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I
ntroduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Since I first released The Writer’s Secret
 in 2009, I’ve received literally hundreds or requests that I write a sequel... not quite as many as I get for Grounded In Heels
, but close.  So I decided it was time to write this book.

This book continues the story of Stephanie and Loren as they face new challenges brought on by a lecherous boss at work and a manipulative guest at home.  I hope you enjoy reading this as much as I did writing it.  Let me know in the comments at Amazon how you like it and if you’d like to see me write more about Loren and Stephanie.

In the meantime, I’m working on a huge surprise for all of you.  It won’t be my next book but it will be coming very soon.

With love,

Ann :)


C
hapter 1:  “Catching Up”

—o—

“If my husband is going to get boobs, then I’m going to decide how big they’re going to be.
” – Stephanie

Stephanie crossed her legs and leaned back in her chair.  She tipped up her chin and let the warm sun caress her throat.  She and Kathleen were sitting outside at their favorite cafe in the early summer air.  It was a beautiful day.

“I don’t know,” said Stephanie from behind her sunglasses.

“What do you mean you don’t know?” asked Kathleen, who took a sip of her rum punch.

“Like I said, I don’t know.  I don’t know if I like that or not.”

“Bigger is better, honey!”

“Anything more than a handful is a waste.”

Kathleen laughed out loud.  “Propaganda!  Trust me, Steph, you won’t be saying that when you get your hands on them.”  Kathleen seemed to thrust her large chest out a little further.

Stephanie shook her head and snickered.  She sipped her tea.  Then she continued:  “Besides, I want Loren to look classy, not cheap.”

“Big boobs don’t make you look cheap.”

“Huge boobs do.  Porn star boobs.”

“Yes, but we’re not talking about porn stars.  We’re talking about a beautifully full D-cup set.”

“D-cups can look really big,” said Stephanie.

“D-cups are gorgeous.  Double-D is where things get a little outsized
.”

Stephanie bit her lip.

“What?  What’s wrong?” asked Kathleen
.

“I don’t know.”

“Trust me, he’ll look great with D-cups.”

Stephanie sighed.  “I’m sure he will,” she said.  Then she giggled nervously.  “I just... I’m not sure I want a husband with bigger boobs than me!”

Kathleen let out a loud laugh.  She smiled at her good friend.  “Vanity, thy name is woman,” said Kathleen.

“It’s not vanity!” protested Stephanie.

“Oh yes, it is.”

Stephanie shook her head.  “No, I just think somewhere between a B and C would be better.”

“First of all, don’t you dare curse my little friend with an in-between size.  Do you know how hard it is to find bras when you aren’t in the center of the size chart?  The poor dear will regret letting you turn him into a woman every single day for the rest of his life until bra shopping finally drives him insane.”

“That is a good point,” conceded Stephanie.

“Yes, it is.”

“So I should go with a B-cup.”

“A B-cup?!  Are you crazy?  What’s even the point of giving him breasts if you’re seriously considering giving him only a B-cup?!” exclaimed Kathleen.  She said this loudly enough that the couple at the next table shot her a curious glance.  Kathleen shrugged her shoulders at them.  Then she leaned closer into the table to continue her point.  “Listen, sweetie, when you see Loren standing there with those tiny breasts you’re planning, you’re going to feel amazingly disappointed.  You’re going to realize that you lost an amazing opportunity to build an incredible looking woman... a woman you can sleep with every single night and have the best of both words.  Don’t lose that by getting timid.  Loren’s not going to be a man anymore.  He’s going to be a woman.  Give him breasts 
any woman will envy.”

Stephanie bit her lip.  “I see your point.”

“Do you?  Because you need to ask yourself, if you could give yourself any size breasts, what would they be?”

Stephanie blushed.  “A D-cup,” she admitted.

“I rest my case.”

“Well, let me think about it,” said Stephanie.

“What does Loren say?”

“I haven’t asked him.  He doesn’t get a say in this.”

As Stephanie said this, Kathleen felt herself become extremely turned on.  The idea of having that much power a man, that Stephanie could literally decide on her own what size breasts he would have, was staggering... and thrilling.  She took a moment to savor the feelings shooting from her pussy to the rest of her body.  She almost wished she was Stephanie.

“So how are the hormones going?” asked Kathleen when she finally settled down again.

“They’re going well.”

“Have you seen any effects yet?”

“Yes, definitely,” said Stephanie.  “His skin is softer.  The hair on his head is positively radiant these days.”

“What about the hair on his body?”

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “I wouldn’t know, I make him shave it every day.”

“An excellent choice.”

“I agree.”

“Nothing ruins the image of a sexy, feminized husband more than seeing hairs sticking out his stockings,” said Kathleen.

Stephanie laughed.  “Is there something I should know about Peter?”

Kathleen winked at her
.

Both women laughed.  A moment later, the waiter came by and asked if they would like anything else.  They ordered more drinks and Kathleen ordered a slice of chocolate cake.

“His boobs are starting to grow too,” said Stephanie.  “They aren’t all that much yet, but they are definitely noticeable as boobs.  He couldn’t go without a shirt anymore or even in a tight t-shirt.  His nipples have grown too and are larger and very sensitive.”  She blushed and leaned in closer.  “I love scraping a nail over one of his nipples every once in a while.  It makes his lip quiver in the most amazingly cute way and he looks like he’s going to pass out.”

“I’ll bet it makes him hard as a rock too,” said Kathleen.

Stephanie blushed even deeper.  “It used to.”

Kathleen raised an eyebrow.  “‘Used to’?  Is this something I
 should know about?”

Stephanie smirked.  “It’s just temporary.  The hormones the doctor gave him are making his penis smaller and softer, but he’s going to be switching to another set of hormones soon which won’t have that effect.  Don’t say anything though... he’s very sensitive about it.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t.  How small has he gotten?” asked Kathleen.  As she asked this, she began to shake her leg excitedly and she made her high-heeled slingback dance where it dangled on the ends of her toes.

“Not too much smaller.  It’s not that big of a deal, yet.”

“Oh honey, for a man a millimeter might as well be a mile.  Trust me, this is a BIG
 deal,” said Kathleen with a chuckle.  “How much smaller is it?”

“I would say it’s about eighty percent of what it was in terms of size.
’

“Eighty percent?!  That’s a huge difference!”  Kathleen suddenly raised her eyebrow and then let out a laugh at her word choice.  “Well, maybe huge
 isn’t the right word, but you get my meaning.  This is a significant difference!”

Stephanie nodded her head.  “I know.  And like I said, he’s very sensitive about it too.”

“I should think so.  I don’t know many men who could lose eighty percent of their joysticks without feeling a real loss of manhood.”

“You should see his testicles,” added Stephanie.

“Why?  Did they change colors?  Are they pink now?” asked Kathleen in such a serious tone that it took Stephanie a moment to determine whether or not she was serious.  When she realized that Kathleen wasn’t, she laughed.

“No, they’re not pink, silly.  But they are really tiny now.”

“How tiny?”

“You’d have to see them.”

Kathleen snickered.  “Ok, we can do a viewing.  I’ll bring some friends and some chips.”

Stephanie blushed and giggled.  “Loren would kill me!”

Kathleen sipped her drink.  “So it’s smaller, huh?  Is it still big enough to use?”

Stephanie blushed even deeper again.  “Yes, but not for much longer.  It doesn’t go very deep anymore.  It almost can’t reach the right spots.”

“Is it still hard enough to use?”

“Yes, but again, not for much longer.”

“But the new medication will undo that?”

Stephanie hesitated.  “Well, it won’t entirely undo it per se
, not in the sense of making in bigger again, but it will make it harder again.  So he’s going to be a little smaller no matter what.
”

“Ouch!  I’ll bet he loves
 that!” said Kathleen with a sarcastic laugh.

“Yeah, he wasn’t too thrilled.”  Stephanie blushed once more as she remembered that discussion...

—o—

“What do you mean ‘smaller’?” Loren had asked suspiciously.  He lay on the bed in a silver nightie and high-heeled slippers as his wife sat on top of his thighs with her legs straddling his body.  His penis stood erect right before her and she was fingering it as they spoke.

“I mean ‘smaller.’  The doctor said that it would make your penis smaller,” replied Stephanie.  She tickled the head of Loren’s penis and then carefully ran a nail down his shaft, causing him to shudder.

“How much smaller?”

“She didn’t say.  She just said ‘smaller.’  She said that the first set of pills would make your dick smaller and softer and it wouldn’t be usable after some period until you stop talking the pills.  Then, when you switch over to the second set of pills, it would start to get hard again and we could use it.”

“Will it get bigger again?”

Stephanie twisted her lips and played with his erection with her fingertips.  “Yes,” she said cautiously.  “It won’t get all of its size back, but she said you would get most of it back.”

Loren tried to sit up, but the rope that tied his hands to the headboard pulled him back down before he got more than a few inches.  “So I’m going to permanently lose some size?”

“Yes, but I’m willing to sacrifice it.”

“You
 are?!  Well, I’m not!” exclaimed Loren.

“Well, I
 am.  And I’m the one who will be 
suffering, remember?”

“How do you figure that?  It’s my penis you want to destroy.”

“Stop being so melodramatic, Laura
.  No one’s destroying it.  We’re just making it a little smaller.  You should be happy about this because it will make it easier for you to wear dresses without anyone seeing it.  Besides, like I said, I’m the one suffering if you have a smaller dick, not you.”

“How?  It’s my dick, not yours.”

“Yes, it’s on your body, but it’s not like it matters to you what size it is.  As far as you’re concerned, it works the same either way.  So it doesn’t matter to you if it gets smaller.  On the other hand, it does matter to me though, because I’m the one it goes inside, remember?  So if anyone complains about it shrinking, it should be me, but I’m fine with it, so I don’t see the problem.”

Loren’s jaw dropped.  Her comments were incredibly brazen.  Yet, even worse, once again his wife had found a completely logical reason for destroying his objection to something he really didn’t want to do.  He hated her ability to make her wishes sound like the only rational choice, and that he could never seem to find a way to counter her.  He wasn’t going to give up that easily however, not in this instance.  No matter how he dressed these days, he was still a man and as a man the last thing he wanted was for his penis to shrink!

“Well, you may be fine with it, but I’m not.  I don’t want a smaller penis!”

“I do.  I think it will be great,” said Stephanie.

“What?!” exclaimed Loren.

“I,” said Stephanie, and she stroked his erection, something she would repeat with each word that followed, “think... it... will... be... amazing!”

“How so?” asked Loren.  He was breathing hard 
now despite himself.  He was determined to fight to save his manhood and he knew that Stephanie was trying to distract him.

“How wouldn’t it be amazing?!” gushed Stephanie and she slipped his penis inside her wet pussy and began to slowly move up and down on top of him, causing his erection to slide deeper into her and then almost all the way back out.

“Because it means I’d have a smaller dick!”

“Exactly!” said Stephanie excitedly.  “Imagine if we shrunk your dick and no one knew about it except you and me.  Think of how fantastic a secret that would be for us to share!”  She moved up and down a little faster on his penis.

“I... don’t.... know,” said Loren between hard breaths.

“What’s not to know?  Think about how exciting it will be to see it so small and helplessly emasculated and to know that we did that?!”

Stephanie’s words send a shiver down Loren’s spine.  Everything she said felt like she was ripping chunks out of his masculinity.  “You mean, ‘you’ did that, don’t you?” asked Loren.

Stephanie laughed.  “Yes, me.  Do you know how exciting it will be to know that I shrunk your dick?  It’s going to be an amazing feeling.”

“I’m not so sure.”

Stephanie squeezed his penis with the muscles in her pussy and began moving in shorter strokes.  Loren was very close to cumming suddenly.  He closed his eyes and tried to imagine himself on top of his wife, but the image kept coming up with him on the bottom.

“I want this, honey!” said Stephanie.  “I want to see your dick shrunk to a tiny size.  I want to know that I had the power to do that, to take it away from you, and that you agreed to let me do that to you.  I really, really 
want this Loren!”

Loren didn’t answer.  He was breathing too hard now.

“Besides, you get something out of it too!” added Stephanie.

“What?” asked Loren.

“Boobs!”

Loren’s penis exploded.  He felt his hot cum shoot up inside his wife and drip back down all over himself.  She was covered and so was he.  Loren collapsed on the bed and struggled to catch his breath.  Stephanie, meanwhile, kept riding him furiously for several more seconds.  She was on a high thinking about how turned on she would be when she saw his penis shrink away and become useless.  Oh, it would come back mostly, and that was important, but it would forever be a little smaller... a reminder that she had taken part of his manhood forever.  The thought made her feel incredibly powerful and that made her cum.

Stephanie then collapsed on top of her husband.  She could feel his erection go soft inside her and slowly withdraw.

“How big will my breasts get?” asked Loren.

“It depends on genetics and on how long you take the hormones, but I’m thinking they could become rather large,” replied Stephanie when she caught her breath.  “All the women in your family have big boobs.”

“Do we have any control over how large they get?”

“We
 yes... you
 no.”

Loren furrowed his brow.  “What do you mean?”

“I mean that I will be the one who decides how big we will let them become,” said Stephanie.

“Don’t I have any say in this?”

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “You can make suggestions, but I’ll be making the decisions.  
You’re going to be my creation, Lauren... shrunken dick and all.”  With that, she climbed off her husband and went to clean herself.

—o—

That was before Stephanie started Loren on the hormones.  It was now several months later as Stephanie sat talking with Kathleen in the restaurant.  As the waiter brought Kathleen her chocolate cake, Stephanie snapped back out of her thoughts and to the present and their continuing conversation.

“So you decided to let him keep it?” asked Kathleen.

“Keep it?”

“Yeah, it
,” said Kathleen and she looked down at her crotch.

Stephanie snickered.  “Yes.  I was always going to do that.  I want a husband, not a girlfriend... even if my husband looks like a girlfriend.  A girl has needs, remember?” asked Stephanie.

“Do I ever!  So how big are his balls?”

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “Maybe about the size of two grapes side by side.”

“Wow, that’s like a child.”

“Almost.”

“So I guess you two aren’t planning on having children?”

“The doctor says it’s still possible for Loren to get me pregnant.  Just to be sure though, I had some of his sperm frozen.”

Kathleen snickered.  “You always think of everything, don’t you?”

“You kind of have to when you’re remaking your husband as a woman!”

They both laughed again
.

“How is Loren’s latest book doing?” asked Kathleen.

“Which one?  He has two.  The first one is Command Decision
.  That’s another one of his Louis Rock novels.  This one takes place somewhere in the Middle East and it’s about a stolen microchip or something.  It’s apparently selling really well... kind of a minor hit.”

“What’s the other one?”

Stephanie smiled.  “You’re going to love this.  It’s called Peep Toe
 and he’s written it as Lauren Chambers.  He just gave it to his agent.  We’re waiting to hear what she thinks.  Frankly, I think she’s probably passed out in a coma on her floor at this point.”

“What’s it about?”

“It’s about a young man who wants to go into politics like his father, but gets turned into a woman,” said Stephanie and she giggled.

Kathleen laughed.  “I can’t wait to read it!”

“It’s actually really good.”

“I can imagine.”

“How are things with you?” asked Stephanie.

“Marvelous, darling!” said Kathleen.  “Life is treating me well.  I’m still working on Peter though.  Sadly no progress to report there.”

“Your husband?  What are you working on with him?”

Kathleen smirked.  “I’m trying to turn him into Loren, but he keeps resisting me.  Can you imagine that?”

“The nerve!” said Stephanie with a laugh.

“I know!  So far, I got him to dress for your party, but virtually nothing since.  Do you remember the Alice in Wonderland dress from the cross-dressed party you and Loren gave?”

Stephanie nodded her head
.

“Well, that’s been it so far, except for a couple pair of panties.  I will get what I want though,” said Kathleen grumpily.  She took another sip of her drink.  “How’s work?”

“Work is going well.  I’m up for a promotion.”

“Well congratulations,” said Kathleen and she raised her glass to toast her friend’s pending promotion.  Unfortunately, this was premature.

“It’s not guaranteed yet.”

“Really?  But I can’t imagine you won’t get it.”

“It all depends on one of the partners.  I need all twenty-six to vote in favor.  Then I will be made a partner in the firm.  So far, twenty-five have said ‘yes.’  The hold out is Conrad Lewis.  He has a reputation as a playboy around town, but most of the firm’s clients belong to him.  He’s resisting.  He says he wants to meet with me first to discuss my position.  I’m not sure what his problem is.”

Kathleen put her hand on Stephanie’s wrist.  “I’m sure he’ll agree.  You’re too valuable to let slip away.”

“I hope so.  I can’t imagine what the delay is all about.”

“Who knows?  He probably just wants to feel important.”

“Yeah, I guess so.”  Stephanie paused.  “The thing is, he strikes me as kind of creepy.”

“Creepy in what way?”

Stephanie shook her head.  “I’m not sure... just creepy... like always looking at me funny creepy.”

“Well, I’m sure it’s nothing.  You’ll get your promotion and then you can buy the next round of drinks and we can laugh about it.”

Stephanie smiled.  She hoped her friend was right.


C
hapter 2:  “Coitus Interruptus”

—o—

Loren was currently tied to his bed.

He wore his favorite baby-doll nightie.  This little piece of lingerie was virgin white with a pearly-white lace trim.  The nightie was low-cut, showing off his budding cleavage, and clung tightly to his torso just beneath his chest.  Then it softly opened wide until it reached his hips, where it stopped in delicate gossamer waves.  Beneath the nightie, he wore only matching crotchless panties.  These let his penis stand out in the open and gave Stephanie access to his penis and rear as well.

On his feet, Loren wore brown wedge-heeled sandals with an ankle strap, a t-strap, and a five-inch tall cork heel with a thick platform.  The leather straps over his toes formed the diamond for which the designer was renowned.  Loren’s toenails, which showed beautifully through the straps, were painted a dainty red, the same color as his long fingernails.

Apart from his clothing, Loren wore subtle, yet perfect makeup.  He had studied makeup in recent months as it was important that he look feminine so he could pass as a woman.  He had learned that if he wore too much, then he looked like a man trying too hard to pass as a woman.  And if he didn’t wear enough, they he looked suspiciously masculine.  Hence, he spent weeks perfecting the “naturally made-up” look.  He had become quite expert at it.

His hair, which had grown long enough that he no longer needed a wig to have a feminine hairstyle, had been dyed a dirty blonde bordering on brunette.  This looked much more feminine on him than his initial attempts to go with a platinum blonde.  It looked gorgeous on him now.  Of course, it helped that he had 
found an amazing hair dresser as well, one who could dye his hair in ways that perfectly made it appear to be his own color.  Tonight, Loren had his hair tied back in a ponytail high on his head for a flirty look.  Loren remembered a girl he dated in high school doing this with her hair and he had always remembered it as an exciting look, so he wanted to try it.  He loved it.  Stephanie seemed to agree too.

For her part, Stephanie lay propped up on pillows on the bed next to her husband.  She wore a purple teddie and nothing else.  In her hand, she held the digital version of her husband’s latest book, written as Lauren Chambers.  As she read it, she occasionally reached over and stroked his penis with her free hand.

“This is really good,” said Stephanie.

“Thank you,” replied Loren.  He was on his back with his hands tied at the wrist and then attached to the headboard.  His feet where tied at the ankle, with that binding then being attached to the footboard.  As he lay on his back, his penis stuck straight up in the air through his open-crotch panties.

“I like how the wife slowly takes control over the husband.”

Loren smiled.  “I thought you might.”

“Yes, it’s very realistic,” said Stephanie and she winked at her husband.

“So you can see a wife taking control over her husband in real life, can you?” asked Loren in a joking tone.

“It’s possible, I suppose
,” said Stephanie with a laugh.  She kept reading.  “This scene where he finally drops to his knees is highly
 erotic!  I swear that I wanted to touch myself as I read it.”  She flipped the page and then reached over and gave her husband’s erection another few strokes.  As she did, she dragged one of her nails up along the back of the head of his 
penis, which sent a jolt racing down his spine and his entire body visibly shivered.

Stephanie smiled at that.

“She ‘fingers’ her clit, by the way,” said Stephanie.

“What did I say?” asked Loren.

“You wrote ‘pinched.’”

“Maybe she likes it that way?” suggested Loren with a chuckle.

“You mean, like this?” asked Stephanie and she reached over and took the head of Loren’s penis between her fingers and pinched it.

“Ouch!” he exclaimed.

She let go.  “Honestly, Loren, for a man who spends his days dressed as a woman, you know so remarkably little about us.  I should give you a crash course.”

“I thought I was getting pretty good at understanding women.”

Stephanie shook her head and rolled her eyes.  “No, just our clothes.”  She then read the next few pages of his book.  “Oh, I like this; this is really kinky.  We should try this sometime.”

Loren raised an eyebrow.  “What is it?”

Stephanie smiled.  “You’ll find out when the time is right.”

Loren shuddered.  He had included several things in his book which he didn’t ever want to try himself, but which he thought his readers might enjoy.  He hoped she wasn’t talking about one of those.  Indeed, some of the things he included sounded far too humiliating for Loren to want to try them in real life.  Unfortunately, they might be just up Stephanie’s alley.

Stephanie set down the electronic reader and rolled on her side to face her husband.  She began gingerly toying with his erection with her fingers
.

“It looks smaller today,” said Stephanie.

Loren blushed.  “No, it doesn’t,” he said defensively.

“Yes, it does.”

Loren’s face turned absolutely red at this point.  The idea of his penis shrinking was still humiliating to him... deeply humiliating.  Sure, he loved becoming Lauren and he wouldn’t trade it for the world.  He loved the clothes.  He loved the sensations.  He loved being seen as small and defenseless by the world; people looked at him differently, like he was delicate and that made him feel warm and protected somehow.  He loved sharing this secret with Stephanie.  He loved the idea of growing breasts too.  That was beyond thrilling in fact, even as it was terrifying – it terrified him because he worried about what he would be after he grew them.  Would he look like a woman or a man with a saggy, effeminate chest?  He didn’t know, and that worried him.  Still, it was exciting.

Having his penis shrunk though, that was pure fear.  What if he could no longer use it?  The doctor said he could, but what if he couldn’t?  What if he lost his interest in all of this as it shrank?  After all, the biggest part of what he liked about being a woman was the sexual thrill.  What if that went away as his penis shrank?  Then he would be left as a woman, but with none of the thrill or excitement that came with it.  And what if they one day decided to turn him back into a man?  How could he do that if he had a tiny, useless penis?

Adding to the fear was humiliation.  Specifically, he worried about how Stephanie saw him.  What if Stephanie lost interest in him if it became too small or too soft to be useful.  That worried him the most.  He knew Stephanie would never leave him, but it still worried him that she might now see him as less than a 
man and she might start looking elsewhere for her own needs.  What if they reached a point where she saw him just as a servant or girlfriend or someone who had no right to demand loyalty from her?  Indeed, this troubled him enough that he had had nightmares in which Stephanie boldly announced that she wanted another man:

“I made dinner,” said Loren.

“Good.  You’re a nice maid, Laura,” said Stephanie.

“I’m your husband, not a maid.”

“Ha!  You’re just a maid.  You don’t even have a dick I can use!  No, Laura, I need a real man to satisfy me.  You never should have turned yourself into such a tiny-dicked man-woman.  All you’re good for now is being my slave and licking the cum off my lover’s dick when he finishes treating me like a real man treats a real woman!”

“But honey!”

“On your knees, sissy boy!” growled Stephanie who seemed to grow several feet taller and suddenly sprouted a penis.

Loren usually woke up around that point.

Dreams like that and their associated thoughts humiliated Loren.  They made him feel unmanly and 
yet simultaneously not feminine.  They made him feel like a eunuch and he couldn’t help but cringe every time Stephanie made some reference to his shrinking penis.

Stephanie, on the other hand, had no idea Loren felt this way.  She was enjoying watching his penis shrink very much.  To her, it felt like a demonstration of incredible power and that made her super, super horny.

