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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 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.

Thanks again for reading and thanks for all your support!

With love,

Ann :)

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


Not What He Wanted/What He Got

The Emasculation of George

Parts One & Two

by Dominique Silk

(Ann Michelle)

Copyright 2016.  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.


PART ONE

—v—


Chapter One: “Let’s Try Something Different”

—v—

Some mistakes are larger than others, as George was about to discover.  Tonight, George planned to ask his wife if they could try something new and different in the bedroom.  Unfortunately, things would not go as planned for George, and before everything was over, George’s suggestion would spark a desire in his wife Allison, which would subsume his traditional life and his masculinity.  To put it simply, George was in for it.

It all began with George lying in bed cuddling his wife.

“You’re beautiful,” said George as he stroked his wife’s golden hair with his fingers.  She smiled back at him and kissed him playfully on the lips.  “Wanna have some fun?”

Allison nodded her head happily.  “You know I do.”

“Fantastic!” said George.

Allison rolled over onto her back and spread her legs.  George didn’t immediately climb on top of her however, as he typically did.  Instead, a pensive look came over his face and he licked his teeth nervously.

“What is it, baby?” asked Allison when George hesitated.

George’s hands trembled slightly.  His mouth was dry.  He was nervous because he wanted to try something new tonight, something he had seen in a movie recently and he worried that she might not be receptive to the idea.  More to the point, he worried that Allison would think he was a weirdo.

“I want to try something different tonight,” said George cautiously.

“How different?” asked Allison.

“Just different.”

Allison twisted her lips.  She could imagine a lot of “different” and some of it she definitely never wanted to try.  Indeed, some of the stuff she saw on television sounded downright scary to her.  She decided to proceed with caution.  “Different in what way?” she asked suspiciously.

George swallowed hard and again hesitated.

His hesitancy was making this harder for both.

“What exactly
 do you want to do, George?” asked Allison.

George scratched his scalp.  “I, uh, saw a movie the other night and it looked like it could be a lot of fun to try what they were doing,” said George cautiously.  He avoided saying that it had turned him on, just in case she disapproved.  He would rather it all sounded like something that just made him curious rather than something that had excited him.

“What movie?”

He hesitated again.

“What movie?” asked Allison almost harshly.

“Did you ever see that Fifty Shades of Grey
 movie?”

Allison instantly furrowed her brow.  “No, but I know what’s in it,” she said coldly.  Her tone made George wary and he blushed even deeper red.  It definitely sounded like she would not be receptive, but he was committed now.  In fact, based on her reaction he knew that it would now be worse to say nothing than it would be to admit what he wanted to try because she would assume the worst if he said nothing.  Hence, he realized, he had no choice but to continue.

“Does it excite you?” he asked.

“Does what
 excite me?” she asked angrily.

“Does the idea of dominating someone excite you?” asked George cautiously.  His mouth was incredibly dry and he felt butterflies in his stomach.  This was all going so wrong for him.

Allison furrowed her brow even deeper and shook her head.  “You want to tie me up and whip me?!  I’m really surprised at your George!” she growled.  She clearly wanted no part of being treated like the woman in that film, and her tone suggested a growing anger that George might want to do that to her.

Panic began to set it for George.

“No... I don’t mean that—” he protested.

“Then what do you mean?!” she demanded.

George swallowed hard.  He needed an escape route; he needed a way out.  But what could he say that would get him out of this?  Nothing.  There was nothing.  Then something came to him and he blurted it out:  “I didn’t mean that!  I meant it might be fun if you
 dominated me
!”

He shouldn’t have said that.

Allison’s jaw dropped.  She looked shocked.  “You want me
 to dominate you
?!”

“Uh, yeah,” he lied before adding, “but don’t worry about it.  It was a bad idea.  We should forget about it.”

Allison thought about this in silence for several seconds.  “You really want me
 to dominate you
?!” she repeated more to herself than to him.

“Let’s just forget about it,” he said nervously, hoping he could put this particular genie back in the bottle.

Allison stared at him strangely for a moment.  Her mind was obviously asking some rather unexpected questions.  “Are you saying you want me to whip you and pour hot wax on you and things like that?”

George shook his head.  He most definitely did not want that.  “Uh, no.”

“So you just want me to dominate you, is that it?”

George shrugged his shoulders cautiously.  “Yeah, I guess.”  He hoped his tone was sufficiently doubtful that she would decide to dismiss this idea and move on before anything actually happened.

“How would I do that?” she asked curiously.

“Do what?”

“Dominate you.  How would I actually dominate you?”

George shook his head.  “I’m not sure.  You just tie me up and tease me, I guess.”

Allison scratched her throat as she considered this.  She was good at teasing.  In fact, she liked teasing a lot because it always gave her a sense of power, something she rarely felt with her husband – George wasn’t the most macho controlling guy, but he was pretty typically male and liked to be in charge.

“It’s no big deal,” interjected George hoping to put an end to her contemplations.  He was regretting having ever brought any of this up.  “It was just an idea.  We don’t have to do it.”

Allison ignored him.  What had her thinking was the surprising discovery that she actually found the idea of dominating her husband intriguing.  She’d never dominated anyone before and the idea of doing so made her tingle deep in inside, which made her pussy feel “anxious,” for lack of a better word.  She was rather curious to see what this feeling meant and where it would lead.

“Ok—” she said softly.

George took this to mean that she had decided to reject the idea as he was suggesting.  He breathed a sigh of relief.  “That was close,” he told himself.

“—let’s do it.”

George’s jaw dropped.  “Crap!” he thought.

George may have been stunned, but Allison felt her excitement growing.  This was going to be fun.  The idea of dominating her husband really had struck a chord and she couldn’t wait to try it.  There was only one problem though.  She looked around confused for a moment, then she asked:  “So... uh... how do we start?”

They stared at each other for a second.  George actually had no idea how to answer this question because he’d never thought about female domination before.  This wasn’t what he wanted at all.  But maybe, he thought, he could use her lack of knowledge as a way to dissuade her.

“Well, that’s up to you, because you’re in charge,” said George.  He hoped this would add to the pressure and get her to back out.  She didn’t though.

“Yeah, I know that, George.  Tell me more.”

“Well, you need to dress yourself up to look dominant and bossy.  Then you play with me.”  He hoped that was sufficiently vague to be unhelpful.  He also hoped that the idea of dressing up sounded like a lot of work to his wife.

“Play how?” asked Allison.

“However, you want, I guess.”

“That doesn’t help me, George.  I need examples.  Now give me some.”

George bit his tongue.  His wife was proving quite tenacious.  If he kept this up, she would know he was up to something.  She knew him too well to carry this off any longer.  “It’s time for a Plan B,” he told himself.  “If I can’t get her to drop the idea, at least I can make the most of it.”  He cleared his throat.  “You want examples?” he asked his wife.

“Yes.  Like what did they do in that Fifty Shades
 movie?” asked Allison.

“Well, the movie was kind of backwards because it was a woman as the submissive, but basically, the ‘Dom,’ that’s the guy, made the girl, his ‘sub,’ stroke his dick and suck on it and stuff as he teased her.  So you should tease my dick and then you do whatever you want to do.”

“Like read a magazine?” joked Allison.

George put on a playful scowl.  “No!  Something sexual.”

“But why tie you up just to do so something sexual?”

“Because it’s not just something sexual.  You’re supposed to do something sexually dominant
... something to show your power over me, to make me feel like I’m under your control.”

“Something dominant?  Like make you do the laundry?” asked Allison with a snicker.

“I said, sexually
 dominant.”

“Hey, who’s in charge here?!” snapped Allison and she laughed.  “I think I’ll make you do the laundry, sub!”

George shook his head and rolled his eyes.  “Ok, Mistress
 Allison,” he said sarcastically.  Then he became more serious again.  “Seriously though, all you do is tie me up and then play with me until I squirt.”  That sounded like fun to George.  She could act dominant and he would get a handjob or something out of it.  Then they could forget this ever happened.

Allison considered this for a moment.  It seemed fairly simple, even if he hadn’t been able to give her any clear examples of what he wanted her to do.  All she had to do was tie him up, tease him about being tied up, and then improvise as they went.  She could do that.  Besides, she really was intrigued by the idea and she suspected something would come to her as they went.

“Ok.  Get naked,” she said.

George liked hearing that.

Neither realized yet how much their lives were about to change.


Chapter Two: “I’m In Charge Now”

—v—

A few minutes later, George found himself lying on their bed with his wrists and ankles tied to the four bed posts with scarves.  He was naked.  George could wiggle a couple inches in any direction, but he couldn’t really move and he definitely couldn’t untie himself or touch himself.  This actually made him a little nervous.  He didn’t like not being free to do as he pleased.

Meanwhile, Allison stood in their walk-in closet looking for something to wear.  She wasn’t sure why she needed
 to wear anything, but George had assured her that being dominant required it.  He had been quite insistent on it.

“I could put on my black suit.  That’s ‘bossy’,” said Allison.

She ran her hand over her dresses and skirts and pulled out a black skirt suit.  It looked the part, but she decided against it.  For while the pencil skirt wrapped her thighs tightly down to her knees, a feeling she really loved and which looked “dominant,” the jacket was too warm and uncomfortable.  Besides, it was difficult to move in and she wanted a lot of mobility for her first attempt at being a “domme”... or was it “domina”?  She wasn’t sure.  She settled for “being in charge.”

“How’s it going?” asked George from the bed.

“Never you mind, sub
.  I’ll get back to you when I’m ready.”

George’s penis actually rose at this.  This was the first time he ever felt a lack of control in his relationship with Allison, minor though it was, and it made him tingle.  He was surprised.

Allison too was enjoying it.  Telling George “no” and doing so in a haughty manner was forbidden fruit, and she was enjoying the naughty aspect of this very much.  She was also enjoying the sense of freedom that came with being allowed to act out this role of “woman with no boundaries.”

“This is going to be exciting!” Allison told herself, if she could find the right outfit.

Allison put the suit back in the closet and rubbed her throat.  Finding something “bossy” suddenly seemed harder than it looked.  Then it dawned on her that she was making this too complicated.  She walked over to a chest of drawers they kept in the closet where her lingerie was stored and she pulled out a black corset.  She pulled off her pajama top and slipped out of her bottoms.  She attached the corset around her torso and buckled it.  She tucked her firm breasts into it.  It squeezed her waist into a nearly-perfect hourglass shape and it pushed her ample breasts together to make them appear more firm.  Her nipples stood erect just beneath the top of the corset.

“Sexy,” she thought as she adjusted her breasts in the mirror.  “Very sexy.  Now I just need a little more to finish the look.”

Allison took out a pair of thong panties.  These were black and they matched the corset perfectly, even having a similar lace pattern to the trim on the corset.  She slipped those up her smooth legs and pulled them into place over her hips.  They were snug and she felt their familiar tug between her cheeks which reminded her that they lifted her rear and made it more pert.

“And now the heels.  Can’t do this without heels,” she said.

Allison walked over to her collection of shoes.  She loved shoes and she had a great many pair for all occasions.  She found that heels made any outfit better and they always gave her an air of class, authority or raw sex appeal depending on which she needed.  The trick was picking the right pair.

“So which are suitable for dominating your husband?” she wondered.

Allison examined several pair:  sharp and shiny black pumps, silver sandals, soft pink mules and even some wedges.  For a brief moment, she actually considered flats as they would give her maximum mobility, but she quickly dismissed that.

“No, I need all the power and authority a four or five-inch heel can give a girl,” she told herself.

She kept looking.  Finally, she grabbed a pair of black platform sandals from the upper shelf.  These had five-inch heels, tempered by a one-inch platform, a half-dozen crossing straps, a wide open toe, and a slingback.  They were sexy and they would look even sexier with her wearing the black corset.  Indeed, the entire look was incredibly exciting.

“If I was a man, this would make me hard,” she thought with a laugh.

Allison sat down on the bench she kept in the closet and strapped the sandals to her feet.  They fit beautifully, though walking in them could be difficult over time.  Still, they were perfect, so these were what she would wear.

She rose and checked herself in the mirror one last time.  She looked amazing and that gave her confidence.  She could do this.  It was time to experiment and see how it felt to call the shots!

“I hope you’re ready for this, George!” thought Allison.

She left the closet.

—v—

George waited in the bedroom for his wife to return.  He had been hard as a rock the whole time as Allison tied him up.  He had never been tied up before and he found it oddly exhilarating.  This exhilaration seemed to come from how unsettling it felt that Allison could now theoretically do anything she wanted to him and he couldn’t stop her.  It wasn’t that he didn’t trust her exactly, there was just something about being completely at another person’s mercy that felt scary and filled him with adrenaline.  Adding the fact that he expected her to take advantage of him sexually transformed this sense of fear into pure sexual thrill.  He found that exciting, even if it meant that she was in charge for the moment.

“This could be kind of fun,” he told himself.

Allison appeared at the door a moment later.  She was dressed in her corset and heels, and she was stunning!

“Wow!” exclaimed George.

“Are you ready?” asked Allison.

George nodded his head vigorously and his erection bobbed.  “Absolutely!”  He couldn’t take his eyes off the way she was dressed and he couldn’t wait for her to start playing with his penis.

Allison walked over to her bound husband and sat down next to him on the bed.  His penis was inches from her and she could touch it without his permission if she so wished
.  That realization, that she could choose to touch his penis, or not
, and that the choice was hers to make whether he wanted her to or not, sent a chill down her spine and made her tingle.  This was the first time in her life she truly felt a sense of power over a man.  The high that came with it, made her giggle involuntarily.

George blushed at her giggle.  “Why are you laughing?”

“Be still,” said Allison.

She crossed her legs and bounced her foot excitedly.  Her pussy was wet and her lips were yearning to be touched.  She looked down at his pretty penis which stood before her erect.  It was a truly tempting toy.

“Should I touch it or not?” she asked herself.

She reached out one finger to touch his erection, but then stopped less than an inch short.  She genuinely didn’t know if she should touch it or not.  It struck her that the longer she waited without touching it, the stronger and more in control she felt.  She liked that feeling.  It turned her on.

Meanwhile, George was becoming anxious.  He kept waiting for her to touch his penis, which is what he wanted, but for some reason she hadn’t.  Her hand just hovered near it, teasing him with its potential.

“Come on, come on,” he thought.

Allison’s finger still didn’t move though.  Then she smiled.  She told herself she had resisted temptation long enough.  She had proved that she had the power to deny him pleasure.  It was time to play with her new toy, so she put her fingers on his shaft and she slowly moved them up toward the tip of George’s perfect little penis.  She felt George shudder as she did this.  Seeing him shudder made her wet.  It excited her to have such an effect on a man.

“You like that don’t you?” asked Allison.

“Oh yeah!  Keep going!” exclaimed George.

Interestingly, his words struck Allison poorly and she suddenly felt diminished.  Wasn’t she supposed to be the one in charge, not her husband?  Here was her first chance to experience domination and yet George was essentially giving her direction.  That wasn’t fair, and she decided to change that.  She wanted to experience being in charge for real.  She didn’t want her husband calling the shots.  It was time to teach her husband a little lesson about who wore the pants tonight.

“Is this what you want?” asked Allison coyly as she slowly stroked his penis.

“Yeah, that’s what I want,” purred George as her fingers slowly rubbed up and down his shaft.  His whole body shook with pleasure.

“You’re sure?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Ok, then,” said Allison and she let go of his penis
.

This was another one of those moments.  It made Allison’s pussy tingle to go against his wishes so openly, and it made her feel strong.  George, however, had a very different reaction to this moment.  He felt deeply frustrated.  This was not what he wanted.

“Wait!  Keep playing with my dick!” said George.

Allison smiled politely at him and then slowly shook her head.  “You don’t get to tell me what to do, George,” said Allison in a sort of sing-song playful yet simultaneously lecturing tone of voice.

“But my dick—”

“If I’m going to be in charge, George, then I need to make the decisions.  Not you.  Otherwise, I’m just being a puppet... and we don’t want that, do we?” asked Allison.

“No, we don’t, but my dick—”

“Your dick
 will have to wait until I’m
 ready to use it.”  Saying this gave Allison an idea.  She stood up and walked over to her nightstand.  From it, she grabbed her kindle and then returned to the bed.

“Ok, I get it,” said George.  “You want to make the decisions.  That’s fine.  That’s what we both want, right?  So let me ask, can you please keep stroking my dick?  The decision is yours.”  He smiled.

Allison snickered.  “The decision is still ‘no,’ George.”

“But why not?!” he whined.

“Because I said so.  Now be silent, George.  I’ll deal with your dick when and if I’m ready to use it... not before,” said Allison firmly yet indifferently.  Her tone let George know that she was not going to consider his demands.

Allison then lay down on the bed parallel to her husband with her legs crossed and her heels at his head.  She rested on one elbow while holding her kindle.  She set her other hand on her husband’s thigh, millimeters away from his penis and began strumming his thigh with her fingers.  They were close enough to his erection that he could sense her body heat near his penis, but not close enough to feel her skin.  This was maddening for him.

“Come on, baby,” he said inside his head.

She just kept reading though.  Indeed, Allison was enthralled reading the descriptions of various femdom novels she had found.  She had no idea so many men wanted to be dominated or that they wanted to be dominated that severely.  Honestly, the intensity of it all turned her on much more than she expected.

“How about stroking me?” asked George after a minute or so.

