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Introduction by Ann


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


I hope you’re
enjoying Charlotte and Jackson’s story so far!   I know I am.  I think what I’m
enjoying most is seeing how Charlotte has managed to turn little things into
great demonstrations of power.  Her power is so much more real than the leather
clad dominatrixes (dominatri(?)) you see in films.  Who knew the words “it’s
time for bed” could be so erotic and so chilling?!


 


Either way, it’s
time we look forward.  When last we met our couple, Jackson told himself that
Charlotte couldn’t possibly keep up her control.  We’re waiting to see if he’s
right.  Charlotte, on the other hand, told herself she was only doing this for
Jackson.  We’re waiting to see if she’s right about that too.  Something tells
me they may both have guessed wrong.  This part probably answers that.  It also
involves a purse, a dress, a chair, some ribbon and a suspiciously shaped piece
of plastic.  Hmmm.


 


This is the second
of three parts.  This 33,100 word part includes forced cross-dressing, female
domination, power exchange, chastity devices, denial, the removal of a chastity
device, and a few surprises.  I hope you like it!


 


With love,


Ann :)

















Chapter One: “The Changing
Begins”


—o—


 


“There should be a
constant, inexorable advance toward feminization.  Feminize him wherever,
whenever and to whatever extent possible at every opportunity.”


 


— Training
Him, page 53.


 


“Wake up,
sleepyhead,” said Charlotte.


“What time is
it?” asked Jackson.


It was still
thirty minutes before Jackson normally set his alarm.  He glanced at the
clock.  Then he glanced at his wife.  She was already dressed in a white
peasant skirt, a silky dark blue, red and green blouse, and her normal white
platform clogs.  Then he glanced at the clock again.


It was too
early.


Jackson was just
about to tell her to leave him to sleep his last thirty minutes when he felt
the now-familiar tug of the teddie.  An instant later, he recognized the feel
of steel against his penis.  Everything came rushing back to him.  It hadn’t
been a dream.


“Get up,
Jackson. We have lots to do,” said Charlotte and she pulled the sheet off him.


Jackson
groaned.  “I don’t want to.”


“Would you
rather spend your time in the corner like a bad girl?”


Jackson winced. 
That had been embarrassing.  “No... no, I wouldn’t.”


“Then get up.”


Jackson
reluctantly sat up.  He stretched his arms and started to rise.  At that point,
he realized he needed to pee rather badly.  His nightly routine had been
disrupted by going to bed early, so he had gotten no chance to go the prior
night.  He rose and started toward the bathroom.


“Where are you
going?” demanded Charlotte.


“I have to pee.”


“Have you
forgotten my rules?”


Jackson stopped
in his track.  “Rules?  What rules?”


“You need to ask
for permission before you do anything,” said Charlotte firmly, but kindly, as
if she was addressing child.


Jackson stared
at her.  “You’re kidding?”


“Those are the
rules.”


“Even to use the
bathroom?”


“Yes, Jackson.”


The irony here
was that Charlotte hadn’t initially thought that using the bathroom would be
part of this rule until Jackson made an issue of it the prior day.  Once he
whined about the idea, she knew she needed to add it to the list.  Indeed, as
Dr. Morgan had advised, Jackson would tell her himself where his weaknesses lay
if she just listened to what he chose to resist.  This was one of those moments,
and became yet another instance where he had undone himself.


Jackson glared
at his wife.  The idea of asking his wife for permission to use the restroom
was ridiculous.  It was embarrassing.  It was demeaning!  But his aching
bladder put him in no position to argue, and he wasn’t going to risk outright
disobedience until he got the device off and the video of him cross-dressed and
masturbating deleted.  So he gave in.  It was easy enough, he told himself.


“Fine.  Can I
use the bathroom?” he said sourly.


Charlotte folded
her arms in annoyance.  “First of all, it’s ‘may I’.  Not ‘can.’  And secondly,
don’t take that tone with me or you will end up in the corner and
without going to the bathroom first.”


Her annoyance
had been unexpected; it triggered a certain caution within Jackson.  He swallowed
his pride and retreated.  “Sorry.  May I use the bathroom?”


“Yes, you may,”
said Charlotte happily.  She then held up a pair of shoes with heels.  These
were black slides with two-inch block heels.  She wore them from time to time
as slippers around the house.  Now he would wear them.  “Put these on first
though.”