“It definitely is smaller!” said Stephanie with a huge smile.  She was measuring it with her fingers.  She leaned over further and kissed her husband on the lips.  “Isn’t that great, honey!” she asked happily.

Loren felt his face burn with shame.

“If it gets any smaller, then we’ll need to stop referring to it as a penis and start calling it a clit instead!”  She giggled and kissed him again as she said this and she patted his tiny testicles.

Loren said nothing.  He didn’t know what to say.  He didn’t share his wife’s joy that his penis and testicles were shrinking.  To him, this was scary and humiliating.  To her, it seemed to be an expression of the intense power she had taken over him that she could do this to him... that she could literally emasculate him.  That was quite a difference of opinion.

Stephanie next slipped her fingers around his penis and began stroking it.  His penis was indeed smaller and softer, so this wasn’t as easy as it had been in the past.  Unlike in the past, where his penis was hard and about six inches long, it now stood only around five inches long, if that, and it was soft enough that she could squeeze it between her fingers and she could bend it if she wanted to.  As a result, she needed to support it as she stroked it or it would start to flop around.

“This is getting harder,” said Stephanie.  “No pun intended.”

“It still feels good,” said Loren weakly.  He did 
like being stroked.

Stephanie laughed.  “I’m glad, girly
.”  She kept stroking.  Indeed, she sped up her stroking slightly.

Loren felt his penis tingle.  This felt good.

“Oh, somebody likes that,” said his wife.

“What do you mean?”

“You just got a little harder.  You must be excited.”

Loren began to breath harder and more shallow.  He felt a rhythm just beginning to build deep within his penis.  His wife’s manipulations were starting him on the course to coming and that made him happy.

“I can’t wait until your little guy is so small that I have to jerk him off with my finger tips, like they’re tweezers!  That’s going to be amazing!”

“That image sent a shudder racing through Loren, but it didn’t slow the building rhythm.

Stephanie stepped up her pace and his breathing quickened.  Just then, Stephanie’s cell phone rang on the nightstand:  BEEP!


“Darn!  Sorry, honey, but I have to take this.  It could be the office.”

Stephanie let go of Loren’s penis and rolled over and grabbed her phone.  As she did, Loren felt all the build up and excitement he had felt slowly fade away again.  The tingling vanished and his penis slowly deflated.

“Hello,” said Stephanie into the phone.

There were some words on the other end which Loren couldn’t make out.

“Yes.  Ok.  Sure, I can do that,” said Stephanie.  “When?”

There were more words Loren still could not make out.

“Friday?  Really?  But— oh, ok.  I see.  Yes.  Yes.  I’ll be there.”  Stephanie disconnected the line and 
sighed.  She seemed rather disappointed.  She turned to face her husband.

“What is it?” asked Loren cautiously.

“That was the office.  I need to go to a dinner with the partners on Friday,” said Stephanie.  “They want to meet me in a social setting.  Also, Conrad Lewis will be there, and he’s the last ‘yes’ vote I need to get promoted.”

Loren looked disappointed.  “But Friday is the anniversary of the first night I ever put on women’s clothes.  I was planning something special.”

Stephanie frowned.  Then she leaned forward and kissed her husband on the lips.  “Sorry, honey.  I can’t blow this off.  It’s vital to my promotion and my career.  I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”

With that, Stephanie returned her phone to her nightstand and she rolled back over to Loren.  She adjusted her position and she slipped her hand back around Loren’s flaccid penis.  She gave it a few tugs and then rubbed her thumb over its head.  Once again, it came to life and it slowly became hard, or at least, hardish
.  She then began stroking him once more.

Within a few seconds, Loren’s disappointment was forgotten.

Stephanie stroked her husband even faster and harder.  His penis was bending and bouncing with each stroke, but it still felt amazingly good to have his wife stroking his penis.

“That feels so good!” he exclaimed.

“I’m glad,” she said.

Loren’s penis throbbed.  The rhythm was back and it felt like he was slowly building to an explosion.  He was breathing shallowly again.  His heart raced.  He felt very, very excited.  He arched his back slightly to thrust his penis forward.  As he did, he felt the heavy flesh on his chest jiggle and move around.  This was an 
amazing feeling that excited him a lot.  It turned him on to think of the fact he was growing breasts and to think of what they would look like in the future.

“I can tell that someone’s going to enjoy this,” purred Stephanie.

“Very much!”

Loren’s breathing became choppy.  He felt the rhythm build to its full pitch within him.  His penis was throbbing in his wife’s hand.  It even grew slightly.  He would cum any second!  Nothing could stop him.

BEEP!

Stephanie’s phone rang again.

“Ug, what now?” groaned Stephanie.  “Sorry, honey, it could be the office again.”  She let go of Loren’s penis and rolled over and grabbed her phone.

Once again, Loren felt all the build up toward that magical explosion stop cold.  The rhythm ground to a halt and faded away.  The excitement vanished and was replaced with disappointment.  His penis slowly began to deflate.  It had all come to an end again.  Even worse, he felt much hornier now than when they started.

“It’s my sister,” said Stephanie to Loren.  She answered the phone.  “Krista!  What’s up?”

Loren bit his lip.  He never liked Stephanie’s sister and he certainly didn’t like her right now.  He felt robbed.  He felt like he was being teased with no possibility of release.  If he could, he would actually have stroked himself just to get the release, but he couldn’t because his hands were tied.  In fact, he couldn’t move at all.

Stephanie sat up on the bed and engaged in small talk with her sister for a minute or two.  Then the conversation turned to something Loren could not quite make out.  All he knew for sure was that they were talking about Krista’s daughter Dove, and it almost 
sounded like she was coming for a visit... though this was impossible.  For Krista had no idea that Loren was turning himself into a sort of woman, and he doubted that Stephanie would agree to take a child into the house under the current circumstances.

“Of course,” thought Loren, “she’s probably not a child anymore.”

Loren tried to remember Dove.  The last time he saw her, she had been a little girl of maybe ten or eleven.  He believed she must have been about eighteen now, maybe even slightly older, but that didn’t change his mind; Stephanie wouldn’t take the risk of dealing with that.  In any event, he remembered her being a nice child, but that was about all he could remember.

“Yes, sure.  We’ll work out the details,” said Stephanie a minute or two later and she hung up her phone.  She turned her attention back to Loren and she smiled.  “Guess what!” said Stephanie to Loren.

“What?” asked Loren cautiously.

“My sister’s daughter Dove is coming to stay with us for a few weeks!”

Loren’s jaw dropped.  He couldn’t believe she’d agreed to this!  “She’s coming here?!  For a few weeks?!” he blurted out.

“Yes, here.  I figure she can stay in the spare bedroom.”

“The spare bedroom?!  But honey, how can we let her stay here?  She’ll see me!”

“Of course, she’ll see you.”

“But honey, you haven’t told your sister yet about... our changes.
”

Stephanie furrowed her brow and took a moment to consider this.  At this point, most everyone in their lives knew about the new Loren, with a few key exceptions.  Stephanie’s sister Krista was one of the exceptions because she didn’t live in the area and there 
had been no reason to tell her yet.  Stephanie had clearly forgotten this.

“Oh, right.  Shoot.  Well, I guess, we’ll just have to tell her then,” said Stephanie.

Loren shuddered.  One of the hardest things he had to do since this all began, or at least the most embarrassing, was revealing the new feminized Loren to people who knew him.  He never knew how they would react, and it could often be quite humiliating; especially when Stephanie used the opportunity to show him off, which she liked to do.  Indeed, Loren had the feeling that she liked the sense of power it gave her to tell people that she was turning him into her wife.

“Are you going to tell her before she sends her daughter?” asked Loren.

“Yes, I think that would be best.”

“And what about the daughter?”

“We’ll tell her too before she arrives.”

Loren bit his lip.  “I’m still a little nervous about her daughter coming to stay with us.”

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “I wouldn’t worry about it.  Dove is a really sweet girl.  I can’t see her being a problem at all.  Besides, she’s coming to look at the local colleges to see if she wants to attend one.  It’s not like she’s coming to turn our house into a party zone.  It will be fine.”

Loren was still worried, however.  Dove would be the first person to spend extensive time with them in the house, and that brought with it a lot of uncertainty.  Besides, he felt nervous about being dressed as a woman around someone he really didn’t know.  Still, Stephanie had decided she could come and that was the end of the matter; he would need to accept her will on this.


C
hapter 3:  “An Unexpected Blackmailer Arrives”

—o—

Stephanie slipped into her high-heeled pumps and smoothed her pencil skirt.  She double-checked her earrings.  Everything was perfect.  She looked professional, yet with a strong hint of sexy.  She looked impressive.

“You look fantastic,” said Loren.

“Thank you, baby,” replied Stephanie.  She picked up her perfume and sprayed herself.  “I’m sorry I’m going to miss our anniversary.”

Loren twisted his lips.  He didn’t like that she would miss their anniversary, but he understood why she was going.  She really had no choice.  If you want to be a partner and the partners ask to have dinner with you, then you go.  Otherwise, you don’t have a job for very long.  Besides, she needed to win over Conrad Lewis.  If she couldn’t convince Lewis to vote “yes” on her promotion to partner, then she would be forced out of the firm.  That was the problem with her firm, it was up or out, and for whatever reason Lewis wanted to make this difficult.  Tonight, she would have a chance to try to convince him.

“It’s ok, I understand,” said Loren.

“I know you understand, and I appreciate it.  You’re always so supportive.  It still doesn’t make me happy though,” said Stephanie.  “I wish I could be here with you tonight.”


Diiiing dooong!  
The doorbell rang.

Stephanie looked at Loren.  “Are we expecting anyone?”

Loren shook his head.

“I wonder who that could be?” asked Stephanie.

“I’m not sure,” said Loren, who was still buckling 
the straps on his high-heeled sandals.  He had worked hard cleaning the house and then taken a shower.  He was now getting dressed.  At this point, apart from his lingerie, he wore a basic white housedress with a black and silver floral print.  The sandals he was strapping on his feet were white wedge-heeled sandals with a five-inch narrow black heel.

“I guess we’ll find out.  I’ll get it,” said Stephanie when she noticed that Loren wasn’t completely dressed yet.

As Stephanie left the bedroom, Loren heard her high heels click their way down the hallway to the front door:  CLICK, CLICK, CLICK, CLICK!
  That sound turned him on and he found himself getting hard beneath his dress... or at least as hard as he got these days.  A moment later, he heard voices coming from the front hallway.

Then the house phone rang in the hallway.

Riiiiiing!

Loren walked out into the hallway to answer it.

—o—

Meanwhile, at the front door, Stephanie was hugging the young woman who stood on their doorstep.  This was Dove.  She had arrived a day earlier than expected.  Stephanie let go of the young woman and stepped back to examine her.  She was beautiful.  She had doe eyes, a button nose and thick brunette hair which hung to the middle of her back.  She wore a sleeveless pink top with a low-cut collar which showed off her toned belly and a white skirt which ended tightly just beneath her knees.  On her feet, she wore tan low-heeled wedge-heeled sandals.  Her toenails, like her fingernails, were painted a cute pink.

“You’ve grown so big!” gushed Stephanie
.

Dove smiled sweetly.  “It’s been a few years since I saw you last, Aunt Stephanie.”

“It has been.  The last time I saw you, you were this tall,” said Stephanie and she held out her hand to show that Dove was only around four feet tall the last time she saw her.

Dove laughed.  “I was never that small!”

“Oh yes, you were!”

They both laughed and hugged each other again.

“Thank you for letting me stay with you, Aunt Stephanie,” said Dove.

“Oh, you’re welcome.  We’re happy to have you.  I’m just surprised because we weren’t expecting you until tomorrow night,” said Stephanie.

“I know.  I got a chance to come early, so I did.  I thought my mother had told you that I was coming early.”

Stephanie shook her head.  “No, but it’s no big deal.  It must have slipped her mind.  Anyways, why don’t you come in?” asked Stephanie.  She looked at her watch.  “I need to leave soon because I need to rush to a dinner, but let me introduce you to Loren.  He can help get you settled and then we can catch up when I get home.”

Dove raised an eyebrow.  She had heard about “Uncle Loren” from her mother and she was extremely curious to see what he looked like, so she picked up the two small suitcases that sat on the front steps next to her, and she followed Stephanie into the house and down the hallway toward the bedroom.

As they approached the hallway to that led to the bedroom, they found Loren.  He was on the phone.  Dove froze when she saw him.  She couldn’t believe how feminine he looked!  Her eyes took in every inch of his body from the tips of his high heels and his painted toenails to his feminine legs sticking out beneath his 
dress to his smooth crotch to his budding cleavage to his made-up face to his brown-blonde hair.  She paid particular attention to his cleavage and to the smooth front of his dress.

“Yes, I understand,” said Loren into the phone.

“Who is it?” whispered Stephanie.

Loren placed his hand over the receiver.  “It’s Cindy,” whispered Loren.

Stephanie leaned over to Dove and said, “That’s Loren’s agent.”

“A movie?!  Really?!” exclaimed Loren.  His excitement was growing.  “Yes, I understand.”

Stephanie placed her hand on his shoulder.  “I’m so excited, baby!”

Loren smiled at her.  Then he cocked his head to one side.  “Yes.  Well, yes.  I understand.  Sure.”  Loren twisted his lips.  “Yeah, I’m sure we can work something out.  You know though—  Yes, I understand.”  He nodded his head, but didn’t speak.

Although neither Stephanie nor Dove could hear what Cindy was saying, it sounded like Cindy was lecturing Loren about something.

“Yes, I understand,” said Loren.

Cindy shot more words at Loren which Stephanie could not make out.

Loren continued.  “I’m hoping we can, but there is a problem with—  Yes, I understand.”  Loren bit his lip.  “Yes.  Right.  Yes.”  He nodded his head again.  “Yes, I understand, an amazing opportunity.”  He then thanked Cindy and he hung up.

“What was that about?” asked Stephanie.

Loren looked at his wife.  He could barely contain his smile.  Then the words burst out of his mouth:  “They want to make a movie!!”  He hugged his wife and jumped up and down.

“A movie?!  What movie?  Who?” asked 
Stephanie.

“Some studio company!  She said their name, but I didn’t recognize it.  They want to make a movie out of my latest Louis Rock novel!” he exclaimed.

“That’s fantastic news, honey!”

“I can’t believe it’s true!” said Loren.

“I’m so happy for you!  This is your lifelong dream, to have one of your books turned into a movie!”

“I know.  This is amazing,” said Loren.

Stephanie nodded her head.  Then a doubtful look crossed her face.  “What was Cindy saying at the end?  She seemed angry.”

Loren bit his lip.  “Apparently, the studio company is concerned about the image we project.  They say that audiences want to think that these things are real and that they’re really written by guys who lived it... like retired super spies.  So she told me that we need to be careful not to let them know anything about Lauren Chambers or,” he paused and waved his hand down his body to highlight the dress and high heels he was wearing, “anything about this.”

“Is it that bad?”

“Cindy said that if they find out that I dress like this or that I’ve been living as a woman or that I write books as Lauren Chambers as well, then the deal will be dead in the water.  They’ll cancel the film and they’ll go with Rick Stein’s latest ‘Tommy Stone’ novel.”

Stephanie furrowed her brow.  “Well, that’s not fair.”

“No, it’s not, but that’s the way it is.  They have the money and they can make the rules.  And she made it very clear that this was a make or break issue.  If they find out any of this, then the film is dead.”

Stephanie rubbed her husband’s arm to comfort him.  “It’s ok, dear.  We’ll make sure they never find out.  Everything will be fine.
”

“I know.  I’m not worried.  Cindy is, but I’m not.”

At this point, Loren noticed Dove for the first time.  He had been so excited by the news from his agent that he focused entirely on the phone itself and then on his wife as he explained what had happened.  His mind simply overlooked the fact that there was a young woman standing behind Stephanie, and he seemed genuinely startled when he finally realized she was there.  Indeed, his body jerked and his mind snapped back to the moment with a strong warning.

“Who’s this?!” he asked in a high-pitched voice that betrayed his shock.

Stephanie suddenly remembered Dove.  She snickered both that she had forgotten and that Loren seemed so shocked.  “Oh, I’m sorry.  This is Dove, honey.  She arrived early.”

“I thought we weren’t expecting her until tomorrow night?”

“We weren’t.  As I said, she arrived early
.”

Dove stepped out from behind Stephanie and smiled at Loren.  “Hi, uh, Uncle
 Loren,” she half-said, half-asked.

Loren’s heart raced.  He knew this young woman was coming, but he still wasn’t prepared to meet her.  What would he say to her?  What would she say to him?  How would she react to seeing him dressed this way?  He had no idea what the answer to any of these questions was and that worried him.  But here she was and now he had to deal with that.  He blushed and swallowed hard.

“Hello, um, Dove.  Yes, I’m Loren,” said Loren.

Dove glanced at his body, from top to bottom.  “I’m happy to meet you,” she said.

This made Stephanie smile.  In fact, Stephanie nudged Loren in the ribs as if to say, “See, I told you this wouldn’t be a problem.”  She then motioned down 
the hallway.  “Loren, why don’t we show Dove to her room before I go to my dinner?”

They started down the hallway to the spare bedroom.  As they went, Dove walked behind Loren where she could watch him walk in his high heels and his tight skirt.  For the briefest of moments, Loren thought he saw her snicker out of the corner of her eye.  Yet, when her eyes met his, they were full of innocence and she smiled.

“I’m really thankful that you’re letting me stay here.  My mom wants me to see the local colleges and I can’t wait to see them,” said Dove.

“We have some very good schools in the area,” said Stephanie.

“I’ve heard.”  She snuck another peek at Loren’s feet.  His ankles wobbled slightly as he went in the high, thin heels.

“Do you have appointments set up yet to take tours?” asked Loren.

“No, not yet.  I figured I would play things by ear once I got here.”

At this point, they reached the bedroom.  Stephanie went inside first, followed by Dove and then Loren.

“This is where you’ll be sleeping,” said Stephanie.  The bathroom is across the hall and, naturally, you should feel free to use the other rooms in the house as well.  Loren uses the study for his writing, but other than that, the whole house is generally free.”

“Thank you,” said Dove demurely.  She lifted her suitcase onto the bed.

Stephanie looked at her watch.  “Well, I need to run to the dinner I told you about.  I’ll leave you in Loren’s capable hands to get you settled.”

“Oh, I thought Loren would be going with you tonight,” said Dove
.

Stephanie shook her head.  “No, I need to do this alone.  We haven’t told my firm yet about Loren and they wouldn’t like it very much.”

“You mean they don’t know he dresses like... um, he does?” asked Dove.

“No, they don’t.”

“And that’s really a problem?”

“Sadly, yes.  My firm is rather old fashioned and it’s unlikely they would take it well.  So we’ve decided to wait until after I make partner and then tell them,” said Stephanie.

“That’s too bad,” said Dove softly.

“It will be all right, don’t worry about it,” said Stephanie.

Dove smiled.

“Anyways, I need to run.”  She kissed Loren on the lips.  “I’ll be home as soon as this dinner is over, baby,” said Stephanie to Loren, who nodded his head.  Then she turned to Dove and said:  “Welcome to our home.”

Dove smiled demurely.  “Thank you.  I’m so glad I came.”

“I am too.”

They hugged.

With that Stephanie grabbed her purse and raced to the garage.  Dove and Loren could hear her high heels marking her progress along the way down the hallway, through the kitchen and to the garage.  A moment later, they heard the garage door open.  The car pulled out.  The garage door closed.  Stephanie was gone.

Suddenly, Dove’s expression changed.

—o—

The moment the garage door closed, everything 
about Dove seemed to change.  First, her smile lost its sweetness and slowly morphed into more of a smug grin.  It almost seemed as if she were sneering at Loren.  Her posture changed too.  Gone was the young woman who held her hands down before her demurely and cast her eyes to the ground when people spoke to her.  In her place now stood a much more dominant and aggressive woman.  Indeed, her hands moved up to her hips, her stance widened considerably, and her shoulders pulled back.  She seemed to grow taller.  She looked haughty and demanding now.

“You walk like a real pro in high heels,” said Dove in a strangely sharp tone which made Loren nervous.  He wasn’t sure why, but there seemed to be a suggestion of insult in her tone which made Loren uneasy.

“Thank you,” said Loren cautiously, though he sensed that thanking her was the wrong thing to say.  Something told him she would interpret that as weakness rather than politeness.

“I never would have guessed that a man could walk like that in heels.”

“It took a lot of practice.”

“Oh, I’m sure it did,” said Dove.  Her tone now added a hint of condescension.  “How long have you been ‘practicing’?”

Loren wasn’t sure if he should answer this or not, but he did.  “About a year.”

Dove chuckled.  “Not your whole life?”

“Uh... no.”

Dove looked Loren up and down once more.  There was a twisted grin on her face which almost approached a snarl.  Something about him clearly struck her as either something to be ridiculed or something beneath her.  That realization made Loren shudder.  He wasn’t sure what was happening exactly, 
but all of his senses were telling him that something bad was coming.  Unfortunately, he wasn’t at all sure how to stop it happening.

“So you’re really a man, are you?” asked Dove.  The question seemed rhetorical, though Loren answered it anyways.

“Yes, I am.”

“And you still have a dick?”  The word “dick” lingered on her tongue.

Loren’s face turned bright red with embarrassment at the invasion of his privacy within the question and the suggestion of emasculation, and he felt a chill race down his spine at her disapproving tone.  He didn’t like where this conversation was headed.  “Yes, I do, but
 that’s not really any of your—”

“Does it work?” asked Dove flatly.

Loren froze.  This was an unexpected and unwanted question, to say the least.  In fact, it was a shocking question.  It was a humiliating question.  “Whether or not I can use it is none of your business!” he blurted out defensively.

“Sounds like you can’t,” said Dove snidely.

“For your information, I can
!” growled Loren before he caught himself.

Dove snickered at how easy it was to manipulate him.  She then continued her attack.  “I heard it’s all soft from the hormones.”

“Who told you that?!” demanded Loren.

She ignored his question.  “I heard you can’t even get it up!”

“I can too!” exclaimed Loren defensively.

Dove very noticeably lowered her eyes to Loren’s crotch.  This made Loren squirm as he now felt like he was under a microscope and he felt as if his penis was on trial.  Interestingly, this actually made his penis grow, though it didn’t grow enough beneath his girdle 
to show as a bump on his dress for Dove to see.  He didn’t know if he was thankful for this or not.

“Prove it,” said Dove smugly.

Loren’s jaw dropped.  “What?!”

“Prove it.  Whip it out and show me that it can get hard, girly boy
!”

“How dare you!” exclaimed Loren.  He was shocked.

Dove let out a deep, cruel laugh.  “Is that all you have?  ‘How dare I’,” she repeating mockingly.  “I’m sooooo impressed.”  As she said this, she unzipped her suitcase and pulled out a bottle of vodka.  She was still a year or two below the age where she could drink in this state.

“Hey, you can’t drink that!” exclaimed Loren.

Dove shrugged her shoulders.  “Watch me.”

“Put it down!”

“And how do you plan to stop me if I don’t, dickless girly boy
?”

Loren froze.  He was shocked.  He couldn’t believe that this was the same young woman who seemed so nice only minutes before.  What had happened?  Whatever it was, it was time to put his foot down.

“This is my house—” he started.

Dove snickered.  “Your wife owns the place.  That’s what my mother said.  She said you don’t even have a driver’s license.  What kind of pussy doesn’t even have a driver’s license?  My aunt really has you by the balls, doesn’t she?  In fact, I heard you took her name, didn’t you?  Mrs. Loren Chambers.”

Loren felt an intense blast of humiliation race down his spine and almost cause him to fall to his knees.  In the course of about ten seconds, this young woman had put her finger on everything Stephanie had done that had made Loren feel emasculated and she 
had rubbed it in to make him feel tiny and worthless.  When Stephanie mentioned these things, he always felt somehow protected by her, but this from Dove was humiliation in its purest sense and it was ego crushing for Loren.  He wanted to cry.

