparently had no choice.

“What am I supposed to do now?” he asked himself.

He looked at his nails and the high heels padlocked to his feet.  He sighed.

“I guess I don’t really have any choice, do I?  No, not realistically.”

He fingered the dresses and skirts again.  There were no pants.

“I guess I can either do my best to be passable and hopefully avoid utter humiliation or I can fight this and feel like a fool when everyone sees the half-man half-woman version of me.”

Indeed, Ted realized that fighting Beth was pointless.  She had trapped him and, by resisting, all he would do would be bring shame and humiliation on himself.  His only chance to avoid that and to save whatever reputation he had was to do his best to look like a girl and to hope that no one spotted him as a boy.  Fortunately, in that regard, Beth had already done all the grooming he would need, such as shaving his legs and plucking his eyebrows, and she had picked out clothes that would flatter his body.  With the corset and the breast forms, she had also made sure that his body could look like a girl’s body.  The one thing that didn’t fit was his hair and, for that, he now noticed a wig in the back of the closet.

“Well, she’s thought of everything,” he said.

He pulled the wig from the back.  It was pretty.  It was brunette in color and shaped like a bob with long bangs that would fall about the front of his neck.  It wasn’t the long, flowing wave of blonde curls Ted envisioned in his fantasies, but it would make him look rather feminine.  It would also be an easy cut to wear as his own hair grew out.  And that was why Beth had chosen it.  It would look cute and feminine on him now, but more importantly, this was the first unmistakably feminine cut that his own hair could achieve as it grew.  That meant, he could switch from the wig to his own natural hair fairly easily and fairly quickly, and then he could wear his own hair as it continued growing.  Picking something dramatically longer would require him to keep wearing the wig much longer.

Ted sighed again.

“This is going to be really difficult.”

—v—

Ted couldn’t believe how stressful this felt.  He had already been humiliated several times by Beth’s machinations as he needed to make his way home in feminine clothing, but this was something else entirely.  This time, Ted wore women’s clothes from top to bottom with the intent of going out into the throngs of students and passing himself off as a woman.

He needed to prove to himself that he could do it.

His intent was to walk around the student union and then back to his dorm room in the hopes of getting acclimated to wearing women’s clothes in pubic.  He prayed he had dressed himself correctly and sufficiently.

In that actually, he had no concerns, though he was too nervous to realize it.  He had picked a canary-yellow and white sun dress with a tank top with wide straps.  The hem of the dress hung to just above his knees, where it flared out.  Conservative, but stylish.  On his feet, he wore the same white high-heeled sandals he had been wearing since Beth padlocked them to his feet.  On his head, he wore the brunette wig.  The effect was incredibly believable.  Not a single person anywhere on campus would be able to tell that he was not a woman.

The only reason Ted might not pass was if he failed to act femininely, and in that too he had little to fear.  Indeed, all of his time with Beth and all the time now spent walking in the heels had give him the practice he needed to carry himself in a feminine manner.

Nevertheless, Ted was terrified.  Ted was certain that every single person that looked at him knew exactly who and what he was.  They didn’t, but he couldn’t shake that feeling.  Still, he had to test this, so he continued.

Ted walked down the sidewalk toward the student union.  His first test was coming up as a group of young males lounged on the grass nearby gawking at any passing women.  As he approached, each of their eyes turned to him and followed the curves of his body from his sexy calves to his firm thighs to his corset-enhanced curves to his bushy brunette bob.

“Whoot whoot!” called one of the boys.

Another whistled.

“Hey sexy, where’ve you been hiding on campus?!” called another.

Ted blushed.

A moment later, a cacophony of cat calls broke out as each of the six or seven boys offered lewd or suggestive comments.  Ted went through an intense range of emotions as this happened.  First, he was terrified when they started paying attention to him.  He was sure they would call him out as a male.  Then, when all the calls turned out to be sexual in nature, he felt incredible relief as he realized that none of them had spotted him as a man and were, in fact, seeing him as a sexy woman.  A moment later is when he blushed as he realized that this meant they were seeing him as an object of lust and they wanted to have sex with him.  That realization brought with it tremendous shame and it made him feel even more sheepish.

“I wonder if all women feel this way?” he asked himself as he moved past the young men as quickly as he could in his high heels.

Soon enough, he came to the student union.  He made his way up the stairs to the entrance and pulled open the heavy door.  It wasn’t as easy in high heels as it had been in sneakers.  He slipped inside.

The student union was a hive of activity.  Everywhere he looked, Ted saw dozens of students gathered.  They sat at the tables eating.  They sat at the table studying.  They sat in the padded chairs reading.  They were at the bar drinking.  They were playing pool.  A large group was watching sports by a wall of televisions.  Males and females, young and old, relatively speaking, they were all there.  And one by one, they all looked up at the girl in the canary yellow dress and the high heels.  Mike felt dozens of pairs of male eyes undress him, and dozens more not even bother as their minds had moved on to invading what they assumed would be his pussy.

The female students looked at him too.  Some loved his outfit.  Some hated it.  A few assumed he had loose morals based on his body and the way he was dressed and said so to their friends.  A couple shared the same thoughts the boys did and wondered how it would feel to stick their tongues inside “her.”

“Hey, you look hot!” said the obviously dense young man who suddenly appeared right before Ted and blocked his path.

Ted blushed.  “Uh, thanks.”  He tried to walk around the young man, but the young man wouldn’t let him.

“Me and my friends are having a party tonight.  Wanna come?”

Ted smiled politely.  “Uh, no thank you.”

“You sure?  There’s gonna be beer!”

“Uh, no, thank you.”

The young man placed his hand on Ted’s shoulder, freezing him into place.  “Why not?”

Ted couldn’t believe this.  “Does this happen to every girl?” he asked himself.  “Well, I guess this is my first real test, then.”  He scowled at the young man.  “Let me go,” he said.

“Hey, I’m just trying to invite you to my party,” said the young man.  He looked over at his friends and smirked.  They visibly giggled and pointed to encourage him to continue.

Ted felt burning shame.  He also felt scared that this could lead to his unmasking and anger that things had been going so well when this idiot had to come along and ruin what Ted had felt was a positive test.  He decided to put his foot down... hard.

“Do you know why I don’t want to go to your party?” asked Ted.

“Why?” asked the idiot with the smirk.

“Because you don’t have enough nuts to go with all that beer,” said Ted and he kneed the young man right in the testicles.  The young man doubled over in pain and collapsed to the floor.

His friends all cringed and laughed.

“Have fun at your party,” said Ted and he walked past the young man.

“Nicely done, roomie!” said Jon.

Ted spun around to see his roommate sitting at a table with two girls.  He swallowed hard.

Jon laughed.  “Girls, this is my roommate Ted.  Ted, these are the girls.”

Both girls took a second to understand what Jon had said, but once they did, they covered their mouths and began giggling really hard.  This cut through Ted like a knife.  All the sense of security he had built in his first two encounters now vanished in a cloud of shame, humiliation, and emasculation, all brought on by recognition.

Ted turned on his heels and swiftly retreated to his room to hide.

—v—

Ted stayed hidden in his room until the morning of the test.  He then put on the simplest dress he could find, a sky-blue tank dress, and headed out to the test.  Of course, he also wore the wig, the heels that were still locked to his feet, the corset and the breast forms, his lingerie and the appropriate jewelry and makeup.  Other than that though, that was it.

He hadn’t seen his roommate Jon since he was outed at the student union and it made him nervous that Jon or those two girls might have told other people about him.  As he made his way to the lecture hall for the test, however, no one else seemed to know his true identity.  That made him a little more comfortable.

The lecture hall was packed, but again, no one seemed to spot him as anything other than a girl.  That gave him a strong sense of relief.  And once the test began, everyone was too busy to notice.

Ted did well on the test, but his mind kept wandering.  Specifically, his mind kept asking the rest of him if he wasn’t actually enjoying being out in public dressed as a woman.  It was undeniable that this was true.  Still, that didn’t mean he liked the idea.  Or did it?  He wasn’t sure.  All of this was proving to be very confusing for him.

He was thankful when he finished his test and the professor announced that everyone should put down their pens.  The class was dismissed.

Unbeknownst to Ted, his fate awaited him outside the lecture hall.


Chapter Seven: “Ted Becomes Candi”

—v—

As Ted stepped out of the lecture hall, he was confronted by Beth and her entourage.  They were a smoking hot group of girls and, as always, they were dressed to kill.  Today, they all wore pastel dresses, except Beth who wore a bright red dress and white wedge heeled-sandals.

“Come with us,” said Beth.

“Where are we going?” asked Ted.

“Somewhere a little more private.”

Ted couldn’t disagree with that.  For while he was slowly becoming more comfortable wearing women’s clothes in public, he still felt nervous about it, and he certainly felt nervous talking about it in the presence of so many classmates, such as those who were pouring out of the lecture hall now.

Beth led Ted to a small bench that sat under a tree in an isolated corner of the quad.  Her entourage spread out and mingled with the other students nearby.  Beth sat down first and crossed her legs.  She shook her leg and her foot slowly, but didn’t seem the least bit nervous.

“You look quite passable,” said Beth.

Ted didn’t know how to respond, so he said, “Thank you.”

“I take it you understand now that you can pass yourself off as a woman around campus?”

Ted shrugged his shoulders.  It was true, even if he didn’t like the idea.

“I expect you to speak to me when I ask you a question,” said Beth.

“Sorry.  Yes, I can pass.”

“And you didn’t have any difficulties?”

“Just in my dorm because my roommate knows who I am.”

Beth nodded her head.  “Yes, that can be a problem.”  She paused.  “So let me tell you why I’m here.”

“Ok,” said Ted nervously.

“I’m here to make you an offer.”

“What kind of offer?”

Beth put her hand on Ted’s thigh.  “I like you, Ted.  I want you to join my little family.”

Ted raised an eyebrow.  “Your little family?  What does that mean?” he asked cautiously.

“You’ve seen my friends.  You’ve met them.  I want you to join us.”

Ted looked confused.  “You want me to be your friend?  That’s it?”

Beth blushed.  “Not quite.  Let me put it this way.  I’m looking for a certain type of friend and you fit the bill.  What I want is a boy, like you, who likes looking like a girl.  I want you to move in with me and my friends and be part of our group.”

“You want me to join your entourage?”

Beth pursed her lips.  “I know people say that, but I don’t really like that term.  I like to call Marcie, Terri and Sarah ‘my friends.’  And if you join us, then you will be my friend too.”

“Just as friends?”

“Well, obviously there’s a little more to it than that, but you get my drift,” said Beth, skipping a few key details.

“But I have to dress like a woman to do this?”

“Yes.  You have to dress like a woman all the time.  And I’ll be picking out your clothes,” said Beth.

This was an interesting offer.  On the one hand, Ted loved the idea of wearing women’s clothes when he was with Beth.  He had enjoyed that a lot.  But the idea of wearing women’s clothes all the time was too much.  The idea scared it.  Plus, he was still a little angry at what she had done to him the past few days.

“What if I refuse?” asked Ted.

Beth frowned.  “I don’t think you want that, Ted.  If you refuse, then we part ways right now.  You will never see me again.”

At first, this didn’t seem like such a horrible thing.  Sure, Ted didn’t want to lose his relationship with Beth, even despite all the problems she had caused him, but if the choice was between being forced to go to school as a woman or being with Beth, then he could give her up.  Only, something nagged at him.  Then it struck him:  was this blackmail?

“When you say we part ways right now, are you saying you won’t take off these padlocks or this corset first?” he asked cautiously.

“That’s exactly what I’m saying.  I will leave and you can deal with those things yourself.  And knowing how difficult you’ve found it to remove these items already, I would suspect that means you will end up spending at least the next few weeks living as a girl.”

Ted’s jaw dropped.

“Or you can come with me and have the time of your life as a girl!”  Beth smiled.

“But how do I do that?  How do I just become a girl?!” exclaimed Ted.  He was starting to feel claustrophobic in the corset.

“The same way you took your class today.”

“But I’m registered as Ted, a male
!”

Beth shrugged her shoulders.  “The school doesn’t care what you wear or how you look.  And the lectures are so large no one will know who you are.  But never fear, Ted,” said Beth and she placed her hand on his thigh, “I wouldn’t leave my new friend in such an uncomfortable situation.  I have a contact in the registration office who can change those little details.  Then no one will suspect.”

“I don’t know.  I don’t know if I can do this.”  He began to hyperventilate.

Beth rubbed his thigh, which calmed him down.  “You can do it.  You just proved that, didn’t you?”

“I don’t know.”

“You did.  You just took a test dressed as a woman and nothing bad happened, did it?”

“No, but that was one day.  You’re talking about an entire semester.  And what about my roommate?” asked Ted nervously.

“You know the answer to that.  And as for your roommate, you will come live with us.  But those aren’t really the issue, are they Ted?  Tell me what the real problem is,” said Beth.  She squeezed his thigh even tighter.

Ted twisted his lips.  “This is just a huge step.  What if I start but then I discover that I don’t really want to do this?”