Jackson cringed,
but gave in immediately; his bladder would not wait!  Besides, he had already
swallowed one helping of pride, what did it matter if he swallowed two.  He grabbed
them and thrust them to the floor before stepping into them.  He instantly grew
two or three inches taller.  He then raced to the bathroom, finding the shoes
surprisingly easy to walk in.  Apparently the little practice he had the prior
day had taught him something; that didn’t exactly make him happy.  Nor did the
very classic feminine sounds the shoes made as he went.


CLICK SLAP! 
CLICK SLAP!  CLICK SLAP!


This made him
uneasy.


When he reached
the bathroom, Jackson grabbed the teddie and pulled it aside as he simultaneously
worked to fish his penis out of it so he could pee.  He had forgotten about the
device.  All his hand found was metal.  He couldn’t touch his penis.  Worse,
that meant he couldn’t aim!


“Quick!  You
have to take this thing off!” he howled.


His bladder felt
like it would burst.


Charlotte leaned
against the door with her arms folded.  She’d known what was coming.  She’d
read all about what would happen from Dr. Morgan and how to use it to her
advantage.


“You’ll have to
sit,” she said calmly.


“What?!”


“Sit... like
a girl.”


Jackson
blushed.  Apparently, he was now to sit like a woman to pee.  What had started
as an emergency turned into a humiliation and was about to become a mess!  He had
no time to fight about it or to try to find some alternate strategy, however.  It
was time to pee like a girl!  So he pulled down the teddie and sat to pee.  It
felt incredibly strange not holding his manhood as he peed, and not aiming it
either.  Even worse was watching his wife watch him with that twinkle of triumph
in her eyes.  He tried to look away, but that only felt like a greater defeat. 
His wife had taken another bit of his manhood.


“What am I
supposed to do at work?” he snapped, half embarrassed and half trying to find
some argument out of this emasculation.  He knew the answer even before he
finished his question though.


“You’ll just
have to sit there too,” said Charlotte.


Jackson’s blush
deepened.


“All right,
Jackson, why don’t you shower?  Then we’ll get you ready for work.”  Charlotte
walked over the shower and turned it on.  Then she unexpectedly removed his
shampoo.  “Use my shampoo.”


Jackson sighed. 
Her shampoo smelled like flowers.


 


—o—


 


Jackson returned
to the bedroom wrapped in a towel and wearing the slides; his wife had
instructed him to slip back into those.  He felt so silly.  He felt even
sillier that he gave off the faint smell of roses.  What’s more, the deodorant
she left him matched the hairspray and his cologne was gone.


As he came into
the bedroom, he saw his wife holding a large garbage bag.


“Wh— what are
you doing?” he asked cautiously.


Charlotte
smirked; this was something she was looking forward too.  “We’re going to throw
some things out.”


“Like what?”


Charlotte didn’t
respond.  Instead, she handed him the garbage bag and ordered him to follow her
to the closet.  Once there, she opened his side of the closet and pointed at
his shower slippers, the ones she hated.


“Start with
those,” she said.


“But I love
those!”


“Now you can
love your slides instead.  Throw them away, Jackson.”


Jackson felt the
sting of impotence.  Was she really making him throw away his favorite house
shoes?  “She can’t do that,” he thought... but she could.  She could because he
had no idea how to fight back yet.  She still held too many cards.  So for now,
she got what she wanted.


“Fine,” he
grumbled.


Jackson picked
up his slippers and tossed them into the bag.  Thereafter, Charlotte looked
through his closet and threw out all the shirts and pants and things that she
disliked.  He would have an entirely new wardrobe soon, she told herself, one
more to her taste.  Then she went to his sock drawer.  Here the idea wasn’t so
much to update his style as it was to strip him of his masculinity.


“All your briefs
and all your socks... in the bag,” she said.


“All of them?”
asked Jackson incredulously.


“Yes.”


Jackson furrowed
his brow.  Was she serious?  It was bad enough she’d made him throw away some
of his favorite shirts and jeans and things, but making him throw away all of
his socks and briefs?  This was silly!


“What am I going
to wear then?” he demanded.


“You’re going to
wear panties from now on,” she said simply.