In fact, a tear appeared in the corner of his eye.

Dove laughed.  “Oh good grief.  Now the little girly man’s going to cry.  How pathetic can you get?”

Loren shook his head.  He was angry now.  “I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but I’m not going to take this.  I’m calling your mother and you can damn well head back home tonight.”

Dove smirked at him; it was an intensely cold and cruel smirk.  “Is that so?”

“Yes,” growled Loren.

“Well, before you pick up the phone with your girly little painted nails and cry to my mother about how the big bad Dove hurt your little girl feelings, dickless
, you might want to consider a few things.”

Loren furrowed his brow.  “Like what?”

“Like, how about the fact that I can ruin your film?”

Loren was stunned.  Had he heard her correctly?  Had she really just threatened to ruin his film?  Was she really blackmailing him?  He decided to play it cool until he knew for sure exactly what she meant so as not to tip her off to the potentially powerful threat she had tapped into.

“What are you talking about?” he asked as indifferently as he could.

“Oh, I think you know.  If I call the people making your film and tell them about the widdle giwly man who wrote the book, they’ll kill your film dead.  And that would be the end for... what did Aunt Steph call it?  Your ‘lifelong dream’?”

“You wouldn’t dare!
”

Dove shrugged her shoulders.  “Or maybe I’ll call Aunt Stephanie’s firm and tell them about you.  It would be a real shame if she lost her job just because her husband is a weirdo who wants to play around in her closet, wouldn’t it?”

Loren felt like he’d been punched in the gut by a professional boxer.  He’d gone from feeling relieved and almost happy that this girl he knew nothing about seemed to be a genuinely nice young woman who wasn’t going to cause them any problems staying with them to being shocked to discover an incredible dark side to now finding himself being blackmailed by this little monster.  Words couldn’t even describe the rollercoaster of emotions he had just endured.  He wanted too throw up... and it wasn’t over.

“Yeah, that would be a real shame,” said Dove.

“Are you trying to blackmail me?!” he exclaimed.

“What do you think?” asked Dove and she headed to the kitchen to get a glass for her vodka.

“You can’t do this!” said Loren as he followed after her.

“Already did,” she said.

“But—”

Dove stopped and turned to face Loren.  “Look, girlfriend
,” she said sarcastically, “I don’t like other people telling me what to do.  My mother wants me to come visit colleges, so I’m here.  But I have other plans.  I’m here to find someone I can spend some time with who can drop some coin on me, and I won’t have a little sissy like you interfering.  So you better do whatever you need to do to make sure that you and Aunt Stephie stay off my back.  Got it?”

Loren felt overwhelmed as the revelations kept coming.

“You’re here to find a sugar daddy?” asked Loren
.

“My business is none of your business.  You just stay off my back.”  Dove started toward the kitchen again, but then she stopped.  Something had clicked in her mind and she suddenly realized that Loren could be more use to her, or more fun perhaps, than she initially thought.  An evil grin crossed her lips.  “Do you know what?  Let’s make this very clear for you.  There are going to be some changes around here, Miss
 Loren.  I like to have things a certain way and I expect you to comply with my wishes... and you will comply
.  Now, let’s have a little demonstration.”

“What kind of demonstration?” asked Loren nervously.

“The kind where you demonstrate that you understand the position you’re in.”

“How do I do that?” asked Loren cautiously.  At this point, he had no idea what to do about this except to go along with it.  Until he could figure out what she could really do to him and Stephanie, and if there was a way to stop her, he needed to accept the idea that she could make good on her threats.  That meant, she could do a lot of damage and he dared not resist her at this point.

“Get on your knees,” said Dove.

“What?”

“You heard me, sissy.  Get... on... your... knees
.”

Loren didn’t move.

“Every second you delay is a minute I’m going to add to your punishment,” said Dove.

Loren’s jaw dropped at the word “punishment.”  There was something about that word and the way Dove said it which had a strange sexual air to it.  That worried him even more.  Unfortunately, he had no choice but to comply no matter how much it worried him.  He knew that too.  He also knew that resistance would only make things worse.  So he swallowed his pride, pushed aside 
his worries, and he slowly, reluctantly dropped to his knees.

“Now what?” he asked.

Dove looked down at him and smirked.  Her pussy was very wet as she watched yet another man get on his knees before her; none had resisted her... ever
.  And while Loren was perhaps the most unique situation she had found, he was no different than the others despite the dress.  She knew what made him tick and she knew his soft spots.  She could control him with little problem, she told herself.  And while she originally just wanted him out of her way as she did what she came here to do, she now saw an opportunity to have a good deal of fun.  Loren and Stephanie had inadvertently given her a tremendous amount of power, something she never expected, and she wanted to take full advantage of it.

Dove kicked off her sandal and she held out her foot before him.

“Take my foot in your hand, sissy,” she said.

Loren reached out and took Dove’s warm, soft foot in his hands.  Her toes were small and perfect and her toenails were beautifully painted.  Loren wanted to be disgusted, but he wasn’t.  To the contrary, he embarrassingly found himself getting turned on touching her foot.  This made him blush.  It also made him hard.  Fortunately, Dove couldn’t see that.

“Fine,” said Loren trying to sound indifferent, though his penis was throbbing.

“Now stick my dirty toes in your mouth and suck on them,” said Dove.

Loren bit his lip.  “In my mouth?”

Dove nodded her head.  “And suck on them.”

Loren cringed.  This was the last thing he wanted to do!  The very idea disgusted him... or so he tried to tell himself.  Oddly, he realized that something inside 
him found the idea rather exciting.  He tried to push that thought out of his head and convince himself this wasn’t true.

“This disgusts me!” he told himself.

But he didn’t feel it.  Indeed, his penis grew a little bit and he felt a tingle as he imagined her toes in his mouth.

“No,” he growled inside his head.  “THIS DOES NOT TURN ME ON!
”

Yet, it did.

He took a deep breath and tried again:  “I’m only going to do this because I have no choice.  She has me over a barrel, otherwise I would never do this.”  He paused.  “Maybe after I have a chance to think things over with Stephanie, then we can find a way out of this, but right now I have no choice.  I just need to swallow my pride and do it.  That’s why I’m doing this,” he said, but he knew that wasn’t true.

Without another word, Loren bent over and slipped her toes into his mouth.  They were sweaty and they smelled.  They tasted sour.  He could taste the salt of her sweat too and the dry, bitter flavor the leather of her sandal had left on her foot.  As he tasted her toes, his penis immediately got as hard as it had been in weeks.  He was dangerously close to cumming too.

“This does not turn me on... this does not turn me on,” he kept repeating.

Unfortunately, the throbbing in his penis was growing more powerful and faster.  Precum had already slipped out into his panties and he could tell more was about to happen.  Indeed, it was coming any second and then he would need to explain the humiliating wet spot on his panties and possibly even his dress.

A moment later, however, Loren was saved.

Dove yanked her foot from his mouth.

“Oh thank, God!” thought Loren as he watched 
Dove slip her foot and her pretty toes back into her sandal.  She turned and started down the hallway toward the kitchen to get a glass for her vodka.  As she went, she called over her shoulder:  “Now get out of my sight, sissy.”

Loren cringed.  His mind had come back to reality from the temporary sexual detour it had taken with sucking her foot.  The realization that he had a serious problem now with Dove hit him again like a ton of bricks:  she was dangerous!

“I’ve got to talk to Stephanie about how to handle all of this,” he thought as he remained crumpled up on the floor.

“Oh,” continued Dove as she entered the kitchen, “I wouldn’t say a word of this to Aunt Stephanie either.  Tell her anything and I’ll expose you both.”

As she disappeared into the kitchen, Loren ground his teeth.  This was so far out of the realm of what he expected that he had no idea how to respond.  All he knew for sure was that his lifelong dream and Stephanie’s career were dangling before his eyes, and he felt trapped.

“What do I do now?” he asked himself.


C
hapter 4:  “Stephanie Milks Her Husband”

—o—

Loren faced a difficult night as Stephanie attended the dinner.  He spent it pacing back and forth in the living room trying to figure out what to do.  Should he tell Stephanie what Dove had said or should he not?  If she really did expose him to the film producers, and if Cindy was right, then he would lose his lifelong dream of having one of his books turned into a movie.  That bothered Loren a lot.

What bothered him even more though, was Dove’s threat to ruin Stephanie’s career by exposing him to Stephanie’s bosses.  He could face losing his movie, even though it was his dream, but to let this young woman strip his wife of the career she had built her entire life when she was so close to finally becoming a partner was unthinkable.  Unfortunately, he had no doubt Dove would do it.  The cold look in her eyes was chilling, and the way she went from a happy-go-lucky young woman to a seething monster almost struck Loren as indicative of some level of insanity.  She was definitely someone to be feared.

Unfortunately, she made it clear what would happen if he warned Stephanie.

“If I tell Stephanie, then I risk Dove retaliating,” he told himself.

He paced across the living room floor once more:  CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!
  At this rate, his high heels were going to start tearing up the carpet if he didn’t stop.

“Of course, she might never find out.  And if I warn Stephanie about her threats, then maybe Stephanie and I can figure some way out of this.”

He kept pacing.  CLICK CLICK CLICK 
CLICK!


“But that’s really risky.  What if Stephanie slips up and says something?  What if Stephanie confronts her?  If Dove finds out that I told her, then she’ll ruin us both before Stephanie and I can even think of anything.”  He bit his lip.  “Yeah... that’s too risky.  It’s best that I find some way to solve this all by myself.”

He kept pacing.  CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!


“But how?”

Loren shuddered as he remembered the conversation from earlier and how downright evil Dove had looked.

“I wonder what made her like this?” he asked himself.

He then sat down on the couch, crossed his legs, and nervously shook his leg.

“Maybe I can figure that out and get her to stop,” he thought.  “Maybe all she wants is to smoke, drink and go to parties or something.  I can deal with that.”

Loren nodded his head.

“Yeah, maybe the danger isn’t even real.  Maybe I’m exaggerating it!”

Loren sighed and shook his head.  He knew this wasn’t true.  It was clear that Dove was just as dangerous as she appeared, if not more so.  And whatever she had in mind would be more than just being allowed to take the occasional drink before she hit the proper age.  He was in real trouble and he knew it.

Just then, Stephanie’s car pulled up in the driveway.  Loren saw it and shot out of his chair.  He went to the front door to greet her.  He had decided not to tell her anything about Dove at the moment.  This was a good decision on his part, as she was already rather frustrated.  She had attended the dinner and done quite nicely with the partners, but Conrad Lewis 
had not been there, and he was the one vote she still needed... she already had the rest.  So, in many ways, the dinner had been a waste of time for her; she was no closer to becoming a partner than she had been this morning.  She got out of the car and went to see Loren.

“Hi honey,” said Stephanie as she walked through the door.  She kissed Loren on the cheek.

Loren bit his tongue.  The moment he saw his wife, part of him screamed that he wanted to tell her what Dove had done and that he should just do it.  But he managed to suppress that and go with what he had reasoned earlier to be the best course:  silence for now.  So he stayed quiet.

“How was your dinner?” he asked.

Stephanie set her keys on the small table in the foyer and handed her purse to Loren.  An annoyed look came over her face.  “It was a waste of time.”

“Really?  What happened?” asked Loren as he took her purse.

“Lewis didn’t even show up.  So while it was nice to meet with the others and hear their reassurance that they’re ready to vote for me, that ultimately doesn’t mean anything if I can’t get Lewis to say ‘yes’.”

“He blew you off?” asked Loren.

“Yes, but his secretary told me he would contact me about a private meeting.  So maybe he just wants to do this differently.  I’m not sure.  I am having a really hard time figuring him out.”

“I’ll bet.”

“It’s really annoying too because I don’t know what has him so bothered about making me a partner.  I’ve done nothing but quality work for him and he’s sung my praises in the past.  But now that I’m up for partnership, he’s acting strange.”

Loren placed Stephanie’s purse with her other purses in the closet.  “What are you going to do?
”

Stephanie stepped out of her heels and picked those up.  “I guess I’ll wait and see.  There’s not much else I can do,” she said.  She handed her shoes to her husband.  He took them.  They were still warm and moist from the sweat from her feet.  Stephanie smiled at Loren.  “Do you know what would cheer me up?”

“What?”

Stephanie wrapped her arms around Loren’s shoulders and kissed him deeply.  She smeared his lipstick in the process.  Loren smiled, but inwardly he felt miserable and tense.  He needed to tell Stephanie about Dove’s threats, but he just couldn’t risk it.  He hated keeping secrets from his wife, especially secrets he could use some help solving.  This made him feel alone even in the arms of the woman he loved more than anyone in the world.  He had never felt this way before and it made him so very sad... but he would feel better soon.

“Come with me,” said Stephanie and she took his hand, the one without her high heels in it, and she led him to the bedroom.

Once there, Stephanie stripped down to her stockings, her panties and her bra as Loren put away her shoes and hung up her dress.  He still wore the white housedress with the black and silver floral print and the white wedge-heeled sandals with the narrow five-inch heel.  Stephanie then went to the closet and pulled out her favorite teddie and her favorite platform sandals; though in this case, “favorites” meant her favorites to see on Loren.

“Here you go, sexy.  Put these on for me,” said Stephanie.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Loren and he smiled shyly as he took the teddie and the sandals.  His penis became erect; it turned him on to play the part of the demure little woman in their relationship
.

Stephanie sat down on the edge of the bed to watch her husband change.  She crossed her legs and leaned back on her elbows.  As she did, Loren stripped himself naked and then slipped into the black teddie and the black platform sandals.  These sandals had outrageous six-inch heels, so she never made him wear them to do housework, but she got a kick out of seeing him wear them in the bedroom from time to time.  She especially liked seeing his painted toenails sticking out the front and the incredible angle at which the balls of his feet were bent.  The teddie excited her too.  It was adorned with a number of delicate bows and strings which gave it a “complicated” look which made Loren seem like a present to be unwrapped.  She also liked how his penis stood up beneath it.  Although, something was unusual today.

“Huh,” said Stephanie.

“What?”

“Oh nothing.  Keep getting dressed.”

Loren did as he was told, and as Stephanie watched Loren slide the teddie over his body and adjust it into place; she realized that his penis wasn’t pushing up the teddie nearly as much as normal.

“I suppose he might not be excited,” thought Stephanie.

She looked at Loren’s face and then the rest of him.  She shook her head.

“No.  He’s excited.”

Then she watched him step into the sandals, one at a time, and crouch down to buckle their straps.  As he did, his erection swung freely beneath the teddie; it often escaped when he bent down.  Normally, it stood out straight from his crotch and even pointed a little upward, but today it seemed to sag just a bit, like a balloon that had gone just a hint flat.

“He is smaller!” she told herself excitedly
.

Then she smiled.  She suddenly realized what this meant.  So as Loren strapped the high-heeled sandals onto his feet, Stephanie went to her nightstand and pulled out a strap-on belt with a long black dildo.  She had been saving this for this very occasion.  She felt a tremendous amount of excitement race through her as she ran her fingers over its hard rubber.  She couldn’t wait to take Loren as a woman.  This was going to be amazing!

“Come here, honey,” said Stephanie and she sat down on the bed.  She placed the strap-on next to her pillow.

Loren had just tightened the straps on his shoes.  He tottered over to his wife.  When he reached his wife, she reached out and felt Loren’s erection.  It was softer than it had been even early today.  It was smaller too.

“I think we have a problem,” she said.

“What kind of problem?” asked Loren.

Stephanie pinched his erection between two fingers and bent his supposedly erect penis at nearly a ninety-degree angle at that spot.  “I don’t think the little guy is up to the task anymore, honey.”

Loren blushed deeply.  He suddenly felt completely emasculated in a way he had never felt before.  Even all the talk Stephanie had made about shrinking his penis was nothing compared to how he felt now that his penis was too soft to be useful as an erection.

Stephanie smiled comfortingly.  “It’s ok, honey.  We knew this was coming.  You’ve just stopped being a man is all.  It’s no loss.  And never fear, I have a solution,” said Stephanie.  She reached around behind her and picked up the strap-on from her pillow.  “Look honey, mine’s bigger than yours!”

Loren felt intense humiliation burn throughout his body.  Interestingly, this made his penis a little 
harder, but it still wasn’t enough.  He suddenly felt very, very small and powerless.

Meanwhile, Stephanie stood up and attached the strap-on around her waist.

Loren raised an eyebrow.  He had assumed that he would be the one using the strap-on on his wife.  After all, he was still the man and she was still the woman even if his penis didn’t work.  Wasn’t this strap-on meant as a substitute?

“Shouldn’t I be wearing that?” asked Loren softly.

Stephanie snickered.  “No.  You’re not a man anymore, dear.  Your days of poking things with your equipment are over.  It’s time you got poked!”  She then stroked the dildo several times with her hand.  Then she looked at Loren with her most mischievous eyes.  An enormous smile appeared on her face.  “Lean against the desk, girly!”

“Really?” asked Loren nervously.

Stephanie nodded her head.  “Really.”

Loren swallowed hard.  He knew in the back of his mind that this day was coming because his wife had suggested on several occasions that she wanted to do this, but it still scared him in many ways.  For one thing, he didn’t know how it would feel to have his wife do this to him.  Would it hurt?  He didn’t know and that scared him.  Even more to the point though, would this change his wife’s opinion of him?  He was her husband and she seemed to respect that even despite the way he dressed.  Yet, he worried that her view of him as her husband was always somewhat tenuous.  Could this push him over into some other category?  Girlfriend, perhaps?  Sex toy?  That worried him.

“Come on, girlfriend.  I don’t have all day,” said Stephanie with a laugh as she patted her “erection.”

Loren bit his lip and tottered over to their 
writing desk.  He placed his hands on the desk.  He was standing right next to it, however, which was not where Stephanie wanted him.  Indeed, where he stood, what she wanted would not work.

“Not quite, girly.  Take two good steps back and then place your hands on the desk,” said Stephanie.

Loren reluctantly did as ordered.  When he leaned over this time, he found himself forced to bend over more than he had anticipated.  This proved difficult for him in the six-inch heels, because they made balancing so very hard already and now he was leaning over pretty far to do as Stephanie asked.  He did it, though.

Stephanie came up behind him and looked him up and down.  She loved the black teddie on him and she loved that he struggled a bit in the heels; this all made her wet.  He still wasn’t placed quite right though, so she used her own foot against his feet to make him spread his legs out further.  This made his balancing problems even harder, but he managed.

“You look so cute like that,” said Stephanie.

She stood behind him now, rubbing her fingers up and down his rear.  This made Loren’s legs and rear and penis tingle.  She then took some lube and used it to coat the dildo.  After all, she didn’t want this to hurt Loren, not on his first real experience as a woman.  She then raised his nightie up onto his back and she slid the dildo between his cheeks into his crack.  It touched the tiny bud of skin that marked his hole.

“You’re going to love this,” said Stephanie behind him.

“I hope so,” said Loren nervously.

Stephanie laughed.  “Trust me, baby,” she said and she pushed the dildo past the tight wall to his anus and let is slowly slip inside.  As it went, she wiggled it about from left to right and back and forth to work it 
inside without making it feel like she was ripping Loren apart.  Consequently, he felt very little pain.

Loren felt the plastic penis slide inside his crack.  It was the most bizarre feeling he’d ever felt.  In some ways, it felt like a snake or some similar creature had invaded his rear.  At the same time though, it instantly seemed to fill him up in ways that were deeply uncomfortable, if not a little painful.

He gasped.

“Is it supposed to hurt?” he asked.

“Sometimes,” said Stephanie.  “Does it hurt?”

Loren felt the dildo slide deeper inside, filling him completely.  He felt like his rear might burst, but it wasn’t quite painful; it was more like pressure.  “I’m— I’m not sure.”

“Tell me how this feels,” said Stephanie and she pressed the dildo further inside.  Suddenly, it felt like it had passed through some wall or something and it now stood all alone without making him feel intensely full.  A moment later, Loren felt everything inside him begin to tingle.  This made his penis stand as erect as it could and it sent shivers down his spine.  This was an amazing feeling.

He moaned.

Stephanie giggled.  “I think she
 likes it!”

Loren tried to respond, but didn’t have the slightest idea what to say.

Stephanie then pushed the dildo further inside.  She moved it very slowly until she felt something hard.  Loren seemed to gasp and suck in wind.  She had found what she was looking for.  Slowly, she backed the dildo away and she began moving it in and out of his rear.  As she did, his chest and his tiny shrunken testicles heaved with each thrust.  His penis seemed to throb.  His hands, with their dark red nails, grabbed the sheets when she thrust it in and relaxed when she pulled it 
back.

Little by little, Stephanie built up a rhythm.

When Loren was at the height of this rhythm, she pulled the dildo out completely and she stuck her finger inside instead.  Loren was so entranced by this experience that he didn’t even feel her make this switch.  She then felt around for what she had found earlier.  She found it.

“You’re really going to like this!” she said softly into his ear.  She kissed his ear.

“I can’t wait,” purred Loren.

Stephanie placed her fingertip on his prostate and began to massage it gently.

Loren moaned and felt his entire body quiver.  He had never felt anything like this before.  It felt amazing.  He was lost in the clouds of ecstasy as warm, comforting sensations flooded his mind where they mixed with jolts of sexual excitement.  It all made his mind race to a place of happiness and thrill.  It felt like his wildest fantasies could all come true.

Then suddenly, he felt like he needed to urinate, only he knew he didn’t somehow.  He couldn’t quite understand this.  But as Stephanie kept pushing his prostrate with her finger, this feeling grew and grew.  A moment later, Loren felt the hot, burning feeling of cum moving down his shaft.  Only, this time it wasn’t being propelled by his muscles, it was more like it was being pumped by his wife’s finger.  This was the strangest feeling he ever felt in his life.

Then, without warning, he felt his cum dribble out of his penis and run down his stockings to the sheets below.  He made a tremendous mess as a vast amount of cum came pouring out of him.  Oddly, however, there was no explosion, no burst... no orgasm, and consequently, there was no moment of satisfaction gently.  This perplexed Loren
.

His wife then stopped and pulled her finger from his rear.

“Did you like that, dear?” asked Stephanie.

Loren bit his lip.  He honestly wasn’t sure.  “I don’t know.  It felt great at the time, but it was disappointing not to have an orgasm.  It was a bit like being shown the most amazing cake, getting to smell it, touch it and even place it on your tongue, but then not getting to chew it or swallow it.”

Stephanie laughed.  “Aww, poor baby.”  She kissed him on the back of the neck.  “Maybe I’ll let you orgasm next time... if you earn it!
”

This was something new.

Loren turned to face his wife with a concerned look on his face.  “How do I earn it?”

Stephanie slowly walked away from him, toward the bed.  She sat down on the end of the bed and spread her legs, showing him her recently shaved pussy.  “I’m sure you can think of something, dear.  After all, now that you’re a girl, you’re going to need to learn all kinds of new ways to keep me satisfied.”

Loren took the hint and tottered over to his wife.  His cum was still running down his stockings.  Nevertheless, he dropped to his knees before his wife.  He put his feet together and leaned forward on his hands and knees.  He stuck out his tongue and moved it forward until he found his wife’s wet pussy.

Stephanie smiled.  She was going to enjoy this new emasculated Loren.


C
hapter 5:  “Dove Exploits Her Power”

—o—

Loren awoke the following morning with a lot on his mind.  He’d had a nightmare about his wife mocking him for his penis not working and then inviting another man into their bed.  He’d had another nightmare about Dove blackmailing him into being her servant.  She did lots of humiliating things he didn’t want to remember.  Then he had a fantastic dream about going to Hollywood to give a speech at the premier of his film.  This dream was loads of fun, until he realized that he’d worn ruby red high heels with his tuxedo and that everyone was laughing at him.  He woke up with a start after that.

When Loren awoke, he got to work.  After seeing Stephanie off, he switched into a green housedress and brown wedges to do his chores.  When he finished his chores, which usually took several hours, he would retreat to his study and write until it was time to make dinner.