Beth patted his leg.  “Try it for a year.  If, at the end of the school year you can’t stand it, then you can return to being a drab, lonely boy.”

Ted sat in silence.  He had a lot to consider.  Most of him hated the idea.  The idea of dressing like a woman on a permanent basis was just too much for him.  He liked dressing like a woman sometime, but he still wanted to be a man most of the time and, with what Beth was proposing, he wouldn’t be.  Of course, it sounded like refusing would be even worse.  In that event, he might be stuck as a woman for some time and he would be stuck in his own dorm room without any help from Beth to fit in.  And how in the world would he get that cage off his dick?!

On the other hand, the idea of getting to pretend to be a woman and doing it with Beth was like a dream come true.

As he considered all of this, Beth waited patiently, though she did check her watch to remind Ted that his time was not unlimited.  Finally, she pushed him.

“Ted, I need to go soon.  You have to make a decision,” said Beth.

Ted nodded his head.  He took a deep breath.  “What do I need to do?”

“Just pass our initiation to prove your loyalty.  Then you will move into my apartment.  You will wear what I tell you.  And you will do what I tell you.  We will change your details with the school, including your name—”

“My name?!” blurted out Ted.

“Of course.  You can’t be ‘Ted Bradley’ and registered as a female.”

Ted twisted his lips.  “I guess that makes sense.”

“Of course, it does.  So we will change your name—”

“To what?” asked Ted.

“I’ll decide,” said Beth without missing a beat.  “Then you will complete the semester and we will decide if you want to continue or not.”  She paused.  “And one more thing:  you can’t quit.  If you try to back out of this before the end of the semester, then I will be very angry and I will humiliate you in ways you can’t even begin to contemplate.  Got it?”

This sent shudder down Ted’s spine.  There were times when Beth struck him as rather cruel, and that scared and strangely excited him.

“So what’s your answer?” asked Beth.

“What happens at the initiation?”

“You learn to submit to me.”

“Submit?  As in—”

“As in ‘obey me in all things,’” said Beth.

Ted felt his dick growing inside its cage.  For some reason, the idea of submitting to Beth turned him on.

Beth looked at her watch again.  “What’s your answer, Ted?”

“I... well—”

“I need your answer now, Ted,” said Beth and she started to stand up.

Ted wiped the sweat from his brow.  He was super nervous.  He took a deep breath.  Then he nodded his head.  “I agree,” he said softly.

—v—

Beth walked into the registrar’s office.  She walked up to the meek looking woman in the pink skirt suit and the matching sky-high heels.  The woman’s toenails were painted a pale pink which matched her suit; they stuck out the front of her sandals.  She wore dangly silver earrings in her ear.  On her ring finger was a gorgeous wedding ring with a three diamond setting.

“Hello,” said Beth.

“Hello, Miss,” said the woman.

“I need you to change the registration information on a student,” said Beth.

“I’m not supposed to do that.  You know that,” whispered the woman unhappily in protest.

“I know, but you will.”

“Honey, I can’t.  I could get into a lot of trouble.”

Beth glared at the woman.  “You can and you will,” said Beth firmly and she grabbed the woman’s hand and slid the ring from her finger.  She handed it back to the woman and pointed to the inscription, which read:  “To my obedient husband.”  Then she smirked smugly at the woman.  “Don’t make me tell mom that you disobeyed me!”

The woman suddenly seemed to shrink.  Her shoulders slunk and she cast her eyes downward toward the floor.

“I’m sorry,” said the woman.  “Who is the student?”

“His name is Ted Bradley,” said Beth.

The woman moved to the computer and pulled up Ted’s information.  “What is the new name?”

“Change his name to ‘Candi Bradley’... with an ‘i’, and make him a girl.”

The woman typed in the new data.  “Done.”

Beth leaned across the counter and kissed the woman on the cheek.  “Thanks, dad!”

With that, Ted’s life had changed forever.  All he needed to do now was pass the initiation.

—v—

Ted walked into the room.  His high-heeled sandals clicked sharply against the hardwood floor as he tottered his way into the room.  His tight black floor-length evening gown rustled loudly as it caught his legs as he moved forwards.  His long, dangly earrings jingled, giving off a bell-like sound.  The smell of his perfume followed him.  And his rock-hard dick bounced against the confines of the cage in which it was trapped.  He hadn’t touched it in days.

Beth followed Ted into the room.  She wore a red evening gown and open-toed silver high-heeled mules with very high heels.  In her hand, she carried a black paddle with the logo of a fashion designer on it that Ted did not recognize.  It was a designer for whom she had interned and would soon work.

As Ted entered the room, Beth steered him toward the middle of the room where a ring of candles stood chest-high.  Standing between each set of candles was one of Beth’s entourage.  Each wore a black evening gown and strappy high-heeled sandals.  The only immediately noticeable differences between them was the color of their hair.

Ted walked to the center of the circle and waited nervously.

“State the name you are surrendering,” said Beth as she moved behind Ted.

“My name was Ted Bradley.”

Beth ran her hand over Ted’s rear.  “State the name you have been given by me for the outside world,” said Beth.  This was the name by which he was now registered as a student.

Ted felt his knees go weak.  Saying this name made him feel weak and effeminate.  It actually bothered him, but he was stuck with it for at least a year.  “My name is Candi Bradley,” said Ted and he blushed.

“Now state the name by which you will be known within my circle.”

Ted liked this one even less.  “Candi Panties,” he said.

“Grab your knees, Candi Panties,” said Beth.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ted did as he was commanded and he bent over and placed his hands on his knees.  It wasn’t easy balancing like this in the tall heels he wore and the tight dress to begin with.  To now bend over, as Beth wanted, with his rear sticking out and his hands on his knees, made balancing even harder.  And it was about to become harder yet.

“Prepare for your initiation,” said Beth.

“I am prepared, Mistress.”

Beth swung the paddle in the air and brought it down right next to Ted.  This was just a warning shot.

WHOOOSH!

“Are you prepared to submit completely to your Mistress in all things?” asked Beth.

“I am, Mistress,” said Ted.

Beth raised the paddle high in the air and brought it down hard against Ted’s rear.

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!

Ted almost fell over from the impact.  In fact, he ended up shuffling forward about three inches with each foot before he caught himself.  He quickly resumed the stance he was required to hold.  That’s when the stinging pain from the paddle strike made its way to his nerves and made his rear feel aflame.

He didn’t have time to think about it.

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!

Ted cringed, but held his stance.

“Are you prepared to give yourself to your Mistress body, mind and soul?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!

Ted felt his knees buckle and the pain in his rear was intense.  His rear was pulsing and red.

“Are you prepared to do anything I command, without question?” asked Beth.

“Yes, Mistress.”

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!

Ted struggle to remain standing.  He couldn’t believe how hard Beth was striking him.  He had assumed this ceremony would be largely faked, but apparently Beth intended to make the level of commitment she would demand quite clear.

“Are you prepared to prove that tonight?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!

Ted’s knees finally buckled and he fell to his knees.

“Stay down,” ordered Beth.  “And get on all fours.”

Ted tried to spread his legs as best he could in the tight dress, but that wasn’t very far.  He then leaned forward and placed his hands on the floor.  Beth lined up the paddle and let fly.

“Count them off!” ordered Beth.

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!  CRAAAACK!!  CRAAAACK!!  CRAAAACK!!

She struck him ten more times with the paddle.  Ted counted each blow:  “One Mistress— two Mistress— three Mistress—” and so on.  By the tenth blow, tears were pouring down Ted’s face.  Beth then kneeled down and ran her fingers over Ted’s burning hot rear.

“Are you ready to prove your loyalty?” asked Beth.

Ted furrowed his brow.  “I thought the paddling was the test?”

Beth smirked.  “No.  That was just the warm up.  Are you ready for the real test?”

Ted choked back his tears.  “Yes, Mistress.”

Beth smiled.  Then she pointed to the first member of her entourage.  This was Marcie the senior.  Marcie wore a gorgeous black dress with a plunging neckline and high-heeled sandals which were black with silver edging.  Marcie’s toenails were painted silver.

Marcie walked over to where Ted remained on his knees.  Marcie then crouched down and grabbed the hem of the black dress she wore, which hung so low it tickled the tops of her toes.  She then slowly rose again and worked the dress up her legs as she did.  As she did, she exposed her incredible legs, her stockings and her panties.  She then lowered her panties and let them drop to her ankles.

Ted’s jaw dropped.

When Marcie lowered her panties, she exposed something Ted never expected to see:  another cage just like his!  And inside the cage was a throbbing hard-on... just like his!

“You’re a man?!” gasped Ted.

WHOOSH CRAAAACK!!

“Silence!” growled Beth.

Ted cringed.  His tears returned.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said through gritted teeth.

Beth came around to where Marcie stood and she grabbed the device.  She placed a key in the device and opened it.  She then pulled the device away and Marcie’s dick sprung out into the open.  It was hard and free.  Ted watched all of this in shock.  He had never suspected that Marcie was male and it stunned him to discover the truth.

“Get her off,” said Beth to Ted and she pointed to Marcie’s dick.

Ted started to protest, but one look from Beth shut him down.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Ted.

“Do a good job too.  Marcie better be satisfied.  This is the first time I’ve let her out all year, and I probably won’t let her out again for some time, so you better make it worth it,” said Beth.

Ted knew what he needed to do, so he took a deep breath and he leaned forward.  Marcie’s hard-on was now millimeters from his lips.  He could smell its musky smell.  He could feel the warmth coming from it.  He could almost sense it pulsing and throbbing in anticipation of its first moment of freedom in months.  This would be difficult, he thought.  So he drew his mind to a blank and let himself imagine that he really was a woman.  He’d never imagined that before, but he tried it now.

It didn’t work.

He wasn’t a woman.  He just loved dressing in women’s clothes and pretending to be a woman.  And he had no interest in men.  He shook his head.  “I can’t put that in my mouth,” he said.

“I didn’t say you needed too.  You can use your hand.”

Was that any better, wondered Ted?  He thought it was.  He closed his eyes and wrapped his fingers around Marcie’s hard shaft.  He began stroking.  As he did, Marcie’s eyes closed as well and he began to breathe erratically.

“More!  More!” said Marcie.

Ted moved faster.

Marcie moaned again.  “More!”

Ted moved faster yet and he pulled harder.  As he did, he began to feel Marcie’s dick throbbing in his hand, it was throbbing in a rhythmic motion now which told Ted that Marcie was about to squirt.  So Ted pushed just a little bit harder.  Marcie moaned once more, stopping in mid-word.  His body became tense.  His back arched.  Then white hot fluid shot out all over Ted’s hand.

Beth laughed.  “I think you’ve satisfied one, Candi.  Now let’s see how you do with Sarah and Terri.”  Beth snapped her fingers and Marcie stepped back to the candle circle.  In the meantime, Sarah and Terri stepped right up to Ted and both pulled up their dresses.  They too had dicks, which surprised, but no longer shocked Ted.

“They’re all males?”

“Of course,” said Beth as she unlocked both males.  “I like surrounding myself with men.  I just prefer they dress a little differently and that they know their place, as you will learn yours.”

Ted took a deep breath.  This was a shock to him, but he could handle it.  He looked at Sarah and Terri and their large, hard dicks.  He took each in one hand and started stroking.  Within seconds he felt load after load of their hot juices pouring out over his hands.  It felt like a gallon of fluid.

Everyone was finally spent.  The boys returned to the candle ring and stood there as Beth locked each back in his cage.  She then kissed each after locking them in.  After she kissed each, they pulled their dresses back down in place and smoothed them out.  Meanwhile, Beth came over and stood before Ted.

“Lick my toes as I speak,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Ted.  He leaned down further and started licking Beth’s toes through her high-heeled sandals.

“You have done as I asked and proven your worth to me.  You may now join my circle of friends.  You no longer live for yourself, you live for me.  It is your duty to love me and to obey me in all things.  You will be my friend, my lover, my servant, my slave and my toy as I see fit.  Do you accept these obligations?”

“I do.”

“Do you give yourself freely and completely to me?”

“I do,” said Ted.

Beth crouched down to Ted’s level.  She kissed him on the lips.  “Welcome to my toy box, Candi Panties
.”

Ted blushed.

—v—

Ted couldn’t believe how his life had changed.  From that first day when Beth came on to him in the lecture hall to today, everything had changed.  He had spent three years at the school, two of which he dressed as a woman and lived as Beth’s entourage.  He never finished school because Beth got a job as a fashion designer in Paris and she took him and the other boys with her.  Ted now spent his days dressed as a sexy French maid taking care of Beth’s mansion and acting as her personal servant.  He now went by the name Candi Panties full time.

Every year around the beginning of summer, Beth would let him out of his cage.  She would then ask him if he wanted to continue as her feminized servant or if he wanted to move on.  When he told her that he wanted to stay, she would let him squirt and then lock him back up.  Interestingly, Ted, now Candi, never once thought about leaving.  In fact, as the years passed, he found himself to be happier and happier in his new feminized life.  He felt loved.  He felt cared for.  He felt complete.