Jackson’s brow
furrowed even deeper.  “Panties?”


“Yes, Jackson.  Panties. 
From now on, you’re a panty boy.”


An icy chill
shot down Jackson’s spine extinguishing his growing determination and replacing
it with an effete sense of weakness.  His wife was going to make him wear
panties?  Really?  His brain flashed back to the paranoia and fear he felt
wearing panties the other day; that would be his permanent state now?!  What if
he wanted to go to the gym?  What if he wanted to wear shorts?  What if he went
to the doctor?  What if— what if he had to pee at work and had to sit down in
the stall?  An image flashed before his eyes.  He would need to lower his pants
to pee now.  His panties would be visible to anyone glimpsing under the stall!


“Charlotte!” he
begged.


She was
unmoved.  “Do it, Jackson.”


Jackson still hesitated. 
This felt to him like one of those moments where his future hung in the
balance.  If he gave in, Charlotte would have this power over him, to dictate
what he wore and even to control him at a distance.  He needed to fight this if
he was to save his sense of control, not to mention his manhood.  But he didn’t
know how to fight back.  Not at the moment.  Right now, she did truly hold all
the cards.  She had him in the device.  She had the video and whatever other
pictures she had taken in the teddie.  He didn’t know yet how to overcome those
things, and until he did, he could not win; she had him by the balls.  How had
his wife figured all of this out, he asked himself helplessly?  She wasn’t
dominant.  She was clever, but not in sexual ways.  How had she come up with
this?  He truly had underestimated her!


Still,
surrendering control over this went against his very nature.


“I can’t just
give in, can I?” he asked himself.


But what choice
did he have?  There was none right now.


Jackson took a
deep breath to calm himself.  This was difficult.  He reminded himself that
Charlotte could not stay in charge forever.  She couldn’t even do it very
long.  He knew that.  “She’s probably already looking for a way out,” he
assured himself.  “Maybe another day or two tops.”


That made him
feel a little better.


“They’re only
panties,” he told himself bravely as well.  “No one will know either.”


Still, he
sighed.  He knew this was a mistake.  But there was no alternative.  He
reluctantly reached for his briefs and grabbed a handful of them.  He opened
the garbage bag wider and tossed them inside.  As he did, a sense of warm, soft
helplessness flooded over him.  His wife had outfoxed him and it felt oddly
glorious.  It was the feeling of defeat and surrender, and to part of him, it
was enthralling...


... almost
desirable.


“You don’t want
this,” he told himself, but he knew part of him did.  That was the dirty secret
in all of this, the secret he knew.  Even as he fought to resist all of this
and kept assuring himself he didn’t want it, something inside him did
want it.  He was fighting that impulse... and there was a chance he was
losing.  That thought made his penis grow stiff inside the device, as best it
could at least.  Indeed, the idea of losing and then becoming his wife’s slave
was an incredible turn on.


That worried
him.  It was his weakness.


Jackson tried to
push all of this out of his mind and he grabbed another handful of briefs and tossed
those into the bag.  Then he took another handful.  And another.  Before he
knew it, all of his briefs and socks were in the bag.  He’d done what he needed
to.  It would only be for a little though.  It would not last.  It could not.


What if it
did?


“Now what?” he
asked to shake off this thought.


“Now you get
dressed,” said Charlotte.


“In what?” he
laughed, looking at the bag.  “All my clothes are in there.”


Charlotte moved
to his closet and grabbed a dark gray suit.  She laid it over a chair.  Then
she grabbed a white cotton dress shirt and a light blue tie.  She added those
to the chair.  Then she moved to her lingerie drawer and pulled out a pair of
light blue panties which would match the tie and a pair of tan pantyhose.


“Here you go,”
she said.


Jackson winced. 
This was going to be a difficult day.

















Chapter Two: “Power”


—o—


 


“Keep him under your
thumb at all times.”


 


— Training
Him, page 55.


 


The light turned
green and Charlotte pressed her clog against the accelerator.  The new semester
was starting soon and she had a meeting with her professor today to discuss her
schedule.  She was on the phone with Marsha as she drove.  Marsha was likewise
driving to work.


“I’m still
amazed you pulled this off, girlfriend.  You are my hero!” laughed Marsha.