Throughout the day, he kept waiting for Dove to do something dramatic, but she never did.  Indeed, while Dove made it clear that she held all this power over Loren and that she intended to use it, she did very little the next few days after that first night.  Apart from making him get her the occasional drink or snack as she watched television or telling him to mind his own business about her affairs, she really didn’t use her power at all.  She did insult him – in particular, she liked making emasculating comments – but that was about it.

Loren lulled himself into a false sense of comfort.

Then, on the fourth day, she began to step things up.  Dove had decided that it was time to unpack, and 
like an epiphany, it struck her what purpose Loren could serve in her life:  he could be her maid!

“Come here, dickless
,” said Dove, as she often called Loren these days.  She stood in the doorway to the kitchen where Loren was drying dishes.  She wore short blue shorts and red high-heeled sandals.

“What do you want?” asked Loren.

“I want you to come when I call you.”

Loren furrowed his brow.  He did not like her tone and he wasn’t going to reward her behavior with easy compliance.  Indeed, he had decided to resist to see if she backed off.  Hence, he kept drying the dishes and he ignored her order.

“Now,” she growled and she slapped her sharp heel down against the hard floor.

CRACK!!

“I’ll be there when I get the chance,” replied Loren coldly.

“You’ll come now or I’ll call your friends at Explosive Movies,” said Dove.  She had done some research online and discovered the name of the production company handling Loren’s film.

Loren was shocked.  He had told himself that there was a really good chance she would be unable to find the production company to turn him in as this was all still a secret.  Yet, apparently, he was wrong.  So the danger was even more real now.  Plus, it was clear that she would not back down.  Resistance was not only futile, it was dangerous.  He ground his teeth and set down the dish he was drying.  He reluctantly followed Dove down the hallway to her room.

“What are we doing?” he asked as they walked down the hallway.  Their heels echoed together off the hardwood floors.

CLICK CLICKCRACK CLICKCLICK CLICK CRACKCLICKCLICK CLICK
!

“I’ve decided it’s time to unpack.  I’ll be here all summer after all, so I don’t want to live in a suitcase anymore.  And as I started pulling things from my suitcase, I suddenly realized that there’s no reason for me to do this myself when I have a perfectly good sissy maid who can do it for me!” said Dove happily.

Loren stopped cold.  “I’m not your sissy maid!”

“You are now, dickless.”

“Stop calling me that.”

Dove laughed.  “No.”  She then pointed to her room.

Loren bit his tongue and walked into Dove’s room.  On her bed he saw her suitcase.  It was open, but remained packed.

“You want me to unpack that?” asked Loren.

“Yep,” said Dove, and she walked over to the suitcase and picked up the pink sweater which lay on top.  “I want you to hang up the dresses and tops.  Fold the sweaters and pants.  Put the shoes in the closet on the shelf.  My underwear goes into the drawer, folded.  Now get to work.”

“Is there anything else, Ma’am?” asked Loren snidely.

“Yeah, you better lose the attitude or you’ll feel my wrath, dickless,” said Dove and she sat down in the soft chair in the corner and picked up a magazine.  “Oh, and don’t you dare do a bad job on any of this or I might need to punish you.  I’ll bet a sissy like you would love for me to spank you, but you won’t like it one bit if I use a wooden cane.”

The thought of this young woman spanking his rear with a wooden rod or cane sent a chill down Loren’s spine.  Would she really do that?  Why would she mention it if she wouldn’t?  Besides, nothing about this girl told Loren that she had any real limits on what she would do.  Her threats were real.  He decided to get 
to work.

“Fine, I’ll unpack,” he said unhappily.

“Attitude,” said Dove from behind her magazine.

Loren didn’t respond.  Instead, he started on the suitcase.  As he unpacked her suitcase, it immediately became clear that she was not at all the sweet young woman he and Stephanie imagined her to be when she first appeared on their doorstep.  Indeed, the contents of her suitcase spoke volumes about her lack of innocence.  For example, there were her clothes.  She had just enough clothes like her pink sweater and her jeans to present an image of the innocent young woman if needed.  But the rest of her clothes were tight skirts and short dresses; everything was body-hugging.  Most of her shoes had five-inch heels.  Her lingerie was risqué to say the least.  All of this presented the image of a seductress... or worse.

Then there were her toys.  Near the bottom of her suitcase, Loren started running into sex toys like a dildo, a male chastity device, and some bondage gear.  There were even a couple things Loren couldn’t identify.

“What’s all this for?” asked Loren before he caught himself.

“That’s none of your business, dickless.  Just put it in the drawer,” replied Dove as she flipped the page in her magazine.

Loren did as he was told.  As he did, he noted again that this all presented the image of someone who was anything but sweet and innocent.  Even more telling, however, he noted that Dove didn’t seem to care in the least that Loren saw and touched all of these toys.  To his mind, that said it all about her own level of shame.  In any event, he put the stuff away, and as he did, he couldn’t help but wonder if the dildo was used on her or others, and he began to wonder how many 
men had worn the chastity device for her.

Finally, he finished.

“I’m done.  You’re unpacked,” said Loren and he started toward the door.

“I didn’t dismiss you, did I?” asked Dove from behind her magazine; her eyes peered over the top of it at Loren.  Meanwhile, her foot twisted around excitedly.

“I don’t need to be dismissed.”

“You do now.  Get your sissy butt back to the middle of the room.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Then I’ll cane you.”

Loren bit his lip, but didn’t move.  It was like a standoff or a battle of wills, with Loren struggling to decide if he could draw a line in the sand.  If he didn’t, then he would be surrendering himself to spending his days as her maid.  If he did, then... well, he wasn’t sure.  And that was the problem.  It seemed insane that she would ruin his film or Stephanie’s job out of spite, but then her demeanor had shown him that she was rather spiteful.  What’s more, he thought about the sex toys he had just packed into the drawer, and that reinforced to him that he knew almost nothing about Dove, which made her unpredictable, and what he did know was enough to tell him that her threats were not idle threats.  All of this raced through his mind.

“I’ll give you to the count of three,” said Dove.

This warning resonated with Loren, who felt himself involuntarily lurch toward the center of the room, but he caught himself and he stopped.  “No.  I’m not going to let her take over this house!” he thought.

“One.”

“I can’t.  I can’t let her win.  It’s bad enough I unpacked her suitcase, but if I give her this then she can take anything!  And think about what you saw in her suitcase, she’s not someone you can let take charge,” he 
told himself.  Then an image flashed before his eyes of himself standing before the gruff movie company boss while wearing a little girl’s Sunday dress as the man laughingly told Loren why they were canceling the film:  “We won’t make a movie written by a sissy!” the man thundered.  Loren felt himself shrink before the man.

“Two.”

The count snapped Loren back to reality.  His heart was racing.  He was holding his breath.  His mind had changed sides and was now screaming, “She’ll be gone in a month!  Don’t let your pride destroy you!”  Loren felt deeply confused.  Then he saw Dove open her mouth for the third count and his mind told him that he needed to comply.  He had no choice.

He raced to the middle of the room. 

He had surrendered.  And with that, it was like a damn had broken.  Up to now, Dove had almost been hesitant to use her power over Loren.  But after making him unpack her suitcase and then his surrender, she seemed to decide to use her power to its fullest potential.  From that moment forward, her demands on Loren would become increasingly demanding and increasingly personal.

—o—

It was the day after Loren unpacked Dove’s suitcase.  Her demands on him had increased dramatically both in number and in terms of humiliation.  Rather than just demanding the occasional drink or snack, Dove now seemed to treat Loren as her personal maid, and she kept finding more and more duties for him to perform.  She was just about to add another.

“Who paints your nails?” asked Dove as she watched Loren put away the dishes.  “They’re 
beautiful.”

“I do.”

“Really?  You do it yourself?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know how to apply gels?” asked Dove.

Loren looked at his own red fingernails which were coated in gel; it was the only way they could survive the housework he did without chipping and scratching.  “Yes,” he said cautiously.

“Good.  Go get your kit.  You’re going to do my nails.”

Loren groaned to himself.  Not only did he not want to add any more duties, but he especially disliked duties that required him to touch Dove.  It always felt very personal to him to touch another person and having to touch his blackmailer felt like a real invasion of his privacy.  But he had no choice, so he got his kit.

As Loren went to get his nail kit, Dove slipped her feet out of her high-heeled sandals.  She was wearing a pink t-shirt, hot pants with the word “SASSY” written across the butt, and rainbow-colored high-heeled sandals with thick four-inch heels.  She then moved to the couch and picked up her laptop.  She intended to use it while Loren worked; Loren didn’t know what she was working on, but he was under the impression that she spent her days talking with men online.

“What color do you want?” asked Loren as he came to the living room.

“Hmm.  I’m not sure.”

“Well, you have to pick one,” said Loren snidely.

Dove glared at Loren.  “I don’t think I like your tone, dickless.”

Loren rolled his eyes.

Dove saw this and leaned back against the couch cushion.  She folded her arms.  “Apparently, someone is 
forgetting his place.  I think we need to make some changes.  From now on, you will always
 address me as ‘Miss Dove.’  Got it?”

Loren’s face turned bright red with humiliation and his penis became softly erect.  “Are you kidding?!”

“Do I look like I’m kidding?”

“But—”

“But what?”

“But that’s humiliating!”

Dove laughed.  “Of course it is.  But you’ve brought this on yourself.  You’re the one who decided to use such a nasty tone, so I don’t care.  This is how we’re going to solve that problem.  See how that works?  You resist, I punish.  And if you keep resisting, I’ll punish you even more.  In fact, let me give you another sample of the things I can do to you.  From now on, you need to ask my permission to enter or leave the room.  And you also need to curtsey when you enter my presence.  Got it, dickless?”

Loren ground his teeth.  “This will only last a month,” he told himself and he tried as best he could to swallow his pride.  He knew that if he didn’t swallow his pride and comply immediately, then she would find ways to make this worse.  That was what she did every time now.  So Loren took a deep breath.  He choked on his pride, but he got it down.

“Yes, I understand, Miss Dove
,” said Loren.

Loren shuddered.  It felt so humiliating to have to use a title of respect, a title given to a superior, when addressing this young monster.  She was barely an adult and she had no maturity; she was a brat, an adult in age only.  She should be put over his knee and sent to her room, not obeyed.  Being required to offer her respect was excruciatingly humiliating for Loren.

Dove smirked.  She could sense how difficult that had been for Loren and that excited her.  She liked 
breaking men.  “Now do my nails, sissy boy.  Start with my toes.  I want them the same red you’re wearing.  Make sure you file them too.”

Loren grimaced but walked over to where Dove sat.  He crouched down and set down his nail kit on the floor next to her feet.  Then he lowered himself to his knees and he sat before her.  He felt utterly humiliated.  But this was how it would be for a few more weeks.

“She’ll leave soon,” he told himself.

For the next hour, Loren worked on her toenails and then her fingernails.  He removed the old polish, filed the nails to shape them, buffed them, applied the necessary coats and finished with the gel.  He did excellent work though it felt utterly humiliating to do this for this young woman.  They were beautiful.

“Very nicely done,” said Dove.  “Very pretty.”

Loren said nothing.

Dove rolled her eyes.  “Well?”

“Well what?”

“You didn’t say, ‘Thank you, Miss.’  Now say it,” commanded Dove.

Loren bit his tongue.  “Thank you, Miss.”

“Good.  And so you know, the next time, I won’t give you a second chance to say it.  Next time, we’ll just go straight to punishment.  Understood?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good.  Now put my shoes back on my feet.”

Loren picked up Dove’s high-heeled shoe.  Somehow this felt even more humiliating than painting her nails had felt.  Dove too seemed to sense that, plus she felt a sense of power out of making him do this.  She laughed.

“I think I just found a new task for you.  The next time you misbehave, I’m going to start making you change my shoes for me whenever I want to change.  I like seeing you groveling on your hands and knees as 
you do this for me,” said Dove.

Loren tried to ignore her and tried to put this out of his mind as he buckled the straps around her ankles, but he couldn’t... it was too humiliating for him to be able to ignore.  He blushed.

With her sandals back on her feet, Dove examined her toenails.  “Very pretty indeed.  You have a real talent, dickless.  Aunt Stephie should make you work in a nail salon.”  She then examined her fingernails, which were done equally well.  Again, she smiled and nodded her head.  She was impressed.  “Nice work.”

“Thank you, Miss Dove,” said Loren reluctantly.

Dove ignored him.  She rose to her feet, as Loren remained kneeling before her, and walked over to the end table where Loren’s designer purse was sitting.  It was white with a snakeskin pattern.  She opened it and pulled out his wallet.

“What are you doing?!” demanded Loren.

“I’m going to the store, and I need some money,” said Dove as she pulled several twenty dollar bills from the wallet.  “I’m taking $100.”

“But that’s not yours!”

She held up the money she was taking.  “It is now.”

With that, she walked out of the living room and out the front door.  Loren’s jaw dropped.  Had she really just taken money from his purse?  Had she really been so brazen?  Yes, she had, and there wasn’t a thing he could do about it.

—o—

The next few days saw Dove take ever greater control over Loren.  Up to now, she had mainly demanded that he partake certain tasks at her 
command, with a few exceptions like making him curtsey and making him call her “Miss Dove.”  Now she began to dictate changes she wanted to make in Loren himself.  For example, she began to take control over how he dressed, his schedule, and the way she wanted him to carry himself; she preferred him to be more sissyish than feminine.  Loren found these changes increasingly humiliating.  What’s more, these changes made Loren even more nervous than duties like painting Dove’s nails because he felt that Dove was increasingly invading his privacy and he worried where she might stop... or if she would.

“Are you almost done cleaning my room, dickless?” asked Dove from the living room.  She had instructed Loren to clean her room, hang up her laundry, and make her bed.

“Yes, Miss Dove,” said Loren from her room.

Dove rose from the couch and walked to her room.  There she saw Loren dusting the knickknacks on her shelf.  She looked at the way he was dressed.  He wore a loose yellow housedress and tan wedge-heeled sandals.  He looked fairly comfortable and not especially sexy.  She didn’t like that.

She sighed.

Loren looked up.  He knew something was coming, he just didn’t know what.  He held his breath and waited for the other shoe to drop.

“I don’t like the way you dress,” announced Dove.

Loren raised an eyebrow.  He hadn’t expected that, though he probably should have.  “This is how I always dress for housework.  This or one of my other house dresses.”

“I know that, but I don’t like it.  It’s too casual.  If you’re going to be my maid, then I want you to dress more fashionably,” said Dove
.

Loren furrowed his brow.  He didn’t like the sound of this at all.  “Too casual?”

“Yes.  I want you to be more fashionable.”

“In what way?”

“Come with me,” said Dove.

Loren exhaled his frustration, but followed Dove nevertheless.  She led him straight to his and Stephanie’s bedroom.  Indeed, she walked right in, without a single thought to Loren and Stephanie’s privacy, walked right over to his closet and began looking through his collection of women’s clothes.

“There’s some very nice stuff here,” said Dove.

“Thank you, Miss,” said Loren reluctantly.  He knew he needed to say this as he needed to thank her for all compliments now.  He didn’t like it, but that didn’t factor in.  He needed to do it, so he did.

“Oh, I like this!” exclaimed Dove and she pulled out a tight red dress.

“Thank you, Miss.”

“This is nice too!”  She now pulled out a little black dress.  After this, she pulled out several more items and tossed them all onto the bed.  Then she looked through Loren’s collection of shoes and she picked out four pair of high heels.

“What are you doing?” asked Loren.

“I want to see how you look in these.  We’re going to have a fashion show!” gushed Dove.

And they did.

For the next two hours, Dove made Loren try on each of the dresses and shoes she had pulled from his closet.  Each time he put one on, she made him pretend that he was a fashion model on the catwalk and strut back and forth as she made insulting comments.  In the end, she came up with a mental list of what she wanted him to wear from now on.  Not surprisingly, each item on the list was something Loren would find 
uncomfortable and difficult to wear while doing his chores... but that was her point.  She wanted him to feel like he was in bondage as he worked.

“You want me to wear this?” asked Loren incredulously.

“Yes.”

“While I work?”

“That is what I said, correct?”

“Yes, but these are five-inch heels, Miss Dove!  They’ll kill my feet,” protested Loren.

Dove shrugged her shoulders.  “What can I say?  I think you’ll look cute tottering around in them.”

“But they’re hard to walk in.  I’ll be slow and unstable—”

“Just be glad I don’t make you wear the taller heels I saw in there!” countered Dove.

Loren bit his tongue.  He knew the shoes Dove meant.  She meant the six-inch heels Stephanie sometimes liked to see Loren wearing when they made love.  They really weren’t meant for walking, but then the five-inch heels weren’t that much better either... not for housework!

“The dress doesn’t work either,” complained Loren.  He tried to shake the skirt portion of his black and white-striped pencil dress with his hands, but he wasn’t able to grab enough material; it was skin tight around his hips and thighs.

“What’s wrong with it?”

“It’s too tight.  I can’t even bend down!”

“So?” asked Dove.

“So, do you know how hard it will be to do housework in this?”

Dove laughed.  “You don’t get it, do you?  I want you to struggle
, dickless.  I like the idea that I can make this difficult for you.  Every second you struggle is another demonstration of my power over you!
”

Loren glared at the young woman.  He understood her now.  And he understood that he needed to stop complaining before he gave her more ideas.  The less he complained, the less power she would have and the less interested she would be in him.  Hence, today, he wore the tight black and white-striped pencil dress and the five-inch high-heeled sandals, and he did so without complaint.  The following day, it would be a similar dress only in red.  The day after, it would be a little black dress which did little to cover his underwear.  Each dress proved difficult to wear while working, and it made him feel humiliated that Dove had been able to make him dress like this.

His humiliation only got worse when Stephanie came home.

—o—

It was several hours later.  Loren still wore the black and white-striped pencil dress and the black heels.  He had finished most of his chores, but still needed to dust the living room.  As he worked, Dove sat on the couch watching him.  She had been enjoying the show as Loren struggled to finish his chores in the tight skirt and sky-high heels.  The challenge right now was that the shelf Loren needed to dust was just beyond his reach.  Normally, he would have pulled over a chair, kicked off his heels, and stood on the chair to reach it.  But in this skirt it was unlikely he could get up onto the chair, and in these heels it was unlikely he would have had the balance to stay on the chair even if he got up on it, and Dove wouldn’t let him take off the heels or even hike up his skirt.  So, instead, he tried standing on tiptoe in his high heels.

He wasn’t quite tall enough.

“Almost there, sissy boy!” said Dove tauntingly 
as Loren tried to stand even taller on his toes.

“I can’t quite reach it,” said Loren.

“Keep trying, dickless!  Just a little more.”  Dove chuckled.  It was obvious to her that he would never reach it.

“This isn’t funny,” said Loren.

“Are you kidding me?  This is hilarious!”

Just then, Dove saw Stephanie’s car pull up in the driveway.  Dove rose from her seat and looked out the window.  She watched Stephanie grab her briefcase and start toward the door.

“Your wife is home,” said Dove.

When Loren heard this, he immediately felt relieved.  So far, Dove had not tried to blackmail Loren when his wife was home.  Thus, Loren assumed that with Stephanie coming home, Dove would now set him free and he could get out of this ridiculous dress and these ridiculous shoes and he could stop following Dove’s orders.  That made him extremely happy.  In fact, he felt ecstatic.

Then another thought occurred to him... and it was not a good thought.

What would Stephanie think of him wearing this dress and these heels in the first place?  He’d never dressed like this before to work around the house and there was no practical or realistic reason for him to do so; it was very inappropriate for work.  In fact, the only reason he could think of that could explain what he wore was that he was doing it to impress Dove for some reason.  But what was that reason and what would Stephanie think it was?  What he wore was so over-sexed that Stephanie might think that Loren and Dove were fooling around.  What if she really did think that?  That could ruin his marriage!

Loren suddenly felt very sick.

And that wasn’t all.  Even if she didn’t think they 
were having an affair, she still would be sufficiently suspicious that he was wearing these clothes that she would start asking questions.  As she did, she might cause Dove to think that Loren had been talking to Stephanie, which would lead her to expose them both.

Any way Loren saw this, it spelled danger!

Loren began to panic.  He decided to rush to the bedroom to try to change before Stephanie saw him dressed like this.  He didn’t get more than a few steps, however, before Dove stopped him.

“Hold it!  Where do you think you’re going?” demanded Dove.

“I need to change!”

“Why?”

“Because if Stephanie sees me dressed like this she’ll start asking all kinds of questions I can’t answer and then she’ll find out that you’re blackmailing me!” said Loren.

“Oh, I doubt that,” said Dove.

“Don’t doubt it!  She’s going to be shocked that I’m dressed this way.”

“No, she won’t.”

“Yes, she will!” exclaimed Loren.  “She’s going to be shocked and she’s going to demand answers.  And I don’t have any answers I can give her to explain any of this without telling her what you’re doing!”

Dove laughed.  “You are such a drama queen!”

“I am not!”

Dove smirked as Stephanie walked through the front door.  “I guess we’re about to find out,” said Dove.

Loren froze.  What would his wife say?  He braced himself for a disaster.

“Honey, I’m home!  Hi Dove,” called Stephanie as she set down her purse.  She then walked into the living room, where she looked her husband up and down from head to toe.  She smiled.  “Nice dress, 
honey!  I’m glad to see that you’re dressing nicer these days.  Having Dove around has had a positive effect on you!”

Dove grinned at Loren.

Loren looked shocked.

Stephanie didn’t seem to notice.  She kissed her husband on the cheek.  “By the way, honey, they scheduled the dinner with Lewis for tomorrow night, so you two need to have dinner without me.”  She then reached down behind her and pulled off her pumps.  Normally, she would have handed those to Loren, but she didn’t want to do that in front of Dove.  “I’m going to go change for dinner.”

With that, she walked out.

Dove laughed.  “It looks to me like your wife approves of your new uniform.”

Loren shook with humiliation.  Though he also felt somewhat relieved.

—o—

The next day went poorly for Loren again.  As before, Dove forced him to wear a skin-tight dress and sky-high heels.  She then ordered him around all day as she insulted him.  Not only was he unable to free himself, but he couldn’t even stop her from tightening her grip on him.  What’s more, any hope that Stephanie would save him was dashed when she came home that night.  She knew nothing about what Dove had been doing and, when she came home, she actually praised Dove for getting along so well with Loren and being so “mature” in how she handled “his cross-dressing.”  Loren not only felt hopeless that Stephanie didn’t see what was really going on, but he felt humiliated that Stephanie made it sound like becoming a woman was his idea
.

Loren had no chance to discuss this with her either.  For one thing, Dove was listening so he couldn’t really speak openly to his wife.  For another, Stephanie had no time to discuss this because she was focused on getting ready for her dinner that night with Lewis.  That dinner, however, would not go well because Lewis had more on his mind than her promotion.

Stephanie walked through the door of the restaurant.  Her sharp heels echoed off the tile floor.  She stopped to check her designer suit in the mirror at the entrance.  She looked sexy, professional, and like a woman in total control.  She was ready.

“Welcome,” said the Maitre d’.

“Thank you,” replied Stephanie and the man took her overcoat.

She scanned the room.  The restaurant was gorgeous and opulent.  It was one of the finest restaurants in town, and it was super-expensive.  Everywhere she looked were women in silk dresses with designer shoes and bags.  The men all wore tailored suits.  Everything about them screamed that they were swimming in money.

“Typical of Lewis to eat here,” said Stephanie beneath her breath.

With her coat taken, the Maitre d’ announced that he would take her to a private room for dinner.

“A private room?  This must have cost a fortune!” she thought.

After winding through the restaurant, Stephanie was led through an ornate door covered in leather.  On the other side of the door, she found Lewis sitting at a small table in the center of the large room; the restaurant staff had removed all the other tables.  Stephanie immediately felt unnerved.  She knew this would be a dinner meeting, but she had expected a public table at a less expensive restaurant
.

“Why do this just so we can discuss his vote?” she asked herself.  She began to worry that Lewis had something else on his mind.  After all, he was known around the office as a play boy.  She tried not to let her discomfort show.