What more could a girl want?

The End.


Book Two
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Chapter One: “Trapped and Blackmailed”

—v—

It was love at first sight when Diane met Cameron, at least for her.  Unfortunately, this blinded her to Cameron’s worst traits.  Thus, while she saw Cameron as dedicated, loyal, hardworking and driven, the truth was rather different.  The sad truth was that Cameron was a playboy.  He had little loyalty, no compunction against fooling around, and he was more than happy to let Diane do all the work of providing for their family.  He was also more than willing to lie to maintain the illusion with which Diane fell in love.

But life has a way of revealing truths and settling scores, as Cameron was about to discover.

—v—

Cameron was in the middle of making the biggest mistake of his life.  Indeed, this was a life-changing mistake.  While his wife worked, Cameron had come home to play.  Play with what?  With their maid Jessica, of course.

“Come on, baby,” said Cameron and he pinched Jessica’s butt, causing her to scurry away playfully.

“You’re a married
 man!”

“Not while my wife is at work, and right now, she’s at work,” said Cameron.  He knew that his wife Diane would be gone for another three or four hours at work.  “We have plenty of time.”

He tried to corner Jessica.

“But it’s not right!” said Jessica and she squeezed past him to the open spaces of the living room.

He followed.

“Oh, it’s so very, very right.  You’re just too sexy to resist!”

“I don’t try to be,” she said.

This wasn’t true, of course.  The fact was that she was a natural tease and she had teased him for months now by doing suggestive things as she worked.  She would, for example, drop things right before Cameron, and then show him her panties beneath her short black skirt when she bent over to pick them up.  She would shake her butt too.  In the sexy maid costume she wore, those moves were irresistible.

In fact, her costume was another tease.  Few real maids ever wore high heels when they worked, but she did.  They had open-toes too to show off her painted toenails and slingbacks to suggest easy access.  She would often make a big deal of adjusting the slingback straps or sliding her foot into and out of the shoes suggestively.  It made Cameron think of undressing her.

Her stockings were impractical too and ended in garter straps that were just visible beneath her skirt.  The hem of her dress ended at her upper-thighs, which made it impossible for her to work without showing her panties.  The collar on her dress was far too low as well.  It showed a lot of cleavage, more than enough to let Cameron watch her breasts jiggle.  There were even times he could see the tops of her areolas just peeking out, and her breasts always seemed in serious danger of bursting out into the open; Cameron desperately wanted to slide his dick between them.

All told, this was more of a costume than a dress, but she wore it for a particular reason.  She wore it because it excited her male customers and that meant raises and gifts.  She did not wear it because she wanted to have sex with them.  To the contrary, the one thing she absolutely did not want was to be touched by those same men.  She knew that sometimes she needed to put up with it, but she didn’t like it.  To her, this was just a job and flirting made it more profitable.

Cameron, however, saw this differently.

Jessica aroused Cameron incredibly.  She had enormous breasts, a delicate pretty face, an hourglass figure, firm legs and gorgeous toes and fingers.  Her jet black hair danced around her shoulders and her pouty lips screamed “kiss me!”  All of this turned Cameron on intensely and it made him unbelievably horny.  It made him so horny that he often masturbated after she left.  Lately, however, he decided that he wanted more, and he began to pressure her to have sex with him, as he was doing now.

Normally, Jessica wasn’t very responsive to this, but today would be different.  Today, Jessica had a very specific reason for agreeing to Cameron’s request.

“We should go to the bedroom,” said Cameron.

“I’ve already cleaned the bedroom.”

Cameron put his hand on her breast and squeezed.  This made his dick super hard and it began to throb.  She pushed his hand away, but he quickly grabbed her shoulder and pulled her toward him.

“Then we can do it here,” said Cameron and he kissed her neck.

“Do you really want to do this?” asked Jessica.

“Absolutely.”  His hand returned to her breast.

Jessica took a deep breath.  It was time.  She turned to face him and forced a smile upon her lips.  She ran her fingers with their red-painted fingernails up his chest.  She seductively twisted her ankle back and forth as she balanced her foot on her toes.  Then she grabbed a lock of her hair and ran it between her lips.

“Do you really think I’m sexy?” she asked.

“More than I can say!”  He kissed her neck again and squeezed her breast.  He was breathing hard and his dick was pushing so hard against his slacks that Jessica could see it.  “I want you so badly.”

“I want you too,” she said.  “But are you sure about your wife?”

“Absolutely.  She works late.”

Jessica smiled coyly.  “Maybe we could play just a little.”

Cameron smiled at her.  He then took her hand and led her to the bedroom.  Once there, he wrapped his arms around her and kissed her.  She had leaned her head back, however, and he ended up kissing her throat.  She felt his warmth against her body and his strong hands squeeze her soft breasts.  She felt his hand run up beneath her skirt and tickle her lips through her panties.

“Oh yes,” gasped Jessica, but she immediately backed off.

“What’s wrong?” asked Cameron.

“Nothing.  I’ll be right back.  Why don’t you get undressed,” she said and she disappeared into the bathroom.  She returned a moment later, having taken off her uniform and stripped down to her lingerie and high heels.  She walked across the room to the bed, where Cameron was already naked.

Cameron didn’t notice Jessica set her phone on the nightstand.

She climbed on top of him and straddled him with her legs.  Cameron reached up and fondled her breasts.  He released her left breast from her bra.

“You’re amazing!” he said.

“Are you sure your wife won’t be home soon?” asked Jessica loudly enough to be picked up by the phone’s recorder.

“She won’t be home for hours.”

“Tell me you want to have sex with me,” she whispered in his ear.

“I want to have sex with you!” he exclaimed.

Jessica smiled.

Cameron then grabbed his dick and stroked it with his right hand.  Jessica pushed his hand aside and took over for him.  She stroked it slowly at first and then faster.  Cameron looked giddy.

“Do you love me?” she asked.

“Of course, I love you.”

“Am I sexy?”

“You’re amazingly sexy!” exclaimed Cameron.

“More sexy than your wife?”

“Absolutely.”

Jessica stroked him even faster.

A moment later, Cameron took his dick in his hand again.  He used his other hand to push away Jessica’s panties, exposing her pussy.  He then aimed his own dick for her opening and tried to shove his dick inside.  Jessica slid forward at the last second, however, so that he missed.  It only appeared that he had penetrated her.  Then she began bouncing up and down on him.

She was moaning.

“Oh Cameron!  Take me!” she exclaimed.

Cameron wasn’t sure what she was doing, but he leaned back and enjoyed the show.  He figured he would enter her in a moment whenever she was finally warmed up.  He was in for a surprise, though.

Jessica suddenly leaned forward and kissed him on the lips.  She said, “That was fantastic, baby!”  Then she rolled off him and grabbed her phone.  “Hold on, baby,” she said as she pulled up a video and ran through it until she was sure it included everything she wanted.  Specifically, she wanted to be sure that the video appeared to show them having sex with it appearing that Cameron had entered her pussy and caused her to climax.  And that is exactly what it looked like.  Moreover, Cameron’s face was crystal clear in the video.

She smiled... she had him
.

“What’s going on?” asked Cameron.

“Say, Cameron,” said Jessica as she leaned back.

“What is it, baby?” he asked and he tried to kiss her, but she stopped him.

“You’re never going to guess what just happened!” said Jessica gleefully.

“What is it my love?”

“I just taped us having sex!”

Cameron froze.  Had he heard that right?  Had she said she had taped them having sex?!  “Uh... you what?”

“I just taped us having sex!  Well, at least, I taped us appearing
 to have sex.  Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Are you serious?” he demanded.

She ignored him and continued her point:  “Well, it’s wonderful for me, but probably not so much for you.”

“What’s going on here?!”

Jessica laughed and sat up on the edge of the bed.  “It’s blackmail, Cameron.  What do you think this is about?”

Cameron’s jaw dropped.  “Blackmail?!”

“Do you want me to spell it out for you?” asked Jessica.

“I don’t understand.”

“Blackmail!  Either you give me what I want or I’ll share this video of us having sex with your wife.”

“You’re lying!”

Jessica smirked and hit play on the video on her phone.  She held it up for Cameron to see.  He could see everything.  His jaw dropped even further.  He was in deep, deep trouble.

“What do you want?” he asked cautiously.

“That’s the interesting thing—”

“I don’t have any money!” blurted out Cameron.

“Oh Cameron, don’t lie.  I see how much money you have—”

“It all belongs to my wife!”

“Then that’s all the more reason for you to fear me turning this over to your wife, isn’t it?” asked Jessica calmly.  Her tone was actually surprisingly calm.  In fact, she was speaking to Cameron about blackmailing him in the same manner she might discuss a pleasant lunch she had with her mother.

Cameron was not so calm.  “I’ll have you arrested!” he blurted out.

Jessica giggled.  “Oh Cameron, think this through.  You can’t afford to go to anyone, not the police, not your wife, not anyone.  You really have no choice but to give in to my demands.”

There was an uncomfortable silence which lasted nearly thirty seconds before Cameron spoke.  In the meantime, he considered what had transpired and what his options were.  Sadly, Jessica was right, he had only one option:  comply.  If Diane saw that video, she would divorce him before the video ended.  He would lose everything, including all the access to the money Diane was now bringing to the family.  His playboy lifestyle would be over.  That idea sent a shudder down his spine.

“All right... what do you want from me?” he finally asked.

“Nicely done, Cameron.  Very nice,” said Jessica.  “Very submissive, as it should be.  You’re handling this well now.  Just keep in mind that I have you by the balls.  If you do exactly what I tell you, then everything will turn out fine, but if you don’t, then things will go wrong for you very quickly.”

“I understand,” said Cameron.  His mouth was dry and he was trembling.

“As to what I want, it’s not what you think.  I don’t want money or property or anything like that—”

“I won’t leave my wife!” blurted out Cameron.  “I love her!”

Jessica snickered.  “First of all, don’t flatter yourself.  No one has asked you to leave your wife; a relationship with you is the last thing I want.  Secondly, if you really loved your wife, then you wouldn’t be in this predicament, would you?  So don’t try to lie to me, Cameron.  I know you too well.”

Cameron looked confused.  “Then what do you want?”

“Haven’t you figured it out yet, Cameron?  For months now, you’ve humiliated me, leered at me, groped me, and assumed my body was yours just because you hired me as your maid.  What I want is simply.  I want to return the favor.  I want to humiliate you, leer at you, grope you and use your body for my own fun without you being able to do anything about it.  I want you to feel how I felt.”

Cameron wasn’t exactly sure what this meant.  Did it mean she planned to have sex with him, or did she mean something worse?  He didn’t know and that made him nervous, but he knew he had no choice but to agree at the moment.  “What do I need to do?”

Jessica smiled.


Chapter Two: “In The Clutches Of The Maid”
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Cameron slid his foot into the high-heeled shoe.  He cringed.  He couldn’t believe he was doing this.  He took a deep breath and bent over and buckled the strap.  Then he repeated the same motions with the other shoe.  The shoes were uncomfortable, even just sitting, but they fit.

“Now stand up and let me see you walk,” said Jessica.

Cameron ground his teeth, took another deep breath, and stood up.  Or at least, he tried to stand up.  As he rose to his feet, he began to wobble and immediately crashed right back down into the chair.  He pursed his lips and tried again.  This time, he took more care in making sure to establish his balance on the way up.  It worked.  He got up and he stayed up, even though he needed to steady himself with the chair.

“This is really hard,” he said.

“Is this your first time in heels, sweetie?” asked Jessica condescendingly.

Cameron shot her an annoyed look.  “What do you think?”

“I think you better drop the attitude or Mrs. Cameron is going to find out all about what you’ve been doing.”

“Fine,” said Cameron.

“Now walk across the room.”

Cameron took his first step.  It went well initially, but as he tried to take his second step, his ankle buckled beneath him and he nearly fell.  His next step went better, as did the one after that.  Soon enough, he was walking across the room and back with little fear of falling.  He wasn’t graceful, not by any definition, but he could walk.

“Wow, this hurts my toes!” he complained.

“It will hurt more than that soon enough,” said Jessica.  “Heels can get very uncomfortable.  But a little pain is the price of beauty for most women.  Welcome to the club, girly boy!”

Cameron furrowed his brow.  “I’m not some girly boy,” he growled.

Jessica laughed.  “You sure look like it to me!”

She took Cameron by the arm and walked him over to the full-length mirror which hung from the closet door.  He couldn’t believe how he was dressed, or that his dick was rock hard because of it.  From bottom to top, or perhaps top to bottom is more appropriate, he wore a lace maid cap, a black maid’s “uniform” which was more of a costume, tan stockings and open-toed black pumps.  Beneath the uniform, he wore a black garterbelt, black panties, and a padded black bra.

He felt ridiculous.

He didn’t look ridiculous, however.  To the contrary, he looked rather feminine.  In fact, the only two things keeping him from appearing entirely feminine were his eyebrows, which had not been touched in any way and were very male, and the rock hard dick jutting up beneath his maid costume.