“When I’m ready,” repeated Allison without looking up.  She downloaded two femdom books that looked promising.  Then she started skimming them for ideas she could use on George.

“Come on,” said George impatiently.

Allison ignored him, though she was getting annoyed.  She wanted to do this for him, she really did, but she wasn’t sure how and he wasn’t giving her the chance to figure it out.  Besides, he had told her that she would be in charge and she had become genuinely curious to see how that felt.  She didn’t like him trying to take back control again.

“Touch me!” whined George a moment later.

“Stop,” warned Allison.

“Just stroke me while you’re reading!”

Allison tipped her foot toward her husband and rubbed the top of her high-heeled pump against his cheek to stop him talking.  He turned his head away immediately in disgust.

“Yuck!  Keep your shoe out of my face!” he exclaimed.

“Be quiet!  I’m in charge here and I’ll say what we’re going to do and when we’re going to do it.”  She felt stronger saying this.  Every time she stood up to him, she felt a surge of power race through her.  Those surges turned her on.

“I know you’re in charge, but that doesn’t mean you can’t stroke me,” retorted George.

Allison had had enough.  She glared at her husband.  “You want me to stroke you, is that it?” she asked as she grabbed her husband’s penis firmly with her hand.  She started stroking it.

George instantly felt waves of pleasure racing from her hand through his penis.  His breathing became erratic, his muscles tightened, and his penis seemed to throb.  This was what he wanted!

“That’s it!  Keep going, baby!” he purred.

Allison stroked him, getting him higher and higher near ejaculation.  The moment he was worked up to the point of extreme excitement, however, Allison let go of his penis again.  She didn’t say a word either as she did this.  She just opened her hand and let it go.  His penis seemed to give one mighty throb as she did this but then instantly shrank back to the size of a normal erection.  It kept getting smaller too.

“Don’t stop!  I’m so close!” whined George unhappily.

Allison stood up.

George looked down and saw his penis deflating.  It was like a bull that had burst into the arena ready to charge only to find that it was all alone.  George immediately started trying to jerk himself free of the restraints to get at it so he could finish himself off before it went completely flaccid, but he couldn’t.  It was too late.  He finally crashed back against the bed in defeat.

“I warned you,” said Allison as she adjusted her corset.  Then she started toward the bedroom door.  Her high heels clicked sharply off the hardwood floor in their bedroom.  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!
  “I’ll stroke you when I’m
 ready... not before.”

“Wait!  Where are you going?” asked George.

“I’m going to let this lesson sink in,” she said.  “When I tell you to stop talking, you better stop.”  She flicked off the light switch, leaving her husband in the dark.  “Now be silent if you want me to come back.”

With that, she walked out, leaving the door open behind her.  Her heels echoed all the way down the hallway as she walked away, leaving George helplessly bound to the bed.  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!


“Aren’t you going to untie me?” he called after her.

She didn’t answer.

This was an interesting moment for both.  George found it to be intensely frustrating.  He liked being in charge and getting the things he wanted; this was not that at all.  He hated being stroked but then not getting to ejaculate.  He didn’t like his wishes being ignored either.  He grated at being tied and not being able to touch himself.  And having his generally submissive wife refuse him the things he wanted was shocking.  He couldn’t wait for this all to end.

For Allison, the verdict was different.  As the words poured out of her mouth and she slowly walked off leaving her husband tied to the bed, she felt an intense and increasing sense of power and control charge her body like a live wire.  Her pussy became incredibly wet.  Her lips tingled.  Her muscles within her pussy tightened in anticipation.  Even her nipples stood up like rods.  She had no idea that dominating her husband could feel this way.  She had rarely been this turned on.

But there was more to it too.  There was a deep sense of satisfaction and comfort she got from being in charge.  Before this moment, she had no idea what having power felt like or if she would even be able to exercise it if she had it.  The idea of power actually scared her.  Now she knew better.  Now she knew that power offered an amazing feeling of freedom, strength and happiness.  What’s more, the intensity of it grew as she became more confident.  In many ways, power was becoming addictive for her and she wanted more.  She actually felt her pussy quiver at the prospect of having more power over her husband.

Life had changed for George... he just didn’t know it yet.


Chapter Three: “Like A Girl”

—v—

When Allison reached the living room, she fixed herself a drink.  She took her time finishing it too.  She refused to be rushed.  She would do this on her timetable, not George’s.

Allison sat down on the couch and skimmed more femdom fiction.  She found a lot of interesting ideas.  Did women really whip their husbands?  Did they actually put them on leashes?  Did they really make them lick their feet and heels?  There were stories about women who... well, let’s just say that she found a lot of things she didn’t want to try.  She found lots of things she did want to try too, though.  She made mental notes on those.

“This stuff is amazing,” she said as she flipped through another story.

As she imagined herself doing these things to her helpless husband, she became very wet and very horny.  She was getting a lot of ideas.  She rose to her feet and decided to fix herself another drink.  She was in no hurry to return to George, after all.  Indeed, the thought that she was delaying just to show her husband that she could make him wait tickled her mind.

“He can wait for me,” she told herself with a giggle.

She returned to her reading for some time.

After a while, she was ready to see if George was in a more compliant mood.  She finished her drink and put away her kindle.  Then she returned to the bedroom.  She was prepared for him to be angry.  He wasn’t though.  To the contrary, he seemed rather contrite.  This surprised her.

“I’m sorry for being bossy,” he said.

Allison raised an eyebrow.  “Really?” she asked suspiciously.

“Yes.  I won’t do it again.  It’s just harder than it seems to let someone else take charge.  I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Okay,” she said noncommittally.

“Anyways, can you please untie me now?  It was fun, but I think we’re done.”

Allison shook her head.  “No, not yet.”

George bit his lip.  Tension appeared across his face.  “Then can you please play with my dick now?  I’m really horny,” he said.  This may have been phrased as a question, but his tone suggested that the question form was merely a courtesy to disguise an order.

Allison wasn’t in the mood to take orders.  She shook her head.  “No.  I’m not done doing what I want to do yet,” she said.  She smiled.  “And tonight I make the rules, remember?”

George bit his tongue.  This answer didn’t sit well with him, but there was nothing he could do about it.  That was the problem with being tied up.  “I’d really like you to play with my dick,” he said.

“No, I’m not going to do that.”

“What are you going to do then?” asked George nervously.

Allison walked over to her bound husband.  She sat down on the edge of the bed and gently ran her pointer finger up and down his hard shaft from its base to its tip and back, causing George to shudder with pleasure.

“Whatever I want,” she said.

—v—

George felt helpless and intimidated, and yet also oddly turned on, as his wife stood over him looking down at him.  It was mind-boggling to her how much power she held over him suddenly.  She could do anything
 and he couldn’t stop her!  That gave her a sense of power that made her giddy.  She felt like a child who had received the ultimate toy and now couldn’t wait to use it.

“So what should I do?” asked Allison rhetorically.

George bit his lip nervously at her question.  He could sense his wife’s desire to prove her power over him.  It radiated out of her, and that scared him.  It made his mind scream that he needed to regain his control over their relationship... over her
, right now.  But how?

Meanwhile, several ideas ran through Allison’s mind.  Many of these came from the femdom books she read, though interestingly, she was starting to develop ideas of her own too.  She didn’t know yet where these were coming from, but they came from deep within her.

Allison looked her husband up and down with an almost hungry look.  She wanted to do something unexpected... something that made it clear that he was at her mercy... something he would never allow without her having this power to make him.  It took her a moment to think of something that fit that bill, but an idea came to her, and it was a good one.

“Guess what we’re going to do now?” asked Allison.

“What?”

“Since you’ve been acting like a whiny little girl all night, George, I think I’m going to dress you like one.  Yes, that would be most fitting.”  She turned and started toward the closet.

George’s jaw dropped.  Was she serious?  Why did she want to dress him like a girl?  George didn’t like this at all.  In fact, it terrified him.  For some reason, his whole life, there had been something about cross-dressing that just scared him deep down.  To him, it was the ultimate humiliation, and it was the last thing he ever wanted his wife to see.  He needed to try to stop her.

“Wait!  I’d rather not do this,” blurted out George.

This didn’t stop Allison, however.  It didn’t even slow her down, and she continued toward her closet.  “Too late.  I’ve made up my mind,” said Allison.

“Seriously, wait!  Let’s talk about this!” added George.

“Nope.”

“But honey!”

“It’s not your choice, is it George?” sang Allison over her shoulder.  She reached her closet and started gathered some clothes.  When her arms were full, she returned to George and set those down on the bed where he could see them.  It was a very feminine pile.

“Honey, please!  I can’t do this!” pleaded George.

Allison smirked as she returned to her closet.  “Don’t be a baby.  Of course you can.”

“I can’t.”

“Yes, you can.  You can and you will because it’s what I want.  Remember?  Me boss, you not.  Now stop talking or I’ll stuff some panties in your mouth, George.  Trust me, I can make this harder and much more humiliating if you resist.”  She didn’t know how to follow through with that threat exactly, but it sounded good and she knew George would believe it.

He did.  It worked.  George stopped talking.

As George lay on the bed, obviously anxious but silent, Allison felt an amazing rush.  In that instance, she realized that real power didn’t come from someone giving it to you, it came from taking it, and she swore to herself to take much more now that she understood this.

Returning to the task at hand, Allison held up a small vial of shiny red nail polish.  She liked the look of polished nails a lot, but she had never seen them on a boyfriend before and certainly not on George!  She wondered how she would like them on him.  She didn’t know for certain, but she was excited to find out.

“We’re going to start by doing your nails,” she said happily.

“Please don’t do this,” pleaded George once more.

His pleas wouldn’t work.

Allison grinned at her husband and gently shook her head.  Then she sat down, unstrapped her heels and dropped them to the floor.  She swung her leg up over her bound husband so she straddled his chest.  She bent over and kissed him.  Then she shook the nail polish and opened the vial.  The acidic smell of the polish slowly wafted toward George’s nose.

“This is going to look gorgeous on you,” she said.  Saying this made her feel oddly euphoric for a brief moment and then she became very horny.  She hadn’t expected that, but it added to her excitement.

“It’s going to look weird,” groused George, though he worried that it wouldn’t.

“It’s going to look nice and girly.”

“Yeah, weird.”

“Watch yourself, George.  I’ll gag you if you don’t behave.”

Allison dipped the brush into the vial, removing the excess on the inner edge of the vial.  She took hold of his left hand.  She placed the brush on the nail on his pointer finger.  She pulled it all the way down to the end of his nail.  As she did, the whole nail turned red.

George couldn’t see what his wife was doing, but he dreaded it nevertheless.  How would he look?  Was this really an image he wanted his wife having in her head?  Why was he so afraid of this?  Other guys had done this without losing their manhoods, right?  He should be all right too, shouldn’t he?

“Stay calm, George,” he told himself.

“You have wonderful nails for this,” said Allison as she worked.  “They’re long and smooth and just the right shape.  They’re going to look amazing.”

“I’ll settle for looking normal,” countered George.

“They will look normal... for a girl.”

Allison kept painting until she finished his hand.  It looked good.  It was pretty.  Having his nails painted softened his features and made his hand appear feminine.  That made her smile.  She was enjoying this a lot.  “Don’t move your fingers until the polish dries,” she said.  She then took hold of his other hand and painted the nails on that hand as well.

“This is so embarrassing,” said George.

“It’s really cute,” countered Allison.

Allison spun around and got to work on his toenails.  They were soon just as pretty as his fingernails.  She was thrilled by this and couldn’t wait to see how the rest of him turned out.  In fact, while she had decided originally to feminize him simply because it was something that would show her power over her husband, she was finding herself increasingly excited by the idea itself of dressing him as a woman.  Something about feminizing him really turned her on apparently.

She finished his toenails.

“Very pretty... very girly!
” declared Allison.

George blushed and his penis rose involuntarily to attention.  It was longer than most and perfectly formed.  Allison viewed it as pretty, which was something she rarely thought about penises.  She loved watching it grow.  In any event, he was horrified.  The idea that something as embarrassingly feminine as having his nails painted would make him hard sent pangs of emasculation and inadequacy racing throughout him.

“Oh, somebody likes having his nails painted!” said Allison with a giggle as George’s erection grew right before her eyes.

“I do not!” gasped George indignantly.

“Obviously, you do,” countered Allison and she squeezed its tip between her fingers and shook it gently until precum appeared.  “Georgie likes beeeing a girrrrl!” she sang.

“I don’t!” he insisted again.

“You do.  The evidence is right here in my hand.” 

“I swear!  This really
 doesn’t turn me on!”

Allison looked knowingly at his erection.  She squeezed the tip again and more precum appeared.  The head of his penis was wet and slick now.  This made her chuckle.  “Well, I guess we’ll find out soon enough, because now we need to add some cute panties and some stockings.  Let’s see how hard that
 makes you!”

George shuddered.  There was something exciting about being cross-dressed; he had to admit that.  He didn’t understand it or why this could at all be exciting, but it was true.  Nevertheless, overwhelmingly, cross-dressing made him feel nervous and inadequate as a man.  It made him worry that he was losing something permanent here.  Would Allison still respect him when he stripped this off again or would she forever see him as a helpless, feminized sissy after this?  The idea terrified him and made him tremble.

Allison, on the other hand, was burning with excitement.  She now wanted to see him fully dressed more than anything.  She picked a pair of stockings from the pile of clothes she had collected.  She rolled up the first one into a ball and went to the foot of the bed.  She untied her husband’s ankle, after warning him not to try to resist, and she slipped the stocking over his foot and up his leg.

George immediately felt an intense thrill emanating from his leg wherever the silk of the stocking caressed his skin.  This made his erection noticeably jump.  “Wow!” thought George.  “That’s incredible!”

“Somebody likes wearing stockings too,” said Allison, noting his throbbing erection.

George sighed.  His penis was fast becoming a traitor to his cause.  He tried to make his erection go away, but it stubbornly refused.  He couldn’t help himself.

“This is so embarrassing!” exclaimed George.

“Nonsense!  You look so cute!” gushed Allison to add to his embarrassment.

Allison then slipped the other stocking up his other leg.  Again, he tingled all over while simultaneously feeling a strange sense of terror as if he somehow might lose his manhood because of this.

“Even better,” said Allison.

She held up a pair of hot pink panties next, and ran them over his feet and up his legs.  She worked them up over his rear, but let them hook behind his testicles in the front.  This left his testicles and penis exposed so she could play with them.

“I look so stupid,” said George.

“Aw, poor baby,” said Allison and she laughed and patted his penis delicately as one might the head of a small dog.  As she did, she felt a little thrill.  Much to Allison’s surprise, seeing her husband dressed in women’s panties and stockings with his nails done was proving to be really exciting, and making fun of his masculinity was even more exciting.  She was enjoying this a lot!

Allison walked over to her purse and pulled out her phone.  She flipped through the screens to find the camera function.  Then she came back to the bed and pointed it at her bound, helpless, partially-feminized husband.

He immediately squirmed as if her were trying to jump away.

“Hey!  What are you doing?!” exclaimed George.

“Just taking a few pictures,” replied Allison calmly.  She didn’t think anything of this.  She just wanted a couple photos to remind her of the fun she had had with George that night.  She was actually surprised by his reaction.

“Don’t do that!” yelled George.

“Why not?”

“I don’t want anyone seeing me like this!”  Indeed, the last thing George wanted was for there to be photographic evidence of him feminized to any degree.  The idea of those photos falling into the wrong hands terrified him.  Heck, even just the idea of Allison being able to revisit his emasculation filled him with feelings of uneasy and inadequacy.

Interestingly, until George’s outburst, Allison actually didn’t see any reason why taking photos would upset George.  Now she got it.  George’s nearly-panicked reaction spoke volumes to her.  It told her that these pictures were
 a big deal.  It told her this was something George feared.  It told her this was something she might be able to hold over her husband in the future should she want do.

But did she want to?

She honestly had no idea, as she hadn’t thought about it.  The more she thought about it now though, the more she kind of liked the idea.  “It might be useful to have these,” she told herself with a smile.  She then raised her phone to take the photo.

Click!

“Stop!” commanded George.

“I give the orders today, Georgia
,” said Allison smugly, and once again, she felt a wave of giddiness race throughout her body at having disobeyed her husband so openly and insulted him as he lay powerless to stop her.  She had no idea why this was so exciting for her, but it definitely was.

George shuddered at being called “Georgia.”  Feminizing his name made him feel weak and helpless.  It felt like his masculinity was being stripped away little by little.  He worried where this was headed.  He hadn’t wanted this from the beginning and each minute seemed to make it worse somehow.  Now having her take pictures of him feminized was a true disaster in the making.  He needed to try to talk some sense into her right now.

“What if someone sees these photos?” asked George.

Allison smirked.  “Don’t worry, dear.  They’re very safe with me.”

“But what if there’s an accident?  What if something goes wrong?”

“George, no one will see the photos unless I want them too.  And I have no intention of letting anyone do that,” she said.  Then she remembered the real reason he was worried and she added, “Provided you’re a good boy.
”

George was stunned.  Would she really show photos of him in stockings and panties to someone else if he didn’t act the way she wanted?  He couldn’t believe it, could he?  Sadly, he could at the moment.  He had seriously underestimated her and now he had no idea what she might or might not do.  That terrified him.

“Now listen here!” blurted out George.  “You can’t do that!  I forbid it!”  No sooner had the words left George’s mouth, however, than he saw the problem:  right now, he wasn’t in any position to forbid anything, and trying to forbid something played right into her game.