“Hello,” said Lewis and he rose and pulled out Stephanie’s chair.

Stephanie smiled politely and took her seat.  “Hello, Lewis.  Thank you for inviting me,” she said.

“You’re welcome,” said Lewis.

“This is a beautiful restaurant.”

“It is.”  Lewis returned to his seat and sat down.  Then he snapped his fingers and a waiter suddenly appeared with a bottle of wine.  “This is my favorite wine.  It costs more than a thousand dollars a bottle.”  This fact made Stephanie even more uncomfortable.  There was no way Lewis would blow this kind of money if all he wanted was to talk about her past performance.

She paused and took a deep breath.

“So, where should we start?  Do you want to talk about job performance?” asked Stephanie.  There was a hint of nervousness in her voice.

Lewis shrugged his shoulders and brushed back his thick black hair.  “I suppose we’ll get to that.  Did you like my flowers?”

Stephanie bit her lip.  She had been experiencing a mystery the past three weeks related to the delivery of flowers.  Every couple days, she would get a bouquet of roses delivered to her desk with a note attach which included some bit of subtle innuendo and the signature “L.”  She and her secretary had assumed this “L” was for Loren, but Loren had denied sending her flowers.  That left her wondering if Loren was playing a game with her that she did not understand, or if “L” was some mystery person.  At first, she wondered who it could be, but ultimately, she suspected that it really was Loren and 
that he was playing some game as a secret admirer with her and that he would reveal himself soon enough, so she waited to see.  And with each bouquet to arrive, she became more and more curious and more and more excited.  Now she knew, and it all suddenly felt creepy to her.

“Uh, yes, they were beautiful,” she said, trying to move on from the issue as quickly as possible.

“I’m glad you like them.”

Stephanie nodded her head.  Lewis then poured her some wine.  Stephanie took this moment of silence to try to redirect the conversation to the reason she thought she was here.

“So, what would you like to know related to my promotion?” asked Stephanie.

“We’ll get to that.  Have some wine.”

Stephanie looked at the glass in his hand.  “Thank you, no.”

“I insist.”

Stephanie hesitated.  Then she took the glass.  She paused.  “So what is the problem?”

“With what?”

“We’re here to discuss my promotion, correct?” asked Stephanie suspiciously.  “Is there something about my performance to date that troubles you and you want to address that?”

Lewis flashed a predatory smile.  “Your performance isn’t the problem.”

Stephanie ran her tongue over her teeth.  “What is the problem then?”

“There may be no problem at all,” said Lewis coyly.  He picked up his own wine glass and took a sip.

Stephanie glared at Lewis.  She was no fool.  She knew what was going on, she just couldn’t believe Lewis had tried this.  In any event, she decided it was time to push the issue.  “Why are we here, Lewis?  What is this 
about exactly?”  She set down her glass.

“You know what I want,” said Lewis smugly.

“No, I don’t.”

“Yes, you do,” said Lewis with a trace of menace in his voice.

“I don’t have a clue.”

Lewis again flashed his predatory smile.  “All right, if that’s how you want it, then let me spell it out for you.  You need my vote for partner.  If I don’t give it, that likely kills your career at this point.  But I don’t just give my vote for nothing, not without getting something in return—”

“And what is it you want in return?”

Lewis snickered.  “I want you
.  I want one night with you... one night to do anything I want to you.”

Stephanie’s jaw dropped.  “I’m a married woman!”

“I know.  That just makes it all the sweeter.”

Her jaw dropped even farther.  “Is this a joke?!  Seriously, is this a joke of some sort?”

“Hardly,” said Lewis and he drank his wine.  “If you want to be a partner, then you need to give me what I want... one night... one night to do whatever I want to your gorgeous body.”

Stephanie’s nostrils flared.  “How dare you!”

Lewis shrugged his shoulders.  “You know the answer to that.  I dare, because I can.”  And that was true.  Lewis was easily the most important partner at the firm as his clients accounted for more than half of the firm’s business.  As a result of this, the other partners tended to defer to his desires and overlooked his proclivities because they couldn’t afford to lose him.  Consequently, Stephanie realized she would find no help from them.  Nor could she seek help through legal action, not unless she wanted to ruin her own career; sexual harassment suits rarely went well for the career 
of the person alleging harassment.

Stephanie ground her teeth.  She felt trapped and helpless and she hated that feeling.  She wanted to throw her glass of wine in his face and storm out, but she realized that she needed to think about how to handle this before she took any action.  She needed to clear her head and figure out what her options really were at the moment.

“I need to think about this,” said Stephanie and she stood up to leave.

Lewis grabbed her arm.  “You have two weeks.”

“What?” she asked incredulously.

“If you want to make partner, then you have two weeks to present yourself to me.  If you aren’t on your knees before me within two weeks, then the whole deal’s off and you can kiss your partnership goodbye,” he said coldly.

Stephanie pulled her arm free and walked out.  Tears of rage appeared in her eyes the moment she was alone in her car.  These had become troubling times for Loren and Stephanie... and things were about to get much worse.

—o—

While Stephanie was dealing with Conrad Lewis, Loren remained home trying to sort out his thoughts.  He was still considering whether or not he could tell his wife what was going on.  He desperately wanted to because with Dove’s demands increasing almost hourly, Loren was starting to see himself losing control over this situation.  He knew that he needed his wife’s help if he was to avoid that.  Unfortunately, telling Stephanie about any of this involved serious risk, and he still wasn’t sure he could accept that.  He felt deeply torn.

He wouldn’t tell her tonight, however
.

As Loren struggled with his thoughts, Stephanie’s car unexpectedly pulled up in the driveway.  Loren saw the headlights through the window and checked his watch.  “She’s home really early,” said Loren.  “I wonder what happened.  Something must be wrong.”

Loren went to the door and opened it.  As he did, Stephanie came storming up the walkway to the house.  She looked extremely upset.  She didn’t even stop to kiss him as she normally did.

“Are you all right?” asked Loren.

“You’re not going to believe this,” growled Stephanie.  She ignored his question.

“What happened?” asked Loren.  He was very concerned.

“That son of a bitch—  that monster!  You’re not going to believe this!” she repeated as she paced angrily around the foyer.  “I got there and the bastard hit on me!  He hit on me!
”

“He what?!”

“He said that if I wanted to make partner, then I needed to sleep with him!  Can you believe that?!”

Loren’s jaw dropped.  “Unbelievable!”

“I even told him that I was married!”

“What did he say to that?”

“He said he didn’t care.  He said that would make it more exciting!  I could have killed him!” she growled.

Loren’s face turned bright red.  He couldn’t imagine anyone seducing his wife.  The very idea made his blood boil.  He wanted to rush down there right now and punch this man in the face, no matter how he was dressed.

“What did you tell him?” asked Loren.

“What do you think I told him?  I told him ‘no’!”

Loren felt a strange sense of relief.  He knew
 that Stephanie would never fool around on him, yet for 
some reason part of him still felt better after she confirmed that she had told Lewis she would not sleep with him.  That meant that some part of him had believed she might, and it troubled him that part of him wasn’t sure his wife would be entirely loyal to him.

“Oh, and get this!” continued Stephanie angrily.

“What?”

“He actually gave me two weeks to make up my mind about sleeping with him,” growled Stephanie.  “Can you imagine the nerve?!  I don’t need five minutes to make up my mind.  I’m not going to do it.”

“What did he say when you told him that?” asked Loren.

Stephanie shook her head.  “I didn’t tell him that.”

“Why not?”

“I didn’t want to say something stupid that might ruin my career until I had a chance to think it over.  That’s why I left.  I needed to get out of there so I could weigh my options.  I needed a chance to clear my head and think things over.”

Loren felt his stomach drop.  What did she mean she needed to weigh her options?  Was she actually considering this?  It seemed pretty clear to Loren that there was only one answer, and she could have given that answer on the spot without thinking it over.  Why had she not done so?  What was she thinking about exactly?  He bit his lip and tried to hide his growing anxiousness.

“What are you going to do now?” asked Loren cautiously.

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t know.”

“Are you considering it?” asked Loren even more cautiously.

Stephanie furrowed her brow and glared at her 
husband.  “What?!  Do you really think I would do that?”

“You made it sound like you were thinking about it.”

Stephanie shook her head.  “I’ve been debating if I just want to try to find another job and walk away quietly or if I should make a big stink about this.  That’s it.  I’ve been going back and forth the whole drive home.  I would love to tell him off and tell the whole firm what he’s done, but my career would be better off if I just moved on without getting wrapped up in this.  That’s what I need to think about,” said Stephanie, “not whether or not I would do it.  Honestly, Loren, I can’t believe you think I would ever sleep with that man!”

Loren’s face turned bright red.  Again, he felt very embarrassed that he had entertained the idea.  On the other hand, he also felt a sense of relief that he knew she wouldn’t.  “I’m sorry... I was confused about what you said.”

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “I understand.”  She then furrowed her brow.  “Now I need to figure out how to handle this.  Fortunately, I have time to think it through.”

“Well, I’ll support you no matter what,” said Loren.

Stephanie smiled at her husband and kissed him on the lips.  “I know you will, honey.  That’s why I love you.”  She patted him on the cheek.  “I’m going to take a warm bath.  Could you get me a drink, darling, and then I’ll see you in the bedroom.”

With that, Stephanie walked off toward their bedroom.  Loren stood there for a moment feeling a good deal of shame at the thoughts he had entertained.  He was glad that they would never come to pass.

Or would they?

As Loren turned to make his way to the kitchen 
to fetch his wife’s drink, he noticed Dove standing against the wall just around the corner.  She had obviously heard everything.  She smirked ominously at him and then walked off to her bedroom.  Loren watched her go.

“That’s not good,” he said.


C
hapter 6:  “Demanding An Affair”

—o—

Loren expected to hear Dove mention what she had overheard the following morning, but she didn’t.  Instead, after Stephanie left for work, she came into his room as she always did now.  She laid out the clothes she wanted him to wear, and she told him to make her breakfast.  Then she went to the living room and sat down with her computer.  As far as Loren could tell, she was chatting with three or four men, all of whom were supposedly rich and looking for young women to pamper.  He was beginning to understand better who Dove really was.

“Her mother would be shocked!” thought Loren.

Loren looked at the clothes Dove had laid out for him to wear.  Again, it would be an uncomfortable and difficult day.  The dress Dove had chosen was a black taffeta tea dress.  It was meant for lunches and that sort of thing.  It was not meant for housework or any sort of work.  It was too tight around the torso to give him a full range of motion, and its skirt was too wide and would get in the way of everything he did.

The heels she picked suffered from the same problem.  These were black snakeskin sandals with only two straps, one over the toes and one around the ankles.  They had five-inch heels and only a half-inch platform.  They were all the rage at parties this season, but they offered almost no support.  Wearing them around the house all day would slow him down and make his feet hurt.  He would struggle too to get traction doing things like pushing the vacuum or lifting anything heavy.

At least she let Loren pick his own underwear.

Loren slipped into the dress and strapped on the heels.  He checked his makeup in the mirror and 
touched up his lipstick.  He didn’t normally wear full makeup around the house, but Dove insisted.  He then brushed through his hair a few more times before adding earrings.

He was ready.

Loren tottered out to make breakfast for Dove, who sat on the couch in shorts and flat sandals.  His heels already were proving to be unsteady and they made his ankles wobble.  This would be a difficult day.

“I’ll bet she wouldn’t last five minutes in these heels,” he grumbled.

“Make sure you don’t burn the toast,” called Dove when she heard his heels in the kitchen.  “The toast was too dark yesterday.”

“Yes, Miss Dove,” replied Loren, though his thoughts were a little less submissive.

“I want my juice now too.”

“Yes, Miss Dove.”  He rolled his eyes.

Loren poured juice into a glass and took it to the living room.  He stopped at the door as required.

“May I enter the living room, Miss Dove?”

“You may.”

“Thank you, Miss Dove.”  Loren entered the room and set down the juice on the end table next to Dove.  Then he curtseyed.  “Your juice.”

Dove picked up the juice and sipped it.  She looked Loren up and down as he stood next to her waiting to be dismissed.  She noted that his toes looked somewhat strained today, though his nails still looked fantastic.  His legs looked great beneath the dress.  She smiled.  “You look very sexy, dickless.  I’m impressed.”

“Thank you, Miss Dove,” said Loren as he burned with shame.

“You’re dismissed.”

“Thank you, Miss Dove.”

Loren returned to the kitchen and got to work on 
her breakfast.  He put on the toast, cut some fruit, and started the coffee.  Then he made an omelet just the way Dove liked them.  He wasn’t thrilled about doing any of this and he considered burning the toast again just to upset her, but he realized it wasn’t worth the trouble it would cause to do that.  When he was ready, Loren put all the food on a serving tray and carried it out to the living room.  Dove was still on her computer.  She looked angry.

“Your breakfast, Miss,” said Loren.

“Set it down,” said Dove and she pointed to the coffee table.

Loren set the tray down and curtseyed as required.  “May I return to the kitchen, Miss?”

Dove leaned back on the couch and glared at him.  “What is it with you men?”

Loren raised his eyebrow.  This was an odd question coming from Dove.  For one thing, she claimed repeatedly to have all men figured out; she said she was an expert in men.  For another, as she kept reminding Loren, he was no man in her book.  She addressed this point an instant later.

“Oh, not you, dickless, but real men,” she added.

Loren felt his face flush with anger and he balled his fists.

Meanwhile, Dove continued:  “I’ve been talking to this guy for over a month.”  “Today, I find out that he’s talking to someone else behind my back!  Some little tramp from across town.  Can you believe that?”

Loren snickered to himself, but said nothing; he had little sympathy for her.

“Well?!” demanded Dove when he didn’t respond.

“Well what?  It happens.”  Loren shrugged his shoulders.

“For people like you, sure, but not to me,” 
growled Dove.

“It wouldn’t happen to me,” he said snidely.  He was feeling rather smug at the moment because of her failure.

Dove glared at him.  Her eyes narrowed and her nostrils flared.  She was very angry.  “How dare you, dickless!  Do you really think you’re better than me?”

Loren knew he should have backed down.  He should have let this issue lie.  But he couldn’t stop himself.  Dove had done so much to anger and upset and humiliate him over the past month that he just couldn’t resist the urge to take this shot to humiliate her instead.

“I don’t think I’m better than anyone, but I can tell you that Stephanie and I have something you never will because we genuinely love each other.  Stephanie would never cheat on me and I would never cheat on her,” said Loren confidently.

Dove’s jaw dropped.  “How dare you, dickless!”

Loren shrugged his shoulders again.  “Prove me wrong.”

A fire appeared in Dove’s eye and an evil almost maniacal smile appeared on her lips.  “You want me to prove it?  Fine, I’ll prove it.  I’ll show you that Stephanie will fool around on you in a minute if she got the opportunity because no woman could stick with a girly-boy like you!”

“That’s not what I meant!  And that’s not true!” exclaimed Loren.

“Oh yes, it is,” growled Dove.  She rose from the couch and walked over to Loren.  “Yes, it is
.  And I’ll prove it, just like you wanted.  I’ll bet you she accepts the invitation from her boss for an affair.”

“She would never!”

“Oh yes, she would, and she will,” said Dove almost giddily
.

Loren furrowed his brow.

“I’ll tell you what,” said Dove.  “Since you’re so sure about your pure and perfect wife, I’ll make you a little bet.  I’ll bet that your wife does accept the invitation.  What’s more, she’s going to openly tell you that she’s going to do it because she doesn’t think you’re man enough that she even needs to hide it.”

Loren suddenly felt sick as he realized what had happened.  By not swallowing his pride, he had walked himself right into this situation where Dove was now determined to do her best to ruin his marriage.  He was very worried where this had gone.  He needed a way out fast.

“Forget it!  I don’t want any part of this!” said Loren.  His mouth was dry.

“I don’t care what you want.  You need to be taught a lesson,” said Dove.

“I understand your lesson,” said Loren.  He was almost pleading.

“Apparently, you don’t!” said Dove.  She then jammed her long fingernail into his soft, budding breast.  “I’ll tell you what else:  when she comes to tell you that she wants to have sex with this boss of hers, you’re not going to stop her.  To the contrary, you’re going to tell her that the idea makes you happy.”

“Makes me happy?!” he blurted out.

“Yes.  Happy
.  I want to hear the words come out of your mouth.  In fact, I want to hear you say this exactly:  ‘I think that’s a great idea.  I’m happy you decided to do it.’  If you say anything less than that or if you try in any way to stop her or to let her know that it’s killing you on the inside that she’s looking for a real man, then I’ll call this Lewis guy and I’ll ruin her.  Got it!”

Loren felt dizzy.  He truly thought he might fall over.  How could he do this?  How could he actively 
encourage his own wife to have an affair with another man?  The idea was inconceivable.  It was a nightmare.  He couldn’t do this!  Or could he?  There was only one reason why he would ever do this, and it was the reason Dove had found:  to save his wife’s career.  He couldn’t let Dove destroy Stephanie’s career.  If she had only threatened his film, he could have sacrificed that, but he couldn’t let this wicked young woman destroy his wife’s career.  Loren felt trapped.  Why had he opened his big mouth and even started this discussion?

He felt despondent.

Then it hit him.  Stephanie would never agree to Lewis’s demand.  In that, he was sure.  “Stephanie will never even think about having an affair!” he assured himself.  He suddenly felt much more confident that Dove’s plan would fail miserably.  “Oh, thank God!”

Unfortunately, he didn’t realize that Dove had another trick up her sleeve.

—o—

Stephanie came home that night to find Loren in the kitchen.  He was working on dinner.  Something seemed strange about him.  He seemed pensive.  He tried to come across as normal, but something was definitely amiss.

“What’s wrong, honey?” asked Stephanie.

Loren wanted so badly to tell Stephanie about what was going on with Dove and about her latest threat, but he couldn’t risk it.  He knew that Dove was watching him closely and anything he did to warn Stephanie would result in Dove exposing his lifestyle to Stephanie’s bosses, which would get her fired.  He couldn’t be the cause of that, so he did his best to hide his worries and to trust that Stephanie would not fall for whatever Dove had in mind
.

“Nothing’s wrong.  I’m fine,” replied Loren.

“You seem upset.”

Loren shook his head.  “I’m just tired.  It’s been a long day.”

“Don’t I know it,” said Stephanie.  She sighed.  “Well, go to bed early tonight and get some rest.”  She kissed him on the cheek.

“I will.”

“Good.  I’m going to go change for dinner.”

Loren nodded his head.  “Yes, Miss,” he said and he immediately cringed at what he had said.  Saying this had become so automatic with Dove that he simply slipped and said it by mistake.  He braced for an onslaught of difficult questions.

Stephanie cocked her head to one side.  “Miss?”

“What?” asked Loren, trying to play dumb.

“You said, ‘Miss.’  You called me ‘Miss.’”

“Did I really?  Huh?  I must be more tired than I thought.  I was thinking about that woman from the production company.  She spoke like a prison guard and I kept wanting to call her ‘Miss’ and salute,” said Loren.  This was the best lie that came to mind and it was certainly a good deal better than “Our little visitor is acting like a dominatrix and she’s enslaved me, how was your day?”  He hated lying to his wife about this though.

Stephanie chuckled.  “Sounds like you had a good time.”

Loren forced a smile onto his face.  “It was interesting.”

“Well, I’m going to change,” said Stephanie and she kissed him again on the cheek.  After kissing him, she looked him up and down.  He still wore the black tea dress and the sandals.  “You look fabulous, by the way.”

Loren blushed.  This kind of compliment 
normally made him feel happy, but he felt more humiliated than anything this time because he was only wearing this outfit because Dove had ordered him to wear it.  Nevertheless, he thanked his wife.  “Thank you, dear.”

“I really am glad you’ve decided to dress up more.  I like that a lot.”

“I’m glad you like it,” said Loren, though he thought:  “Are you crazy?!  Do you know how hard it is to walk in these heels or how impossible it is to bend over and do simple housework in a dress this darn tight?  It’s like I’m in a bondage movie all day long.  This is not how anyone should dress to work around the house!”

Stephanie turned to leave the kitchen, unaware of Loren’s true thoughts.  As she did, Dove appeared in the doorway.  She had been listening just beyond the door, though Stephanie didn’t know this either.

“Hi, Aunt Stephanie,” said Dove.

Loren cringed.

“Oh, hi, Dove,” said Stephanie.

“Can I see you for a minute?” asked Dove demurely.  “If you have a moment.”

Loren ground his teeth.  He hated that she could still get away with being so fake to Stephanie.  If only Stephanie knew what he knew, he was sure Stephanie would plant her high-heeled pump up Dove’s rear and send her flying out of their house.  That thought actually made him smile.

Meanwhile, Stephanie smiled and nodded her head.  “Sure,” she said.  Then she kissed Loren on the back of the neck, hugged him, and followed Dove to her room.  What followed would be utterly shocking to Stephanie.

Indeed, as the days passed, Stephanie had started to get hints that Dove was not as nice or as naive 
as she made herself out to be.  These hints were all minor and could just have been misinterpretations or mistakes, but to Stephanie they were enough to make her wonder about the real Dove.  Yet, even if every one of these hints was taken by Stephanie all together at their most extreme to paint as unflattering a picture of Dove as possible, Stephanie still would not have come anywhere near to grasping the true picture of the real Dove who revealed herself on this day.  Hence, she was completely unprepared for what happened.

Once they entered Dove’s room, Dove closed the door behind her.  She pointed to the bed and said one word to Stephanie:  “Sit.”

Stephanie was shocked at her commanding and insulting tone, but strangely found herself obeying this young woman.  Something told her that whatever Dove was up to was important and it was vital that she not rock the boat until she knew more.

She sat down.

Dove then moved to the middle of the room and folded her arms across her chest.  She jabbed the heel of her high-heeled shoe into the carpet and balanced her weight on her other foot.  Then she seemed to snicker.  A moment later, words began pouring from her mouth.  These were not just any words, however.  These were insulting words... threatening words... words that made Stephanie shake with rage and fear.  Word by word, sentence by sentence, Dove told Stephanie how life was about to change.  Without a hint of shame, she began by flat out telling Stephanie that she had heard what Conrad Lewis wanted from Stephanie.  She mentioned how the firm didn’t know about Loren and how they would not be amused.  She then told Stephanie that she knew she could get Stephanie fired if she told the firm, or Lewis, the truth about Loren.

As Dove rattled off these bits of knowledge, 
Stephanie felt increasingly sick.  It was obvious, based on the nature of the list, that an offer to help or some other happy ending was not coming.  Instead, a list like this could only end one way, and that would be an unacceptable demand.

“All right, I get your point,” said Stephanie, cutting off the list of things Dove could do to ruin their lives.  “What do you want?” demanded Stephanie coldly.

Dove smirked at Stephanie.  “I want you to go through with it.”

“Through with what?”

“I want you to sleep with your boss... Conrad Lewis.”

Stephanie’s jaw dropped.  “Like hell!”

“If you don’t, then I’ll ruin Loren’s film,” said Dove.

Stephanie felt like she had been slapped across the face by an iron glove.  She was prepared to hear Dove threaten to ruin her career or her chance for promotion with Lewis; Stephanie no longer really cared about that, not at the price Lewis demanded.  But when Dove threatened to ruin Loren’s lifelong dream of having a book made into a movie, she froze.  She wasn’t sure how to handle this suddenly.  She could bear losing her own job to put this young girl in her place, but she couldn’t bear to have Loren harmed... not in any way.  Dove had found her Achilles heel.

“You can’t do that to Loren,” said Stephanie.

“Of course I can.  All I have to do is make one phone call,” said Dove coldly.

Stephanie was taken aback by Dove’s cold tone.  Between her almost evil tone and the rottenness of her demands, Dove’s dark side had appeared and it was far beyond anything Stephanie could have guessed.

“Why are you doing this?” asked Stephanie
.

“Ask your husband,” said Dove.