“Come with me to your bedroom,” ordered Jessica.

“Why?”

“Because you have things you need to do.”

“Like what?” asked Cameron.

“Why am I explaining myself to you, sissy boy?” growled Jessica and she took Cameron by the hand and marched him off to his and his wife’s bedroom.  Once there, she ordered him to strip himself naked again.  Then she ordered him to get into the shower.  Once there, she handed him his razor and his shaving cream.  “Shave your legs and your chest.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Do I look like I’m kidding?” she asked sourly.  “Now do it!”

Cameron glared at Jessica, but she only smirked back.  He had no choice but to do this.  She knew that, so did he.  So his glare was just an expression of his impotence ultimately.  And this was proved a moment or two later, when he took the shaving cream and lathered up his legs and his chest.

“What is Diane going to think about this?” he asked himself.  “I better think of a great story.  ‘Gee, honey, the maid made me do it after I banged her’ isn’t going to work.”

He kept shaving.

Cameron sighed as he watched the last of his hair wash down the drain.  “It will grow back,” he told himself.

“Now step out of the shower and dry yourself off,” said Jessica.

Cameron did as commanded and he stood in the middle of the room as Jessica circled him, examining his body for stray hairs.  She ran her fingers all over his body and looked carefully wherever she wanted.

“You got most of the hair, but I expect a closer shave in future,” she said.

“Future?”

“Yes, future.  We’ll be doing this again.”

“Whenever I feel like it.  You’re at my beck and call now, girly boy,” said Jessica with a laugh.

Cameron shuddered.  This was starting to become a serious problem.

“Now come with me and I’ll do your nails.”

The naked, hairless, erect Cameron reluctantly followed Jessica back into the bedroom, where she made him sit in his wife’s vanity chair.  She then opened a vial of dark red nail polish and got to work on his fingernails.  The smell of the polish filled the room.

“Oh look at that, your nails are so pretty!” said Jessica with a giggle.

Cameron said nothing.

“I think you should thank me,” added Jessica.

Cameron scoffed.  “Thank you?!  For what?”

“For the beautiful nails.  For letting you act out your deepest desires.”

“These are not my deepest desires!”

Jessica wrapped her hand around his rock-hard dick.  “Really?” she asked incredulously.  “I’d say your little dick tells a different story.  Your dick says you love being my sissy maid.”

“I don’t—”

“Don’t even try to deny it,” said Jessica dismissively.  “You like being my little toy, that’s obvious.  Well, it’s a good thing for you, girly boy, because that’s your future until I say otherwise.”

“What does that mean?” asked Cameron nervously.

Jessica laughed.  “It means you’re going to be my maid until I say otherwise.  Now put your heels back on and then let’s get you dressed.”

Cameron didn’t move.

“Well?” asked Jessica.

Cameron still didn’t move.  He was trying to contemplate how this would all end.  Did she really intend to make him into her sissy maid for the foreseeable future?  He couldn’t allow that.  But how would he get out of this?

Jessica exhaled angrily.  “What did I tell you about misbehaving?”

“You said to obey you and that I better act like I like it,” he replied mechanically.

“That’s right,” said Jessica.  “Because if you don’t, then you will be punished.”  As she said this, she pinched the head of his exposed dick and shook it for several seconds.  This caught Cameron by such surprise, and his dick had been so primed to squirt for so long now all day, that when she started to shake it, it spewed his juices into her hand and all over his lap.

Cameron was mortified.

“Bad boy!” she exclaimed.

“I’m sorry,” said Cameron.  “It was an accident!”

Jessica, without missing a beat, jammed her palm into his face and made him lick her palm clean.  Cameron did so before he even realized what he was doing.  When he realized what that salty, sticky, messy substance was, he felt like he would throw up.  He’d never tasted his own juices before and it was nasty!  He tried to pull his tongue away but Jessica held her palm to his face until he finished.

She laughed.

“What a sissy!  I can’t believe you did that.  You just lapped up your own juices like it was candy!”

“I didn’t do it intentionally!  It was a reflex!” he protested.

Jessica laughed even harder.  “So you’re a reflex cumsucker, are you?”

Cameron’s face turned bright, bright red.  He felt utterly humiliated.  Even worse, his dick was hard again a moment later.

“I guess you like being a little sissy dick sucker!”

Cameron cringed.

“Well, get dressed Prince Cumsucker, it’s time to have more fun,” said Jessica.

“Get dressed in what?”

“In your maid uniform again.”

Cameron hung his head.  The last thing he wanted to do was to get dressed again in the uniform, but he apparently had no choice, so he rose and he picked up the uniform.  Jessica stopped him.

“All of it... lingerie, heels, panties, dress.  Now get dressed.”

And so he did.
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Cameron smoothed his maid’s dress and crouched down one more time to make sure the straps were buckled on his high heels.  These shoes were black with a thin, sharp three-inch heel and only a few straps across the toes and one around the ankle.  They offered very little support and they were very difficult to walk in... at least, for a beginner.  That’s why he wanted to make sure they were as tightly strapped to his foot as possible.

Meanwhile, Jessica pulled a couple pair of handcuffs from the same bag in which she brought the dress and heels Cameron now wore.  She had planned ahead for today for quite some time.

“Lean over the arm of the loveseat,” said Jessica.

“Do what?”

“Lean over the arm rest on the loveseat.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so, girly boy!”  Jessica took another photo of Cameron as a reminder of the source of her power.

Cameron cringed.  He was already in her power completely, but it still bothered him when she took more photos.  He took a deep breath and walked over to the loveseat.  He wondered what this was about.

“Now bend over it,” said Jessica.

Cameron pursed his lips, but did as he was told.  He carefully laid his abdomen across the loveseat armrest.  Fortunately, it was padded, though the arm below it was a decorative metal frame.

“Now stretch out your arms,” said Jessica.

“This is silly,” said Cameron, but did as instructed.  He felt like Superman in drag as he reached his arms out as far as he could toward the other side.  He came within inches of being able to grab the other arm.

Jessica then threaded the first pair of handcuffs through the arm.

Cameron immediately jerked back his hands.  “What are you doing?”

“I’m going to cuff your hands.”

“No way!” exclaimed Cameron and he struggled back to his feet.

Jessica rolled her eyes.  “Are we really going to do this again?”

“I don’t want my hands cuffed together!”

Jessica shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t really care what you want.  I want this and it’s going to happen or I’ll text the video of you and me and all the photos I’ve collected since then to Mrs. Girly Boy.  The choice is yours.  What will it be?”  The look in her eyes told Cameron she wasn’t bluffing.

Cameron broke into a cold sweat.  He had no choice, not if he wanted to save his marriage, which he did for several reasons.  Still, this sounded risky.  He would be completely at her mercy if he did this.  But then, wasn’t he already?  And what choice did he really have.

“You have three seconds,” said Jessica.

“Fine, I’ll do it,” he said reluctantly.

A moment later, Cameron felt like he’d been sentenced to death when he heard the clicking sound of those handcuffs wrap around his wrists.  Then, to make matters worse, Jessica spread his legs and cuffed his ankles to the frame of the loveseat.  He was now stuck, with his arms and legs cuffed to the loveseat, his legs spread wide, his rear pointing up in the air all exposed, his balls hanging freely below him in the panties, and his arms entirely incapable of defending any part of him.

Jessica laughed maniacally.

Cameron began to sweat.  His forehead was damp.  His body trembled.  His heart raced.  Meanwhile, Jessica watched with great joy.  She was enjoying his obvious nervousness more than words can say.  She felt surprisingly turned on by this, even though she didn’t like Cameron at all.

“You look scared,” said Jessica.

Cameron ran his tongue over his teeth.

“Is that a yes?” she asked with a laugh.

Cameron still said nothing.

“Maybe you should be scared,” she said.  “After all, who knows what I might do to you?  Maybe I’ll just walk out and let your wife find you like this.”

Cameron felt his stomach drop.  He hadn’t thought about that.  That would be a disaster!

She continued:  “Or maybe I’ll call some big burly man over here to fill your sissy hole with his huge dick.”  As she said this, she flipped up his skirt, pulled down his panties below his balls, and ran her finger around the edge of his crack.  “Would you like that?  I think I would.  I’d love to see some macho man’s juices pouring out of your sissy ass.”

Cameron was beyond nervous at this point.  He was genuinely terrified because he suddenly realized that she could do anything
 she wanted to and there was nothing he could do to stop her.  He couldn’t believe how helpless he felt.

“Oh lookie here,” said Jessica.  She had reached beneath him and grabbed his hard dick.  “Somebody’s super hard.  You must like the idea of having man juice dripping out of you.”  She laughed.  She then grabbed his balls and moved them around gently in her hand.  “Maybe I’ll just cut them off!”

Cameron felt like he might pass out.  “What do you want?” demanded Cameron in a broken voice.  He wanted to change the conversation.

“I told you.  I want to humiliate you.”

“Well, you’ve done it!  Please let me go!” he whined.

At that comment, Jessica laughed.  Then she grabbed her purse and she started toward the door.  “Give my best to your wife!”

Cameron’s eyes shot wide open.  He felt a sense of panic rising up inside himself.  Was she really leaving him to be discovered by his wife?  How would he ever explain this?  His wife had never shown the slightest interest in bondage and he certainly had no interest in cross-dressing, so what would she make of this?  How would he explain it?  He opened his mouth to beg Jessica not to leave... but then another thought struck him.  Wasn’t it better to face his wife like this than face whatever Jessica had in mind next?  She seemed to be contemplating some very horrible ideas.  He didn’t know.  All he knew was that he had a horrifying decision to make with no right answer and he only had a few seconds to make it.

It was made for him.

“Just kidding,” said Jessica with a laugh.  “I want to have some fun with my pet.”

Cameron, strangely, breathed a sigh of relief.

He probably shouldn’t have.

Jessica walked back over to Cameron.  She opened her purse and pulled an enormous dildo from it.  It was shaped like a large, black dick.  She lubed it, but only lightly as she wanted this to hurt a bit, and then she aligned the dildo with his crack and she shoved it in.  The tip of the dildo slipped into his hole and forced its way past his clenching muscles.

He had been penetrated.

“Ahhhh!!” screamed Cameron inside his head.  He had never had anything inside him before and now there was a massive plastic dick thrusting its way through him.  He felt a combination of pain, pressure and pleasure.  The pain was most pronounced, however.  Indeed, it felt like the dick was ripping his ass apart, splitting him in two.  At the same time, it filled him so completely it felt like he would explode.  The pressure was so great he instinctively thrust himself forward to escape this monster dick, only he had nowhere to go.  He just had to absorb it.

“Oh my God!” he exclaimed.

Jessica snickered.  “Not quite... just a dildo.”  She pushed harder.

He winced and tensed up.  The pain was sharp, the pressure intense.

“You like that, girly boy?” asked Jessica cruelly.

Cameron had clenched his jaw and didn’t respond.  All he could do was hiss as he struggling with the idea that his ass was being ripped apart.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

Cameron nodded his head.  He felt the pressure of the invading dick pushing through his bowels, thrusting him forward.  He felt his muscles tighten.  His ears popped.  His dick throbbed too.  He hadn’t even known it was hard until that moment.

“How does that feel, girly boy?”

Jessica felt the dick hit its point of resistance, so she backed up.  It began to retreat from his ass, which made Cameron feel all the pressure being reversed.  It felt like a snake being sucked out of his body as it slithered backwards.  This was the most bizarre, uncomfortable feeling he had ever felt.

A moment later, the pressure was gone.

His dick began squirting all over his panties, though he didn’t notice.

Jessica then moved forward again.  Once more, the dick invaded his ass.  The pressure returned.  His muscles ripped apart.  He felt instantly sore.

“Ahh!” he gasped through his clenched jaw.

This time, Jessica moved faster.  She pushed the dick straight to its maximum point of invasion, and then she stopped.  She leaned forward and whispered into Cameron’s ear.

“This is your life now, girly boy.  I’m going to make a woman out of you.  I’m going to ride you every day until you can’t get it up without a big, huge dick inside you!” she said with a laugh.

“What the hell is going on!!
” came the voice of Cameron’s wife Diane.

Everyone froze.


Chapter Three: “In The Clutches Of His Wife”
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“What the hell is going on!!
” screamed Diane.

She was furious!  She had come home early from work and was shocked to find their maid apparently molesting another maid in their living room.  She stormed over to kick the maids out and send them packing when she realized that she recognized the bottom maid.

Her mind turned into a black cloud of lightening and rage.  Not only had she caught her husband in the act of fooling around, but she had caught him fooling around while wearing a maid costume and with a dildo shoved up his ass!

“You pervert!  What the hell do you think you’re doing!” screamed Diane.

She ranted and raved and even threw one of her high-heeled shoes at him.  And the whole time, she refused to let him change or even remove the dildo.  As for Jessica, she ordered Jessica out and told her never to return.

“Get out you tramp!” she screamed and she threw her other shoe at the door as Jessica closed it behind her.

Diane returned her attention to her husband, who remained bent over the loveseat with his ankles and his wrists still cuffed and the dildo sticking out his rear.