“You ‘forbid it,’ do you?” asked Allison sarcastically.  She almost chuckled.

“That’s not what I meant!  Look honey—”


Click! Click! 
 She snapped more photos, causing him to stop mid-sentence.  “You were saying?”

He tried again:  “I’m just saying—”


Click! Click! 
 She snapped more photos, once again stopping him mid-sentence.  “Oh, I’m sorry.  Were you saying something about forbidding me from taking pictures of you all girlied up?  Please, continue.”

“I was just—”


Click! Click! 
 She took more photos.  “Go on.”

George bit his lip and finally stopped talking.

“Oh, you’re finished?  Ok.  Well, let’s move on.  Let’s see how you look in high heels, shall we?” asked Allison.

She set down her phone on the nightstand and picked up the high-heeled slingbacks she had retrieved from her closet earlier.  These were the biggest shoes she had and she hoped they fit her husband.  He wasn’t the biggest male, but he was still a little larger than she was.  She took the first shoe in one hand and steadied his foot with the other.  Then she slipped the shoe onto his foot.  It fit perfectly!  His painted toenails even popped right out the open front.

“Perfect!” she exclaimed.

George’s feet were now wedged into high heels for the first time ever in his life, with their unusual angles and pressure points.  It was unlike anything he had ever worn before.  It was strange.  It felt oddly confining.  It was deeply humiliating too, and he couldn’t bear to look down at his feet.

“And now you’re wearing high heels,” said Allison.

George blushed.  “Honey, please.  If anyone saw those pictures, it would ruin me
.”

Allison stuck the other slingback on his other foot.  “Oh, I doubt it would ‘ruin you,’ George, though it would certainly cause you a lot of embarrassment,” she said in a joking tone.  Only, George wasn’t sure if she was joking.  Allison then tickled his erection to make it harder and snapped photos of it and of him in the heels:  Click! Click! Click! Click! Click! Click!


“It would
 ruin me!  And honestly, this doesn’t even turn me on, so this is all a waste of time!” he said.

“Yeah right!” exclaimed Allison incredulously.  She laughed out loud.  “This doesn’t turn you on, does it?  You’re hard as a rock and you’re going to claim this doesn’t turn you on?  Sorry, honey, I’m not buying that one!”

“It doesn’t!”

Allison furrowed her brow.  “Of course it does!”  She put her hands on her hips and shook her head at her bound husband.  “Admit it, George.  Admit that it turns you on to wear high heels.”

“It doesn’t!” he protested.

Allison rolled her eyes.  She didn’t really believe her husband was a cross-dresser, but it was obvious this was turning him on for some reason.  She grabbed his penis and shook it.  “If wearing high heels doesn’t turn you on, then why are you so hard?  Explain that, George!”

“I don’t know.  It doesn’t turn me on though!”

“You know, George, wearing panties made you hard as a rock.  Wearing stockings made you hard as a rock.  Wearing heels makes you hard as a rock.  You’re even hard when I take your picture.  Are you seeing a pattern here, because I am?”  She let go of his penis.  “I’ll tell you what, girly.  I’ll give you one more chance to prove it.  Let’s see if makeup has the same effect.”

“I don’t want to wear makeup,” groused George.

“Well, that’s too bad because I want to see you in makeup and what I want is what matter, isn’t that right sub
?”

George refused to answer.  This had gone too far already and he hoped that it would stop if he simply stopped going along with it.  Allison, however, was in no mood to stop.  She grabbed her makeup kit and got to work on her husband’s face.  She wasn’t planning to do anything elaborate.  She just wanted to add some makeup to embarrass him.  To that end, she made him purse his lips so she could apply lipstick, she brushed blush on his cheeks, and she dabbed mascara onto his eyelashes.  Sure enough, George’s penis showed his excitement.

Allison giggled.  “Thought so,” she said.  “That turned you on too.”

George blushed.  It was hopeless to deny it.

Allison then took more photos of her handiwork.  When she finished, she returned her phone to the nightstand.  She wrapped her long thin fingers around her husband’s shaft and stroked him slowly.  “Now darling, let’s talk rules.”

“What kind of rules?”

“The rules you’re going to live by.”

George was left speechless.  His wife wanted to give him rules?

“The rules are simple,” continued Allison.  “Just be a good girl and do whatever I tell you.  Then everything will go well.”  As she said this, she tightened her grip on his penis and sped up her stroking.

George began breathing erratically.

“I mean it, George.  No more fighting.  No more talking back.  And you need to address me as ‘Ma’am’ from now on.  Fail any of this and you’ll be punished,” said Allison firmly.

George was shocked.  His wife wanted to punish him for disobedience?  The very idea struck him as insane.  “Punished how?” he gasped.

“However I deem necessary.”

“But— but—”

“Keep in mind George, I’m in charge.  I can do what I want.  I can stop the things you like,” she said and she let go of his penis, causing it to jerk twice and then begin to deflate, “or I can make this experience more humiliating; maybe I’ll call our friends and tell them how hard you got when I put you in high heels.”  She tapped the bottom of his right slingback as she said this.  “I have a lot of options.”

Allison’s last threat scared George initially, but then he wasn’t sure he really believed it.  “She wouldn’t do that to me, would she?” he asked himself.  He didn’t think so, but then he also couldn’t take the chance.  Right now, he had no idea what she might or might not do, and memories of his having misread her so badly still played in his mind.  “I can’t take the chance.  I’ll just need to do what she says.  I can handle that though.  It’s only for tonight.  Tomorrow, everything goes back to normal.”

George took a deep breath to calm himself.

“All right, honey.  I will obey you,” he said reluctantly.

“Call me ‘Ma’am,’” said Allison.

George nodded his head.  He opened his mouth to comply, but strangely, no words came out.  He tried again and still nothing happened.  The more he tried to make himself say this, the dirtier it felt.  This was his meek little wife.  He was the man in charge.  The idea of calling her “Ma’am” implied that she was his superior somehow and his mind didn’t want to accept that, even as he had decided he needed to embrace the role of submissive for the moment.

Allison glared at him.  “Obey me,” she said.

George dug down deep, swallowed his pride and tried again:  “Yes, Ma’am.”

The words slipped from his lips as if they fell out of his mouth.  Nevertheless, the effect was powerful on both of them.  Allison felt a surprisingly strong surge of power race through her when her husband said these words of submission.  Her pussy tingled and her nipples stood up hard.  The fact he had struggled to say this made this thrill all the sweeter for her.

George, on the other hand, felt diminished somehow.  He felt an intense sense of weakness rob him of his strength and he could barely move his body, not that the bindings would let him in any event.

Allison chuckled.  Her chuckle cut through George like a knife.

“Good boy,” she said.  Then she cast a very conspicuous glance at her husband’s made-up face, his erection, and his feet in the high heels.  She grinned almost evilly and ran her fingers along his nylon-clad leg; the touch of the nylon sent electric shocks down her finger.  “Or should I say, ‘good girl’?” she added.

George shuddered at being described as “a girl.”

Allison then let go of her husband’s penis.  “I’m going to untie you now.  Don’t do anything stupid.”

George nodded his head.

“As we agreed,” continued Allison, “I want you to follow my instructions.  Deviate from those and I’ll punish you.  Remember, I have lots of options when it comes to punishing you too.  And if all else fails, exposure is only a text message away.  I’m sure your sister would love to hear about your first big adventure in panties.”

George swallowed hard.  This was a threat he could not ignore, whether it was real or not.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said nervously.  Again, he felt a jolt of weakness as he said those submissive words.

Allison now stood over him with her legs spread wide and her hands on her hips.  It was a dominant pose to match her dominant feelings.  “Here’s what we’re going to do next,” said Allison.  “After I untie you, we’re going to clean the house.  Actually, you’re
 going to clean the house.  I’m going to watch my sissy maid work.”

“Clean the house?”

“Yes.  The house needs a good cleaning and you never help out around here anyways, so I’m having you clean the house.  What’s more, you’re going to do it in high heels.  We’ll see how you like that,” she said with a chuckle.

And so it would be.

George would spend the night cleaning the house and putting things away, all while dressed in various items of women’s clothing.  By the time it was all over, his feet were sore, his ego bruised and his masculinity was left weeping at it squirmed beneath his wife’s iron heel.  It was a rough night.  At least it was over.

Or was it?


Chapter Four: “That Was Last Night!”

—v—

George awoke early the following morning.  His alarm was set to go off in about twenty minutes.  Allison was already awake and in the shower; he thought he had heard the water in his dream.  He lay on his side of the bed.  His mouth felt sticky.  His body was sore from the prior night.  George rolled over toward the edge of the bed.  As he did, he saw that his left wrist was still wrapped in the scarf Allison had used to tie him up.  He untied it and tossed it to the floor.  It landed next to the high heels he had worn the prior night.  They lay in a heap.

“Ug!  How humiliating,” he thought as the memories flood back.

He shuddered.

“So much for dominating my wife... Fifty Shades of Bullcrap
.”

George rolled over again.  This time, he rolled in the other direction away from the evidence of his emasculation.  He couldn’t escape it though.  On the bed next to him lay the silky panties he had worn the night before.  He grabbed those and tossed them over his shoulder to the floor next to the heels.  As he did, he noticed the bright red polish on his fingernails.

“Wonderful,” he groused.  “Marked for life.”

George rubbed his eyes and thought about the prior night’s events.  He couldn’t believe he had let his wife dress him like a woman and treat him like one as well.  That wasn’t what he planned at all when he set out to ask her if he could dominate her.  Somehow, that’s how it ended up though.  He still wasn’t sure how that had happened and he still felt a strong sense of emasculation from it... a sense of inadequacy.  At least it was over now.

“Thankfully, I can put this behind me,” he told himself.

George pulled off his blanket and saw the red polish remaining on his toenails.

“Way
 behind me,” he added sourly.

George sat up on the edge of the bed and took a deep breath.  As he did, Allison came from the bathroom.  She was already dressed in a bra, panties, pantyhose and a white collared blouse she hadn’t buttoned yet.  She looked very pretty.  Nevertheless, George blushed when he saw her.  She had seen what he had done the prior night and that made him feel small.  It also bothered him that he now knew what it felt like to wear what she was wearing.  An intense sense of shame came over him.

“Good, you’re awake,” said Allison.

“Yeah.  Look, about last night—”

Allison put up her hand to stop him.  “I’m running late.  We can talk about it tonight when I get home from work.  Today, I’d like you to wear panties beneath your suit pants.  I’ll pick them out for you in a moment,” said Allison as she started buttoning her blouse.

George furrowed his brow.  “What did she say?” he asked himself.  He shook his head at her and said, “Uh, panties?  I don’t think so.”

Allison snickered.  “Well, I wasn’t really asking.”

“What do you mean?”

Allison stopped with two buttons to go and looked at her husband.  “I meant that I want you to wear the panties, and I wasn’t really giving you an option.  I expect
 you to do it, sub
,” said Allison.

“You ‘expect
’ me?”

“Yes.  I make the rules, remember?”

George shook his head.  “No, no, no.  Look, baby, that was last night.  Last night was a one time thing.  That’s all it was.  We said that when we started.  You don’t give orders anymore.”

“You said that, I didn’t.  And yes, I do.”

“You do what?”

“I give the orders, and you’re going to follow them,” said Allison without missing a beat.  “Nothing’s changed.”

“How do you figure that?”

“George, I know in the cold of morning, you’re regretting the decision you made, but you gave yourself to me last night when you asked me to dominate you and that decision cannot be revoked,” said Allison.  Her tone wasn’t angry.  It wasn’t forceful.  It wasn’t cruel.  It was just matter-of-fact.

“But honey, that was... that was a mistake.”

Allison shrugged her shoulders.  “Then it was a good mistake.”

“How so?”

“For one thing, I found I loved it.  I had no idea until last night, but I love being in charge.  I was born for that.  And you, well, you were so turned on it was all I could do to keep you from ejaculating all over the place.  You were harder than I’d ever seen and you were hard all night long.  Clearly, you were born to submit.  I’d also say you were born to be feminized, but we’ll see about that Georgia
.”

George blushed.  He was indeed hard all night, but that didn’t mean this turned him on, did it?  Either way, he did not want to submit to his wife and he didn’t want to be feminized!  That wasn’t who he was!  He was a natural leader!  “I don’t want to do that,” said George.  His mouth was dry though.

“Yes, you do.”

“No, I don’t!  I won’t,” he said firmly.  “I’m not doing this!”

Allison sighed.  “All right, George.  This is for your own good.  I’m going to order you to get up and get dressed like I told you.  And when you tell me that you can’t, I’m going to say this:  ‘You have no choice, George.’”

“How’s that helping me?” asked George sharply.

“Because your ego won’t let you hear the truth.  You want me to dominate you.  You asked for it last night.  You clearly loved it.  But your ego won’t let you admit it.  So I’m going to make you.  I’m going to take away your choice.”

“And how exactly do you plan to do that?”

“I’m going to issue orders and you’re going to follow.  And the reason you’re going to follow is because I still have all those photos of you in panties and heels cleaning the house.  So unless you want me showing those photos to people, then you have no choice but to do what I say, do you?” asked Allison.

George froze for a moment.  Was she serious?  She was his meek little wife.  How could she claim to take charge over him?  And how could she threaten him with something so potentially damaging?  Was this even possible?  He had decided last night that her threat probably wasn’t real, but now he didn’t know.  He even reminded himself that he had misread her every step of the way so far.  Still, he couldn’t just surrender without at least making sure.

“You’re bluffing,” he suggested more than said.

Allison shook her head.

“Allison, listen.  I had a great time last night, but—”

“Don’t bother,” said Allison, cutting him off.

“‘Don’t bother’ what?”

“Don’t bother trying to talk me out of it.  I had a lot of time to think about this last night and I’ve made up my mind.  This is what I want and there’s no point in trying to convince me to somehow give this up.”  Allison almost couldn’t believe how easily she said this.  In the past, she had never been forceful with George.  To the contrary, she let him lead their relationship – what he wanted, he got.  But something about the prior night had given her a taste for being in control and she wanted more... she needed more
.  George would just need to accept it.

“But Allison—”

“The only thing I want to hear from you is, ‘Yes, Ma’am,’” said Allison.

Her tone rattled George.  “But we can’t do that.  I don’t want to.  What will people say?”

“They’ll say you’re a lucky man.”

George shook his head.  “No, they won’t.  They’ll make fun of me!”

Allison walked over to her panty drawer and pulled out a pair of white panties with large yellow and green sunflowers on them.  Then she dug through her stockings.  When she had both, she turned to face her husband.

“This is how it’s going to be, George.  Last night, I found I loved being in control.  I loved
 having that sense of power.  I need to explore that.  If I don’t, I’ll second guess myself my entire life.  I can’t do that.  I want you to accept this and go along with me.  Now, you can either give me what I want, or you can face the consequences.”

George furrowed his brow.  “What consequences?  Are you threatening to expose me?”

Allison shrugged her shoulders.  “If that’s the worst you think will happen.”

George was stunned.  He didn’t know what that meant, but it definitely scared him.  Then Allison made it easy for him.

“I’ll tell you what,” said Allison.  “Why don’t you do the things I want you to do today?  Put on the panties and stockings.  Wear them beneath your suit.  Think about them throughout the day.  Ask yourself if you can handle them.  Then give me an answer tonight when you come home.  I think you’ll see that you like it.  It’s not as scary as you think.”

George ran his tongue over his teeth.  This was an interesting offer.  On the one hand, he hated the emasculating aspect of this.  He hated and dreaded the idea of wearing these things in public, even if no one would know what he was wearing.  On the other hand, he wasn’t ready to face the consequences of saying no.  He hoped to find some easier way out of this, and this sounded like a great way to buy himself time.  He decided he would accept the offer.

Then he caught a flash of his painted fingernails.  “Wait!  What about these?”

“I’ll take those off, but we’re leaving the polish on your toes.”

Leaving the polish on his toes didn’t thrill George, but he could accept it if he could accept the panties; no one would see either.  Reluctantly, he nodded his head in agreement.  “All right.  What do I need to do?”

Allison handed him the panties, the stockings and a hot pink cami.  She debated if the cami might not be too much, but she decided it wouldn’t be.  She did, however, stop short of adding a corset for now.  After all, she didn’t want to scare her husband away.  She wanted him to accept this and become her submissive, and that meant making him comfortable with it.  Pushing too hard, too fast ran the risk of him running away.

“Wear these things under your clothes today,” said Allison.

George stared nervously at the feminine items.  “All right, but if I’m going to do this, then I want to know why you want this.”

“Because I like the idea of you wearing feminine clothes beneath your regular clothes.  It’s symbolic.  It will remind you that whatever you are in public, you belong to me beneath,” said Allison.

“Fair enough,” said George.

Interestingly, Allison didn’t say the other thing on her mind, which was that wearing these things would be like making him wear a prison which maintained her control even from a distance.  Indeed, by wearing these, he would be unable to flirt with other women, go to the gym, or even remove his shirt or shoes in public without her permission.  It was a palpable display of her power at all times.  That idea turned her on.  She liked the idea of controlling his very motions... of limiting his freedom.

George reluctantly picked up the girlish panties.  “I can do this,” he told himself.  “It might be a little embarrassing, but it will buy me time to think.  I need to find a way to get her to change her mind.”