Stephanie furrowed her brow.  What could Loren possibly have done to justify this sort of retaliation?  Could he have hit on Dove?  That would make sense given Dove’s reaction, thought Stephanie, but she just couldn’t believe it.  Of course, there was the way he was acting too.  That suggested that maybe something had happened between them?  But what?  Stephanie knew Loren better than Loren knew Loren and it just wasn’t possible for him to do anything to Dove that would justify this!  Besides, as she was learning now, Dove was a wicked little girl and it was more likely this was just her way of messing with their lives.  Stephanie wasn’t sure what to think, though she simply could not believe Loren was in the wrong.  She needed to speak to him right away... only, Dove wasn’t going to let her.

“On second thought,” said Dove smugly, “don’t ask your husband.  In fact, I don’t want you saying a word about this to Loren.  If I find out that you told him one word of this conversation, then I won’t even wait to see if you go through with it, I’ll call the production company and ruin him.  And make no mistake, I will know
.”

Stephanie felt a shudder run down her spine.  Dove was clearly not kidding around.  And now she would be isolated from Loren.  This was bad.  And it was about to get worse.

“Oh, and there’s one more thing.  I don’t want you doing this in secret,” said Dove.

“Doing what in secret?” asked Stephanie.

“Sleeping with Lewis.  I want you to tell Loren what you’re thinking,” said Dove.

“What do you mean?”

“I want you to walk into the kitchen, right now, chin up, and tell Loren, ‘Conrad Lewis wants to sleep with me.  I want to sleep with him too, so I’m going to 
take him up on his offer.’”

“I can’t say that!”

“Then Loren can’t have his film.”

Stephanie balled her hands into fists and glared at this young girl.  She very seriously considered beating her with her fists, but she stopped herself; that wouldn’t help.  She would find a way out of this.  She just needed time.

“Fine, I’ll say it,” said Stephanie.”

“Exactly like I told you.  Nothing more or less.”

“Yeah, yeah, I got it.  I’ll say it exactly like you want.  But you’re wasting your time because Loren will never agree,” said Stephanie.

Dove laughed.  “Oh yes, he will.”

Stephanie furrowed her brow.  Clearly, this little monster didn’t know her husband.  Loren may be submissive and feminized, but he was still a real man beneath his skirts, and real men don’t let other men take their wives!  Loren would never agree.  “He won’t.”

“We’ll see.”

“Yes, we will,” said Stephanie confidently.  “And when he refuses, I want you out of our house and out of our lives!”

Dove shrugged her shoulders.  “Sure, whatever.  But let me warn you.  If you say a word to try to encourage him to stop you or to suggest that you don’t really want to do this, then I’ll expose you both and ruin his film and your job.  There won’t be any second chances either.”  She opened her door and waved her hand toward the hallway.  “Your sissy awaits.”

—o—

Stephanie’s jaw dropped.  This was a nightmare.  Who was this new Dove and where had she come from?  Stephanie’s sister hadn’t said a word about any 
problems with Dove.  She said Dove was a sweet and naive young woman.  How could she not know this aspect of her?  Or how could she not warn them?  Whatever the reason though, it didn’t matter right now.  What mattered right now was Loren and what Stephanie had to do.  And in that regard, she had only seconds to make up her mind.

“What am I going to do?” asked Stephanie.

She could never betray Loren... never
!  He meant the world to her and the idea that she would sleep with another man was ludicrous.  On the other hand, if she refused, then Dove would destroy Loren’s lifelong dream.  She couldn’t let that happen either.  She felt totally confused.  No matter what she chose, she would do serious harm to the one person in this world she loved more than anything.

What would she choose?  What could she choose?

The answer was clear... sort of.  None of this would actually happen if she agreed to what Dove wanted.  If she agreed and marched into the kitchen and told Loren she wanted to sleep with Lewis, Loren would tell her “hell no!” and that would be the end of it.  Stephanie was sure of that.  Unfortunately, Stephanie also realized that the mere fact of telling Loren that she wanted to sleep with another man would cause him great pain.  That was the last thing she wanted: to hurt Loren.  But at least she could fix that once Loren said “no” and she could explain why she had done what she did.  She wished she could speak to Loren before she did this to let him know why she was saying it, but that wasn’t possible, not the way Dove had laid this out.

So that was her answer.  She would do it and break his heart momentarily to save his dream.  Then she would kick Dove out of her life and explain to Loren what she had done
.

It wasn’t going to be that easy, however.

Stephanie took a deep breath and determined to get this over with.  She marched out into the hallway and Dove followed her.  As she made her way to the kitchen, however, a tiny, tiny voice inside her asked, “What do you do if he does agree to let you do this?”

“Ha!” laughed Stephanie.  “That could never happen,” she assured herself.

“But what if it does?” asked the voice.

“It can’t,” replied Stephanie confidently.

A moment later, Stephanie stepped into the kitchen, where Loren was still working.  Dove had vanished, but Stephanie knew she would be around somewhere watching, so she had to play this Dove’s way.

“Dinner’s almost ready,” said Loren.

Stephanie nodded her head.  In her mind, she saw how happy Loren had been when Cindy told him about the film.  She tried to focus on that, not on the rotten thing she had no choice but to do.  She took a deep breath and she walked over to Loren.  She stood about five feet away with her hands on her hips and her legs spread wide.

“Do you remember me telling you how Conrad Lewis wants to sleep with me before he’ll give me his vote to make me a partner?” asked Stephanie.

Loren bit his lip.  Lewis must have done something, he thought.  “That must be why Stephanie seems so distant and anxious.  She clearly has bad news she needs to tell me.  He must have voted ‘no’ already and she’s being terminated.”  Loren braced himself for the news.  “Yes, I remember,” he said.

Stephanie paused.  This was incredibly difficult for her to say, even if she didn’t mean a word of it.  It still felt like a betrayal.  But she knew that the real betrayal lay in not saying it.  She just needed to get the 
words out of her mouth and then trust her husband to save her by refusing.  Then she could explain to him later that she had been blackmailed into saying it in the first place.  She prayed Loren would understand.

Loren rubbed his hands nervously.

Stephanie finally took a deep breath, swallowed her doubts, and said what she needed to say:  “I want to take him up on his offer.  I want to sleep with him,” she said.  She thought her voice shook as she said this, but Loren didn’t perceive that.  To him, this came across as matter-of-factly as if she said she wanted hamburger for dinner.

Loren was stunned.  He never expected to hear those words come out of his wife’s mouth, not in a million years.  Somehow, Dove had predicted it, but he still couldn’t believe it was real, even as he heard the words.  How could his wife want this?  How had Dove known?  Loren shook his head.  He needed to ask Stephanie why she wanted this.  Then he needed to talk her out of it.  He opened his mouth to protest... but then he saw Dove appear in the doorway over Stephanie’s shoulder.  Everything she said came flashing back through his mind; if he didn’t say what she wanted and appear to accept the decision, then Dove would destroy Stephanie’s career.  There was only one thing he was allowed to say if he didn’t want Dove exposing Stephanie.

He swallowed hard.

“I think that’s a great idea,” said Loren.  His mouth was dry.  “I’m happy you decided to do it.”

Now it was Stephanie’s turn to be stunned.  She never expected to hear those words come out of her husband’s mouth, not in a million years, and hearing them shook her to her core.  How could her husband let her do this?  She had thought Loren was a real man, a man who would never let another take her, but 
apparently he wasn’t.  This hit her like a ton of bricks and she almost collapsed.  She needed to escape the kitchen to think about what had happened.  Hence, without another word, she turned and she walked off.

A moment later, Stephanie walked into their bedroom and slammed the door behind her.  She lay on the bed and cried for some time.  She replayed the events in the kitchen over and over in her mind.  How could she have been so wrong about Loren?  He never should have agreed to that!  She just didn’t understand this.  Apparently, he wasn’t the man she thought he was.

Unfortunately, the more she thought about this, the more angry she became.  Soon, her mind turned to ways to punish him for his disloyalty.

“Well, if my own husband’s not going to stop me from having an affair, than why shouldn’t I do it?” she growled.  “Lewis is handsome.  Maybe I want to sleep with him after all!  We’ll see how ‘happy’ that makes Loren!”

Meanwhile, in the kitchen, Loren’s perspective was rather different.  He still couldn’t believe his wife had actually asked to sleep with Lewis... scratch that, she told him she would sleep with Lewis
!  And then, when he repeated the line Dove wanted him to say, she just turned and left.  There was no apology, no remorse.  He couldn’t be sure, as his mind was a mess and all of this had become a blur, but he even imagined that she had smiled as she said this.

“How could I be so wrong about her?  Maybe she doesn’t
 see me as man enough anymore?” he thought sadly.  Then he suddenly felt angry.  “She’s the one who wanted to shrink my dick!”

He wiped away an angry tear.

“You know what?!” he told himself.  “If that’s the way she’s going to be, then frankly I don’t care.  She can 
sleep with the whole office for all I care.”  He stormed off to his study to be alone.

Dove was the only one who ate dinner.  She laughed to herself as she did.

—o—

In hindsight, it would seem like both Loren and Stephanie should have realized that the other was being blackmailed by Dove.  But as neither had mentioned being blackmailed, both simply assumed that they were the only one facing that and that they had inadvertently uncovered some ugly truth they didn’t know about the other.  Part of this was because hearing the words come out of each other’s mouths, which neither thought they would ever hear from the other, had been so shocking as to overwhelm their ability to think through what was happening logically.  It had been so shocking to both that each immediately became deeply confused and responded purely emotionally without their brains being able to work through what was really going on and seeing how they had been tricked.

But Dove had made one simple mistake.  She had misunderstood their love because she had never experienced anything like it.

Later that night, long after Dove was deep asleep, both Loren and Stephanie lay in bed, side by side, wide awake.  Neither wanted to touch the other, but both were desperate to talk this out.  The only thing stopping them at the moment was the hurt from what they had experienced.

At 4:37 am, Loren could take no more.

“I need to say something,” said Loren.  He knew Stephanie was awake, just as she knew he was awake.

Stephanie pursed her lips.  “Go ahead,” she said coldly
.

Loren took a deep breath.  “I guess you want to go ahead and have this affair with Lewis since that’s what you said.  I never thought you would, but I guess you really do want to.  I won’t try to stop you.  But I want you to know the reason I won’t try to stop you.”

Stephanie folded her arms.  She wasn’t really interested in hearing an excuse for his lack of loyalty, but she listened nevertheless.

Loren took her silence as permission to continue.  “I have always wanted you to have whatever you want in life,” he started.  Then he paused.  “I, well, there’s no good way to say this.  I hate that I can’t say ‘no’ to you being with Lewis, but I don’t have any choice.”

Stephanie furrowed her brow.  She hated it when people excused their own failures by claiming they didn’t have any choice.  There is always a choice!  “What do you mean you don’t have any choice?” growled Stephanie.

“I mean that I was told that I can’t say ‘no’—”

Stephanie shot up into a sitting position.  “Wait a minute!  Who told you that?”

Loren bit his lip.  “If I tell you, you need to promise never to repeat this to anyone.”

“Why?” asked Stephanie suspiciously.  She was starting to see what happened.

“You need to promise.”

“Fine.  I promise.  Now tell me, Loren.  It’s important.  Tell me who told you that you weren’t allowed to say ‘no’ to me!”

Loren took another deep breath.  “Dove.”

Stephanie’s jaw dropped.  “Tell me everything.”

And so he did... and so did she.


C
hapter 7:  “Stephanie and Loren Plan”

—o—

Dove found Loren in the kitchen making breakfast the following morning.  He seemed tense.  So did Stephanie when she arrived.  The three of them ate in silence and then Stephanie left for work without saying a word to Loren.  Dove assumed this meant that her plan was going perfectly, that she had caused a rupture in Stephanie and Loren’s seemingly perfect relationship, and that made her feel smug.

The truth was something different, however.

After confessing to each other the prior night what they had done under the threat of blackmail, Loren and Stephanie spent the next few hours planning what to do next.  They knew that the first thing they needed to do was to agree not to tip off Dove in any way that they had spoken to each other.  Hence, they agreed to act like they were angry with each other.  They also agreed not to speak openly about any of this except when they knew they were alone at night.

“That will keep Dove from suspecting anything, which should keep her from doing anything for the moment,” said Stephanie.

“Agreed.”

“In the meantime, we need to figure out a way to free ourselves from her blackmail.  As long as she can hold this over us, she can blackmail us any time she wants.  We need to put an end to that.”

“Agreed,” said Loren again.

“If I can find a way to get the promotion or find a job at a firm that isn’t as asinine about people’s private lives, then I wouldn’t need to worry about it anymore,” said Stephanie.  “But that still leaves you.”

Loren nodded his head.  “I’m not sure there is a 
simple solution in my case.”

“There might not be, not until they’ve invested so much in the film that they won’t back out, I guess.”

“I’ll talk to Cindy and see if she can think of a way around this.”

“Hopefully, she’ll have some ideas.”

“Hopefully.”

“In the meantime, I’ll send out some resumes and I’ll try to think of some way around Lewis.”  She reached out and squeezed her husband’s soft breast through his pink nightie and then kissed him on the lips.  “I love you, honey.”

“I love you too,” he said back to her.

“Unfortunately, there’s more we need to do.”

“Like what?” asked Loren.

Stephanie paused.  “Until we can figure out a way out of this, we’ll need to go through with me planning the affair with Lewis,” said Stephanie unhappily.

“What?!  Why?!”  Loren was surprised to hear this, to say the least.

“Because Dove is smart enough to know if we’re just pretending.  And if she thinks I’m not really getting ready to sleep with Lewis, then she’s going to expose us.  We need to keep her convinced that she’s winning, no matter what it takes.”

“I don’t like the sound of that.”

“I don’t either, but we don’t have any choice,” countered Stephanie.

Loren sighed.  “Agreed.”  He paused.  “What happens if we can’t solve this before Lewis wants to sleep with you?”

“We will.”

“What if we can’t?”

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “Then I guess I lose my job.”  She stroked her husband’s cheek.  “
There is no way in the world that I’m going to sleep with another man for a job.  You’re the only man for me.”

That conversation happened before the sun came up and Dove knew nothing about it.  Now Stephanie and Loren had a plan.  Neither liked that they needed to play Dove’s game, but they would do it for the moment to try to save both of their dreams.  And Dove bought it.

“I see that you and Stephanie aren’t talking,” said Dove.  “So sad.  I guess it’s hard when you find out that someone you think you love isn’t the person you thought they were.”

Loren ground his teeth.  He wanted to tell her off so badly, just to knock the smug look off her face, but he needed to wait.  He couldn’t give anything away.  He had to act like he was still mad and shocked that Stephanie had agreed to sleep with Lewis.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” he said.

Dove snickered.  “I’m sure you don’t.”  She snickered again.  “Well, let’s get you dressed.”

At this point in the morning, Loren typically wore a pink cotton bathrobe and pink slippers.  He would then get dressed after making breakfast for Stephanie, when he would change into whatever clothes he needed to wear to work around the house or handle whatever chores Stephanie had assigned; though in the past few weeks now, he would instead change into whatever Dove wanted him to wear.

Today, Dove had something “special” planned for Loren.  Normally, Dove would lay out the dress and shoes she wanted him to wear and then he would be left to pick out his own lingerie and to get dressed.  Today, there was no dress.  Instead, Loren saw a red baby-doll nightie, a pair of black crotchless panties, some seamed silk stockings, and a pair of five-inch high-heeled sandals
.

He rubbed the back of his neck, beneath his curly hair.  “You want me to wear that?” he asked.

“Yep.”

“But that’s... well, it’s not clothes.”

Dove laughed.  “It’s sort of clothes.”

“But it’s not something I would wear outside the bedroom,” said Loren.

“Today, you will.”

“But it’s lingerie!”

“I know.  I picked it.”

“And the panties... they’re crotchless!”

Dove laughed.  “I know, you kinky girl you!  I found them in your
 drawer.”

“But you’ll be able to see my, um, thing
.”

“I know.  Now strip and get dressed.”

Loren bit his tongue.  He did not like this idea one bit.  Yes, Dove had put him in some risqué and uncomfortable clothes before, but she’d never made him wear lingerie and she’d never made him show his penis in any way.  These “clothes” would do exactly that.  He was not at all happy.  And he was going to be even less happy about what happened next.  For unlike every other day, Dove made no effort to leave the room to let him dress.  Instead, she sat down on the bed and watched him.

“Aren’t you going to leave so I can change?” asked Loren.

Dove crossed her legs and flexed her toes inside her sandals.  “No.”

Loren furrowed his brow.  “Why not?”

“I want to see this tiny dick of yours.”

Loren ground his teeth and glared at the young woman.  “You’re kidding!”

“No, I’m not.  Since Stephanie’s proven she won’t be faithful to you, I figured you wouldn’t mind if I used you a bit more than I have,” said Dove.  While her 
explanation actually sounded like it took Loren’s views into consideration, it was in fact entirely self-serving.

“Well, I would mind,” grumbled Loren.

Dove shrugged her shoulders.  “Too bad.”

“So what you’re—”

“Stop talking and strip!  The matter isn’t open for discussion,” said Dove.

Loren bit his tongue and exhaled his frustration.  He felt very angry at Dove at the moment.  But what choice did he have?  He and Stephanie had agreed that they would do whatever it took to string Dove along until they could find a way out of this, and there was no doubt Dove would insist that he do this.  He was stuck.  So he pulled off his silky robe, revealing the teddie he slept in beneath.  Then he stepped out of his slippers.

Next began the moment of truth.

Loren pulled the teddie’s straps off his shoulders and lowered it down below his breasts.  As he did, his increasingly heavier breasts sprang into view.

“Holy crap!” exclaimed Dove.

Dove had expected that Loren’s breasts were largely wishful thinking.  She knew that they looked to be a good size beneath his tops, but she assumed that was all padding and clever dressing... carefully planned illusions.  Indeed, she had not expected to see much more than perhaps flabby pectoral muscles when Loren took off his shirt.

She had been mistaken.

When Loren’s breasts sprang free, Dove’s first thought, other than shock, was that they needed to be real B-cups or even C-cups at this point.  Indeed, if she had not known that Loren was a man, she would have assumed that she was looking at a woman whose breasts were about as large as they could be before people began noticing them as being particularly large.  They looked firm too and were developing a very pretty 
shape.  She actually got wet looking at them.

“Hold on a minute,” said Dove to stop Loren from lowering the teddie any farther.

She rose from the bed and crossed the room to Loren.  Once there, she placed her hand right on Loren’s right breast and squeezed.

“These are amazing!  They’re like real breasts!” exclaimed Dove.

“Please don’t do that,” said Loren through gritted teeth.  At first, this felt amazingly good to Loren as his breasts had become quite sensitive to the touch.  Indeed, in some ways, they could even rival the sensitivity of his penis.  But this was also a double-edged sword in a way, because the wrong touch could be painful, as Dove was just about to demonstrate.

Dove chuckled.  “Do what?  This?” she asked and she twisted his nipple.

Pain like Loren had never felt before shot through his nipple, his breast, and finally his body.  It was a ticklish pain that mixed pleasure and pins and needles together, and it was strong.  He almost fell to the floor; just barely managing to stay standing.  If he had been in his heels, he would have hit the floor for sure.

“Ah!  Don’t do that!” he squealed.

Dove ignored him and kneaded his breast like dough.  She used her other hand to push him down to his knees.  “This is fun!  You know, this almost makes me want to find a woman to play with.  I wonder if Stephanie would be interested,” said Dove with a cynical laugh.

Loren felt angry at the mention of his wife, but could say nothing.  He remained on his knees as the young woman manipulated his breasts.  She squeezed both of his breasts, fingered his nipples, and then patted him on the head
.

“To be continued,” she said.  “Now get up and show me this tiny dick of yours!”

“How about we don’t?” said Loren.

“Now, dickless!” growled Loren and she pinched his nipple again.

Loren cringed.  Then he took a deep breath and reluctantly stood up.  He lowered the teddie to his crotch.  There he paused as he got up his nerve and he slowly slipped the teddie down his legs to his knees, where he let go and it fell to his feet.  As he stood up straight again, his tiny penis came into view.

“Oh my God!” squealed Dove.

Loren shuddered.  It felt utterly humiliating that his emasculation was on display for her.

“Look how small your balls are!  I’ve never seen balls that small before!  They’re like two grapes!” she exclaimed.  She then reached out and held his testicles between her fingers.  They were tiny and squishy and he felt nervous when she squeezed them.  “I’ll bet I could rip these right off or squeeze them into nothing.”

Loren swallowed hard.  A sense of panic began to rise up within him.  This girl was so unpredictable and so rotten that he had no way to know what she was really capable of doing.  She could very well try to pull them right off his body without a second thought or an ounce of regret.  He began to tremble.

“Snip!” exclaimed Dove as she pretended to use her pointer and middle fingers like scissors and cut off his sack.  “You wouldn’t even miss them, I’d bet.  Not at the size they’re at now.  They must be totally useless!”  She laughed.

Loren felt increasingly small and helpless.

Dove tried making them swing and then she flicked one with her middle finger to see what happened; it didn’t really move.  But this did send a shock wave racing through Loren and he doubled over 
again.

Once more, Dove laughed.  “Ok, enough about that,” she said.  “What I want to see now is if your dick works, dickless.  You keep saying it can get hard and that it still works, well prove it.”

Loren furrowed his brow.  “How?” he asked, though he realized right away that this was a stupid question.

“No wonder your wife doesn’t miss it!  Do you really need me to explain how your dick is supposed to work?”  Dove laughed.

Loren blushed with shame.

Dove then continued.  “Get on the bed and jerk yourself off,” said Dove, and she pointed to the bed.  “If you can make it hard and make it cum, then I’ll let you wear a dress.  If you can’t, then you’re wearing the baby doll.”

Loren swallowed hard.  He didn’t actually know if he could do that or not.  Indeed, his penis hadn’t been hard enough to cum in several days.  Still, he needed to try.  Wearing the baby-doll nightie all day would be too humiliating because his semi-erect penis would be bouncing around all day for Dove to mock.  Besides, giving up without trying would be an admission that he was far less then a man at this point, and he couldn’t admit that.  For the sake of his own ego, he needed to prove to this little monster that he still had a penis that worked!

“Fine,” said Loren defiantly.  He walked over to the bed and sat down.

“Wait.  Put on the heels and the stockings first,” said Dove.

“Why?”

“Because I like you in them.”

Loren knew this was meant to humiliate him, but he didn’t care.  He wore heels all the time now when he 
had sex with his wife, that wouldn’t embarrass him enough to make cumming impossible.  So he took the stockings and slipped those up his legs.  Then he strapped on the heels.  Then he climbed onto the bed and spread his legs, balancing them on the heels of his sandals.

“You’ll see,” he said, intent on proving that his penis worked.  Of course, he simultaneously felt tremendous shame that he was even doing this – that he was putting on this humiliating display just because of this young woman.  But then, he had something to prove.

Loren grabbed his flaccid penis between his fingers with their painted fingernails and he started pulling on it.  He did his best to think of something to excite him that might make him hard.  He thought about having sex with his wife.  That wasn’t enough, not given the weird sexual circumstances in which he found himself.  He thought about touching her body.  That didn’t work either.  Clearly, he would need something stronger... something more shocking to his system, perhaps.

Loren took a deep breath and let his mind roam into territory he rarely let it explore.  He began to see himself feminized.  Then he saw his wife laughing at him.  He imagined Kathleen laughing at him too.  He remembered the party with all the cross-dressed males in attendance.  He started seeing them all raise their dresses.  They were all super-hard with enormous dicks.  Only his was tiny.  All the women began laughing at him... and him alone.

That worked.

“Well, well, well,” said Dove.  She walked over and placed her fingers on Loren’s penis which now stood erect; it was smallish, but erect.  She squeezed it.  It was a little soft, but not soft enough that she could 
bend it or push it back down.  It was a real erection... maybe not the best one, but a real one.  “Now make it cum.”