“You know, it’s
easier than I thought it would be,” said Charlotte.


“How so?”


“Well, I mean, I
thought Jackson would just refuse.  Then I’d have to decide if I really wanted
to expose him or not, and how to do it.  The book offers a plan that talks
about bringing in a trusted friend as a first step before threatening anything
wider, but I wasn’t ready for that yet.”


“Yet?” asked
Marsha with a raised eyebrow Charlotte could not see.  “Does that mean you
will?”


Charlotte
sighed.  “I don’t know.  Dr. Morgan says you have to.  She says that to
complete the process and let him fully embrace his submission, you have to let
people know.  You can’t just have him be submissive at home and act dominantly
to the outside world, because that defeats the purpose.  So she thinks we need
to tell people so he no longer needs to hide.”


“That makes
sense.”


“It does... but,
I’m not sure yet.  I have to think about it.  I haven’t finished reading that
part of the book yet either.”  Charlotte turned the car down the road toward
the school.  She glanced at her purse, which contained the book.


“So what’s the
plan in the meantime?” asked Marsha.


“In the
meantime, I’m supposed to push things further.  I’m supposed to ‘advance his
feminine state’.  Dr. Morgan says to make sure he wears feminine clothing of
some sort at all times to keep his masculinity in check, and I’m supposed to
add more little by little.”


“What’s he
wearing today?”


Charlotte
smirked and blushed.  “Panties and pantyhose.”


“Oh, I hate
pantyhose!  Stockings are so much better.”


“I agree
completely!  But pantyhose are a better reminder.  And if he’s going to start
dressing like a woman, then he should experience all the hard parts!” laughed
Charlotte.


“No pun intended,
right?” laughed Marsha.


Charlotte
blushed even deeper.  “Right.  Not that he can get hard in any event, not in
the device.”


Both women
snickered.


“So it really
works?  The device?” asked Marsha.


“Oh yeah,” said
Charlotte.  “You should have seen his face the first time it happened.  It was
like watching a slow motion train wreck.  You know that little satisfied look
they get when they get hard?  It started.  And then his thing ran head
first into a brick wall... so to speak.”


“No pun intended
again.”


“Well, maybe a
little.  But the moment it hit the cage, you could see surprise in his eyes and
then horror when it simply stopped growing.  He was shocked.”


“Did it get hard
at all?”


Charlotte shook
her head.  “I don’t think so.  I couldn’t feel it to find out, but from his
reaction, it didn’t seem to.  Either way, he looked desperate to get the device
off after that.  He even begged me to take it off!”


“You didn’t did
you, take it off?”


“Are you
kidding?”


Marsha laughed. 
“Poor Jackson.  Wearing panties and he can’t get hard.  How humiliating that
must be for a man that he can’t get hard unless his wife lets him.  They should
make something like a remote control wives can use for that.  What a better
world it would be if men couldn’t get hard without their wives’ permission!” 
Marsha chuckled at the idea and found herself getting horny.


Charlotte
thought about this morning, when Jackson got out of bed.  “Do you want to hear
something really funny?” she asked as she blushed deeper yet.  She turned the car
onto the final side street to the parking lot.


“Always.”


“He has to sit
to pee,” said Charlotte with a girlish giggle.


Marsha smiled
broadly.  “Oh that’s rich!”


“I thought you
might find that funny.”


“Out of
curiosity, how do you know he’ll keep the panties and pantyhose on at work?  I
mean, the device I get.  He can’t take that off.  But what keeps him from
slipping into the mensroom and taking those things off?”


Charlotte cocked
her head to one side.  She hadn’t thought of that.  “I guess... nothing,” she
admitted.


“You should call
him.”


“Call him?”


“Yeah,” said
Marsha.  “Call him and tell him to take a picture in the mensroom to show you
that he’s still wearing them.  Have him send it while he’s on the phone.  Then
he won’t be able to risk taking anything off because he won’t know when you
might call again or what you might demand when you do.”


“That’s actually
a good idea,” said Charlotte.


“I’m full of
good ideas, especially when it comes to dominating your husband.  You should
hire me as a consultant.”


“I’ll think
about it,” laughed Charlotte.


“So what else
besides dressing him up?  What comes next?”