“You son of a bitch!” she exclaimed.  “You cheating son of a bitch!”

“Honey, I’m sorry!”

“Don’t you dare speak to me, pervert!”

She grabbed the base of the dildo and shook it angrily.  This made Cameron shudder and tremble and cringe as the dildo smacked around inside him.  Meanwhile, words like “adultery” and “divorce” poured from his wife’s mouth with unbelievable venom.  She was to the point that she was no longer thinking straight.  She spoke in half-sentences and much of what she said sounded like she was only sharing part of her thoughts.  It was clear, however, that she was thinking hard about kicking him out and removing him from her life.

Cameron, on the other hand, could do nothing but stand there and hope that she eventually released him... and stopped jamming him with the dildo.  He felt vulnerable and exposed as it was and this feeling got worse with each passing second as Diane’s anger seemed to increase.  What’s more, her talk of divorce made him sick.  To be frank, he thought he had found the perfect setup here.  He had a wife who was gorgeous to look at, even if he didn’t feel all that much for her.  She was good in the sack too.  Even better, she was never home, which gave him free rein to fool around.  Moreover, she was dedicated to her job and she brought in most of the money their family needed.  That let him relax and not take his own job too seriously, which gave him the time to play around.  All that could be vanishing now.

“This is bad,” Cameron told himself.

His mind turned over the possibilities, but realistically, there were none; he was trapped and he knew it.

“She’s got me over a barrel.  She could divorce me and not a court in the world will help me.  Heck, she could just expose me in this damn dress and that would probably ruin my life!”

That thought made him cringe, and he hoped she didn’t realize it.  In the meantime, he fully understood that once she stopped ranting, he would need to give her whatever she wanted to make this right.

He had no other choice.

It took Diane nearly half an hour to calm down enough that the shouting stopped and she began listing her demands for how he would set this right.  She still had not released him and by this point his ass and his feet were screaming in pain.  Unfortunately for Cameron, as his wife slowly regained her calm, she also began to think bigger.  She would not be satisfied with a simple apology.  Indeed, she was very angry and very hurt and, as she listed her demands, they began to grow.  It soon became clear that she wanted to hurt him as deeply as he had done to her.  She wanted to humiliate him.

“Things are going to change, Cameron,” she growled.

“I know.  I’m sorry, honey.   I’ll do whatever you ask,” he said, trying to placate her and hopefully reduce her anger.

It didn’t work.  She was already too deep into her revenge fantasy.  She had something terrible in mind.  “Yes, you will, Cameron.  You’ll do everything I tell you or I’ll divorce you, it’s that simple.  And do you know what else?”

Here it came.  “What?”

“I’ll expose you,” she said and she stepped back and took photos of him in the dress with the dildo sticking out her rear.  She then shook the dildo again, which again made him cringe, especially as his ass had become very sore from having the dildo in it this long.

“Please don’t do that!”

“If you don’t want me doing that, then you better learn to obey.”

Cameron swallowed hard.  “I will,” he said reluctantly,

Diane picked up the two high-heeled shoes she threw and she calmly replaced both on her feet.  She smoothed her pencil skirt.  She then ran her hand down her husband’s back to the dildo.  She didn’t touch it however.  Cameron looked shrunken and timid, whereas she felt dominant and powerful.  She had to laugh.

“Oh Cameron.  All right.  Here’s how things are going to work from now on,” she said authoritatively.  “From now on, you will follow all of my orders.  Do you understand?  All of them
.”

Cameron nodded his head.

“I expect you to acknowledge all my orders verbally,” she added.

“Yes, dear,” said Cameron meekly.

“No Cameron, you don’t get to call me ‘dear’ anymore.  From now on, you will call me ‘Mistress.’  Got it?”

Cameron blushed.  This was humiliating.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said and he felt a sickly tingle race down his spine.

“Next, from now on, you will wear whatever I tell you.”

This confused Cameron.  Where had this come from?  He usually dressed quite nicely, even around the house.  “Wear what you tell me?  Why?”

“Don’t question me, Cameron.  Your role from now on is simply to obey me.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Cameron reluctantly.

“As I said, you will wear what I tell you.  And I will cut through the suspense now and tell you that since you forced me to get rid of Jessica, who was an excellent maid despite the obvious problem, you will be taking her place.  That means you will do all the cleaning and cooking from now on,” said Diane with a smirk.

Cameron cringed.  The last thing he wanted was more chores.

“Well?!” demanded Diane when Cameron didn’t speak.

“Well what?”

Diane slapped the dildo, which sent a short, sharp shock racing up Cameron’s spine.  “Have you forgotten how to address me already?  Acknowledge my order!” she growled.

“I’m sorry, Mistress
,” he hissed through clenched teeth.

“Better.  Now tell me you understand my command that you will take Jessica’s place.”

“Yes, Mistress, I understand.”  His teeth were still clenched and his rear pulsed.  His toes and arches hurt too in the heels.

“Of course, I expect you to dress the part too.”

“What do you mean?” he asked suspiciously.

“I expect you to dress as Jessica dressed to do her duties.”  Diane tingled all over at the feeling of the sense of power racing through her as she said this.  She could feel the humiliation this would create inside her husband and she relished it.  “You will dress as a maid, Cameron!
”

Cameron looked sick.  “But I can’t!”

Diane laughed.  “Can’t?  Cameron, I came home to find you dressed as a maid.  You’re still dressed as a maid.  Don’t even try to tell me that you can’t dress like a maid.  You obviously like it!”  As she said this, she reached beneath his skirt on the underside and grabbed his erection.  “Like I thought.  You’re hard as a rock at the idea!”

Cameron blushed deeply.  “Dea—  Mistress, honestly, this wasn’t my idea.”

“Doesn’t matter, Cameron.  That’s how things are going to be.”

There was a moment of silence during which Cameron realized again that he had no choice but to comply.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said reluctantly.

“As for the rest of the conditions, first, I expect you to quit your job.  From now on, your role in life will be as my maid.  You will become dependent upon me.  I will reinforce that in other ways as well.  As I said, you will obey any order I give without question.  Failures will be punished with anything from a simple reprimand to a physical punishment to exposure.  Don’t try me, Cameron.”

Cameron swallowed hard.  This sounded bad.  But as bad as this sounded, the alternative sounded worse.  “No Mistress, I won’t.”

“Good,” said Diane.  “Don’t think I won’t punish you either.”  She paused.  Then she chuckled.  “In fact, let me provide you with a little sample of what you can expect if you misbehave.”

SLAP!

Diane’s hand came crashing down against her husband’s rear, just missing the dildo that continued to stick out of his rear.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

Three more blows followed.  These blows were hard enough to sting and make Cameron’s rear burn hot and red.  With the pain from the dildo sticking inside him so long, they were nearly intolerable.  They were also humiliating enough that he felt particularly weak and pathetic being spanked by his wife.  This was not a good moment all around and he would remember it whenever he thought about misbehaving over the coming weeks.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

Four more blows landed.  The pain was intense, especially inside him where his muscles strained against the dildo.  Fortunately, his wife stopped after these.  His ass was hot and red.

“Remember that,” said Diane.  She then walked to the door.

“Mistress?!  Uh, aren’t you going to unlock me?”

Diane looked at him and smirked.  “Eventually.”

With that, she left to have dinner at her favorite restaurant.  She would not come back for several hours.
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When Diane returned from the restaurant, she uncuffed her husband and told him to follow her.  She made him strip naked with the intent of making him shave his body and then paint his nails, only to discover that Jessica had already done that to him.  So instead, Diane plucked his eyebrows way past the point they appeared male and then she applied makeup to his face.  After that, she put him into lingerie and back into the high heels Jessica had put on his feet.

His feet were still sore from earlier.

The panties she gave him to wear were tiny, pink and made of silk.  Cameron ran them through his fingers.  Putting them on would be humiliating, but he would do it.  He had no choice.  Interestingly, Cameron was hard the entire time.  Diane found this amusing; Cameron found it humiliating.

“I see you like the idea,” said Diane.

Cameron blushed.  “Not really,” he said and he hurried up and slipped the panties up his legs to hide his hard dick.  When the panties covered his hard-on, his wife squeezed the tip of his erection with her fingers and laughed cynically.

He cringed.

“You clearly love panties, sissy boy,” said Diane.

Cameron shook his head like a child.  This made Diane laugh.

“Yes, you do,” she said and she squeezed his erection.  “You can’t really deny it.  This won’t let you lie.”

Diane went to the hallway and grabbed several shopping bags she had left there.  She returned a moment later with the bags.  Cameron waited pensively for whatever came next.

“I did some shopping after dinner,” said Diane.  “I wanted to be sure we had enough clothes in your size to get started.  Take these to the living room.”  She handed the bags to Cameron.

Cameron took them and carried them to the living room.  His dick swung back and forth inside the non-supportive panties as he walked down the hallway in the heels.  They echoed off the hardwood floors.  The sound reminded Cameron of his feminized situation.

“Now go get the rest of the bags from my car,” said Diane and she held up her keys. 

An ice cold shudder ran through Cameron.  The idea of going outside terrified him and he wanted to protest, but he knew better.  He knew he had no choice but to do what Diane wanted for now, no matter how horrible it may be.  He also knew that fighting her would only make things worse.  He had an idea though, so he took a deep breath and he nodded his head.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said and he turned toward their bedroom.

“Where are you going?” asked his wife coldly.

“To grab a shirt and some pants before I go outside.”

“Did I say you could do that?”

Cameron froze.  “But—”

“I’ll tell you when you can change, and I haven’t told you that you can, have I?” asked his wife.

His jaw dropped.

“But people will see how I’m dressed!  They’ll see my heels!  They’ll see my panties and my dick!” protested Cameron.

“Yes, they might,” said Diane coldly.  “But that doesn’t matter.  You’ll go outside exactly like you are!  And if you don’t want them seeing your dick, then don’t get hard just because you’re wearing panties!”  She paused.  “As for the rest... I suggest you hurry.”

Cameron’s face turned bright red at the thought of being seen.  That was the last thing he wanted.  He absolutely did not want to go outside the house dressed like this or in anything feminine.  He looked to his wife one more time to appeal to her, but he saw nothing but anger and rejection.  She didn’t even say another word.  She didn’t need to.  She had already spoken and that was the end of it.  Cameron sighed.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Cameron nervously.

Cameron took a deep breath, felt a shudder run down his body, and then reached for the door.  His red-painted fingernails mocked him as they turned the doorknob.  He worried what the neighbors would say when they saw him.  He imagined himself racing to his wife’s car on the unstable heels with his dick flying back and forth as they slowly gathered around him, pointing and laughing.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” he said to himself.

His heart pounded.  He wiped the sweat from his brow.  His dick throbbed in his panties.  A wet spot was forming from all the precum that had dribbled out over the past few minutes.

“I need to do it,” he tried telling himself.  “Just do it.”

“Step on it, Cameron,” said his wife.

Cameron closed his eyes, turned the knob and stepped out of the house.  He was outside... outside
... in high heels and panties with an enormous hard-on standing straight up beneath his panties.  A moment later, he opened his eyes.  There was no wall of neighbors pointing and laughing.  There was just his wife’s car, parked at the farthest end of the driveway possible, and the sound of a single dog barking down the street.

“If I move fast, I can get everything inside before anyone looks outside!” he told himself.

Cameron tottered as fast as he could toward his wife’s car.  His high heels clicked off the concrete of the driveway mocking him:  CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!
  It seemed loud enough to attract everyone, though that could just have been his nerves.  All Cameron knew for sure was that whenever he heard that sound, he looked, so he assumed others would too.

He felt sick.

Meanwhile, Diane had stepped out onto their porch.  She watched her feminized husband race, if you could call it that he was so slow, to her car.  When he approached the car, she hit the button on her key to unlock the doors and the trunk.  Only, she didn’t.  She hit the wrong button.

The car alarm went off!

WOOT WOOT WOOT WOOT WOOT WOOT WOOT WOOT WOOT!!

Cameron panicked and started racing back toward the house.  He knew the alarm would bring the neighbors and he could not be outside in the driveway, dressed like this, when that happened.

“I’m sorry, Cameron,” said Diane disingenuously with a snicker as she turned off the alarm:  WOOT WOOT WOOT BEEP BEEP!!
  “I can’t imagine how I made that mistake!”  She clicked the key again and the trunk opened.  “Now you can get everything.”

Cameron was still in panic mode.  He assumed the neighbors were coming and he wanted to get inside the house.  As he approached the door, however, it seemed rather obvious to him that Diane wasn’t going to get out of the way.  Hence, continuing toward her would only land him on display on the porch and he would then be required to make the long humiliating walk back to the car.  He decided the smarter risk was to turn around and to try to get the bags a quickly as he could.

“Gotta move faster,” he told himself.

So far, he had been lucky:  none of the neighbors even looked outside, much less came outside.  Of course, that didn’t make him feel any more comfortable.  To the contrary, he felt like they were all watching him.  He wanted to disappear so badly.  He shook all over.  He wanted to scream, but he knew better.