Allison saw his doubts and she worried for a moment.  Then he slowly slid the panties up his legs.  As he did, all of his fears of emasculation returned and he instantly felt weak and inadequate.  That said, he also became hard.  Allison watched his erection grow with great excitement.  She was sure this meant she would get what she wanted.  She would win her submissive.


Chapter Five: “Tough Day At Work”

—v—

George spent an interesting day at work to say the least.

It was a difficult day.

As George walked into the building, he felt terrified that someone would spot what he was wearing through his clothes.  Could they see his panty lines?  Could they see the bright pink cami through his white dress shirt?  Could they see the pantyhose at his ankles?  He didn’t know, but paranoia made him think that everyone could see all of it... every receptionist, every co-worker, and every passerby.  Consequently, he spent the whole morning blushing, ducking behind furniture, and casting his eyes down to the floor in shame.

George felt a little more calm at his desk.  There, he was hidden from everyone.  No one could see his butt or his ankles or his chest so long as he wore his jacket.  He felt safe.  That feeling of safety was probably an illusion, but he accepted it.

Even hidden at his desk, however, he couldn’t escape this.  What he wore dominated his mind.  He thought constantly about how it all felt:  the tiny panties which supported nothing and pinched his testicles from time to time, the silky cami which made his shirt slide around, the tight, tight pantyhose which hugged his body and his waist.  Every tug or slip brought his mind right back to what he was doing.

He thought about what he would look like without his suit too.  Then his mind would flash back to the morning and he would remember his wife making him wear each item.  He saw her smirking face.  It was pure humiliation.

His mind couldn’t stop thinking about the danger either.  This came across as periodic visions or daydreams.  He imagined himself bending over to pick up a pencil or a sheet of paper or something from the floor.  Some secretary would see his panties or his stockings.  She would scream.  His blood would turn to ice.  Then he would be hauled before the HR department and he would be fired.  That was scary and unpleasant.  It made him nervous.  It made him tense.

After a while though, these visions became more sexual.  Soon, he was imagining himself being mocked sexually by the secretaries who caught him.  They made fun of what he wore and called him humiliatingly girly names.  Then they would demand to see his penis, and soon they were playing with it and jerking him off.  George didn’t really want to imagine this at all, but his mind wouldn’t stop.  It seemed to take a perverse sense of pleasure in torturing him suddenly.  And the fact these images were running through his mind made him feel naughty and embarrassed.

These were only the beginning of George’s problems, however.

—v—

George liked wearing loafers rather than shoes with laces because they still looked dressy but he could slip his feet in and out of them easily during the day.  Well, later in the day, as George worked furiously to finish a project for his boss, he casually slipped his feet out of his loafers.  Then, without thinking about it, he crossed his legs at the ankle and he straightened his legs out before him.  This made his feet stick out just past the front partition of his desk, which was open at the bottom.  That meant his nylons and his painted toenails were visible to anyone who peeked into his office at that particular moment.  He didn’t realize this.

“I need the new charts,” said George to himself a few minutes later.

He hit the intercom button on his phone and called his assistant Helen.  He asked her to bring him the charts he needed for his report.  She found them in her filing cabinet and brought them to his office.

Knock knock!

She had arrived.  “I brought the charts,” she said.

“Come on in,” said George without looking up.  “Just set them down.”

Helen started to move, but then hesitated at the door.  She had a confused look on her face with a strange sort of smirk.  A moment later, she shook her head, let out a tiny huff, and then walked into the office.  She set down the documents she had printed where he indicated.

“Is there anything else?” she asked.

George shook his head.  “No.  Thank you.”

Helen nodded her head.  She was clearly trying to contain a grin, but George didn’t notice.  She turned and walked back to the door.  When she reached it, she stopped in the doorway.  She seemed frozen for a moment, then she turned around.  Her face was bright red and she looked like she was going to burst.

“It’s probably none of my business,” she said, “but uh...”

George looked up.  “What is?”

Her face turned even redder and her smirk turned into a poorly suppressed grin.  “You might want to keep your shoes on, boss,” said Helen sarcastically.  She winked at him.  With that, Helen ducked out the door and returned to her desk.

George at first felt confused.  Why had she said that?  Did his feet stink or something?  It seemed such an odd thing to say.  Then he remembered what he was wearing and it hit him like a ton of bricks what she meant.

“Oh no!” he exclaimed.  “She must have seen my toes!”

An intense wave of shame washed over George.  All of his fears of inadequacy returned.  He immediately yanked his feet back and jammed them into his loafers to hide them and their brilliant red toenails.  His face turned a bright, bright red.  This was a terrifying and humiliating moment for him.  What if Helen told other people?  The whole office could be laughing at him!

“I need to make sure she never tells anyone!”

George shot to his feet and charged down the hallway to Helen’s desk.  He knew he needed to say something to keep her from telling other people what she had seen.  Unfortunately, he had no idea what he was going to say to her about this; he hadn’t thought that far yet.  He hoped something would come to him when he got there.  This was not a good plan.

As George approached Helen’s desk, he saw her giggling with another assistant.  Seeing this felt like he had been punched in the stomach and his whole body began to tremble.  His knees shook.  His legs ground to a near halt and continuing to approach her proved incredibly difficult.  The last few steps to her desk felt like he was walking to his own execution.

He stopped right before her.

“Can I speak to you for a moment?” asked George.  He kept his eyes cast down on Helen’s desk as he couldn’t bear to see her accusing stare; it made him feel too small to confront her.

He still had no idea what to say.

“Of course,” said Helen.  There seemed to be a giggle in her tone.

“Alone,” he said.  His mouth was dry.

The other woman smiled at him and walked away.  He heard her high heels clicking as she slowly retreated:  Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!
  That sound reminded him of having worn heels the prior night and he became very hard at the thought.

George continued when the clicking stopped.  “I know what you saw—”

“Really?  What did I see?” asked Helen, cutting him off.

This tripped George up.  Was Helen saying she hadn’t seen anything?  Was it possible George was just about to confess to something Helen did not know, and that he would thereby expose his secret to her?  Or was she telling him she didn’t want to talk about it?  Or was this just a taunt?  He didn’t know and that made him unsure how to proceed at that point.  Unfortunately, he had to say something as he had started this and he couldn’t leave it hanging.

Helen folded her arms and smirked at his hesitance.  She shook her leg excitedly.  “Go on.”

George blushed even deeper.  “My feet, um, you saw what I was, um, wearing.”

“Which was what?”

George felt a chill race down his spine.  That she didn’t confirm or deny having seen his stocking-clad feet added to his confusion and terror.  Still, she had to have seen it all, didn’t she?  She must just be playing with him now.  But what if he was wrong?  He felt himself shrink as he struggled to continue; his penis throbbed inside his panties though.  He took a deep breath.  He bit his lip.  “It’s just that... that’s not me—”

“It certainly looked like you.”

“That’s not what I meant.  I mean, it wasn’t my idea.”

Helen snickered.  “What wasn’t your idea?”

“Maybe she really doesn’t know?” George told himself.  He decided to take a risk and to walk away.  He reasoned it was better to leave this unexplained in case she really didn’t know than it was to give away this secret.  “Ok, well, never mind,” he said and he started to turn and walk away.

Then she continued.  “Did you mean the stockings or the pretty red nails weren’t your idea?  Beautiful color, by the way.”

George became light-headed.  He felt like he might pass out.  It was now obvious that she was playing with him and he had no idea how to handle that.  He managed to continue, however.  “It was my wife’s idea.”

Helen raised an eyebrow and smirked at her boss.  She was clearly enjoying playing with him.  “Your wife painted your toenails and dressed you in nylons before work?  What a kinky couple!”

George winced at how bad that sounded.  He quickly tried to change what he had said, or at least to re-characterize it.  “No!  I mean, yes, but no.  It’s for a costume party, that’s all.  We’re going to a costume party.”  He took a deep breath.  “I would appreciate it, if you wouldn’t mention this to anyone,” he said cautiously.

Helen looked at her boss and smiled condescendingly.

George felt another chill pass over him.  “Can I count on you?” he asked anxiously when she didn’t speak.

Helen picked up a cup of coffee and sipped it.  She fluttered her eyelashes at him over the top of the cup.  Then she set it back down.  She was taking a very long time responding, and that made George incredibly nervous.

“Can I count on you?” he repeated.

“You can go now,” was all she said.

George’s was stunned.  He had never been dismissed by his secretary before, and this clearly meant this was not over.  What could he do though?  He couldn’t force her to keep this secret.  And if she went to HR with a complaint, then he would be fired and probably blackballed for playing sex games in the office.  His career would implode before it ever began.  All he could do was leave, as he had been told, and hope this went away.  Hence, he tucked his tail between his legs and he humiliatingly crept away.


Chapter Six: “The Ceremony”

—v—

George was a mess by the time he got home.  He’d spent most of the day alternating between feelings of tension and paranoia and high eroticism.  It was draining, even before Helen saw his stockings and his toenails and it all fell apart.  George spent the last hour at work and the whole drive home imagining all kinds of terrible things that could happen from Helen knowing.  The terror of this made him sick and nervous.  He could barely focus on the road.  And by the time he got home, he was swearing to himself that he would quit this whole silly idea and would never put on another feminine item in his entire life!

“Allison’s just going to have to accept that!” he growled.

George burst through their front door ready and determined to tell Allison that he wouldn’t do this anymore.

“Welcome home,” said Allison who happened to be passing by the door as he burst through it.  She wore a tight black tank-dress and open-toed black spike heels.  She looked incredible and George immediately found himself distracted and getting hard; Allison had planned it that way.  She wanted to make sure it was as difficult as possible for him to turn her down.  “How was your day?”

George snickered cynically.  “Other than my secretary seeing my stockings and my painted toenails, it was a never-ending ride of terror.  How was yours?” he asked snidely.

“Well, that was careless, darling,” said Allison.

“Helen saw me!
”

“So?”

“It’s humiliating!  And what if she does something?!”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know, something!
”

Allison decided to squelch her husband’s panicked outrage before it turned into something more difficult to control.  She put her hands on her hips; George recognized this as her “lecturing stance.”  She said, “So your secretary spotted your stockings.  Big deal.  Were you fired?”

“No, but—”

“Did she run around screaming, ‘George is wearing women’s clothing!’?”

“Well, no, but—”

“So what’s the big deal, George?”

“But she knows.”

“Other people will know too.  I told you that.  You need to learn to accept the fact that people will know that you’re submissive to me.  I’m not going to pretend to be the little wife in public just to soothe your ego.  Are you telling me you’re too insecure to handle that?” asked Allison.

George now felt weak.  He didn’t like being called insecure, even if the topic was whether or not he was “secure enough” to let his wife dominate him, as odd as that sounded to him.  He became very confused thinking about this.

“Let me ask you this, George,” continued Allison.  “Other than Helen, did you enjoy yourself?”

“Did I enjoy myself?!  Did I enjoy myself?!  Are you kidding me?” he exclaimed.

“Answer my question, George.”

“No, I did not enjoy myself!  My day was filled with terror, near misses and inconvenience.  The pantyhose were hot and tight and uncomfortable.  The panties pinched my balls.  I hated wearing my jacket all day.  And all day long, everything was embarrassing.”

“But I’ll bet you were turned on too, weren’t you?”

George was just about to deny this when he realized that he really had been turned on.  It had been an exciting, horny day.  He’d felt like a live wire all day.  His penis was rock hard almost the whole time and he felt kinky and naughty and excited.  He blushed when he realized this.

“I thought so,” said Allison when he paused.  “You were
 turned on.”

George blushed and took a deep breath.  “Look, honey, I don’t want to do this,” he said firmly.

Allison shook her head.  “Yes, you do.  Your penis told you so.  And it doesn’t matter anyway because I do.”  She took his hand and started pulling him toward their bedroom.  “Come with me,” she said.

“Where are we going?”

“Just follow me.”

George bit his lip and did as he was told.

Allison led the way into the bedroom.  George cautiously followed her.  As he entered the bedroom, George saw quite an interesting sight.  Allison had moved the wooden bench from the foot of their bed to the center of the room, where it stood like a little shrine.  In the middle of the bench, she had set a thick white candle.  It was lit.  Standing before the candle were two high-heeled shoes.  These were platform pumps with an open toe and a slingback.  They were neutral in color.  Lying across the vamp of both shoes was a riding crop.

“What’s this?” asked George.

Allison moved to the bench and sat down next to the candle and the shoes.  She casually crossed her legs and popped off her shoe, letting her shoe swing from the ends of her toes.  Then she leisurely pointed to the floor before her.  She said nothing yet, however.

George looked where she pointed, but didn’t move.  He knew what she wanted, but he didn’t want to give this to her.  He was the man, he was meant to be in charge.  Men don’t take orders from their wives.  His eyes remained fixed on her finger.

“I won’t,” he said softly.

Allison didn’t move.

“Look, Allison,” he said, but he said no more.  He felt nervous.

She kept pointing at the spot before her.

George shook his head.  “I can’t.”

“You can,” she said softly.

Her words passed through George like a cloud of weakness.  His whole body instantly became soft and malleable.  He could resist her nothing.  He did not want to be submissive to his wife, but he was losing the battle within himself.  How could he get out of this?

“Now George,” said his wife more firmly.

“I can’t,” said George apologetically.

“Now.
”

George swallowed hard and stepped to the spot where his wife pointed.  It happened so quickly that it surprised him.  He didn’t even know he had decided, nor did he have any idea why he had done this.  He likely wouldn’t have done it again nine out of ten times, but for some reason, this time he did.

“Strip,” commanded Allison.

George tingled all over.  This would be the first order he would voluntarily follow and that was a big step.  Admittedly, part of him wanted to run away.  He still could.  But an even bigger part of him now wanted to see where this led, so he did as commanded.  He unbuttoned his shirt, unzipped his pants, and stripped off his clothes until he stood before his wife in only the panties, the stockings and the cami she had made him wear to work – she had told him to leave those in place.  His penis was hard as a rock beneath the panties.

Allison smiled.  The wetness between her legs and the feeling of exhilaration told her this was exactly what she wanted.  She took the two high-heeled shoes from the bench and set them on the floor before her husband.

“Step into those,” she said.

George hesitated.

“Come on, George. You’re wearing panties already.  I’ve seen you in heels too.  There’s no reason to wait.  Now do it,” she said calmly, but also firmly.  Her tone seemed to push George as if her very hands were moving him.

George took a deep breath and stepped into the heels.  His right foot went first.  It took a moment to wiggle it into place and to bend down and pull the slingback up over his ankle.  Then he did the other the same way.  He felt taller and yet much smaller when he stood up straight again.  He was blushing and his penis became hard.

“Nice erection, darling,” said Allison smugly.

George felt himself shrink even more.

“Now get down on your knees,” she said.

George carefully lowered himself to his knees.  He felt foolish, but excited.

Allison popped her shoe back onto her foot and rose to her feet.  She walked around behind her husband.  The cracking sound of her heels against the floor sounded so dominant.

“What do I do?” asked George.

She ignored him and crouched down behind him.  She grabbed his erection from behind; her other hand cupped his butt cheek.  She stroked his penis several times before letting it go.  “I’m glad you’re excited,” she said.

George didn’t know what to say, so he nodded his head nervously.

“You’ve made your decision,” said Allison.  “From this point forward, you belong to me.  You have no power, no authority and no rights.  You are mine to command.  When I give an order, you will obey it.  You will not act without my permission.  You will follow my lead in all things.  You will accept any punishment I give you.”

George didn’t know what to say, though his penis throbbed.

“Do you understand that I may punish you?”

“Punish me how?” asked George.

“Any way I see fit.  If you disobey me, I may paddle you.  I may make you stand in the corner.  I may humiliate you.  I may even expose you if I so choose,” said Allison.  “Keep that in mind whenever you feel rebellious.”

George felt shaken by his surrender and didn’t know what to say or think about this.  He wasn’t even sure why he was agreeing to this.  It was all so confusing.  He knew he didn’t want to submit.  But he also had stripped and dropped to his knees.  But he had only done that because she threatened to expose him, right?  Or had the threat been made after he dropped to his knees?  George struggled to understand this.  His mind was going a million thoughts an hour in all directions.

Allison didn’t wait for him to figure it out.  She slipped her husband’s panties down below his butt cheeks.  She then picked up the riding crop and spread her legs wide to get a firm stance.  She slapped the crop into her hand three times, all the while looking down into his eyes:  Whooosh!  Slap!  Whooosh!  Slap!  Whooosh!  Slap!


“What are you doing?” asked George nervously.

“We’re going to have a little ceremony establishing our new relationship.  And for this ceremony, I want your butt to be nice and hot and red as a reminder of who’s in charge throughout.  Now hold still because this will hurt.  Oh, and I want you to thank me when it’s all over,” said Allison.

“Thank you?!  For what?”

“For correcting you.  Now stop questioning me.  Your place is to follow my orders.”

George furrowed his brow.  He still didn’t know what to think of this.  He didn’t even know why he was going along with this.  And he certainly wasn’t sure he wanted to accept being whipped with a riding crop!

It was too late to stop it, however.

Allison flicked her wrist.  The riding crop cut through the air and slammed against George’s rear:  CRAAAACK!!
  It stung.  In fact, it stung a lot.  It stung a lot more than George expected.  His rear throbbed and turned hot instantly.

“Ouch!” he exclaimed and he fell over onto all fours.

The crop took off once more.  It cut through the air:  Whoooooosh!
  Then it struck hard:  CRAAAACK!!