Loren felt a shock wave racing up his shaft to his spine when Dove touched him.  For a brief moment, his penis felt completely normal once more; it even dribbled a tiny bit of precum.  But that feeling faded quickly and he realized that it had gotten softer and more squishy since Dove withdrew her fingers.  Put simply, it deflated just enough that he soon realized he would never get it to cum.  He might as well tug on a rubber band and hope to turn it into a rod.  Continuing at this point was just delaying the inevitable and giving Dove a better show.

He sighed.

“I can’t,” he admitted to great shame.  His face turned bright red.

Dove patted his shrunken testicles.  “I know,” she said and she laughed.  She pointed to the baby doll.  “Get dressed, dickless
.”

Loren hung his head.  “Yes, Miss.”

—o—

Meanwhile, at work, Stephanie was preparing herself for a truly unpleasant moment.  She smoothed out her black skirt, straightened her white ruffled blouse, and then brushed back her hair with her fingers.  She stepped into her heels, which had been standing empty next to her desk and she left her office.  She started down the hallway to Conrad Lewis’s office.  He had the biggest office in the firm.

“There it is,” she said under her breath.  “His lair.”

Stephanie walked right past Lewis’s secretary, something she had never done before, and she knocked 
on his door.  She didn’t stop to be summoned, however.  Instead, she just opened the door and went right inside.  Lewis’s secretary initially rose to her feet to try to stop Stephanie, but then hesitated when she heard Lewis laugh as Stephanie walked into his office.  She sat back down.

“Well, come on in,” said Lewis.  He stood in an open area with a golf club.  He wore his suit pants, a white dress shirt and a narrow black tie, which was admittedly stylish; he stood over a white golf ball.  “Most people don’t have the nerve to just walk in here, but you apparently do... I like that.”  He looked down at the ball and lined up his golf club to send the ball across the carpet to a coffee cup which lay on its side about ten feet away.  This was his target.  “What can I do for you, Stephanie?”

Stephanie closed the door behind her.  “I’m here because of your invite.”

“Funny, I thought you’d wear less when you accepted that,” said Lewis and he chuckled at his own joke as he tapped the ball and sent it rolling into the cup.  He pointed toward the cup.  “This carpet is great.  I wish the greens at Treetop National were as smooth.”

“I don’t play.”

Lewis smirked at what he saw as a double entendre.  “Pity.  Is that why you’re here?  To tell me you don’t play.”  He stroked his golf club as he said this.

“Is the offer still open?” asked Stephanie.

“At the moment, yes.”

“Then I accept.”

Lewis raised an eyebrow.  He drifted back over to his desk and set down the golf club.  Then he turned to face Stephanie and he leaned against the desk.  He folded his arms.

“Frankly, I’m surprised,” said Lewis.

“Oh?
”

“Yeah.  You didn’t seem the type.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes.  I had you made as a principle above all else, kind of girl.  What changed your mind?” asked Lewis suspiciously.

“I want the promotion.  It’s as simple as that.”

“Nothing is ever that simple.”

“It is this time,” said Stephanie.  “I need the money.”

Lewis cocked his head to one side and he looked the beautiful Stephanie up and down.  At first, he wondered if someone had put her up to this with the intent of entrapping him in something... perhaps one of the other partners.  But he quickly dismissed that because without him, the firm was finished and each of those partners would lose their precious income, so it wasn’t them.  Then he began to wonder something else.  He wondered if maybe Stephanie wasn’t actually more interested in him than she let on.  He smiled... and she smiled back.

“Why is he grinning at me like an idiot?” Stephanie asked herself.

“That’s it,” he told himself.  “She wants me.”

“When and where do you want me?” asked Stephanie.

Lewis smiled.  “Saturday,” replied Lewis.  He picked up a business card from his desk and wrote the address on the back of the card.  “Here’s the address of the hotel.  Ask for me at the desk.”  Then he handed her the card.

Stephanie took the card and turned to leave.  She didn’t say anything.

“Wear something sexy,” said Lewis right before Stephanie opened the door.

A moment later, she was gone.

“Crap,” she thought, “Saturday is a lot sooner than I expected.  That doesn’t give me much time to solve this.”


C
hapter 8:  “Teases”

—o—

It was Saturday.

The week had passed unbelievably quickly.  Unfortunately, Stephanie and Loren were unable to find any way out of their predicament.  Hence, time ran out.  Stephanie would need to sleep with Lewis.  This was difficult for them to take, but they agreed Stephanie would do it.  Making this even more difficult, Lewis now demanded that Stephanie bring Loren along so he could watch.  Lewis apparently got off on the idea of being able to make love to Stephanie as her husband watched helplessly.

Stephanie walked through the door of Lewis’s apartment.  She wore a black overcoat.  Her silver high-heeled slingbacks were all that could be seen of her clothing, that and her stockings.  She was nervous.

Loren walked beside Stephanie.  He wore a black and hot-pink tank dress with body slimming lines and pink high-heeled sandals.  His hair was brushed back and cascaded down over his shoulders.  His lips were dark red.  Beneath his dress, Stephanie knew that he wore black satin panties.  His ever-growing breasts were held in check by a matching satin bra.

Stephanie and Loren’s heels echoed off the tile floor in Lewis’s apartment.  That sound made Loren hard as a rock and he sprayed precum into his panties.  Despite his horror, he was super turned on by what was happening.

“Why hello, ladies,” said Lewis.  He was much more handsome than Stephanie remembered.  Stephanie felt herself get wet.  Loren too was apparently excited.  Stephanie and Loren both blushed.

Stephanie smiled at Lewis.  Then she pointed at Loren.  “Uh, Lewis... this
 isn’t a lady.
”

Lewis raised an eyebrow.  “It’s not?”

“No.  This is my husband.”

“You’re a lesbian?!” gasped Lewis.

Stephanie shook her head and laughed.  “No!  This is my husband
, Loren.  He’s a man.”

“I don’t believe you.  I told you that I want your husband here so I could make him watch me take you, and you didn’t bring him!” growled Lewis.  “I’m not happy and I may need to punish you!”

“It’s true!” said Stephanie.  “This is my husband!”

“Prove it!”

Stephanie looked to Loren, who suddenly felt small and humiliated.  He felt certain that he was the smallest person in the room and he certainly was the least dominant.

“Honey, will you do this for me?” asked Stephanie.

Loren sighed, but nodded his head.  “Yes, Miss,” he said reluctantly.  A moment later, he reached down and grabbed the hem of his dress.  He pulled it up above his crotch.  Then he pulled down his black satin panties.  His erection sprang into view.  It was much harder than it had been of late and it was larger again too, though it wasn’t very large overall.

Lewis’s jaw dropped.  He couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  “Holy cow!  You’ve got a dick!”

“Yes, she
’s my husband!  Just like I told you.  She has a dick.  It’s small, but it’s still a dick,” said Stephanie.

Loren looked down at the floor and blushed.

Lewis walked over to Loren.  He took Loren’s chin in his hand and raised his head.  He turned Loren’s head from side to side so he could examine Loren’s face.  Then he reached around behind Loren and unzipped his dress.  Stephanie could see Loren trembling and his 
penis was throbbing.  Lewis pulled Loren’s dress from his shoulders and let it drop to the floor, around his high heels and his painted toenails.

“This is amazing,” said Lewis.

Lewis then slipped his hand around Loren’s right breast.  He cupped it and held it up.  Loren’s breasts seemed extremely large to Stephanie today for some reason.  They almost looked like D-cups to her; they were definitely larger than her own.  His nipples were hard too.  Lewis fingered Loren’s hard nipples, sending electric shocks racing down Loren’s breasts to his brain.  This made Loren’s penis throb and more precum came dribbling out.

“You’ve given him actual breasts!” exclaimed Lewis excitedly.

“Yes, I have,” said Stephanie.  Watching all of this was making Stephanie very, very wet.  She felt her pussy tightening as she watched Lewis feel up her husband’s breasts.  Her breathing became shallow.

Lewis let his hand slide down to Loren’s penis.  He squeezed it.  It was definitely hard.  Lewis laughed.  “Very small,” he said, which made Loren feel humiliated.  He then pointed to a chair that sat before the bed.  “Go sit there and watch as I show your wife how a real penis works.”

Loren hung his head and moved to the chair.  He sat down and crossed his legs like a woman and began to shake his leg excitedly.

With Loren out of the way, Lewis stripped off his suit pants and his underwear.  As he did, his enormous erection came into view.  It must have been twice the size of Loren’s.  It was so large that Stephanie shuddered when she saw it.  She imagined it plunging deep inside her and then pulling itself back out before it went back inside again.  This was going to feel amazing, even if it wasn’t Loren’s
.

“I’m going to enjoy this!” said Stephanie.

“What?” said Loren.

“I said, I’m going to enjoy this.  I need a real penis inside me, honey!” said Stephanie.

Suddenly, Stephanie awoke with a start.  She was sitting at her desk and had dozed off as she had gotten no sleep the prior night.  She looked around and realized that, fortunately, she was alone.  A moment later, she remembered what she had been dreaming, especially what she said at the end.  She felt very guilty and her face burned red with shame.  She picked up some papers and tried to put it out of her mind by trying to get to back work.

Her pussy was wet.

A few seconds after that, there was a knock on her door.  It was her secretary.  The florist had come... again.

“More flowers, Stephanie,” said her secretary.

Stephanie forced herself to smile.  She hated getting these flowers now that she knew they were coming from Lewis.  Fortunately, since he just signed them as “L,” she could pass them off as coming from Loren so as to avoid any unwanted questions, but that meant she needed to pretend to love them, even though they were a humiliating reminder of what was coming.

“Thank you, Ginger,” said Stephanie.

“Your husband must really love you.”

Stephanie felt her smile waver, but she managed to keep it.  “Yes, yes he does.”

There were only three days left until Saturday.

—o—

Meanwhile, at home, Loren wished he was dreaming, but unlike his wife, he wasn’t.  Once again, Dove had him roaming the house in a baby-doll nightie 
and unstable high heels.  Today’s heels were open-toed mules, which provided no support to Loren as he did his chores.  What’s more, Dove kept tickling his penis throughout the day to keep it as hard as it could get as he worked around the house.  This meant it was constantly bouncing along visibly just below the short hem of the nightie.

“Only a few more days until your wife sleeps with her boss,” said Dove.

Loren shrugged his shoulders.  He needed to keep from speaking his mind.  He needed to let Dove think she was winning, even if it was killing his ego.

Dove giggled.  “No thoughts, huh?”

“We’ll see.  It hasn’t happened yet.”

“It will.”

“I still have faith.”

“Yes, but you had faith before too that she would never agree, and yet she did,” said Dove.  She was clearly hoping to get a rise out of Loren, but he refused to give it to her.

“We’ll see.  It still hasn’t happened.”

“Yes, we will.  You missed a spot,” said Dove.  She pointed to a spot on the floor which Loren was scrubbing.  He was on his knees with a brush and he had missed a tiny triangular corner on one of the tiles.

“Yes, Miss,” he said and he backed up to get that spot.

As he moved around, Loren’s penis swung freely beneath the baby doll.  That had been a humiliating reminder all day that Dove was treating him like a sex toy now.  Indeed, she kept touching it or playing with it.  And now that he was on his hands and knees, she came up behind him and planted the heel of her wedge-heeled sandal just beneath his testicles.  Then she raised the front of her shoe so that her toes and toenails were rubbing the underside of his penis as he worked
.

“I like seeing you on your knees, dickless,” said Dove.

Loren rolled his eyes, but still said nothing.

“I should see if Aunt Stephie will let me keep you when I leave.”

Loren bit his tongue.  He wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of getting upset.

Soon enough, Dove became frustrated at her inability to anger him.  She looked around for some idea of what she could do to punish him.  She debated taking a wooden spoon and slapping his balls with it, but that didn’t sound all that exciting at the moment.  She then considered dipping his penis in honey, but since he couldn’t reach it to lick it off, she decided against that too.

“Maybe I should get a leash and walk you around the house,” she said.

Loren shuddered at the thought.  That would be intensely humiliating, and he realized instantly that he couldn’t let her know how humiliating that would be to him or she would do it, so he shrugged his shoulders.

“I can’t stop you,” he said indifferently.

Dove glared at him.  He was ruining all of her fun.  “Fine.  You just keep working all day,” she growled.  She looked at her watch.  “I have better things to do.”  She then turned and left Loren to finish the kitchen floor.  She disappeared for about twenty minutes while Loren worked.  When she reappeared, she looked completely different.  Gone were the shorts and mid-heeled sandals that she normally wore around the house and in their place she wore a bandage mini-dress and high-heeled platform sandals.  The dress was a shimmery red and the sandals were black.  She looked amazing actually; though the innocent look that served her so well had vanished in this outfit.  It was replaced by something much more overtly sexual.  To Loren’s 
tastes, her look was too sexual.

“While I’m gone, you finish your chores,” said Dove.

“Yes, Miss.”

“And don’t you dare change your clothes.  You keep wearing the heels and the baby doll until I come back.  Then we’ll find you something else to wear before Aunt Stephie comes home.”

“Yes, Miss.  Where are you going?”

“That’s none of your business, dickless.”

With that, Dove walked over to Loren and crouched down as if she planned to kiss him on the cheek.  Instead, she grabbed his erection with her hand and shook it several times, finishing by scraping her sharp nails along his shaft as she let go.  Loren cringed.

“Ta ta,” said Dove smugly and she tottered off to the front door, where a taxi awaited her.  She paid for the taxi with money she took from Loren’s purse as Loren watched helplessly.

—o—

With Dove gone, Loren finally could relax.  He felt so much stress around her and the moment she was gone, all that stress vanished.  He finished the floor quickly and then put away his cleaning materials.  He was done with his chores.

“I think I’m going to take off these heels, sit in the living room, and just enjoy the little bit of privacy I finally have!” he exclaimed.

Loren started down the hallway toward the living room.

RING!!!

The phone rang.  Loren walked to the other end of the hallway and picked it up.  He saw on the caller ID that it was his agent Cindy
.

“Hi Cindy, what’s up?”

“Brace yourself, Loren,” said Cindy, who tended to be overly dramatic.

“I’m braced,” said Loren who guessed this was nothing.

“There may be something afoot!”

“Ok.  What kind of something?”

“I’ve been speaking to a film production company,” said Cindy.

Loren suddenly had images flash before his eye.  He worried that Dove had called them in a moment of rage and told them all about him.  Now they wanted to kill the project.  He clenched his fists and braced himself.  “Is this about the film?” asked Loren nervously.

“Yes, and no,” said Cindy in an almost giddy tone.

“Yes, and no?” repeated Loren.  Cindy now had Loren completely confused.  “What does that mean, Cindy?”

“It means that I’ve been talking to a new production company and they want to make your latest book into a movie!  I was shocked, let me tell you, but they said it’s the perfect time to do it, what with that athlete and the Senator and all.”

Loren felt very confused.  “Athlete?  Senator?  You lost me.  How do an athlete and a senator relate to my latest Louis Rock novel?”

“No, not that one.  The other one.”

“What other one?  Make sense, Cindy!”

“They want to make Peep Toe
 into a film!”

Loren’s jaw dropped.  “Really?!  Peep Toe
?  A film?”

“Trust me, Loren, no one was more surprised than I was.  I don’t even understand the book, but it sells amazingly well and they want to make a movie out 
of it.  They called it, ‘this generation’s Miss High Heels
,’ whatever that is, and they said that now is the time with several high profile transgender cases in the news.  Honestly, I can’t imagine why a man would want to wear high heels, I certainly don’t want to wear them, but apparently, a great many do.”

Loren pinched himself.  Was this real?  His lifelong dream was to have a book turned into a film and now two of his books were being made into movies.  This was beyond any fantasy he ever had in this regard.

“There’s a catch though,” said Cindy.

Loren cringed.  This was so typical of Cindy, to give him good news and then take it away with a caveat she failed to mention until the end of the conversation.  All of the hope and excitement he just felt vanished.

“Ok, what is it?” asked Loren with a hint of frustration.

“They’re still a little short on financing.  They need another investor to make the film happen.”

Loren ground his teeth.  “You couldn’t tell me that before you got my hopes up?!” he growled to himself.  He took a deep breath and tried to shake off his anger.  “Ok,” he said to Cindy, “what are the chances of them getting that financing?”

“They said the chances are good, but there are no guarantees.”

“No guarantees.  Ok, keep me informed,” said Loren.

He hung up the phone and went to lie down on the couch.  He wanted very much to take off these heels.

—o—

Loren got no further than the entrance way to the living room when he heard the doorbell ring.  It was Kathleen, so he let her in.  She had been away on 
vacation and had missed everything that had happened.  That was probably for the better though as Loren doubted Kathleen would have let him and Stephanie handle Dove in their own way; she tended to try to fix problems herself, whether people wanted her to or not.

“What the heck are you wearing?” asked Kathleen as she entered the house.

Loren looked down at his clothes.  He had become somewhat used to the baby-doll nightie so it didn’t occur to him how inappropriate it was to wear this in non-intimate company.

“I can see your cock, honey!” exclaimed Kathleen suddenly.

Loren blushed and tried to cover his penis with his hands.  He had totally forgotten about that.  “Oh, I’m sorry!”

“Seriously, Loren, how can you wear that around the house?  Especially with an innocent young girl living with you now.  You need to be more careful!  She might see you!”

“It wasn’t my idea,” said Loren defensively.

“Well, whose idea was it?”

“That same innocent young girl you just mentioned.”

“What?” exclaimed Kathleen doubtfully.

Loren nodded his head.  “It was her idea.  Only, she’s not as innocent as she looks.  To the contrary, she’s a little monster, and the past few weeks have been a nightmare while you’ve been away,” said Loren.

Kathleen didn’t respond.  In fact, she wasn’t even paying attention.  She was instead looking straight at his crotch.

“What?” asked Loren, who had forgotten how short the baby doll was and had folded his arm, once again allowing his penis to show.

“You have a gorgeous cock, sweetie.
”

Loren’s face turned bright red.  He felt his penis grow hard... or as hard as it could these days.  He didn’t bother covering it with his hands though, as he realized that would be futile and would only encourage Kathleen.  “Are you done?” he asked instead.

Kathleen snickered.  “Not quite,” she said.  “Can I touch it?”

Loren glared at Kathleen.  “Are you kidding?”

Kathleen shook her head.  “No, I’m being serious.  Can I touch it?”

“No!”

“Oh please!  I don’t normally find cocks to be that attractive.  But yours is beautiful.  It’s perfect.  I’ve got to touch it.  Please?”

Loren was taken aback by Kathleen’s request.  Her request was both flattering and genuine, and strangely, he felt compelled to grant it.  Besides, with Dove toying with his penis at will, he reasoned it might be nice to let someone he liked touch it for a change.  So he agreed, even though this felt downright weird.

Kathleen smiled at him.  Then she reached out and wrapped her fingers around his hard shaft.  It was hard enough to feel like an erection, even as he knew that she could likely bend it if she tried.  “It’s so beautiful.  Stephanie is such a lucky lady.”

“Um, thank you.”

“And will you look at that!  Your balls have gotten so tiny,” said Kathleen.

Loren blushed.  “Yeah, that’s the hormones.”

She pulled her hand forward, stroking his shaft once as she did.  Loren felt a tingle race down his penis.  He shivered.  That felt amazingly good as her soft hand gently caressed his shaft.  Dove, by comparison, always treated his penis roughly, like she was working with a wrench.

“It’s so soft and smooth too,” said Kathleen
.

Loren felt incredibly embarrassed to have Kathleen critique his penis, even if her critique was a positive one.  Interestingly though, that embarrassed feeling made him happy, as it did when Stephanie tweaked his masculinity.  In a strange sort of way, it even made him feel closer to her.  Still, it was time to put an end to this.

“I should go change,” he said.

“Please don’t,” said Kathleen.

“Some panties at least?”

Kathleen shook her head.

Loren took a deep breath.  “All right,” he said.  And thus, for the next hour or so, the two friends chatted about Kathleen’s trip and about Dove and about what Kathleen thought they should do about Dove.  The entire time, Loren served her drinks or sat across from her in the baby doll with his erect penis sticking out for her to see.  When they were done, Kathleen watched him clean up, keeping one eye on his penis the entire time, and then she left before Dove returned.  Dove returned shortly thereafter.  She had gone to lunch with one of the men she was after.  Her lunch had not gone well, and that made Loren happy.

—o—

Late that night, Stephanie and Loren lay in bed.  This was the only time they could speak privately because they knew that Dove was watching them during the days.  They had made no progress on how to free themselves from this dilemma.  Stephanie was no closer to being promoted without sleeping with Lewis and Loren still knew of no way to avoid losing his film if Dove exposed him.  He did want to share the sort of good news from Cindy with his wife though.

“Cindy called today,” said Loren
.

Stephanie perked up and raised her head off her pillow.  “Really?  What did she want?”

“I think she wanted to torture me.”

“The poor dear, she’s just disorganized.”

“Yeah, well, she had me going for a bit there,” said Loren.

“How so?”

“She said that someone else wanted to make my book into a movie.  I thought that might be a way around the problem with Dove... at least my part of it.”

“What was the catch?”

“Well, there were two actually.  The first was that they weren’t interested in the Lewis Rock novel.  They want to make Peep Toe
 into a film.”

“Really?!”

“Yeah, I was just as surprised.”

Stephanie giggled.  “Well, I guess with those two guys turning themselves into women, that’s a popular topic right now.”

“I supposed.”

“So what was the other catch?”

“They don’t have the financing.  They have most of it, but they need another investor to make it happen.  I can’t see them finding anyone though, so I’m basically assuming this will never happen.”

Stephanie sighed.  “Sad.  I would actually like to see Peep Toe
.  I think that would make an excellent film.  It would be better than a Louis Rock film, honestly.”

Loren twisted his lips.  “Yeah, I hate to admit it, but you’re right.”

“How was our little princess today?” asked Stephanie sarcastically.

Loren bit his tongue.  He thought back on how his penis bounced around all day for her to watch and how she kept touching it.  He didn’t want to tell that to 
Stephanie though; she had enough to worry about.

“Typical,” he said.

“That’s too bad.”

“Oh, and she did go to lunch with some guy she’s been talking to online today, but it doesn’t sound like it went the way she wanted it to.  It sounded like he lost interest in her as the conversation ran.  She also said he didn’t have all the money he originally claimed.  She’s a real piece of work!”

Stephanie chuckled.  “Too bad we can’t hook her up with Lewis.  If there were ever two people who deserve each other, it’s them!”

Loren laughed.

“I’m serious.  She can blackmail him for his money and he can fool around on her and treat her like garbage,” said Stephanie.  “They can make each other miserable.”

“They do sound perfect for each other.”

“That they do—”  Stephanie stopped mid-thought.  “You know what?  They really do.  I wonder if we can find a way to unload her on him.”

“Would that solve our problem or just make it worse?”

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “I’m not sure.”

“Don’t get me wrong, I’m all for getting her out of here, but that sounds like a mistake.  If we did that, then he would definitely want to get rid of you so you can’t cause them any problems.”

“True.  The only way it would work would be if we could somehow get something to blackmail both of them with,” said Stephanie.

“How do we do that?”

Stephanie shook her head.  “I don’t know.”  As she said this, the dream she had earlier flashed across her brain.  She saw Lewis touching Loren’s breast and 
then his penis.  She saw the lecherous look in his eyes and she snickered dismissively:  there is no way Lewis would be happy about that.  He would freak out!

Loren heard his wife snicker.  “What’s so funny?”

She blushed.  She hadn’t meant for him to hear that and she certainly knew she couldn’t tell him what she was thinking.  “Nothing,” she said.  Though the image had left a thought in her mind.  Granted, it was an unfinished thought and a real long shot at that, but it was an idea.

“No,” she told herself, “it could never happen.”

“Well, I need to sleep,” said Loren.  He kissed his wife on the cheek.  “Sweet dreams.”

“Sweet dreams, dear,” she replied.