“Stay calm!  Need to get through this,” he told himself.

Cameron reached the trunk and opened it.  He grabbed the bags.  He could barely grab them all at once, but he managed.  He wasn’t going to stay outside any longer than he needed to be.  With the bags in hand, he tottered back inside.  This was really hard in the heels and he almost lost everything twice.

He was shaking.

“Good,” said Diane when he returned.

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Cameron as he set the bags down.  His heart was racing and he was breathing hard.  He trembled all over.  This had been an incredibly difficult experience for him.

Diane smirked.  “Don’t forget the bags in the back seat too.”

Cameron almost cried.
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A few minutes later, Cameron had all the bags in the foyer.  He had not been seen.

“I’m going to get a few things from the bedroom,” said Diane.  “Why don’t you pour us both some drinks and then we’ll meet in the living room?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Cameron.

Cameron started for the living room.  His heart was still racing from his adventure outside and he struggled under the weight of all the packages because of his heels; this wouldn’t have been a problem except for the heels.

Diane watched him go.  She snickered.  Then she called out:  “Oh, and Cameron, as you wait for me, I expect you to stand until I allow you to sit.  Maids don’t just sit down without permission.”

Cameron’s face burned with a mixture of anger and shame.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said through gritted teeth.

“Good girl,” she said mockingly.

Diane let her husband wait about fifteen minutes in the living room.  She knew that the humiliation of standing, waiting for her, would be driving him crazy.  She also knew that the heels would be doing their magic on his feet.  By this point, his toes were feeling crushed, his arches burned and his calves felt tight as rock.  He was struggling both physically and emotionally to remain standing as she walked into the room.

“I see that your little maid friend put you in some sexy heels,” said Diane.

Cameron didn’t respond.

Diane raised an eyebrow and angrily said, “Answer me!”

“Yes, Mistress, she did.”

“The trouble is that they aren’t all that high.”  As Diane said this, she made her way over to one of the bags from her car.  She reached inside and opened a shoebox that rested at the bottom of the bag.

Cameron, meanwhile, looked down at his high-heel encased feet.  The heels on these shoes seemed very high to him.  Of course, he had no history wearing heels, so he couldn’t be entirely sure.

“Wear these,” said Diane and she tossed her husband the shoes from the box.

Cameron caught them and almost lost his balance in the process.  He looked down at the shoes.  They were black high-heeled sandals with more than a five-inch heel, a half-inch platform, an open toe and an open back.  He felt himself deflate.  Wearing these would be much more difficult even than the ones he wore now.  His limited experience in heels already told him that.

“This is going to be a problem!” he told himself.

Cameron sat down on the couch and set the shoes on the floor before him.  He unbuckled and removed the heels he wore and set those aside.  After that, he slid his feet into the new shoes.  Even before they were buckled, he could tell they would be much more difficult than the prior ones.  Cameron stood up.  He made it.  It wasn’t easy and he needed to use the couch to steady himself, but he was standing.

“How do women wear these things?” he asked rhetorically.

His wife answered however:  “With difficulty.  We wear them because men want us too, which is the same reason you will be wearing them... because that is what I want and from now on, you will be doing whatever I want.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Cameron meekly.

Diane picked up her drink and sipped it.  She looked at all the bags Cameron had set on the floor.  “I’ve changed my mind.  I want you to place these in the guest room,” said Diane.

Cameron sighed to himself.  This would be harder in the higher heels.  Because of that, he decided it made more sense to make three trips out of this rather than trying to take all the bags at once.  So he picked up a third of the bags and he started down the hallway.  He moved a good deal slower than before.  His heels sounded sharper too against the floors.

CLICK! THUD! CLICK! THUD! CLICK! THUD! CLICK! THUD!

“I love how your heels echo,” said Diane with a laugh.

Cameron shuddered.

“Yes, indeed.  What better sound could there be to remind us both of your new station in our house.”

Cameron blushed, but still said nothing.  What could he say?  The sound of his heels said it all for him.

CLICK! THUD! CLICK! THUD! CLICK! THUD! CLICK! THUD!

Diane laughed again.  “Yes, indeed.  I’m going to love hearing that sound.”

Cameron felt deeply humiliated, though much worse was yet to come.
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When Cameron finally got all the packages to the tiny spare bedroom, Diane ordered him to put the clothes into the closet and the drawers, as appropriate.  She then sat down on the bed and watched him work.  She sipped her drink, crossed her legs and lazily swung her leg as she watched.  She let her high-heeled pump dangle from the ends of her toes.  She always did that when she felt horny and right now she felt super horny.  This surprised her because she had been so angry at Cameron that she never expected to feel sexually interested in him again, but clearly, humiliating him was turning her on sexually.  She would need to explore this.

“Make sure you put it all away with care,” said Diane.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Fold it all nicely too.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

As Cameron opened bag after bag, he started to get a sense of just how many maid dresses, stockings, high heels and how much lingerie and panties his wife had bought.  There must have been six complete outfits as well as some other feminine clothes for other occasions.  She clearly meant for this to continue for some time.  That made Cameron feel very sick.  He had hoped this punishment would last only a day or two and then she would tire of it.  Apparently, that would not be the case.

“Where should I put the shoes, Mistress?”

“Put them on the floor for now.  We’ll get you a rack you can put them in when we start decorating your new room,” replied his wife.  She shook her leg a little more wildly as she said this.  Her pussy was becoming wet and slick.

“My room?!” exclaimed Cameron.  This statement caught him by surprise.

Diane laughed.  “Of course.  Unlike you, I won’t sleep with the maid.  This will be your room from now on.”

Cameron looked around the tiny room... the smallest room in the house.  “This?!”

“Yes.  Is there a problem?” she asked coldly.  She was all but daring him to respond.  Cameron realized this and slowly backed down.

“No, Mistress.  There’s no problem,” replied Cameron sheepishly.

Diane rose from the bed and looked through the clothes.  She pulled a black maid’s uniform from the closet.  It had a matching white pinafore-style apron on the front and white lace trim around the shoulders and collar.  Its hem stopped mid-thigh on Cameron and it would give a view of plenty of cleavage, if Cameron had any.  Ultimately, this was more of a sexy maid costume than an actual uniform.  And that would make it rather humiliating to wear this.  But Cameron knew there was nothing he could do about it.

“Put this on,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Cameron took the dress and slid it over his head.  Once again, he was dressed as a maid.  He felt ridiculous, especially in the higher heels.

Diane looked him up and down.  She smiled.  He looked properly sissified and that thrilled her.  Now she had one more surprise and then it was time to put her maid to work!

“I got you something else as well,” said Diane.  She grabbed a bag she had not given to her husband to unpack.  From the bag, she removed a box.  From this box, she removed a black device shaped like a curved dick with a stopper on one end.  She then took a tube from the back and poured a clear lube over the dick.

“What is that?” asked Cameron pensively.

“Since you clearly like a little anal play, judging on how hard your dick was with that dildo inside your ass, I decided to get you something to let you experience that same feeling all day long!”

Cameron’s jaw dropped.

“Bend over,” ordered Diane.

“But I’m still really sore!”

“Doesn’t matter.  Bend over!”

Cameron hesitated, but one angry look from his wife changed that.  He immediately bent over and spread his legs for stability.  Diane then lifted his skirt up onto his rear and pulled his panties down below his cheeks.  Next, she lined the plastic dick up with his rear and she slowly shoved it inside his still-sore ass.

“Ah,” gasped Cameron as the large dick sunk into him.

His ass was on fire.  It still felt intensely sore from the enormous dildo Jessica had rammed inside him and which his wife left there for several hours.  He could barely sit at this point without wincing because he felt so raw.  And now his wife had jammed another enormous dick into his ass.  He could barely take the pain.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

Diane slapped his ass in quick succession.  This made the butt plug shake about, the pain of which actually brought Cameron to his knees.  Standing over him, his wife then leaned down and whispered into his ear:  “That’s how you made me feel.  Now it’s your turn.  Be good and this will all end.  Disobey me and this is only the beginning.”

“I’m sorry,” exclaimed Cameron.  “I will obey you!  Please don’t do that again!”

“If you don’t want me to do that again, then you better act like the sissy maid I want.  Got it?  Cameron is gone.  Camilla is born.”

And indeed, (s)he was.


Chapter Four: “To All The Girls He Loved Before”

—v—

For the next few days, Diane and Cameron got used to their new roles.  This meant that Cameron spent his days and night dressed as a female maid in dresses, high heels and lingerie.  He did the cleaning, the cooking and the laundry.  When she didn’t have him working, Diane put him through training in everything from how she expected him to act as her maid to basic lessons on how to act like a woman.  For example, she taught him to walk in heels, the finer points of wearing dresses, the ins and outs of laundry, the basic skills needed for cooking, and how to curtsey.

Cameron hated every second of it.

Diane initially had mixed feelings.  Part of Diane still saw Cameron as her husband and wanted to reconcile, but the majority of her was too hurt and too angry for that.  After all, she had caught him in the act with their maid!  And every time she started to feel just a tiny bit of leniency or started to waver in her desire to see this through, she would remember the moment she caught him with his ass in the air and Jessica kissing him on the back of the neck.  That would make her blood boil and any thoughts of leniency would be immediately forgotten.  There could be no leniency.

Indeed, what he did was unforgivable on so many levels and he needed to be taught a lesson.  And as far as Diane was concerned, dressing him as her maid and humiliating him with forced femininity achieved that perfectly.  Hence, each day only reinforced to her that she was on the right track and seeing Cameron as her maid rather than her husband was becoming the natural order of things.

In any event, whatever misgivings or second thoughts she may have had vanished a few days later when she cleaned out their desk in the study so she could take over managing the family finances.

Diane dumped the last of Cameron’s garbage into the bag.  She couldn’t believe how much junk he had just tossed into the drawer.  It was no wonder he could never balance the checkbook.  Fortunately, she would be doing that now herself, and she would do it right.

Suddenly, Diane spotted something dark sticking to the top of the drawer.  She just saw the very edge of it.

“What’s this?” asked Diane.

She grabbed the item and pulled it free.  It turned out to be a small black journal.

“I had no idea Cameron kept a journal!”

She flipped it open hoping to see some discussion of their relationship and how important she was to him at some point.  It wasn’t that though.  To the contrary, she was in for a shock.  Page after page of the “journal” had a girl’s first name at the top, typically a different name on each page though sometimes they repeated, and a phone number.  Sometimes, below the phone number was written specific dates or notes like “allergic to roses.”  Then there was a “star” system at the bottom, rating each woman on a scale of one to five stars.

“What is this?” wondered Diane, though she already knew.

In fact, it was already obvious to Diane what this booklet was and what it meant.  This booklet was Cameron’s contact journal for all the women he had slept with since they had been married.  She realized that last part from the dates.  In fact, he slept with the first woman in the book, a Krista, four days after their honeymoon... four days after their honeymoon!


Her blood began to boil.

“I can’t believe this,” she growled.

It was bad enough to have caught him fooling around with the maid, but to now discover that he had slept with at least two dozen other women was unbearable.  Whatever tiny goodwill she still harbored for her husband vanished in that instant.  She was now determined to punish him to the full extent of her ability and in the most appropriate manner, and that meant taking away his manhood.

She rose from the chair.

“Where is that unfaithful husband of mine!” growled Diane.

She went to find Cameron.
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Diane stood before her husband.  Her hands were on her hips.  Her legs were spread as wide as her tight skirt and towering heels would allow.  She looked fierce.  She also looked angry.  Her sissified husband was on his knees before her.  He had been cleaning the floor with a scrub brush when she stormed right over to him.  Her heels cracked against the Italian tile like cannons as she approached.  This intimidated him somehow.

“Are you almost done with the floor?” she asked coldly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I hope it’s clear to you now what your position is,” she said.

Cameron nodded.  “Yes, Mistress.”

“Then say it.  Tell me what you are now.”

“I’m your maid,” said Cameron reluctantly.

“Not just my maid, but my sissy
 maid.  Isn’t that right, sissy boy?” asked Diane harshly.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Cameron submissively.

“Than say it,” she commanded.

“I’m your sissy maid,” he said softly.

Diane folded her arms across her chest and tapped her foot.  “So tell me, sissy maid
:  how many women did you actually sleep with during our marriage?” asked Diane.  Her tone was harsh, but surprisingly calm.  Cameron had no idea what was going through her mind at the moment.

“Just the maid... Jessica,” he lied.  He looked down at his wife’s feet as he said this.

“Is that so?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You swear you are being truthful?”

Cameron nodded his head.  “Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you swear on your balls that you are telling the truth?”

Cameron bit his lip.  “What’s going on here?” he wondered.  In any event, he nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Diane crouched down next to him and grabbed his balls from behind.  “So you’re telling me that if you’re lying... if you slept with more than just Jessica, then I can rip these tiny things off you?”

Cameron swallowed hard.  He hesitated.

“Answer me or I just might rip them off now,” she said and she gave them a small yank.