“Stop that!” exclaimed George and he looked back at his wife.  He started to scramble back up to his knees.

“Stay right where you are, Georgia
!”

George froze.  Something in her tone seemed to paralyze him, as did the feminization of his name.  He didn’t understand it, but it did.  It made him helpless somehow.  Still, he could protest.  “Allison, stop!” he insisted.

She didn’t.

And that was that.  George watched his wife spread her legs a little wider and dig her toes into the insoles of her shoes to get a more solid footing.  Her skirt was stretched wide.  Her arm was raised in the air slightly behind her.  She brought the crop crashing down toward his rear.

Whoooooosh!  CRAAAACK!!

The stinging pain raced through George’s rear and throughout his body.  The pain was short, sharp and intense.  It left a warm, throbbing feeling on his cheeks too.  What’s more, it was humiliating and that humiliation seemed to disarm George.  He had no idea how to respond.

She raised her arm and struck again.

Whoooooosh!  CRAAAACK!!

George gritted his teeth as the pain shot through him once more.

Again, she raised her arm.  George tensed up.  Down came the crop.

Whoooooosh!  CRAAAACK!!

And again.

Whoooooosh!  CRAAAACK!!

And again.

Whoooooosh!  CRAAAACK!!

Whoooooosh!  CRAAAACK!!

Whoooooosh!  CRAAAACK!!

Whoooooosh!  CRAAAACK!!

As the blows continued, George’s rear slowly became a testament to Allison’s power as it turned bright red with crossing white lines where each of her punishing strikes had landed.

“Isn’t that pretty?” asked Allison suddenly.

“What is?” asked George reflexively.  He was in shock and didn’t know what to do or say at this point, so he defaulted to doing nothing and letting his wife guide his actions.

“The lines.”

Allison slid the crop into the part of his crack which was visible just above the panties on his rear.  She then pushed the panties down his cheeks until all parts of his cheeks were exposed.  The red marks were all visible now.  This made her chuckle.  She traced one with the crop.

“Every one of these represents a moment of submission, George.  You let me do this.  Do you now why?  Because no matter what you think, you want to submit to me.  It’s written in your eyes, and now on your butt.  You’ll understand that before this is over.  Now thank me for correcting you,” said Allison smugly.

“It doesn’t—  I don’t—” protested George unintelligibly.

“Oh yes, you do.  You loved every second of it.”

George’s face burned red, as red as his rear.  “I did not!”

Allison giggled and crouched down behind him.  She reached out and grabbed his penis which pointed straight down beneath him.  It was hard and wet with precum.  “You’re hard as a rock, sissy boy, and wet as a girl in heat.  You loved it.”  As she said this, she squeezed his penis and pulled it down as a farmer pulls an udder on a cow.

George came in the panties within seconds.

“Your dick has given you away,” said Allison.

George shuddered.  He felt deeply humiliated.  Yet, he also felt aroused.

SLAAAPPPPP!

Allison slapped his rear with her wet hand, spreading his sticky juices all over his enflamed rear.  Then she pulled his panties up over his red hot rear.  She stood up and kissed him on the back of the neck.  “Now let’s get you dressed.”  Then she stopped.  “Oh yes, there’s one more thing.”

George looked up at his wife.  “What could she want now?” he wondered.

Allison moved before her husband.  She held out her hand toward his face.  “Kiss my hand as a symbol that you accept our new relationship.”

George twisted his lip.  He was still feeling confused and awash in emotions and thoughts that made his mind hazy and unclear.  This was not a good time for him to make any decisions.

“Now, George,” said Allison firmly.

Without further thought, George leaned forward and kissed his wife.  He didn’t know why.  Allison did.  She had what she wanted.

The End of Part One


PART TWO

—v—


Chapter Seven: “Negotiating Away His Manhood”

—v—

Allison felt more secure after the ceremony had ended.  She knew she needed something symbolic to cement their new relationship and to test George’s willingness to submit.  The ceremony had fit that bill.  Now George was bound to her mentally.  By adding the humiliating whipping to the ceremony, she helped establish the boundaries of what would be expected from him.

Now she needed to take the next step... feminization
.

To Allison’s mind, feminizing her husband was vital.  Not only had the sight of him in women’s underwear and high-heeled shoes excited her the prior day, but she realized that this was the best way to end George’s resistance.  Indeed, from the moment she first painted his nails, she noticed the difference.  Somehow, feminizing George had made him vulnerable and broken his masculine need to control her.  It left him open to do whatever she wanted, to submit.

“Put a man in panties and he stops needing to prove he’s a man,” she told herself.

Plus, there was the practical aspect.  A man in panties was not a man who could carry an argument too long or too forcefully, and a man in heels was no man at all.  In fact, Allison very much recognized that putting George in heels would rob him of his ability to run, to use his strength against her, and even of his balance, along with his ability to flee or pursue.  He would become defenseless.  Adding a corset would take away his freedom of motion.  A tight skirt would bind his legs.  And all the other little feminine touches would keep him from going out in public, as he wouldn’t want to be seen.

All together, these items acted like mental and physical bondage.

“It will be like putting him in a prison that only I can see,” thought Allison.  That was exciting.

Unfortunately, Allison also knew she couldn’t rush this.  George didn’t seem to respond well to feminization and there was no way he was ready to pop into his job in a skirt and high heels yet... yet.
  It would take time and patience to get him to that level.  Fortunately, Allison had both.

It was time to start.

Allison stood before her husband, who remained on his knees after the ceremony.  “As you’ve probably guessed, there are going to be some changes from now on.  The first change involves your wardrobe,” said Allison.

“What about my wardrobe?” asked George cautiously.

“I’m changing it.”

“How?” asked George.  He prayed he didn’t hear the word “dress.”

“From now on, you’ll wear feminine underwear all the time.”

George licked his lips nervously.  He could accept new underwear because no one would see it... reluctantly.

Allison continued:  “That means panties, stockings or hose and some sort of corset.  You will wear those things to work, as you did today, when we go shopping, or even when you’re lounging around the house.  I want you in those all the time.”

“All right,” said George cautiously.  “Is that it?”

Allison sat down on the bench, crossed her legs, and let her shoe dangle from her toes inches from George’s chest.  “I will also paint your toenails whatever colors I choose.”

“What about my fingernails?”

“If I say so, yes.  For day to day, you won’t need to do that, but you will need to let them grow longer and you’re going to need to start filing them.  I want them looking nice when I do decide to paint them.”

“But—”

“The alternative,” said Allison, cutting him off, “is that I glue fake nails onto your fingers.  Then you’ll have obvious feminine fingernails.  I don’t think you want that, so you better learn to accept having longer nails and to take care of them.  Your hair too will be getting longer.”  She ran her fingers through his hair.  “I’ll probably dye it a more appropriate color too.”  As she said this, she had the vision of him bent over before her again.  His hair was long, feminine and dirty blonde.  That image made her wet once more.

“People will notice,” protested George.

Allison shrugged her shoulders.  “So long as you’re careful, then no one will notice any of these changes.  They’ll be subtle changes and it will be up to you how many people notice.”

George didn’t know if he believed that.  “What else?  What do I wear over this new underwear?”

“For now, your regular clothes.  I’ll be replacing those with things I like better though.”

“Feminine things?”

“Maybe, but not obviously.”

“So I don’t need to wear dresses?” asked George.

Allison shook her head.  “For right now, you will continue to dress like you currently do.  I’ll pick out the items, but they’ll be pants and shirts, as long as you behave.  At home though, I will expect you in heels—”

“Heels?!” exclaimed George unhappily.

“Of course, heels.”

Not only did Allison find it highly erotic to see her husband tottering around in high heels, but she thought it would help establish the new order in their home.  Making him totter around in the unstable heels which robbed him of his strength and balance was the perfect way to strip him of his manhood and keep him insecure.

“Honey!
”

Allison held up her finger to say, “Silence!”  This froze George.  Then she proceeded calmly, but firmly to tell him, “I will choose what you wear from now on.  In this case, I have chosen.  The matter is therefore closed.  While you’re home, I want you to wear high heels.  That’s a very fitting reminder of your new position in our relationship.”

“But—”

“No, George.  You do as I say,” said Allison calmly.  As she did, she saw an image of her bending her feminized husband over the counter in their kitchen.  Her pussy tingled at the thought.

George started to speak, but Allison stopped him with her finger once more.  Something inside him withered.

“Before you speak,” continued Allison, “know this:  you’re not changing my mind.  And the more you resist or make me angry over this, the higher your heels will be and the greater the chances I’ll make you wear dresses too.”  She smirked.  “You may speak now.”

George felt a sense of helplessness drip down his spine at her threat.  He decided to limit his trouble and to not protest the heels since no one would see them when he was home.  He was, however, worried about one thing.  “What about when we’re out?  I won’t wear heels when we go out.”

“You’ll wear whatever I tell you,” said his wife simply.

“Not heels!”

“You’ll wear whatever I tell you!
” repeated Allison forcefully.

George turned white as a sheet.  He began to shake his head.  Allison saw this and knew this was a critical moment.  She couldn’t push him too far too fast at first, not until he became more comfortable being submissive, and it seemed he was dancing along that edge of too much right now.  She decided to walk back her statement just a hint before he could object.

“The choice is mine,” she added, “but
 so long as you behave, then it won’t be an issue.  I have no desire to put you in heels outside the house.”

“You don’t?”

“No.  Why would I?”

George breathed a sigh of relief.  He could live with that.  In fact, he felt enough relief about not needing to wear them outside the house that he even became happier about conceding that he would wear heels inside the house.  It had been a brilliant bit of misdirection by Allison, getting him to accept one limitation by floating the idea of another, a much worse one, and then backing off on that one.  George was now accepting his obedience and was negotiating away parts of his freedom to save other parts she couldn’t possibly take.  Allison filled with pride at what she had achieved.  It seemed that controlling George would be easier than she expected.

In any event, it was time to follow up with her victory.  She patted her husband on the thigh.  “Let’s get you dressed for tonight.”

“What’s tonight?” he asked.

“We’re going on a date.  But first, we need to get you more clothes.”


Chapter Eight: “Getting His Nails Done”

—v—

“I feel ridiculous,” said George as he walked through the mall with Allison.  They had parked on the north end of the mall and now were headed to the complete opposite end.  George was sure his wife had done this intentionally to prolong his agony.  He was right.

“You’re fine,” said Allison.

“I look ridiculous.”

Allison snickered.  “George, you’re fine.  Trust me, it could have been a lot worse.”

“Why did I have to dress like... like this
?”

“Because that’s how I wanted you to dress.  And let me remind you, this is how it’s going to be from now on, so stop complaining and accept it or I’ll make it even worse the next time.  Would you rather do this in a dress?”

George cringed; that he would not.  Though, the current outfit wasn’t much better honestly.  “No.”

“Then behave.”

George bit his tongue and they kept walking.  As they moved through the mall, people everywhere stopped and looked.  The latest were two young women who just walked past him.  He twisted his lip as they approached; he worried they could see everything he wore that he shouldn’t be wearing... that no man should be wearing.  He cast his eyes downward to avoid their smiling faces though he could still feel their mocking glares burning into him like accusatory fires.  Then, to make matters worse, he bumped into his wife.

“George!  Pay attention,” she exclaimed.

This brought another look from the two women who smiled and giggled as they passed him.  George felt two inches tall as he watched them walk off giggling.  Unfortunately, in looking over his shoulder for so long, he again bumped into his wife.

“George!” snapped Allison.

“Sorry!”

Allison stopped and turned to face her husband.  “I’ve warned you already several times.  How many people find out about you will depend on how you act.  If you do something stupid to draw attention to yourself because you’re nervous, then people will see you and figure it out.”

“I know, but it’s hard to act normal when I’m wearing hot pink panties beneath my ‘shorts’—”

“They’re ‘mango’, not pink.”

“That doesn’t help.  And these shorts... they’re more like hotpants,” he said anxiously.  “And then I’m wearing this stupid pink girly top too, and these!”  He pointed to his feet on which he wore frilly girl’s ankle socks which stuck out just above his loafers.  What’s more, his wife had made him shave his legs, so his legs looked excessively feminine to his mind to begin with.  Add the other items and the overall effect was ego crushing.  “I look like a sissy!”

“Complain any louder and everyone will hear.”

George looked at his wife with intense frustration.  She obviously wasn’t going to give an inch.  But she was right too, and he knew that:  the more problems he caused, the more attention he would draw to himself.

“Are you going to calm down or should I yell out that my husband is a sissy?” asked Allison, though this threat obviously wasn’t meant to be taken literally by her husband.

George took a deep breath.

“That’s better.  Take another.”

He did.

“Now tell yourself to be calm.

George took a deep breath and resolved to do his best to cooperate and not to panic anymore.  He just needed to hope that no one spotted what he was wearing, or if they did, that he would never see them again.

“All right.  Lead on,” he said finally.

Allison turned and started walking.  George followed.  Slowly, they made their way to the other end of the mall.  As they reached the other end, they came to a nail salon named Ginger’s
.  Much to George’s horror, Allison went inside.  She dragged him behind her by his hand.

“Can I help you?” asked one of the ladies working in the salon.

“My husband needs a mani-pedi desperately,” said Allison.

George’s jaw dropped.  “I absolutely do not!” he gasped.

Allison shook her head and excused herself.  “One moment please,” she said.  Then she grabbed George by the shoulder and pushed him toward a corner.  “You are going to get a mani-pedi, George.  Now, you can either accept the fact and do it voluntarily and no one will know that I’m forcing you, or you can resist and then I’ll force you to do it and it will be utterly humiliating.  Do you understand?”

“But I don’t want—”

“What you want doesn’t matter anymore!  What I want is what matters.  Now, are you going to do as I say or do I need to put my foot down?” demanded Allison in a tone that left no doubt she was serious.

George considered his options for the brief moment he was allowed and he realized that he had no choice here.  If he fought his wife, then he would lose and he had no doubt that she would make this as humiliating as possible.  On the other hand, if he did his best to act like it was his idea, then maybe this wouldn’t be so humiliating.  Lots of men get mani-pedis these days, don’t they?

“All right,” said George reluctantly.

Allison nodded to the women and then motioned George to take off his shoes and socks.  He did and she took them.  Then he was given feminine pink flip flops.  George cringed.  He’d never worn flip flops before or any type of sandal.  To him, it wasn’t masculine, and it certainly wasn’t masculine to wear pink
 flip flops!

“I can’t wear these!” he complained.

“Do it,” said Allison.  She said nothing more.

George took a deep breath and slipped his feet into the shoes.  Then he made his way to the waiting chair.  His feet slapped against the flip flops as he went:  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!
  Ironically, this made him hard.

After a few minutes, the woman was ready.  She pulled his flip flops off his feet and began doing things
 to his nails.  George wasn’t sure what any of this was, but she seemed to use files and tools he didn’t recognize.  She washed his feet and toenails with soapy water.  Then she turned her attention to his fingers.  Soon, his fingernails began to take shape.  They became somewhat rounded; they weren’t long enough for more yet.  His toenails were squared off.  Lotions were rubbed on his hands and feet.  They felt much softer.

“Why is your wife making you get your nails done?” asked the woman.

George blushed.  “She’s not making
 me.”

“It sure looked that way,” said the woman working on his nails.

“That’s how I remember it,” said the other, who was working on Allison.

Both women laughed.

“Well, she’s not,” said George defensively.  “I just wanted to take better care of my body is all.”  That was the best excuse he could come up with for being here, and no one was buying it.  The two women looked at each other and giggled.  Then they got back to work.

After stripping his nails, pushing back his cuticles and filing the nails into shape, the woman was ready to build them back up.  She asked him what he would like done.  Before George could answer, Allison spoke up.

“Give him red toenails and clear fingernails,” she said.

“What?!” gasped George.  He was blushing as red as the polish, and was hard as a rock.

“George
,” growled Allison at his outburst.

“I can’t!  Men don’t get their nails painted red!”

“Well, you do.  Now deal with it or I’ll punish you right here in front of these ladies,” said Allison.  She had really come a long way in a short time.  In fact, she was surprised how easily she seemed to take control and how happily she issued orders George never would have obeyed a week ago.  She was even finding the idea of punishing him, a grown man, intriguing.  It truly showed that her natural dominance ran much deeper than she initially realized.

George, on the other hand, was stunned.  Had his wife really told these women that she would punish him if he didn’t let them paint his nails?  How much of a sissy did that make him sound?

For their part, the two women giggled at the threat of punishment.  “We know who wears the pants in this family!” said the one woman.

“Literally,” said the other.

“I’ll bet he jumps every time she snaps her fingers!” said the first.

They both laughed out loud.

This was too much for George.  He jumped out of the chair and stormed off to the entrance to the mall.  The spacers were still between his toes.  When he reached the edge of the mall, he saw a large number of people looking in his direction.  Some seemed to giggle at the man in the short shorts, the pink top and with the pedicure spacers between his toes.  Others pointed.

Allison came up behind him.  “Where are you going, George?” she asked calmly, almost sympathetically.

“I’m leaving.”

“No, you’re not.  And do you know why, George?”

“Why?”

“Because you can’t disobey me,” she said.  There was no malice in Allison’s voice.  Instead, there was intense curiosity.  She was excited as well.  She was amazed what dominating him had awakened inside her and she wondered if something similar yet opposite had awakened inside him.  Why hadn’t he run away?  Would he finally run away now?  She was very curious.