Stephanie rolled onto her side and closed her eyes.  Her thought, however, wouldn’t go away.  Indeed, it clung to her brain no matter what she tried and the more she tried to ignore it, the more sense it began to make.  Could this really be the solution?  Could this strange thought be what saved them?

She took a deep breath.

“Loren, I have a question.  But before I ask it, hear me out,” said Stephanie.

Loren sat up.  “All right.”


C
hapter 9:  “The Villains Are Undone”

—o—

It was Saturday.

The night had finally come.  Tonight, Stephanie was to meet Lewis at a hotel downtown.  He had left her the key to the suite in an envelop with the latest delivery of flowers to her desk.  He sent her twenty-five pink roses, one for each of the other twenty-five partners, one white rose representing himself, and then one red rose representing her.  The key hung from a string around the white rose.

Stephanie and Loren rode up in the elevator.  Both were nervous.  Would this plan work?  Could they even go through with it?  They didn’t know yet.  Nor did they know how Lewis would react when he saw Loren.  Would he send them home?  Would he invite them in?  They didn’t know.

“Can you do this, honey?” asked Stephanie again.

Loren nodded his head.  His mouth was dry.  He had no idea if he could really do this, but he was determined to try.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” he said.

“We can still back out.”

Loren shook his head.  “No.  We need to do this to solve our problem.”

Stephanie nodded her head.  They both agreed on that.

They rode up the rest of the way in silence.  When the elevator door opened, Stephanie stepped off first.  She wore a tight black sequined gown which hung to her ankles.  It was slit from the ankle to the knee so she could walk, but otherwise hugged her curves.  On her feet were open-toed black platform pumps with 
spike heels.  Her nails were dark red, almost black.  Long silver earrings hung from her ears.  They jingled as she walked.

Loren followed his wife out of the elevator and to the end of the hallway.  He wore something more accessible.  Specifically, he wore a black cocktail dress that stopped just around his crotch.  This dress highlighted his growing breasts and barely covered his penis, which was carefully wrapped in his black satin panties.  On his feet were silver high-heeled sandals.  Like his wife, his nails were dark red, but Loren had added reflective gems to his nails which glittered like clusters of tiny diamonds.

When they reached the door, they stopped.

“Last chance,” said Stephanie.

Loren nodded his head.  “Let’s do this.”

Stephanie slipped the key into the lock.  The door clicked and opened.  She walked inside.  Loren followed her.  Both were immediately impressed.  The suite was enormous.  It had to be on the order of two thousand square feet spread over three or four rooms.  As they walked in, Stephanie immediately noticed Lewis’s clothes trailing across the floor to the bedroom.

“The man is a walking cliché!” she thought.

She pointed to the clothes and they followed the trail to the bedroom.  As she pushed open the bedroom door, which was partially cracked, she saw a bottle of champagne chilling in an ice bucket, a bouquet of flowers, and then Lewis lying naked on the bed gently fingering his erection.  It was huge!  It had to be more than twice the size of Loren’s penis on a good day.  It was longer, wider and had a greater circumference too.  It was honestly impressive and Stephanie started to become wet despite herself.  Interestingly, he had a good body too, and Stephanie thought that if only he wasn’t such a jerk, he could be quite a catch for some 
woman.

“Welcome,” said Lewis.  He kept stroking himself slowly.

Stephanie smiled politely.  “Hello, Lewis.”

“You came.”

“I did,” said Stephanie and she paused.  “I hope you don’t mind, but I brought a friend.”

As Stephanie said this, Loren walked through the bedroom door.  Lewis didn’t even flinch.  Instead, his eyes hungrily took in the gorgeous woman in the short dress who walked through the door.

“Very nice!” said Lewis.

“I’m glad you approve,” said Loren confidently, though he was a nervous wreck on the inside.  He had never done anything like this before.  In fact, he had never even thought about doing anything like this before, and he wasn’t sure he could pull this off.  But here he was.  He hoped this worked, because if it didn’t, then they would have a problem.

“I wasn’t expecting you to bring a friend,” said Lewis to Stephanie.

“She insisted.”

Lewis smirked.  “Did she?  And what made you think I would want you to come with a friend?”

“One’s lonely, two’s company, but three... three’s a party,” said Stephanie.  She’d heard that line used in a silly movie about a road trip to a college dorm.  It almost seemed too cheesy to say, but it seemed to work on Lewis, who turned his attention to Loren.

“And what’s your name, beautiful?”

“Lauren,” said Loren.

“Pretty name.  Are you here to party?”

Loren nodded his head.  “Absolutely,” he purred.

Lewis laughed.  “All right, your friend can join us.  Come join me, ladies,” said Lewis.

“All in good time, Lewis,” said Stephanie.  “My 
friend likes to go first.”

“She wants to go first?  You’re the one I want, Stephanie.  Don’t think you can get out of this by offering up your friend,” said Lewis.

Stephanie chuckled.  “That’s not what I’m thinking at all, Lewis.  But there is a proper order to all things.  Do you want this done or done right?”

Lewis raised an eyebrow.  Then he smiled.  “All right.  Let’s see what you’ve got.”  Lewis patted the bed next to himself, inviting Loren to come to him.

Loren used his best seductive walk over to the bed.  He noticed Lewis’s erection throb as Lewis watched him approach.  This made Loren nervous and it made him feel funny.  He didn’t like being the object of another man’s sexual desires.  It made him feel vulnerable and emasculated in an uncomfortable way.  He didn’t like it.  But he was here for a purpose and he knew that would happen when he agreed to do this, so he swallowed his pride and he went.

As Loren walked to the bed, Stephanie set down their purses on a chest of drawers directly across from the bed.  Inside her purse was a camera which pointed out the side of the purse.  Stephanie aimed the camera directly at the bed.  Then she walked over to a chair near the bed and sat down just off camera.

Meanwhile, Loren climbed onto the bed and crawled across the bed to where Lewis waited.  When he reached Lewis’s penis he stopped crawling and, instead, took Lewis’s penis in his hand.  Touching another man’s penis made Loren ill... but it also made him hard, which embarrassed him.  He began to stroke it up and down, slowly at first, but then quicker.

“Oh, that feels good,” said Lewis.

“I’ll bet it does,” said Loren in his most seductive tone.

“Faster!
”

Loren stroked faster.  As he did, he reached between his legs with his other hand.  The panties he wore were crotchless, but he had sewn in three buttons that let Loren close them so his penis would not fall out until he was ready to show it.  He now unbuttoned those buttons and let his penis slide right out.  It wasn’t very hard because of the hormones, but it definitely looked hard on film... and on film his penis definitely was.  Where Stephanie had placed the camera, it got a nice shot straight up the foot of the bed to the headboard.  Hence, the camera caught Lewis’s enraptured face, Loren stroking Lewis’s penis, and Loren’s erection hanging freely beneath him.  It would be clear to anyone who saw the video that Lewis was with a man.

Just to make sure they captured everything, however, Stephanie also pulled out her phone and was quietly taking close up photos from her chair.  She got photos of Loren working Lewis’s penis, Lewis grabbing Loren’s breasts and Loren’s penis sticking out of his panties.

As Stephanie took photos, Loren moved on to the next stage.  Stephanie and Loren realized that pulling this off would require them to get as many photos as possible that could not be dismissed as misinterpretation or even faked.  That meant Loren would need to go much further than he wanted and ensure that they had a variety of different shots of them doing different things.  Both Loren and Stephanie agreed this was necessary and they came up with a list of stages to go through.

“Hmm, that looks tasty,” purred Loren, even as he thought the exact opposite.

“You should lick it,” said Lewis.

“Oh, yes, please!” exclaimed Loren.

He inched forward and brought his face close to 
Lewis’s penis.  He wasn’t sure he could really do this.  He had assured Stephanie that he could, but he wasn’t sure.  He paused.  He thought about why he was doing this and what it would gain them.  He needed to do this for his wife.

“I can do this,” said Loren, though he still hadn’t managed to make it happen.

He closed his eyes.  He cleared his mind.  Then he opened his pouty lips and slipped them over the head of Lewis’s penis.  Loren almost gagged.  Lewis’s penis had a musky flavor and smell that screamed “masculine” to Loren.  He found that really hard to take as he kept it in his mouth.  Somehow that flavor – “masculine” – rang inside his head that this thing should not be in his mouth and he found his mouth constantly trying to slide off the penis.  But he hung in there.

A moment later, Loren was moving his head up and down on Lewis’s shaft.  As he did, he used his tongue to tickle the head of Lewis’s penis.

Lewis moaned.

Loren then reached beneath Lewis’s testicles and bounced them on two of his fingers.  He felt Lewis tremble as he did this.  Loren had learned this trick from Kathleen, who instructed him earlier on how to give a blowjob.

Meanwhile, across the room, Stephanie couldn’t believe how excited she was watching this.  When she first came up with this idea, it had honestly repulsed her.  The idea of letting her husband be with another man was just sickening to her.  It was frightening too.  Somehow, this was worse to her than if Loren was just with another woman.  She didn’t know why this was, but it felt like a greater threat to her if Loren decided he liked it.

But as she watched Loren seduce Lewis, her 
feelings began to change.  Watching Loren strut his way across the room on his high heels had been an amazingly sexy experience.  She only wished she had been the one on the bed.  Then watching him crawl across the bed like a cat doubled her excitement.  Loren was an amazingly sexy creature.  But the most shocking moment came when she watched Loren’s sexy, feminine hands wrap themselves around Lewis’s enormous shaft.  This image of those soft hands with their painted nails stroking another man’s penis just set Stephanie on fire for some reason.  She couldn’t believe it.  She was intensely wet.

And when Loren slipped his lips over the head of Lewis’s penis, Stephanie actually felt a mini-orgasm deep inside her.  She found herself wanting to masturbate as she watched what was happening.

“This is amazing!” she thought.

Stephanie was shaken out of her thoughts by Loren reaching between his own legs and stroking himself.  She took a close-up photo of this.  Now it was her turn to add to the video.

“Doesn’t Lauren have gorgeous breasts?” asked Stephanie.

Lewis opened his eyes and looked at Loren’s chest.  He smiled.  “Yes, she does.”

“I’ll bet Lauren would love to have them sucked.”

“Perhaps, I can oblige,” said Lewis.  He unzipped the top part of Loren’s dress and pulled it off his shoulders.  Loren’s beautiful breasts came into full view.  Lewis smiled and slipped his fingers into the front of Loren’s dress and scooped out a breast.  He leaned forward and took Loren’s hard nipple in his mouth.  As he did, intense tingling bolts of lightening shot from Lewis’s mouth to Loren’s brain.  His penis jumped to attention and precum dribbled out.  His heart raced.  He had never felt so turned on as he did in 
that moment.

“Oh my God!” thought Loren as Lewis sucked on his nipple.

Stephanie zoomed in for a close-up of Lewis sucking on the nipple.  Then she realized that something was happening with Loren’s penis.  She pointed her phone toward it and started taking pictures.  At first his penis seemed to lurch and throb, but then a second later, in the same rhythm that Lewis used to suck on Loren’s nipple, Loren’s penis shot out a load of white, hot, sticky fluid.  It covered his panties, his thighs, and Lewis’s legs.

Lewis didn’t seem to notice.

Loren looked at Stephanie and he blushed bright red.  He hadn’t expected to be turned on at all and he certainly never expected to cum.  Now he felt deeply humiliated that he had cum.  This brought him great shame.

Stephanie, on the other hand, felt no shame.  She felt turned on, and she giggled.  Then an idea struck her.  Stephanie rose from the chair and walked over to the bed.  Once there, she used her finger to scoop up a big swipe of Loren’s seed.  She sat down on the bed next to Lewis, who instinctively turned to face her and slipped her finger into his mouth.

“Do you like that, Lewis?” asked Stephanie.

“Mmm, hmmm,” he replied.

Stephanie laughed.  “So you really do like the taste of male cum, do you?”

Lewis furrowed his brow.  “What do you mean?”

Stephanie took Lewis’s hand from where it had crept onto her thigh and moved it over between Loren’s legs.  “Surprise,” she said with a chuckle.

Lewis wasn’t sure what he was touching at first.  It felt like flesh, but what kind of flesh was shaped like this on a woman?  Lewis squeezed and poked and 
pulled to see if he could figure it out.  He couldn’t.  He was just about to push Loren off of him so he could look at what he was holding when Stephanie held her phone up before his eyes.  On it was a picture of Loren’s penis with Lewis looking like he was in a state of ecstasy behind Loren.

“Wha— what is that?!  Where did you get that?!” demanded Lewis in a panic.

Stephanie giggled.  “That’s my husband’s penis.”

“Your husband?!”

“Yes, didn’t you know?”

Lewis’s jaw dropped.  He was beyond confused.  He was beyond terrified.  His mind had been overwhelmed.  All he could do was sit there frozen.

Stephanie continued.  “And unless you want me sharing these photos and the videos we took of you letting my husband suck your dick and then you licking his cum off my finger, then it’s time we had a little chat.”

“What kind of chat?” asked Lewis nervously.

Stephanie rose from the bed and returned to her chair.  She took the camera from her purse in the process and now aimed it directly at Lewis.  She wanted this entire interview on tape.  “The kind of chat where I tell you what will happen next as you suck my husband’s dick until he cums in your mouth and you swallow every last drop of it.  That kind.”

Lewis looked horrified.  “There is no way I’m doing that!”

Stephanie chuckled.  “Oh yes you are.  You know how blackmail works, Lewis, as you tried it on me.  Now I’m doing it to you.  So think about what you have to lose and then start sucking... then we’ll talk.”

Lewis wanted to tell her off, but he wouldn’t.  Instead, he would do what she wanted.  He had no choice.  If it got out that he had let a shemale suck his 
penis, he would be ruined.  The Playboy would become a joke.  His clients would flee.  His partners would turn their knives on him in retaliation for all he had done to them.  His ex-wife might even try to re-open their divorce and void the prenup she signed.  Lewis had no choice.

He hung his head and surrendered.

Two days later, he voted “yes” on Stephanie’s partnership.  He even gave the keynote speech introducing Loren as an amazing friend and husband of the firm’s newest partner at the dinner congratulating Stephanie.  Everyone was amazed, but pleased.  And while they were shocked at what Loren was, it ultimately didn’t bother them once Lewis gave his stamp of approval.  Things were changing for the better at the firm.

Lewis did one more thing too.

A week after this, the production company looking to make Peep Toe
 into a film, found the last investor they needed, seemingly out of the blue:  Conrad Lewis.  He invested enough to make the film, which would go on to become a major independent hit.  Interestingly, Lewis would make a small fortune off the profits from that investment for years to come.  That made him happy, though it also made him cringe whenever he thought about how he got involved in the project.

And like that, Stephanie got her partnership and Loren got his movie... and Dove lost her power.  She just didn’t know it yet.  Though, she was about to find out.

—o—

Dove noticed the money immediately.  Loren sat on the couch in the living room counting a large 
number of twenty dollar bills.  He wasn’t dressed for his maid duties either.  To the contrary, he wore slacks and basic pumps, albeit with five-inch heels.  Dove still didn’t know what had happened with Conrad Lewis or that Peep Toe
 was now to be made into a film.

“What are you doing with the money?” asked Dove.

“I’m going to the bank,” said Loren.

“That’s like a thousand dollars!”

“Actually, it’s closer to three thousand.”

“Where did it come from?” asked Dove.

“It’s just money we kept around the house,” said Loren.  “I think it would be safer to keep it in the bank.”

Dove raised an eyebrow.  The corner of her mouth turned up into an evil grin.  “I want half,” she suddenly said.

Loren looked doubtfully at Dove.  “This money doesn’t belong to you.”

“I don’t care.  I want it.”

“You can’t have it.”

Dove walked over to Loren and stood over him.  “I can have anything I want, remember?”

“No, you can’t,” said Loren.

“You better give it to me, or else.”

“Or else what?”

“You know what will happen!” growled Dove.

Loren shrugged his shoulders.  “What?  What exactly will happen?”

“Don’t push me, dickless!  If you don’t give me that money, then I’ll tell the world that you’re living as a woman.  That will ruin your film and it will ruin your wife’s career.  Is that what you want?  Do you want to lose your film and cost your wife her career all over a couple thousand dollars?!”

Loren shook his head.  “That’s blackmail.”

“Of course, it’s blackmail!
”

“But that’s illegal.  You could go to jail if I called the police,” said Loren.

“Ha!  You can’t go to the police because then you’ll be exposing yourself.  You’ll ruin yourself for nothing!  That’s the beauty of blackmail!”  Dove seemed rather proud of her logic.

Loren leaned back against the couch.  “Out of curiosity, how many others have you done this to?”

Dove laughed.  “What do you care?”

“I’m just curious.  I want to know if I’m the first.”

“Ha!  You’re hardly the first.  Let’s just say that it’s easier to go through life when people have no choice but to agree to your demands.”

There was a moment of silence.

“Is that enough?” Loren finally asked.

“Is what enough?” asked Dove in response.  Suddenly, something sent an eerie feeling racing down her spine telling her that they were not alone in the room.  She spun around.  Standing behind her were her mother, Stephanie, and three police officers.  “Whoops!” she said.

“Whoops is right,” said the lead officer.

Dove’s reign of terror was over.


C
hapter 10:  “Back To Normal”

—o—

Stephanie sat at the small table on the patio in a yellow sundress and sunglasses.  On her feet were wedge-heeled sandals with a comfortable three-inch heel.  Her toenails were white.  Kathleen sat across from her in white capri pants, a loose red blouse and a floppy straw hat.  On her feet were snakeskin sandals with five-inch stiletto heels.  Her nails were dark red.

“I told you they would make you partner,” said Kathleen with a chuckle.

Stephanie let out a loud laugh.  “With a little blackmail.”

Kathleen shrugged her shoulders.  “Whatever it takes.  Speaking of blackmail, what happened to Dove?”

“Dove’s mother and the judge sent her very far upstate to join a convent.  She needs to graduate from the program or she’ll have to serve the rest of her sentence,” said Stephanie.

“How long is the program?”

“It’s shorter than the five-year sentence she got... but not by much.”

“And you say this convent is upstate?”

Stephanie nodded her head.  “Yes, it is.  Buried deep in the woods two hundred miles from the nearest city of any size.”

“I would go insane.  Well, serves her right,” said Kathleen.  “So how are things at the firm, partner
?”

Stephanie smiled as Kathleen called her “partner.”  Before she could answer however, Loren appeared at the door.  He wore denim hot pants, a checkered flannel shirt, and black mid-heeled pumps with red and white-polka-dot bows over the toes.  In his back pocket, he carried a notepad.  On his chest, over his still-growing left breast, he had a name tag which 
read “Flo.”  His hair was tied back in a ponytail and he had a pencil stuck behind his ear.  He was holding a tray with drinks on it.

“Oh my!” exclaimed Kathleen when she saw him.

Stephanie turned around and looked.  She made a sour expression.  “Hmm.”

“You don’t like it?” asked Loren.

Stephanie shook her head.  “No.  I don’t think that’s going to work.”

“Ok, good.  I don’t like it either,” said Loren and he went back inside.

“What was that about?” asked Kathleen.

“The film company is going to allow Loren to do a cameo appearance in Peep Toe
.  They’ve given him three possible choices and he can pick the role he wants.  They even sent the costumes for him to try them on to see how he would look.  That was the waitress character,” said Stephanie.

Kathleen picked up her drink and sipped it.  “Well, that would definitely not be my first choice.  Not based on that costume.”

“I agree.  That was pretty horrible.  Hopefully the next two will be better.”

“Let’s hope.”

Kathleen and Stephanie both sipped their drinks and took in the sun for a few minutes.

“Oh!” said Stephanie suddenly.  “I’ve got something to show you!”

“What’s that?” asked Kathleen.

Stephanie leaned over and picked up a bag that sat beneath the table.  She opened the bag and showed its contents to Kathleen.  Kathleen smiled knowingly.

“Is that what I think it is?” asked Kathleen.

Stephanie nodded her head.  “Yes, it is.”

“And it’s for Loren?”

“Yes.  I’m going to put it on him tonight.
”

“Does he know?”

Stephanie shook her head.  “Not yet.  I’m going to surprise him with it.”

“That’s an interesting surprise.  How do you think he’ll feel about not being able to use it unless you unlock him?” asked Kathleen.

“He’ll learn to deal with it.  It’s only natural at this point that I should be in charge of his penis, after all.  I think he’ll like the feeling of control it gives me over him.  He’ll say he won’t like it, but he will.”

Kathleen snickered.  “Can I send Peter to you and you train him for me?”

Stephanie laughed.

Kathleen sipped her drink again.  “So how is work these days?” asked Kathleen once more.

“It’s going surprisingly well.  Lewis gives me a lot of freedom and the other partners have all been very supportive.  They’ve made some changes too now that they’ve accepted Loren that have made the place more relaxed.  I think they were all worried about being the first to propose anything, and when Lewis became the first to welcome Loren, that opened the door for the rest.”

“That’s helpful.”

A moment later, Loren stepped through the door for a second time.  This time he wore an amazing emerald-green evening gown.  It was made of sequins with a plunging cut-out back and a cut-out section over his breasts to show off his cleavage.  It was super-tight too all the way from his hourglass bodice and hips down to his ankles; he could barely walk in it.  Peeking out beneath the dress were Loren’s toes, which were in a pair of black platform sandals which added six inches to his legs and, in the dress, gave him the most incredible shape.

“Wow!” exclaimed Stephanie and Kathleen at the 
same time.

“I think we have a winner,” said Stephanie.

“Don’t you want to see the third costume?” asked Loren.

Stephanie laughed.  “No.  This is it.”

“Really?”

“Trust me, darling,” said Kathleen, “there isn’t a dress or a costume in the world that will improve on that number.  That is amazing!”

Stephanie rose to her feet and walked over to her husband.  She hugged him and spun him around.  She kissed him.  “You’re going to steal the movie in that dress, honey,” said Stephanie.

Loren smiled.

“Do you know what would make that dress look even better?” asked Stephanie.

“What?” asked Loren.

“If it was lying on our bedroom floor,” said Stephanie and she winked.

Loren blushed.

Stephanie then took his hand, picked up the bag, and led him to the door.  At the door, she stopped.  A wicked smile crossed her lips.  She looked back at Kathleen.  “Want to come watch?”

Loren’s jaw dropped.

Kathleen smiled.  “Yes... yes, I do.”

The End.


T
hanks for reading my book!

I hope you enjoyed it
!

Please leave a review at Amazon.

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!

And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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Satin Falls:
  
Satin Falls
 is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the water supply.



Guiding the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race.  She decides to get her revenge against
 male
kind by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males.  Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to.


Part one of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink into feminization and their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.
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Emasculating My Husband:
  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairytale 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 let me change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


This story is told in the first person by Mike’s wife, and it includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding and a lot more.
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid:
  Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress.  He assumed having an internet mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the internet.  He was wrong. Christopher would now learn a hard lesson, a lesson which would place him at the mercy of his wife’s cousin and her best friend, as they turned him into their sissy maid.  Was that all they planned for him or was there something more?
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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?
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Feminized Cuckold:
  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he must learn to submit to his vengeful wife.  Little by little, she feminizes him and finally cuckolds him.  Will this be his new life?
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More Than He Bargained For:
  Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)
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Feminized By Hypnosis:
  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now Jess and his father are changing fast and everyone seems to be noticing except them, including his stepmother’s new boyfriend.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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Humiliation At The Office:
  Corporate hotshot Andrew Boden is about to learn the price of treating the women of the office like sex objects.  Watch as his secretary Katherine robs Andrew of his power, his freedom, and his masculinity by drawing him further and further into an inescapable web of femininity.
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The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?
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Feminized Fiancé:
  Victoria Martin built “The Martin Firm” into one of the most prestigious firms in the world.  She expected that her daughter Sarah would follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.
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Serving His Fiancée: 
 This is Part Two of
 Feminized Fiancé
.


Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to gain his freedom or else be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating things, Victoria forces him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid Sissy, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This is the conclusion of the series.
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Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:
  Paul Wallace is a powerful man.  But Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it.
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