Cameron was drowning in nerves, but he kept up the lie:  “Um, yes, Mistress.  She was the only one.”

Diane chuckled and yanked on his balls.  “Snip!” she said.  Then she rose to her feet, pulled the little black book from her pocket and held it up for her husband to see.  “Explain this,” she said calmly.

A wave of fear raced over Cameron.  His wife had caught him.  He immediately realized that more lies wouldn’t help.  He was trapped.  He took a deep breath and said, “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Diane laughed.  She said nothing however.

“What are you going to do, Mistress?” asked Cameron nervously.

“I’m going to fix
 the problem,” said Diane.

With that, she ordered her husband to remain on his knees as she went to the kitchen and prepared a bag of ice.  She also grabbed a bag from the trunk of her car, which was parked in the garage, which contained a special item she had bought only a few days ago.  She was just waiting for the proper moment to use it.  This was that moment.

“What is she doing?” asked Cameron nervously.  He debated fleeing, though he had no where to go, no money to get him there and no male clothes to wear on the trip.  He was stuck.

A moment later, Diane returned.  She walked up behind him, lifted his skirt, exposing his dick inside his panties, and dumped the bag of ice into his panties.

Tom almost jumped to the ceiling.

“What is that?!” he wailed and he fell to the floor and yanked the bag of ice out of his panties.  He pulled down his panties and examined his dick.  It was tiny and shriveled and frozen.

“It’s ice.”

“Why would you do that?” he demanded.

Diane now examined his shrunken dick herself.  “That’s why,” she said.  Then, in one smooth and swift motion, she did something Cameron could not see because she blocked it with her hands.  He couldn’t feel it either because his dick was numb from the ice.  All he heard was clicking.  And as she pulled her hands away, and Cameron got his first look at what she had done, he realized that she had locked his dick inside a metal cage.  She had literally trapped his dick inside a metal cage!

“What is that?” he blurted out.

“That is a chastity device,” said Diane.

“A chastity device,” repeated Cameron incredulously.

“Yes.  From now on, you’ll need my permission if you want to ejaculate,” said Diane and she chuckled.  “If I don’t unlock you, you cannot touch yourself, you cannot masturbate, and you cannot even pee standing up.  I have taken away your balls, Camilla
.”

A shiver ran down Cameron’s spine at being called by a girl’s name.  He was floored.  Was any of this true?  Was it really happening?

“This can’t be real,” he said aloud, though he meant it for himself.

“Oh, it’s very much real.”

Cameron suddenly felt an urgent need to rip this device off.  He grabbed it and started yanking on it, but it didn’t budge.  All he was doing was causing himself pain as he yanked on it.

Diane laughed.  “You can’t pull it off.  You can’t open it either.  Only I can remove it.  And to make that happen, I have to use a key... a key that I’ve hidden in a safe place.”

Another cold shiver raced down Cameron’s spine.  He suddenly felt weak and submissive.  He also realized he could do nothing about this.  So he let go of the device.  He glared at his wife.  “Why?”

“Why?!” exclaimed Diane.  “You fool around with two-dozen women and you dare ask me why I lock up your damn dick?!”

Cameron blushed.

Diane laughed cynically.  “All right, I’ll tell you ‘why.’  Call it insurance to make sure you’re a good girl,” she said.  She then leaned closer to her husband’s ear and she whispered:  “You’re going to be a good faithful sissy from now on.  No more fooling around for you... no more women.  Your days as a playboy are done.  No woman will want a man in a dress who can’t even touch his own dick.  Think about that, Cameron.  You’re as good as a eunuch now.”  She smirked and slapped Cameron in the face with the little black book.  “I should make you call your girlfriends and show them.”

Cameron shuddered.  He felt completely emasculated... though he was greatly relieved she hadn’t actually cut off his testicles.

“Oh, and one last thing... I’m not kidding when I say you can’t stand to pee anymore, so don’t try.  If you make a mess on my floor, I will
 cut off your balls.  From now on, you sit, girlfriend
.”

Cameron cringed.  He took her claim very seriously and that terrified him.  He felt sick.  But he would feel even worse when it truly sunk in that he could no longer even touch his dick anymore.  For all practical purposes, he no longer had one... his wife had taken it away.

There was more to come still.

—v—

Diane waved the little black book in the air before Cameron’s face again.  “Of course, if you think you’re getting off that easily, then you have another think coming.”  She tossed him a pair of handcuffs.  “Cuff your wrists through the arm on the loveseat, just as you did for Jessica.”

Cameron swallowed hard.  This didn’t sound good.

“Now!” growled Diane.

Cameron reluctantly tottered over to loveseat.  He was deeply worried about what could come next.  Nevertheless, he threaded the handcuffs through the left arm and then laid himself over the right arm.  He could barely reach to click the cuffs onto his wrists, but he did it.

Diane then came up behind him and she cuffed his ankles to the leg of the loveseat as well.  She then flipped up his skirt and pulled down his panties.  She then stepped out of the designer high-heeled pumps she wore.  She picked one up and held it firmly in her hand.  She zeroed in on his rear and took a practice swing

Whoooooosh!

“There are twenty-three women in your book,” said Diane coldly.  She raised her shoe and brought it down hard against Cameron’s rear.

CRACK!

It hurt.  Diane pulled no punches in swinging that shoe and where it landed instantly felt red and puffy and it stung.

CRACK!

CRACK!

Two more blows landed.  These hurt even more.  Each blow seemed to cause a cumulative amount of pain and it just kept getting worse.

CRACK!

CRACK!

Two more blows landed, each landing harder than the last.

CRACK!

CRACK!

By this point, Cameron’s rear was starting to bruise.  Diane kept landing her blows with deadly accuracy in the same location, dead center on his crack, which was already spread open by the wide stance he maintained.

CRACK!

CRACK!

The blows kept coming.  Cameron winced and cringed and shuddered with each.  He was struggling under the stinging blows brought on by his wife.  He begged her to stop.

“Honey, please!  I can’t take any more!!  I’m sorry!”

“Twenty-three women, Cameron, twenty-three!”

CRACK!

CRACK!

“I’m sorry!  I’ll never do it again!  I swear!”

Diane laughed angrily.  Tears appeared in her eyes.  “Oh, I know you won’t,” she exclaimed and she kept raining blows down upon her husband.  She kept raining blows down upon him until she reached twenty three.  Then she dropped her shoe to the floor and slipped her feet back into her shoes.  She then took the huge dildo Jessica had left in his ass, which she now stored in a nearby drawer, and she jammed it back inside him as far as it would go.

Every muscle and nerve in Cameron’s butt screamed in agony.  He felt such intense pain that he thought he might pass out.

“I’m sorry,” he squealed.  His ass was bright red and inflamed.

Diane curled her lips into a snarl as if she was about to say something nasty.  But she didn’t.  Instead, she turned and walked away, leaving her husband stuck over the loveseat with the dildo in his ass.  He would sleep that way.  And when she woke him in the morning, he could barely walk and he definitely couldn’t sit... not for two days.

—v—

For the rest of the week, Cameron behaved very sheepishly around his wife.  He had been trapped, defeated and emasculated, and he didn’t want to do anything to make his situation worse.  Unfortunately for him, Diane had no such thought.  She was actively looking for ways to add to his discomfort and humiliation.  The newest ideas she instituted to make that happened included corset training, which she believed would reshape his body to be more feminine, a strict diet to bring his weight down and reduce his muscles, and a complete grooming routine which involved hair removal.  She even pierced his ears.  She was even considering hormones to try to eliminate his dick.

In the meantime, she planned a special humiliation for him.

Cameron knew something was going on, but he didn’t know what.  It was Friday.  Diane had come home early from work only to race off to the store.  That was unusual.  Even more unusual, before she left, she cuffed Cameron to his bed so he couldn’t leave his bedroom.  She returned an hour later and was busy doing something in the kitchen and the living room.  He didn’t know what.  After half an hour, he finally heard her approach.

She wore white slacks, tan wedge-heeled sandals with a cork heel, and a mint sweater with three-quarter length sleeves.

“Time to get ready,” said Diane and she uncuffed him from the bed.

“For what?” asked Cameron.

Diane glared at him.

Cameron dropped his eyes to the floor.  “I’m sorry, Mistress
.”

“That’s better.”

“For what am I getting ready, Mistress
?”

Diane chuckled.  “You’ll see.  Now get dressed in your pink uniform.”  The pink uniform was the most decorative he had.  Or, said differently, the pink uniform was the most sissyish.  It was bright pink with white lace trim.  The skirt stood straight out and was supported by several inches of crinoline.  Diane typically made him wear it with white stocking too, which always made him feel like a child, and white high-heeled sandals.  The dress had puffy sleeves and a low-cut front to expose lots of cleavage.  In the past, he had none because he was a man, but with the corset he actually did appear to have small, budding breasts.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Cameron.  He was nervous about what his wife had planned.  Why did she need to run to the store?  Why had he been restricted to this part of the house?  He would find out soon enough, but did he want to?

When Cameron was dressed, his wife took him to the living room.  As she had done so many times before, she cuffed him over the loveseat arm.  Cameron dreaded this because it typically meant hours of pain in his rear and in his feet and legs.

“Please don’t stick the dildo inside me!” he thought.  But he would have no such luck.  Once Diane had him completely immobilized, she stuck the usual dildo in his ass.  Then she did something unusual... she tied a blindfold over his eyes.

Like that he waited.

...and he waited.

Cameron felt sick waiting for whatever it was his wife had planned.  He hated being tied up like this.  For one thing, it was very humiliating.  For another, it was very uncomfortable.  It made his legs and feet intensely sore.  Not only was he standing in heels for hours, but he was standing at an angle that made the heels even harder to wear.  And when she then jammed the dildo in his ass, that made his rear sore as well.  The worst part, however, was not knowing how long this would last or what she would ultimately do to him.  He’d spent the night like this on two occasions already, and she might even make it go longer than that for all he knew.  That meant he couldn’t prepare himself mentally for how long he would need to endure.  Even worse was not knowing what she would do.  Would she play with the dildo?  Would she spank him?  Or would she just leave him like that and, if so, for how long?

He took a deep breath and braced himself for a long wait.  At least his rear wasn’t as sore today.

About an hour later, Cameron’s worst fears came to life in the form of a doorbell chime:  Dingggggg Donggggg
.

“Oh my God!” thought Cameron.  No one apart from Diane had seen him dressed as a woman yet, and he was not prepared in any way for that to change!  And he certainly didn’t want anyone see him like this!  He prayed this was just a solicitor.

It wasn’t.

“I wonder who that could be,” said Diane with a chuckle.  “Are you expecting anyone, Camilla?”  She winked at her feminized, immobilized husband.

“No Mistress,” said Cameron.  His mouth was dry.  His nervousness was growing fast.

“Then I guess I better go see who it is!” said Diane.

She rose from her chair and took the blanket that was folded in the corner of the couch.  She showed it to Cameron.  She then tossed the blanket over her husband, covering him up.  She giggled as she did.

“Stay very still, dear.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Diane then she walked to the door.  Cameron heard her walking.  He also heard her open the door.  He heard a woman’s voice.  Then he heard them walk to the kitchen.  They spoke for several minutes; he had no way to know how long.


Dingggggg Donggggg
.

The doorbell rang again.

“What?!” thought Cameron.  “How can there be another person at the door?  That can’t be a coincidence!”

CLICK CLICK CLICK!! CLICK CLICK CLICK!!

He heard Diane’s heels racing to the door.  Then he heard her open the door.  He heard another female voice.  They exchanged greetings and discussed something.  Then he heard them walk to the kitchen.

CLICK CLICK CLICK!!

CLICK CLICK CLICK!!

A moment later, the doorbell rang again.


Dingggggg Donggggg
.

“What is going on?” asked Cameron.

CLICK CLICK CLICK!! CLICK CLICK CLICK!!

Here came Diane again, racing to the door.  Cameron heard her open the door once more.  Then he heard another female voice, followed by the two women walking off to the kitchen.

CLICK CLICK CLICK!!

CLICK CLICK CLICK!!

For the next few minutes, Cameron heard a group of female voices talking and laughing in the kitchen.  By his count, there must have been four women in the kitchen plus his wife.  He wondered who they were and he worried that Diane had plans involving him.  In fact, that idea terrified him and made him tremble all over.


Dingggggg Donggggg
.

The doorbell rang again.

“This is insane!” declared Cameron.

Once again, Diane came to the door.  This time, it sounded like there were three or four women on the other side of the door.  Again, Diane invited them in and then took them to the kitchen.  Another four followed less than two minutes later, and three more after that.

At that point, something happened that really frightened Cameron.  As the main group remained in the kitchen laughing, giggling and talking about something, a smaller group escaped to the living room.

Cameron froze.  He had no idea if they could see him or not.  He wasn’t sure how they could miss him actually, but he hoped they couldn’t.  And up to this point, he seemed to be lucky.

Meanwhile, the doorbell rang again... and again.  Cameron lost track, but soon enough the kitchen was abuzz with a throng of female voice, all laughing, talking and giggling.  At the same time, a small group had gathered in the living room and they were talking.  He felt intensely on edge, especially with small groups of women periodically venturing out into and out of the living room.