George furrowed his brow and rolled his eyes at his wife.  He acted defiantly, but he didn’t feel that on the inside.  On the inside, he felt scared and shrunken.  “Ha ha.  I can’t disobey you, you say?  Let’s see if I can disobey you as I walk out of this shop and head home,” he said snidely.

He didn’t leave though.

Allison folded her arms.  “It’s funny,” she said.  She said this more to herself than to her husband.  “I haven’t been able to figure out why you’ve agreed to any of this so far.  I mean, obviously, you’re afraid I’ll tell everyone about your little dress-up session, but that’s not really it, is it?  There’s more to this.  Me blackmailing you is just an excuse.  I think you’re getting a taste for it.  I think you like secretly taking orders.  You need this, don’t you?”

George felt like a knife had been stuck into his soul.  Her words had struck something inside him hard, something he didn’t want to admit.  He shook his head.  “No, you’re wrong.”

“Am I?  Get back in the chair and let the ladies paint your toenails red.”

George swallowed hard.  He envisioned himself walking away, right out into the mall.  But something kept him here.  He didn’t know what it was, but without another word, George returned to the seat.

“Your wife straightened you out,” said the first woman with a laugh.

The other woman made a whipping sound.  Then both women giggled.  Their giggles made George feel ever so small and helpless.  Yet, he stayed.  Then they painted his toenails bright red.


Chapter Nine: “The Shoe Store”

—v—

The worst part of George’s mall visit was yet to come.  When the woman finished with his nails, she gave him back the flip flops.  George wanted his loafers, but Allison refused.  She said it would ruin his pedicure.  Besides, Allison didn’t want him wearing those.  Hence, George found himself marching through the mall back toward their car in the hot pink flip flops with his bright red nails on display.

SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!

“This is humiliating,” whined George as the twentieth woman walked past him staring at his toes and smirking.  Despite his humiliation, or perhaps because of it, George was hard as a rock.

“I’m sure it is,” said Allison.

They walked a little farther.  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!
  Finally, they came to a women’s shoe store.  Allison stopped.

“Let’s go in here,” she said.

“What are we doing here?” asked George.

“You need shoes.”

“I have lots of shoes.”

Allison smirked.  “You don’t have the shoes I want,” she said and she put her hand on her husband’s back and shoved him into the store.  Two young women immediately came up to George and Allison.  One was the clerk and the other was the manager, though neither seemed older or more mature than the other.  Both were giggly blondes just out of their teens.

“Can I help you?” asked the taller blonde.

“My husband needs shoes for work and shoes for around the house,” said Allison.

George cringed.  Was his wife really doing this?

The taller blonde glanced at George and then smiled apologetically at Allison.  “I’m sorry, but we don’t sell men’s shoes,” she said, as the other noticed his painted nails and his outfit and began to grin uncontrollably.  She nudged her friend.

“We’re not here for men’s
 shoes,” said Allison.

George shuddered.

The young woman raised an eyebrow.  Then her friend nudged her again and pointed down at George’s toes.  Now she too noticed his painted nails and his girly shorts and his pink top.  An emasculating smirk appeared on her lips as her eyes latched onto George’s eyes.  “And, uh, what kind of shoes are you looking for?”  She sounded more curious than surprised.

“For work,” said Allison, “he needs something professional.  Something he can wear around the office.  He will otherwise be dressed in male clothing, so they should be feminine, but not entirely obviously so.”

George felt himself shrink.  He couldn’t believe how emasculated he felt.  It was so utterly humiliating that his wife was telling these young girls that he would be wearing women’s shoes that he couldn’t even focus on the implications of what his wife was asking for:  the idea that she planned to make him wear high heels to work!

“Feminine, but hidden?” asked the young woman.

Allison shook her head.  “No, not hidden... just not obvious.”

“You want women’s shoes that look like women’s shoes, but don’t stand out?” clarified the manager.

“Yes.”

“So not like loafers and, like, no rhinestone club shoes,” said the younger blonde.

“Correct.”

The manager smiled.  “I have just the pair.”

“Good,” said Allison.  “For the house, I anticipate him wearing pencil skirts and dresses mainly—”

Jaws dropped all around.

“Dresses?!” exclaimed George.  “You said I didn’t have to wear dresses!”

The two young women exchanged excited glances.

Allison ignored her husband’s protest and continued her instruction uninterrupted.  “—so he needs shoes that fit with those.  They should be high and difficult for housework.  Challenging.”

George felt himself shrink as his wife told these young women that he would be wearing dresses and skirts around the house and doing housework as if her were some sort of sissy maid.  He wanted to flee the store, but he couldn’t.  Oddly, all of this made his erection throb like mad.

“We have just what you need,” said the second girl.

A moment later, the two young women scurried off around the shop finding multiple pairs of shoes for George.  They were excited.  George was horrified.  Had his wife really told these two that they were here to buy women’s shoes for George?  He couldn’t believe it.  This had to be a dream, wasn’t it?  A tremendous sense of shame filled him like nothing he had ever felt before.

Allison, on the other hand, appeared completely calm.  She sat down on a bench, crossed her legs and waited.  What George couldn’t see was how her heart was pounding away inside her chest, how her nipples were rock hard beneath her bra, and how her pussy was soaked with her juices.  Allison had never been more turned on than she was at this moment.

“I can’t believe you told them you want me to wear dresses and heels around the house!” whispered George nervously.  His body trembled.

“Why shouldn’t I?”

“Because it’s embarrassing!”

Allison shrugged her shoulders.

“I should put my foot down and tell you I won’t wear any of it!” said George angrily.

Allison chuckled.  “Oh honey, every time you put your foot down it’s going to be in a high-heeled shoe from now on.”

Her comment made him wither.  He felt helpless.  He tried to regain his strength by folding his arms.  This was normally a strong pose for him, but this time it felt rather stupid in the short shorts and with the painted nails.  “And what if I do say ‘no’?” he asked defiantly, though there was a sense of reality in his defiance.

Allison casually popped her shoe off her foot and let it dangle from her toes for a second before she responded.  “You know, it’s funny, George.  I was going to let you off easy.  I was going to let you wear flats or wedges around the house.  Those are much more comfortable and easier to wear.  You would have gotten used to those easily.  But you’ve fought me repeatedly and even now your attitude is troubling.  You’ve basically forced me to put you back in your place.  So forget the flats.”

She stood up and got right in his face.

“There will be no wedges and no flat sandals for you, Georgia
,” she said firmly.  “Not even any low-heeled shoes.  You’ll be wearing stilettos from now on, as tall as buildings, and it’s all because of your mouth.  Maybe this will teach you not to challenge my authority.”

George grimaced.  He tried to formulate a response, but the two young women returned with a number of shoes in that very instance and he lost his confidence.

“What would you like to start with?” asked the taller young woman of Allison.  She ignored George, as did her assistant.

“Let’s start with something for the home,” said Allison.

The younger woman picked up a dark red box and opened it.  From it, she pulled a pair of strappy black sandals.  These had a five-inch heel with a minor platform and a double ankle strap.  They were gorgeous and ultra-feminine, and they would be difficult to wear.

“Those are perfect!” exclaimed Allison.

“I’m not wearing those!” gasped George.

“Oh yes you are.  Now try them on.”

George’s jaw dropped again.  It was bad enough that his wife had told these young women that the shoes were for him, but now she expected him to wear them before the young women too?!  This was too humiliating!  He couldn’t accept this.  “No way,” he was just about to growl, but he didn’t.  Before he could speak, the older of the women started chuckling.

“Go on then, put them on,” she said and she held them out for him.

Something about her tone made George wither.  It was like her voice triggered some chemical that released into his body and made all of his muscles weak.  His limbs became heavy.  He lost the will to fight back or stand up for himself.  Indeed, the only thing standing up for him was his erection, which seemed to grow in direct proportion to how humiliated he felt.

“Now George,” added Allison.

George’s weakened resistance vanished completely.  And incredibly, at least to him, he found himself taking the shoes and sitting down on the bench to put them on.  He unbuckled the straps and slipped out of his flip flops.

“Cute nails,” said the woman.

“Thank you, we just had them done down the hall,” said Allison.

“He had them done at the salon
?” gasped the young woman.

“Oh yes.  I insisted.”

George felt himself shrink with each word.  His wife made him sound so utterly emasculated.  Of course, the nails helped with that image, as did the fact he was about to try on high heels.

“We sometimes get men in here that you know are buying shoes for themselves, and sometimes it’s clear that the wife is in charge, but we’ve never had anyone like him before... so openly submissive,” said the manger.

“We’ve only just decided to change our relationship,” said Allison and she felt her chest heaving and her pussy throbbing as she revealed this to these woman.  Clearly, she realized, making this public was a huge turn on for her.  “From now on, George is going to be my little pet, aren’t you dear?”

George’s face blushed bright red.  He gritted his teeth and held his tongue.

“Answer me George or you’ll wear the heels back to the car.”

George swallowed hard.  The idea of walking through the mall in high heels was very threatening.  He nodded his head.  “Yes,” he said softly.

“He’s still struggling with it,” said Allison.  “And speaking of struggling, why aren’t those shoes on yet?”

George tried to tune her out and focus on the shoes.  He opened the buckle on the sandals and pulled the straps apart.  Then he slipped his feet into the sandals.  This wasn’t the first time he’d ever worn high heels before, thanks to his wife the other night, but it still felt strange.  Feeling his feet held at such an angle and having his toes bent was so unusual.  Then knowing that he would be balancing on the thin heels just felt so foreign to him.  It felt kinky too.  Not only should a man never wear shoes like this, but to have three women mocking him with their eyes as he slipped into them gave him an indescribable feeling he could only call “naughty.”  His penis throbbed.

“They fit,” said George and he started to pull his feet back out.

“Hold it.  Strap them on.”

George shuddered.  He thought about resisting, but that thought vanished due to his lack of strength.  Instead, he reached down and pulled the straps tightly around his ankles.  Then he buckled them.

“There.  They fit.  Can I take them off now?” asked the red-faced George.

“Now let’s see you walk,” said Allison.

“Walk?”

“Yes.  You need practice in heels.  Now, let me see you walk in the heels.”

This was something George hoped to avoid.  He knew it would dramatically intensify his humiliation to let these two young women watch him prance back and forth in heels.  “But honey, I’ll get plenty of practice at home!” he said.

Allison folded her arms.  “Now, George.”

George glanced at the two women whose faces were alight with excitement.  He could bet their pussies were very wet at the moment.  He bit his lip and tried to ignore their presence.  He rose to his feet and started across the store.

It wasn’t easy.

George knew these would be difficult shoes – their heel was very high and quite thin – but he never knew they would be this
 difficult!  At the very least, he assumed he would get good at wearing them after a few steps.  But he didn’t.  He didn’t realize that young women spend years learning to walk properly in heels, and they don’t start in heels like these.  Hence, even after several trips across the room and back, he still found himself in danger of falling with almost every step.

“This is really hard!” he exclaimed.

“I told you.  So keep practicing.  I want you to be good and graceful very quickly.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t be wearing them at all,” suggested George.

“Nice try, honey.  Now give it another shot.  This time, walk like this,” said Allison and she rose to her feet in one smooth motion and demonstrated the art of walking in heels.

George tried to follow her example, but still stumbled his way across the shop.

Allison shook her head.  “That’s awful, just awful.  Try again.”

George tried again.  This time, he walked with a hint more grace, but not much.  And when he reached the middle of the room, he nearly stumbled.  “I hate these things!” he exclaimed.

“You just need practice.  Now stop complaining or I’ll spank you,” said Allison.  She turned to the young women and asked what other shoes they had.  The women showed her several pairs of sandals and some basic pumps... well, basic pumps with a five-inch heel.  Allison liked each and decided to take several.  She even bought a pair of flats with a decorative bow over the instep for work.  She made George try almost all of them on.

The next hour was pure humiliation for George.

As things seemed to be winding down, the younger of the two women appeared with one last box.  “I think you might really like these,” said the woman.  She opened the lid.  Inside were a pair of pure black wedge-heeled pumps.  The heel was narrow and high, being nearly five inches with no platform whatsoever.  They were simultaneously ultra-sexy and rather professional.

“Those are gorgeous!” said Allison.

George noted the intensely high heel.  “I can’t do housework in those!”

“They aren’t for the house.  They’re for the office,” said the young woman.

George’s jaw dropped.  “I could never wear those!” he gasped.  “Those would be spotted in a minute!”

“That depends on how long your pants are, dear,” said Allison.  Then she smirked.  “And how long your pants are will depend on how well you obey me from now on.  We’ll take them!”

This comment was finally too much for George’s erection.  It had been throbbing away the entire time, but the idea of wearing these at work and having to hide them from his fellow employees went off in his mind like erotic fireworks.  His penis suddenly exploded and shot his juices all over his panties.  Indeed, it shot so much fluid that a stain appeared on his thin, tight shorts.  He looked like he had peed himself.

“I guess he likes the idea,” said the younger woman, who was the first to notice.  She laughed and pointed, which made the other woman look at his shorts and then laugh too.

“George!” exclaimed Allison.

George’s shoulders slumped in defeat and embarrassment.  Allison immediately picked up a high-heeled sandal from the bench next to her and she aimed it at his rear and let her arm fly.

SLAP!

The shoe hit George’s rear, causing his cheeks to ripple like waves.

SLAP!

SLAP!

Allison smacked him with it again and again.

SLAP!

SLAP!

Each time, George felt smaller, less like a man.  It wasn’t so much that the shoe hurt when it struck as it was the humiliation that his wife could do this to him in front of these two young women.  They, for their part, watched with amazed excitement as Allison thoroughly dominated her husband.  They couldn’t believe what they were seeing.

This was a day George would never forget... or the two women.


Chapter Ten: “Learning To Walk To Crawl”

—v—

When George and Allison got home that night, Allison decided to have some fun with George.  She wanted to make a statement that would cement their relationship.  She wanted him to feel feminine, emasculated, and servile all at once.  She wanted there to be no doubt who would be in charge from this day forward.  To do that, she first decided to put him into a dress.  She knew that dresses bothered him more than anything else feminine for some reason and she was happy to exploit that.

“What dress will send the right message?” she asked herself as she stood before her closet.

George watched her nervously as he sat on the side of the bed wearing only black silk panties and the cherry red high-heeled sandals they had bought at the shoe store that day.  He looked down at the sandals on his feet.  It felt strange having his foot kept at such a raised angle.  It felt odd too that his balance would depend on such a tiny long heel.

“Men aren’t supposed to wear these things,” he thought and he felt himself get hard once more.  He had been hard most of the day.

George focused his attention on his shoes, away from his erection.  He brought his feet together and raised his toes, balancing his feet on the heels.  His toes looked so girly with the red polish.  Then he slapped his toes back down to the floor.  This made a loud, feminine noise:  CHUNK!


Allison looked over her shoulder at her husband and snickered.  George immediately blushed.  He hadn’t meant to do that, but somehow it just seemed natural to play with the heels.  It was embarrassing getting caught doing that.  Allison returned her attention to the closet.

“Let’s see if this fits,” said Allison a moment later.

She pulled a little black dress from her closet and tossed it to her husband.  George caught the dress.  Something about holding this dress felt so naughty to him that it actually excited him.  His erection immediately dribbled out precum.  This didn’t help his embarrassment.

“Do I really need to wear this?” he asked.

“Of course.”

“But—”

“Remember my warning about resistance, George.  I can raise those heels an inch if you like.”

George looked down at his feet and cringed.  These shoes were already higher than anything his wife even owned.  He wasn’t even sure he could walk in them.  He couldn’t imagine adding another inch, but he knew Allison would do it if he resisted.  So he swallowed his pride.  He unzipped the dress, and he slid it over his head.  It jammed up around his chest.

“It doesn’t fit,” said George from inside the dress.

“I see that,” replied Allison.  She pulled the dress back off George’s head.  “You know what you need?  You need a corset!”

“A corset?  Why?”

“It will give you the right shape to wear the dress,” said Allison as she walked over to her lingerie drawer and pulled out a black leather corset.  She untied it and pulled the laces apart.  Then she came over to George and told him to stand up.  This wasn’t as easy as it sounded in the heels, but he managed by steadying himself against the bed.  His toes hurt in these shoes.  They felt crushed.

“These things aren’t easy to wear,” said George of the heels.

“Oh, I know,” said Allison.  “I’ve worn them for years for you, remember?  Now turn around and raise your arms above your shoulders.”

George spread his feet wider to give himself better balance.  Then he raised his arms.  When he did, Allison slipped the corset around his torso and pulled it closed in the back.

“Lean over now and brace yourself against the bed,” said Allison.

“Why don’t I just take off the heels?”

“Because I want you getting used to wearing heels because you’ll be wearing them around the house from now on.  And if you don’t stop complaining, you’ll be wearing them to the office too!”

George grimaced.  “Wouldn’t Helen love that?” he thought.  He decided to do as he was told, so he turned around, spread his legs and braced himself with his hands against the bed.  Allison then yanked on the laces.  She even put her knee against his lower back as she did this to get more leverage.  With each yank, the corset became tighter and tighter around George’s torso until he struggled to breathe.

“Is it supposed to be that tight?” asked George between gasps of air.

“Yes, it is,” said Allison and she pulled even harder.

“I can’t breathe!”