“How have they not seen me?” asked Cameron.  “Diane must have covered me better than I realized.”

Suddenly, Cameron heard his wife’s voice.

“Ladies... ladies... let’s go out to the living room,” she said.

Cameron felt sick.  What was she bringing them out to him?

A moment later, he heard a large crowd of women walk across the tile floor in the kitchen and onto the carpet in the living room.  It sounded like a stampede of high heels.  Once they reached the living room, they seemed to spread out around the room, though none of them came to the loveseat.  And as the women settled around the room, Diane came over to Cameron and placed her hand on his back.

“Oh no!” thought Cameron.  “What is she—”

Before he could finish his thought, however, his wife ripped the blanket off his body.  Cameron’s heart stopped!  He had been exposed!  He nearly passed out from shock.

The room gasped.

And then, an instant later, his wife ripped off his blindfold.  Cameron could now see these women for the first time.  “Oh my God!” he screamed inside his head... he recognized them all
.  Somehow, his wife had invited all the women he had had affairs with to come see him!  Every woman from his little black book was here.

He passed out.

—v—

Cameron awoke to the most unpleasant feeling.  Each of the women Diane had gathered to observe him, all former lovers of his, had gathered around him and were examining his body.  The smell of perfume was everywhere.

“Oh my!  He’s completely hairless!” said one.

“Is his dick smaller?” asked another as she shook his chastity device.

“Why is it in that cage?”

Two jiggled the dildo in his ass.  “Do they sell bigger ones?”

“Is that a wig?  No, it’s his real hair!”

“Look at his nails.”

“I never thought he was like this!”

And so on.

Eventually, Diane took control over the situation again and she agreed, or actually encouraged, the other women to pose with Cameron as she took their photos for them.  She laughed at the irony of each of these women having a photo with the feminized man they had once had an affair with.  It seemed like a fitting revenge for Diane that Cameron would know about those photos.  She figured that the humiliation would drive him crazy, and she was right.  That would indeed eat at him for years to come.

When the women were done, Diane proposed a game.

“Obviously, no one can touch his dick because of his device.  As far as I’m concerned, he no longer has it.  I’m even thinking of having him snipped.  But that doesn’t mean you can’t make him squirt
.  I’ve read about this online, but I haven’t tried it myself yet.”

“What’s the game?” asked Karen Cole, a leggy blonde.

“Each of you gets a chance to work the dildo in his ass.  You have twenty seconds to do whatever you want to try to make him squirt.  The first person to make him squirt gets a special reward,” said Diane.

“What kind of reward?” called one of the women.

Diane scratched her chin as she thought for a moment.  Then she had an idea.  “The winner gets to borrow him for a complete day to act as their personal maid!” said Diane.

A huge buzz passed through the crowd followed by cheering.  A moment later, the women drew cards from a deck to determine the order.

They began.

Some pushed so hard it hurt.  Some pushed so lightly that it tickled.  Some sent him into ecstasy.  Others sent him the other way.  One after another, they went, each playing with the dildo that stuck out off his rear like it was a joystick for a videogame.  Cameron had never felt so humiliated or so used in his entire life.

Eventually they all had their shot and a second round was begun.  By that point, Cameron’s ass was inflamed and his ego was bruised.  He was so humiliated he wanted to scream, but it would only make things worse.  He knew he just needed to grin and bear it, but he couldn’t.  He couldn’t take it anymore and he was getting ready to beg to stop when a particularly skillful brunette found a way to tap him just right.

“There you go,” she cooed as if she were talking to a baby.

Cameron felt his balls stir.  Then he blew a fountain of fluid out his dick all over the floor.  He never felt an orgasm though.  His face instantly turned bright red with shame.

No one in the room would ever forget that moment.


Chapter Five: “Failed Rebellion”

—v—

Cameron had enough.  It was the day after his coming out party to all of his former affairs and he could take no more humiliation.  It was just too much.  What’s more, he feared that he really would end up becoming Camilla if he stayed any longer; he was already losing his masculinity in many ways, physically, mentally and emotionally, and this seemed to him to be becoming a very real possibility.

When all this started, the reason he didn’t flee was that he had nowhere else to go and he originally hoped Diane would get over her desire to feminize him after a few days.  He figured he could put up with anything for a little.  But now it was becoming clear she intended to take this much farther than he could let her and there were no signs she planned to stop.  That changed the math in his head.  Before, he was afraid to leave because he didn’t want to start fresh, especially when he figured this was a short term thing.  Now, he knew better.  Because of that, he was now willing to risk it all by starting over fresh somewhere else just so long as he was still a man.

There were problems with his plan, however.

“How will I get the chastity device off?” he asked himself.

This was the primary problem.  So long as that remained on his dick, he couldn’t use it or touch it.  That would be difficult.  Unfortunately, he had no idea where the key was and he had no real solution yet on how to remove the device.  Still, he had enough to make himself willing to risk it.

“I’ll find a way,” he responded to himself.  “If all else fails, I’ll take the humiliation and I’ll find a locksmith.  I can’t let that keep me here anymore.  I’ll just have to risk it!”

He took a deep breath.

“I don’t have any money either,” he worried.

“There’s money in my wallet,” he told himself.  “Besides, there’s something even better in my wallet:  plastic!”

He nodded his head.  He looked at his watch.  His wife would be back soon.  It was time to go.  He started moving.

“The first thing I need to do is get some male clothes,” said Cameron.

He tottered down the hallway to the master bedroom.  His wife had kicked him out of that bedroom and moved him into the smallest room in the house, but his clothes were still in there.  He just had to get through the lock she placed on the door after kicking him out.

“How do I do this?” asked Cameron as he crouched down and examined the lock.  He poked it with his red-painted nail.  He’d never learned to pick a lock before and he didn’t have the key.

He sighed.

“How do I get past a lock?” he asked.

He stood up straight again because crouching was uncomfortable in his five-inch open-toed heels.  He smoothed his minidress as he did.  He wasn’t in his uniform today because Diane had “given him the day off,” which was really just her excuse to play dress up with him.  She had picked this cherry red minidress, the cherry red stilettos and black lingerie.  Then she went to work out.  She would be back in an hour.

“This is really frustrating!” he exclaimed and he grabbed the lock and yanked it.

It opened.

His jaw dropped.  Apparently, Diane had failed to close the lock properly when she left to work out.  Cameron couldn’t believe how lucky he was!  Now he could get to his closet.

“I’m almost free!” he said and he smiled a relieved smile.

Cameron opened the door and entered his former bedroom.  His wife had definitely taken over the room; all of his knickknacks were gone.  He didn’t care about those, however.  What he cared about were his clothes.  For those, he made a straight line to the closet.

It was empty.

Well, not exactly “empty.”  The closet was full of clothes, but they were all dresses and high heels and the such.  There wasn’t a single stitch of male clothing anywhere to be found!  There weren’t even feminine pants!

“She threw out all my clothes!” he squealed.  “What do I do now?!”

Cameron paced back and forth across the bedroom.  He had a real problem now.  Without male clothes, he would need to pretend to be a woman.  The problem was that, officially, he didn’t exist as a woman.  His credit cards, his driver’s license and even his bank accounts were all under his male name.  How could he check into a hotel with a male name while appearing to be a female?

“Wait a minute!” thought Cameron.  “Maybe I can call the credit card companies and add a female name as an authorized user!”

Cameron raced to the study, where Diane had placed his wallet.  He remembered her sticking it in the drawer of their desk, and sure enough, there it was.  He opened his wallet and immediately noticed that his driver’s license was missing.  His credit cards were still there, but the driver’s license was gone.  He put that out of his mind, however, because right now he needed to focus on the credit cards.  If he could find a way to use the credit cards, then he could buy male clothing, buy food, and get a hotel and he would be free once more.

It wouldn’t work, however.

In fact, things were even worse than he expected.

“I’m sorry, sir, but as I said, that card has been cancelled,” said the young woman.

“That must be a mistake!”

“You’re welcome to apply for a new card.”

“Can you check again, please?”

“Sir, I’ve checked three times for you.  It’s been cancelled.”

“Can’t we just re-open it?”

“No sir.  Once an account is closed, you need to apply again.  Would you like to apply for a new card?”

Cameron didn’t even respond.  He hung up and called the other credit card company.  He heard the exact same thing:  “That card has been cancelled.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes, sir.”

He sighed.

“They’ve all been cancelled, Camilla
,” said Diane.  She had come home unnoticed and found Cameron in the study calling his credit card companies.  She stood behind him now and snickered.

Cameron hung up the phone.  “All of them?”

“All.  Your name has been removed from the bank accounts too.”

He hung his head.  “What happened to my driver’s license?”

“I sent it back with a very nice note telling them that you no longer wanted to drive.  If you want that back, you apparently need to train with a qualified driver and retake the test.  At least, that’s what they told me.”

“Why did you do that?”

Diane laughed.  “Because you aren’t escaping that easily, Cameron.  You’re going to face your punishment.  And if you do decide to escape, then you need to do so without any clothes, without a job, without money, without credit, without a car, and without a place to stay.  You won’t be able to remove your chastity device either.”  She paused.  “Or you can stay here until I decide that your punishment is up.”

“How long will that take?”

“It will take until I feel you’ve learned your lesson.”

Cameron ran his tongue over his teeth.  That could mean days, it could mean years.  He had no way to know.  All he knew was that it was now impossible for him to escape.  He could have done it before if he had been willing to start over and earn his own living, but now he couldn’t.  His wife had effectively removed him from “the system,” and all that was left to him was being her plaything.

“So are you staying?” asked Diane smugly.

Cameron hung his head.  He had no choice but to surrender.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said.

Diane smiled.  “Good choice.  Oh, by the way, there’s one more catch.”

“What catch?” asked Cameron pensively.

“If you want to stay, then you need to agree to do something,” said Diane.

“What?”

“If you’re going to stay, then I want to put you on hormones.”

Cameron’s jaw dropped.  “Hormones?!  Why?!”

“Because that’s what I want,” said Diane.

“But that will turn me into a woman!”

Diane shrugged her shoulders.  “Sadly, it won’t.  It will give you some feminine characteristics, but those are reversible when you stop taking the hormones.  The big thing is they will remove the sexual tension you feel right now, which is the source of your problem.”

Cameron glared at his wife.  “Are you serious?”

“Those are my conditions,” said Diane.  “What’s it going to be, Cameron?”

Cameron realized that he really had no choice, but this was so much more than he could accept, wasn’t it?  He wasn’t sure, but the alternative was horrible.  Maybe the least worst choice at the moment was what Diane was offering?

He swallowed hard.

—v—

It had been six months since Cameron’s failed attempt to escape the clutches of his wife.  With his failure, his wife really consolidated her control over him.  Since that time, he dressed exclusively in women’s clothes.  She called him exclusively by a woman’s name.  She even introduced him to all her friends.  What’s more, she hadn’t let him masturbate or touch himself in months now.  He’d almost forgotten how it felt.  At one point she let him earn the privilege as a means of control, but she had long since abandoned that since she now had total control.

Interestingly, he probably couldn’t masturbate now if he wanted to... not since Diane started him on hormones.  His breasts had just begun to sprout in the last month, though he hadn’t noticed.  All he’d really noticed at this point was that his dick fit better in the device.  He would notice the rest soon.

He would probably realize he’d made a mistake at that point.

Even aside from those issues, the last six months had been extremely difficult.  Diane had formed friendships with some of the women he slept with during their marriage.  They would periodically get together to chat and enjoy each other’s company as Camilla served them food and drinks and generally acted in a servile manner.  This was deeply humiliating as each of these women knew who he had been.

She would also loan him out at times to these women to perform housecleaning services.  That was even more humiliating.

Diane wouldn’t tell him either when he would be released from his punishment.

“How soon will you let me go?” he asked periodically.

His wife never answered, however.  She just walked away.  Those moments were always difficult for him.  Indeed, as Cameron stood there once again in a maid’s dress, in incredibly uncomfortable high heels, with a dildo in his ass, and with his shrinking dick trapped in a cage, watching his wife walk away in her spike heels, he couldn’t help but think about how far he had fallen.

“How did I let this happen?” he wondered.

However it happened didn’t matter though.  There was nothing he could do about it.  Only Diane had the key.  And until she released him, this was his life now... as Camilla, and this is how it would remain for many more years to come.

The End.
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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.
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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?
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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?
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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.
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Feminized and Cuckolded:
  Junior Executive Brent Jones watches as their 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’s 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, cuckolding, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

April 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

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

This is Part One of Two.

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

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

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

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

This second part concludes the series.

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

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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!
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My Femdom Marriage (Part One):
  This is the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and made me her feminized slave.


This is Part One of Two.

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!
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My Femdom Marriage (Part Two):
  This is the rest of the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and feminized me.


This is Part Two of Two.

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!
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The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five): 
 This is my 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, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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


This Part concludes the series.

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!
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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, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

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