“Yes, you can.  You just need to take shallower breaths.”  Allison tied off the corset and then attached a series of adjustable hooks to close it tightly.  George was now locked in the corset and couldn’t escape without her help.  That thought hit her suddenly and made her giggle.  “He’s literally a prisoner in the corset!” she told herself and she smiled.

“Seriously,” asked George, “can’t we forget about this?  It’s too tight!”

“No.  You need to wear it to make your clothes fit.”

“My clothes do
 fit.”

“Not your new clothes... not without the corset.”  Allison took George by the shoulder and walked him over to her vanity mirror.  He stumbled a bit in the heels, but not enough to stop him.  “Take a look,” she said.

George was transfixed by what he saw.  Gone was his squarish body and in its place was an hourglass-shaped body.  Add in the feminine curves of his legs coming from the heels and the illusion of wide hips from the tiny panties, and his shape seemed surprisingly feminine for a man; it was almost passably feminine.  This did not make him feel any better.  In fact, it made things worse for him because it shook his ego how easily he was being transformed into a woman.

As George stared at his reflection, Allison grabbed the little black dress off the bed and slipped it over his head again.  With the corset holding him tightly, the dress slid down his body into place.  It fit perfectly, hugging all of his new curves.

“How can I look so feminine?” he asked.

“You don’t look that
 feminine,” countered Allison and she pointed at his erection which stood out before him like a flag pole.  It had tented out both the panties and the dress he wore.  “We’ll need to do something about that if we ever go out, but at home I think I’ll leave it.  I like seeing you hard as a rock from wearing dresses.  It tells me exactly what’s going on inside your head.  You can’t keep secrets from me anymore, Georgia
!”

George blushed.  She was right.  His penis told the truth.

“Anyways,” she continued, “now that you’ve got on your first dress – and a pretty dress it is – you need practice walking in heels... lots of practice.  Let me see you walk in the heels.”

“I did this in the store.”

“Yes, and you were awful.  What’s more, you’ll be doing this a lot.  So shut and start practicing.  I expect perfection.”

George knew there would be difficulties with the heels but he assumed he would be good at walking in them after all the practice he got at the shoe store; he had dramatically improved in the store.  He still wasn’t though.  These heels were pretty advanced, to say the least, and would require a lot of practice before he could master them.

“Here goes nothing,” said George.  He struggled across the room awkwardly.  “I don’t think I’m ever going to learn this.”

“You’ll get the hang of it,” said Allison.  “Keep practicing.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t be wearing them at all,” suggested George again.

“You just need practice.”

“You know.  I’m a man, remember?  Men don’t wear heels for a reason.”

Whoooosh!  Crack!

Allison had snatched the riding crop off the dresser and smacked George with it across the rear as hard as she could once he started with his snide tone.  She could not let him speak to her like that, not if she was to be the one in charge.

“Ouch!” exclaimed George.

Whoooosh!  Crack!

“Don’t you dare speak to me in that tone!” growled Allison.

Whoooosh!  Crack!

“Ouch!  I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!”

“Now you’ve forced me to put you back in your place.  So here’s what’s going to happen.  You’re going to practice wearing the stiletto heels all night, until I feel you’re good at wearing them.  Then you’re going to wear them all day tomorrow.  The only time I’m going to let you take them off is to shower.  Now start walking!”

For George, this outburst was stunning.  He didn’t know Allison could be so forceful.  What’s more, he was beginning to see a pattern here:  every time he misbehaved, Allison found some way to punish him for it in a way that either furthered his humiliation or his discomfort.  Resistance had become self-defeating.  He now understood that he needed to show his wife respect as well as obedience if he wanted to avoid punishment.

George nodded his head and did as he was told.  He marched up and down their main hallway in the stiletto pumps for four more hours and he did so without complaint.  This is not to say he didn’t want to complain, for he did, but he made a special effort not to complain in the hopes of winning his wife over and preventing her from making this worse.  This proved exhausting and painful.  He did it though.  He did it without complaint.  He didn’t even complain when Allison sent him to bed early as she watched television.

He was learning to do as he was told.


Chapter Eleven: “Helen Strikes”

—v—

George felt incredibly nervous as he returned to work the following Monday.  When last he left the office, Helen had seen his stockings and his painted toenails poking out from beneath his desk.  He tried to smooth things over with her at the time, but she played coy and he had no idea what she was thinking.  All he knew was that she
 had dismissed him
!  That didn’t bode well.

That made today difficult.

Even worse, George was no better dressed this time.  If Helen really was going to believe that this had all been for some costume party, then it was essential that George not wear feminine clothing again.  Yet, Allison had required him to wear feminine items.  He wore panties, stockings, a garterbelt and a corset, all in black.  This was all beneath his outer clothing at least, but at the same time, his pants were thin enough that his garter straps and pantylines showed if anyone knew what to look for, and Helen most certainly would be looking.  His white shirt wouldn’t hide the corset either.

That wasn’t all either.  His toenails were painted bright red from the salon.  Those wouldn’t show unless he stupidly took off his shoes again.  But his fingernails shined with the glossy nail strengthener the woman had used on them.  Helen would spot that right away.

There was another problem with his pants too.  When he stood, his pants were long enough to reach his shoes.  But when he sat or crossed his legs, his pants rode up and his dark stockings would show at his ankles, as would the feminine gold ankle chain he wore.

He’d almost had a heart attack when his wife suggested he wear sandals too, but fortunately, she had been joking.

Even without the sandals though, there was enough that Helen would know right away that he was wearing women’s clothes once again, especially as she knew to look for it this time.  George had tried to explain this to his wife, but she refused to let him change.

“Why not?” asked George.

“Because I said so,” replied Allison.

“But Helen will catch me!”

Allison shrugged her shoulders.  “So?”

“I could get into trouble!”

“Is there anything in the dress code against men wearing panties and stockings?” asked Allison.

“Well, no, but—”

“So what’s the problem, George?  You’re allowed to do it.  Just suck it up and if she makes fun of you, then you tell her this is how your little wife wants you to dress.  If she has a problem with it, then she can call me.”

George stared at his wife in disbelief.  “What’s she going to think if I say that?”

“About what?”

“About why I’m dressed that way.  About you telling me to dress that way!”

Allison giggled.  “Tell her it’s ok because you have your wife’s permission,” said Allison half-joking.

“Honey!  This is serious!”

“George, they won’t fire you for wearing panties.  Not these days.  And if you won’t get in trouble with the company, then it doesn’t matter.  It’s only going to be embarrassing.”

“It’s going to be humiliating!” pleaded George.

“You like humiliation, George, remember?  It turns you on,” said Allison.  On cue, George’s penis became erect, and that ended the debate, to the extent there ever was any debate.  “On that note... do as I say, George.”

He would wear what Allison wanted.

—v—

George walked into the office.  He felt the squeeze of his corset beneath his jacket and the tug of his garter straps pulling on his stockings.  His panties pinched his penis, which was rather erect.  He felt the now-familiar terror that people would spot him, only much more so as these people knew him.  What would they say?  What would they do?  His wife was right that they wouldn’t fire him for wearing these things, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t make fun of him.

“Good morning, George,” said the receptionist.

George nervously returned the greeting.  His eyes lingered on her face.  Had she glanced down at his crotch or his ankles?  Did she hear the tiny jingle of the ankle chain?  Had she smirked at him?  George walked past, but kept replaying the encounter in his mind.

“This is going to be awful,” said George.

He kept walking.

A moment later, Helen came up next to him.  She had come from a side hallway and now walked right next to him.  She looked him up and down knowingly.  “Good morning, sweetie,” said Helen sarcastically.

George blushed.  It was clear to him that she planned to continue where she left off.  He did his best to put an end to it, however.  “Like I said the other day, let’s let that go,” he said in his best official tone.  His knees were shaking and he felt so nervous as he said this.

“Let what go?  I didn’t say anything,” she countered.

George twisted his lips momentarily.  He didn’t want to say anything out loud lest some other employee hear him.  “You know what I mean,” he said much more quietly, though still in his best “no joking” tone.

“So what color are your panties today, Georgie?” asked Helen.

George cringed.  He felt like she had sucker punched him.  “I’m not wearing panties!
” growled George in an angry whisper.

“Prove it!” said Helen with a laugh.

George shuddered at her insolent behavior.  She clearly thought she held all the cards here.  Sadly, for George, she seemed to too.  He decided to continue to his office and ignore her.  He hoped that by ignoring her that she would drop whatever she was thinking and she would realize the fun was over.

That wouldn’t happen, though.

In fact, no sooner had George made it to his desk than Helen appeared behind him at his door.  She was dressed in black slacks, open-toed black slingbacks, and a dark golden blouse.  Her breasts featured prominently.  She walked right into his office without waiting for permission and closed the door behind her.  She then walked over to the window and closed the blinds.

“What are you doing?!” demanded George.

“Take off your pants,” said Helen.

“What?!”

“You heard me.  Take off your pants,” repeated Helen firmly.  “Unless you want me to show everyone photos of you playing sex games in the office, then take off your pants.”

“Photos?  What photos?” blurted out George.

Helen pulled out her phone and held it up to show him she meant business.

George’s jaw dropped.  Did she really have photos showing his feet in the stockings?  Perhaps showing his painted toenails?  Something else?  He didn’t remember her taking pictures, but it was possible.  Unfortunately, he wasn’t sure and that was the problem!  If she had them, then he could be in trouble depending on what she did with them.  Still, he really couldn’t remember her taking pictures.  He decided to risk calling her bluff.

“You’re bluffing!” he said nervously.

“Am I?” asked Helen coyly.  She wiggled her phone.

“Yes, you are.  You never took any photos.”

“If you say so,” said Helen.  She turned and started walking toward the door.  “I guess we’ll see what HR says about these and you playing sex games in the office.”  She seemed to be flipping through something on her phone.  “Oh, that one’s cute.  I thought about that one all weekend.”

George swallowed hard.  If Helen told HR that he had been “playing sex games in the office,” and then she showed them some sort of photos to back that up, then he would be fired.  That would be a nightmare!  He suddenly realized just how precarious his position was.  He couldn’t let her do this!

“Wait!” he exclaimed.

She didn’t stop.  She put her hand on the doorknob.

“Wait!  You win,” added George.  He reached down and unzipped his pants.  He let them drop to the floor, exposing his panties, his stockings and the garterbelt.  Helen turned to look.  She laughed when she saw his black panties... and his erection pointing right at her beneath them.

“Black!  Very sexy.”  She laughed again.  “Nice garterbelt too.”

George blushed.  “All right.  You win.  What do you want?”

“I told you.  Take off your pants,” she said.

“They’re off.”

“All the way off.  Shoes too.”

George kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his pants.  As he did, Helen picked up both his pants and his shoes.  She noticed his nails and chuckled.  Then she set his shoes and pants on the chair across from his desk.  Finally, she took out her phone again and snapped several photos of George in his panties, his garterbelt and his stockings.  She began to chuckle.

“What’s so funny now?” asked George angrily.

“You were right the first time.  I didn’t have any photos... but now I do,” she said with a smirk.

George hung his head in shame.  He had been tricked into putting himself in her power.  He felt like a fool.  It was about to get worse, too.

—v—

“Sit down, boss
,” said Allison with a chuckle.

George sat down as he was told.  As he did, Helen opened his office blinds.  Now everyone could look into his office.  He panicked and pulled himself as far beneath his desk as possible to hide his body.

“Close the window!” he gasped.

Helen ignored him.  She picked up his pants and shoes.  “I’ll be back,” she said.  She walked to the door.  “You’ll still be here when I get back, right?” she added with a laugh.  Then she walked out, leaving his door wide open.  She disappeared down the hallway toward her own desk.

George was stuck behind his desk.  At any moment, someone could look through his window or walk through his door and realize what he was wearing... or not wearing.  He didn’t even know if he was hidden as he was; he had no way to know.  Nor did he know when Helen would return.  He felt sheer terror.

“I’m going to be sick,” he thought.

George spent the next several hours sitting tensely behind his desk.  He couldn’t stand up, lean back or even stretch for fear he would be spotted.  If he was spotted, he knew he would be fired:  it was one thing to choose to wear panties beneath his suit, it was quite another to sit at his desk in his panties and with his erection sticking up.  Human resources wouldn’t see the humor in that at all.

At lunch, George thought Helen might return and set him free.  She didn’t though.  She didn’t even check up on him.  She didn’t return after lunch either, or in the early afternoon.  And as the clock ticked away, George began to worry that she might never return.

“What do I do then?” he asked.

George looked at his clock.  Time was ticking away fast.  He would need to make a decision soon.  His mind began to race with the possibilities... none of which were good.  Just as George was reaching a point of panic, Helen appeared at his door.  George felt tremendous relief, as he assumed he would now get his clothes back and this whole affair would end.  He was extremely happy that he hadn’t done anything stupid and desperate so far, like trying to make a break for it.

“Did you enjoy your sissy day?” asked Helen.

George glared at her.  “Give me my clothes,” he growled at her.

“Careful, Georgie.  I might just head home and leave you here without your clothes,” said Helen.  She held up a full shopping bag and set it down on the chair directly across from his desk.

“Give me my clothes!” he repeated.

Helen put her hands on her hips and rolled her eyes.  “Well, someone needs to learn a lesson apparently.  Clearly, I don’t have your full attention or your understanding of just how bad this situation is for you.  I’ll tell you what, Georgie, I’m going to leave you here to think about it.  Maybe you’ll be in a more cooperative mood tomorrow,” said Helen.  Then, without another word, Helen turned on her heels and walked out the door of George’s office.  Again, she left the door wide open and the blinds up.

Terror raced through George.  “She can’t do that!”

But she could... she had.

It took George a moment to realize the problem he faced.  He needed to get his clothes and get dressed before anyone caught him.  And with the office closing soon, more people would begin to socialize and mill around.  That meant increased traffic coming to see him.  Unfortunately, he couldn’t get his clothes without standing up.  And he couldn’t stand up without risking everyone seeing his panties and his erection.

This was the problem he faced.

George looked around frantically for some way to close his blinds or hide his body.  He saw nothing.  There was no way to reach the blinds or close the door without clothes, and he couldn’t reach the bag to get his clothes without standing up.  He was trapped.

“How can I get to that bag?” asked George.

He tried sliding down into his chair so he could extend his foot out before the desk.  If he could latch his foot around the leg of the chair on which the bag sat, then perhaps he could pull the chair to his side of the desk.  It didn’t work though.  The chair was too far away.

“Now what do I do?!”

George knew there was only one answer to that question.  He needed to try to grab the bag and hope no one would see him.

“That’s all I can do.”

George watched out his window nervously for the next minute or so trying to find a time when no one was looking in his direction or was likely to look in his direction.  His heart was pounding.  His breathing was erratic and hard.  He was dripping sweat.  He had never been more nervous in his life.

Then it happened.  He saw his chance.

George started to rise from his chair and reach for the shopping bag.  Just then a young woman from accounting walked into the office and appeared to stare right into his office window.  He slammed his rear back into his seat, almost falling out of it in the process.

She hadn’t noticed.

“That was close!” he exclaimed.

George sat at his desk panting, trying to catch his breath.  This was never-wracking.  He didn’t know if he even had the nerve to make another attempt.  In the middle of this thought, however, George suddenly realized that everyone was facing in the right directions out in the office: away from his window.  He jumped out of his chair and grabbed the bag.  He even managed to lunge for the blinds and yank them closed.

He had been saved!

George wasted no time upending the bag on his desk to pour out its contents.  He needed to dress and get out of here.  Unfortunately, what poured out onto his desk was not his clothes.

“What is this?” asked George incredulously.

George rifled through the pile.  He picked up one of the white high-heeled sandals first.  This was a seriously feminine shoe.  It had a five-inch heel and a t-strap.  His painted toenails would stick right out the open front for all to see if he wore that.  Beneath the shoe was a feminine blonde wig.  It was full and curly.  Beneath that, there was a dress.  This was a silvery-white babydoll dress with white lace around the hem.

“Where are my clothes?  What am I supposed to do with this?”

He flipped through the pile once more.

George looked at his door.  He heard the employees milling around.  They would be leaving soon.  That was fine, he could wait for them to leave.  But he couldn’t leave even after they had gone – not dressed the way he was dressed – because the moment he stepped out of this office he would be on security camera.  In the panties and with his erection flopping around, he would find himself fired the minute anyone saw that!  He might even find himself arrested.

“That means I have no choice.  I need
 to wear the dress,” he said.

He swallowed hard.

George waited until the other employees left to change.  He didn’t want them bursting into his office and seeing him in the dress.  When they were all gone, he reluctantly stripped off his clothes, except for his panties, and he slipped into the dress.  It fit perfectly.  So did the sandals.  He did his best adjusting the wig.  Then he grabbed his wallet and his keys.  He peeked through the blinds once more to make sure the outer office was empty.

It was.

George wasted no time.  He grabbed his things and he raced out of his office to the stairs.  It felt like it took forever in the heels – it didn’t occur to him that he could go in just the dress without the heels.  He made it though.  He made it to the stairs unseen.  He made it to the back lot unseen too, and he made it to his car.  His heart was racing a million beats per second, but he had made it.

He took a deep breath and started the car.  He was on his way home... where another surprise awaited him.


Chapter Twelve: “George Learns His New Place”

—v—

George pulled his car into the parking garage at their apartment building.  He didn’t see his wife’s car anywhere, but he could have missed it.  He would need to be careful sneaking into the apartment.  He didn’t want her seeing him in the dress.  That would raise too many questions and it might give her too many ideas.  Besides, it was just too embarrassing.

“No time to lose,” he told himself.  “I need to get home before Allison.”

George looked over both shoulders all over the garage.  He saw no one.  He slipped his foot out of the car to the floor of the garage.  He heard the heel strike the concrete with a THUD
.

“All right, George.  Get out of the car,” he told himself.

George nodded his head in agreement with himself, but he didn’t want to leave the car.  He couldn’t get his foot to move, so he sat there with one leg out the car and a strong erection nearly touching his steering wheel.  After a minute or so, he looked around again.  The garage was still empty, but people would be coming home from work soon.  He really needed to go.

“Come on, George!  I need to do this before someone comes.”

He took a deep breath, put his hand on the door... and froze again.  He couldn’t bring himself to get out of the car.  It was too scary.  What if someone saw him?  How would he explain what he was wearing?

“You can’t stay here, George,” he said.  “It looks suspicious.  Someone will notice a woman just sitting in her car.  And then Allison will come home and see what you’re wearing and she’s going to laugh and you’re going to need to explain all about Helen and that will only give Allison more power.  I can’t have that.  I really can’t have that.  I need to get inside and get rid of this dress!”

George looked around once more.  He didn’t see any other tenants coming.  The garage still seemed empty.  Now was definitely the time to go.  He summoned all his courage and pulled himself out of his car.  A moment later, he was standing on the concrete.  It felt strange to feel the heel of his shoe against the cement of the parking garage.  He hadn’t stepped on concrete yet and it felt almost soft or rubbery beneath his heel, yet hard at the same time.

“Don’t just stand there,” he told himself.

He started toward the door.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
  His heels were heavy and loud on the pavement.  He hated that noise... actually, he loved the noise, he just didn’t like it coming from his own feet.  What could he do about it though?  Sadly for George, it didn’t occur to him that he could just slip out of the heels; he was too nervous to think that clearly.  And part of what made him nervous, besides the obvious of being discovered, was his erection bouncing along before him poking up his dress and revealing his secret.  He needed to get to his apartment.

“Be fast, be confident.  If you act like you belong here, then no one will question it,” he told himself.

He moved as fast as he could, though to his mind he moved so incredibly slowly in the heels.  And with each step, his shoes kept making that sound:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
  They were like an alarm screaming out to everyone to look his way.  He was sure that sound would draw attention.

“Hopefully, they assume I’m a woman,” he said nervously.

His erection and crooked wig made that unlikely.

George made his way across the garage.  It was all a blur to him how.  His breathing became fast and shallow.  He kept turning his head left and right looking for anyone who might see him.  He felt paranoid.  He didn’t see anyone, but they could have been there.

“Faster!” he told himself.

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

George got closer and closer to the door with every step.  Every step also brought an increased sense of panic and paranoia.  Indeed, as he raced toward the door he began to hear people laughing at him:  “Hey, it’s George!  He’s wearing a dress!  I always knew he was weird!”  He knew this was all just in his mind, but it still made him feel sick and helpless.

“Come on, come on!” George told himself.  He tried to walk even faster.

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

He couldn’t go much faster in these shoes.  He was close to stumbling already.

Finally, George made it to the stairs.  He decided this was safer than the elevator.  He grabbed the railing and carefully made his way up three floors in the heels.  Then he raced down the carpeted hallway to the front door of their apartment.  He jammed his key toward the lock and missed.  His hand was trembling.  He tried again and missed again.  His hand was trembling worse with each miss.  He finally needed to use both hands to steady the key and then jammed it into the door.  He turned the key.

The door opened.

George burst through the front door, slamming it behind him.  He leaned against the door, trying to catch his breath.

“Oh thank God, I’m home!” he said between gasps.

His mind was spinning.  Everything felt surreal to him.  Still, he remembered that he needed to change.  He started toward the bedroom with one thought:  that he needed to get out of this dress and these heels and put on some male clothes before Allison came home and caught him.

It was too late.

“Welcome home, honey,” said Allison with a laugh as she entered the entrance hallway.  She was still dressed from work in her skirt suit and sharp black pumps.  “Nice dress.  Love
 the heels.”

George felt himself shrink.  “I can explain!”

“There’s no need.  I know all about it.”

George’s face twisted.  “You do?”

Allison took his hand and pulled him toward the living room.  A moment later, they entered the living room, where he received the greatest shock yet.  Sitting on the couch, with her legs crossed and her high-heeled pump dangling from her toes was Helen.  There was a smug look on her face.

“Helen!” exclaimed George in shock

“Helen has been telling me an interesting tale,” said Allison.

“She has?” asked George nervously.

“Oh yes.  You’ve been misbehaving, haven’t you dear?”

Both women laughed.  George, on the hand, bit his lip.  This was a horrible turn of events.

“What do you want, Helen?” asked George.  He tried to use his “boss tone,” but his nervousness came through and neutered it.  Not to mention, she had just abandoned him to his humiliation, she was clearly conspiring with his dominating wife, and he was wearing a dress.  Things were not going well for him as boss at the moment and likely never would again.

Helen shut him down immediately.  “Don’t use that tone with me, Georgie!  You’re not in charge anymore!”

George’s jaw dropped.  Her open defiance of him was deeply troubling, especially as his wife had said nothing.  Something was definitely going on here, and George knew he had reason to worry.  “I’m your boss, Helen,” said George, though not particularly confidently.

“Not anymore.”

George folded his arms.  “What do you mean ‘not anymore’?”

“She means that you’ve been deposed, darling,” said Allison.

“Depose?  How?”

“Deposed, as in no longer in charge.  I’ve taken over at home and Helen will be my representative at work from now on.  She’s going to watch you, issue orders to you, and make sure that you don’t get any ideas about being in charge anymore.”

Helen laughed out loud, causing George to shrink.

“To put it simply,” continued Allison, “she’s going to control you for me at work.”

George stared at his wife in shock.  He couldn’t believe his wife would allow this.  This was crazy, wasn’t it?  How could she let his secretary into this?  And why had his penis suddenly grown so powerfully erect?  He licked his lips nervously.

“Honey, look—” he started.

His wife cut him off.  “The decision’s been made, George.  All we need to do now is another ceremony to make it official.”

“A ceremony?  What ceremony?” asked George.  His mouth was dry.

Allison smiled evilly at him.  “Come with me,” she said.

—v—

Allison took her husband’s hand and walked him to the bedroom.  Helen followed behind.  He felt like a fool being led by his wife like a prisoner or a child as he tottered along in the uncomfortable heels.  His dress rustled as he walked.  His erection betrayed his excitement.

When they entered the bedroom, George saw that once again, the bench had been moved to the center of the room.  Before it rested a small wooden footrest Allison had bought from a shoe shiner who went out of business, she used it only as decoration until now.  It was made of dark, hard wood with a red leather padding bolted to the wood with brass pins.  Before the footrest, on the floor, lay a cushion.

“Kneel on the cushion, Georgia,” said Allison.

George thought long and hard about resisting this, but found he couldn’t.  Things had gone too far for him to back out now.  So he reluctantly walked over to the cushion.  Then he took his wife’s hand for support, and he lowered himself to his knees, being careful not to get his silvery dress caught beneath himself.  His feet in the white t-strap heels stuck out behind him.

As he looked up at the women’s smiling faces, he realized that he had never felt so vulnerable or so helpless in his life.  They were going to do whatever they were going to do and he was powerless to stop them.  He told himself he was a victim of their blackmail, but the truth seemed more complicated than that.  The truth seemed to be that he simply lacked the ability to stand up to them anymore.

“Now what are you going to do?” he asked.

Helen came around before him and sat down on the bench.  She immediately placed her feet with their open-toed spike heels on the footrest.  Meanwhile, his wife removed something from a bag he couldn’t see from this angle.

“What are you going to do to me?” asked George again.

“We’re going to train you.  This is the first lesson.  It’s to let you know who’s boss and to teach you not to challenge us,” said Helen.

He shook his head and started to protest.  “I don—”

Allison cut him off.  “Uh uh.  You don’t have a say in this anymore.  You just be a good little girly and follow orders,” she said.

“That’s the point of today’s lesson,” added Helen.

George turned around to see what his wife was talking about.  He saw her wrapping a black strap-on belt around her waist.  In her hand was what appeared to be a large flesh-colored dildo.

“What are you going to do with that?” asked George nervously.

“What do you think, wife
?!”

As she said this, Allison tightened the belt and slipped the dildo into place so it appeared to jut out from her crotch like a menacing penis.  It was made of soft plastic with a rubber cover which gave it a very realistic feel, and it bounced when she moved, though it didn’t really bend.  Part of George felt terrified.  This could hurt.  What’s more, this was going to be deeply emasculating, something he was already struggling with because of the feminization.

He swallowed hard.  “Um, I’d rather you didn’t do—”

“What did I tell you, George?  It’s not your choice anymore,” said Allison calmly, but firmly.

“I know, but... I—”

“Accept it, George.  It will be easier,” said Allison as she tightened the belt.  “Now get down on your hands and knees.”

“My what?”

“You heard me.  Down boy!” said Allison and she gave his balls a playful slap.

“Now,” growled Helen.  “Or we start talking about punishments.”

George took a deep breath.  This whole thing terrified him.  He didn’t want his wife and his secretary doing whatever they were planning to do to him, did he?  George didn’t honestly know how to answer that.  Then his body seemed to answer it for him.  His erection began to throb as he thought about what they were doing and he very slowly leaned forward until he was on his hands and knees.  As he did, his face came within inches of Helen’s feet on the footrest.

Helen and Allison smiled.

—v—

George was filled with a mixture of dread and excitement as he waited for his wife to use the dildo on him.  After he got onto his knees, his wife raised his dress up over his rear onto his back.  Then she pulled down his panties and worked them off one leg and left them tangled in the strap of his other heel.  This left his penis and testicles swinging freely beneath him and his rear exposed.

Allison ran her fingers over his butt cheeks.

George blushed as he watched her over his back.

“Face forward,” said Helen.

George turned forward and looked up between Helen’s knees at her face.  He didn’t know what to say, so he said nothing.  She was smiling down at him coldly; her smile made him shudder.  He could tell from her face that she loved this.

Allison ran her finger between his crack and then tapped his balls.  “This ceremony is meant to remind you who your bosses are and to show you that nothing either of us wants to do to you is off limits.”

“Nothing
,” emphasized Helen and she rubbed her shoe just beneath his chin.

“Do you understand, Georgia?” asked Allison.

George shuddered, but nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

“Good boy,” said Helen.  “You’re going to make an excellent pet.”

“Here’s what you’re going to do,” said Allison.  “You’re going to lean forward and start licking Helen’s toes to remind you of your place at work.”  As Allison said this, Helen wiggled her toes, which were visible through the open fronts of her shoes.  “While you do that, I’ll be reminding you of your place at home.”

George felt conflicted.  Part of him told him that the last thing he ever wanted was to be submissive to Helen and the idea of licking her toes was quite disgusting and humiliating.  But another part of him actually felt excited by the idea.  He didn’t know why, but it was true.  Either way, he would continue.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said again.

George leaned forward and stuck out his tongue.  He placed it on the tip of Helen’s big toe.  Her toe tasted horribly to him.  It was salty and bitter.  Then he moved his tongue up toward the rest of the foot.  As it slipped between the gap between her toes, he began to taste a more sour, musky flavor.  It tasted of dried sweat and warm, moist leather.

“Get your tongue in there nice and deep, sissy,” said Helen.

George shuddered at being called sissy and being ordered around by his secretary.  This was deeply humiliating.

Meanwhile, Allison moved behind her husband and rubbed the dildo around George’s butt cheeks in a slow, circular motion.  She rubbed it along his crack, tickling his hole too.  As she did this, something odd was happening inside her.  The idea of inserting something into her husband’s butt was not an idea she had ever considered before they decided to do this ceremony – she didn’t see how it would excite her.  Indeed, even as late as a moment ago, she wasn’t sure if she would actually do this or if it was just a threat.

But as she kneeled behind her submissive husband, images of herself taking her husband from the rear filled her mind and they excited her!  In fact, they were beyond exciting.  She saw herself inserting this dildo into his rear over and over.  She saw herself pounding away until she came in the bed, on the floor and in the kitchen.

In one image, he was wandering the house dressed like a sissy doing all the chores until he dropped at her feet and began sucking her pussy.  She picked him up and pushed him against the island in the middle of their kitchen.  Both wore heels and bras.  Both wore panties too, though George’s panties were around his knees while hers remained around her crotch.  From her panties stuck out a real penis and she jammed it repeatedly into George’s rear end.

“You’re my girl now!” she heard herself exclaim.

Allison blushed.  She had never had a thought like that and having it now felt incredible naughty.  It felt wrong.  It felt... well, she didn’t know what it felt.  It felt like something... well... she couldn’t describe it.  What she could say though was that it had turned her on and it was something she was going to try.

Her pussy was positively dripping at this point.

At the same time, George was feeling particularly strange.  Letting his wife emasculate him in this manner with the dildo unsettled George.  Yet, it seemed to excite him too; he was hard as a rock.  He had no idea what to make of this.

Did he like it?

He didn’t know.  It was exciting, but he was worried too.  All of this assaulted his masculinity.  It made him “the woman” in their relationship, and that left him with a feeling he could only describe as “feeling squishy” on the inside.  That made him nervous and uneasy. 

“Can I really accept this?” he asked himself.

Helen and Allison had no such questions.  Allison slipped her fingers inside her panties and tickled her clit.  That felt so good to her.  She closed her eyes and imagined herself jamming this strap-on into George’s rear as he bent over the island in their kitchen.  She loved that idea, and she rubbed faster and faster, almost bringing herself to the point of orgasm.

“Are you ready, wife
?” asked Allison with a chuckle.

George braced himself.  He felt her hand stroking the back of his calf down to his ankle and then rubbing along the length of the heel of his shoe.  This made him feel feminine, for lack of a better word.  Then he felt Allison move closer to his rear.  Her legs slid up along his.  He felt the warmth of her thighs against the backs of his legs.  Then he felt something cold and wet and slick drip into his crack.  Allison’s fingers followed and spread the slick fluid around his hole.

This made George nervous.  He didn’t know what to make of it.  Nothing had ever gone inside there before, especially nothing that was trying to feminize him.  It felt unnatural.

“Get ready, wife
,” said Allison.

Helen giggled.

George braced himself, but kept licking Helen’s toes as ordered.  His muscles tensed.

Allison lined the dildo up with his rear.  She pushed the tip of it into her husband.  Perhaps the first centimeter had just barely cracked the opening when she slowed to a crawl.

“Tell me you want me to make you a girl,” she demanded unexpectedly.

“What?” asked George incredulously.

“You heard me, Georgia
.”

Another shudder raced down George’s spine.  Hearing his own wife feminize his name certainly did something to him, even though she had done it before.  Something about it shook him to his core; it had a ring of permanence to it.  It made his muscles weaken and tension collapse.  It almost seemed like his testicles and penis curled up inside him and vanished.

“Come on, Georgia, tell me!” said Allison and she wiggled the dildo.  This sent both pain and pleasure signals racing through him.

George shook his head.  “I can’t!” he said.

“Tell me!”

“I can’t!”

“Yes, you can!”  Allison raised her hand into the air and then brought it down hard against his exposed butt cheek.

SLAP!

“Tell me!” she exclaimed and she spanked him again.

SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!

“Ouch!” exclaimed George, though he was more shocked and humiliated than hurt.  “What are you doing?”

“Say it!  Tell me you want me to make you a girl!”

SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!

“Why?”

“Tell me!”

SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!

“All right!  All right!  Stop spanking me!” he exclaimed.

Allison didn’t stop.  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!


“All right!  All right!  Make me a girl!  I want you to make me a gir—”

As George said the last word, Allison pressed her crotch against his rear, slipping the dildo deep inside him with considerable speed.  George’s insides became a mass of contradictory feelings as the dildo pushed into him.  He felt intense pressure, enough pressure that he thought he might expel the dildo.  At the same time, he felt tiny sharp pains as the dildo scraped its way past parts of him that had never expected to feel any sort of invasion.  Then suddenly, it all exploded in a burst of tingly pleasure.

“Your wish is granted!  Now you’re a girl,” said Allison with a snicker.

Helen laughed openly.

George was frozen in place with the dildo pushed inside him and his tongue pressed against Helen’s toes.  He didn’t know what to make of these feelings that hit him.  Then he felt the pressure lessen slightly, but not completely.  Allison had removed the dildo from the belt and was now backing away from him.  She left the dildo inside him, however.

“What are you doing?”  He started to reach for the dildo.

“Leave it,” she said, and he did.  “You’re going to keep that inside you until I say otherwise.”

“What if it slips out?”

Allison smirked.  “That would be bad for you.”

Helen then rose and Allison replaced her.  She removed the footrest and positioned herself directly in front of him.  She lowered her wet panties, exposing her pussy lips.  She rubbed her lips with one finger until they were good and wet and then she rubbed that finger over her husband’s lips.

“You know what to do,” she said and she pointed toward her crotch.

And so he did.

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


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

May 2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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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Grounded in Heels:
  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?


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

April 2013 and December 2015 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!


[image: ]



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


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

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer): 
 Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents. He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter. Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.


This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,500 word, 128 page story includes includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, domestic discipline, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

July 2018 and August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair): 
 Now that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with the wonderful Ellie.  Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.


This is Part Two of Two.

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

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