“Next, he’s
going to start helping out around the house.  As you suggested, I’m going to
put his submission to work and get some free maid work out of him.  I’ve got a
whole work plan for him.”


“So you’re
getting a maid,” laughed Marsha.


She smiled
softly.  “Of sorts.”


“Do you know
what he really needs?”


“What?”


“You should get
him one of those French maid costumes that turns guys on so much.”


“Why on Earth?”
said Charlotte incredulously, though the idea made her tingle.


“He would look
cute fluttering around the house that way.  Besides, you said Dr. Morgan wanted
to emasculate him.  There’s nothing more emasculating than that.  That’s
fantasy material for horny men.  Making him dress like that makes him a male
fantasy.  How emasculating it that?”


“I’ll think
about it,” said Charlotte doubtfully.


That was
Charlotte’s way of dismissing a suggestion she did not want to discuss.  But at
the same time though, she recalled Dr. Morgan saying Jackson should be put into
a uniform when performing household chores as a means of separating his new
second class status from Charlotte’s superior status.  Charlotte hadn’t read
that to mean a sexy French maid uniform per se, but there was no reason
it couldn’t be – after all, Dr. Morgan talked a lot about feminizing Jackson – and
the idea was starting to appeal to her very quickly.


Charlotte pulled
into the parking lot.  “Hey, I’m here.  I need to go.”


“Have a good
meeting.”


“I’ll talk to
you later.”


“Think about the
uniform!  And don’t forget to call him!” laughed Marsha as Charlotte hung up.  Charlotte
would indeed think about the uniform, and she would definitely call her
husband.


 


—o—


 


Jackson had a
problem.


Whenever he sat
down, like at his desk, where he was currently sitting, his pants legs would ride
up a few inches exposing his ankles.  Since he had been forced to throw out all
his socks, that meant the pantyhose he was wearing would show.  He had no idea
how to stop this from happening and he was nervous that anyone looking through
his glass wall would spot them.


He twisted his
lips.


“How do I fix
this?  I can’t stand all day.  I can’t close my blinds all day either – not
supposed to close them at all unless I’m doing something confidential with a
customer.  I can’t wear my pants lower.  I can’t keep them from riding up.  Just
about the only thing that leaves is taking them off,” he grumbled.


A lightbulb went
on inside his head.


“I can take
them off!”


Jackson started
to stand up with the intent of going to the mensroom to remove the pantyhose. 
He could put them back on later before he got home, he told himself. 
Unfortunately, right as he got to his feet, Barbara appeared at his door.  She
wore a burgundy-colored pantsuit today with matching pumps.  Jackson tensed up
upon seeing her and slid back down into his seat.  She was the last person he
wanted to see right now, not that he really wanted to see anyone, not with
exposed pantyhose!  He nervously pulled his feet together beneath his desk,
tucking them under his chair, trying to hide them from her as best he could.


“How’s your
project going, Jackson?” asked Barbara.


Jackson had no
idea what she was talking about.  “Project?”


“For the city?”


The color
drained from Jackson’s face.  How could he forget that project?  That
was probably the most important project he had ever faced.  Unfortunately, he
hadn’t done anything on it.  He was too distracted by the panties the last time
he was at work and too much happened at home for him to even think about it.


He sensed
Barbara waiting for some sort of answer, likely anticipating, with relish, some
failure on his part.  He wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction though, so
he looked up into her eyes to tell her it was all going well.  But as their
eyes met, he was overcome with a guilty sense of weakness.  His mind flashed to
images of himself wearing the teddie and high heels and standing in the
corner.  He saw his wife ordering him around and himself acting submissively.  Then
a strange sense hit him that Barbara could see all of this in his eyes.  An
instant later, to add to his embarrassment, his penis tried to shoot to
attention, only to fail once more.  He felt emasculated that he had failed to
rise before Barbara and vulnerable that she knew his secret.


“I— it’s fine,”
he said with undue caution and a deep blush.


Barbara
smirked.  “Haven’t started it yet, huh?”


Jackson didn’t
say anything.  Normally, he would be happy to argue with her, but right now, he
was too worried about the pantyhose to be willing to start anything and too
embarrassed by feelings of inadequacy.  She had witnessed his failed erection,
whether she knew it or not, and that made him feel inferior.  He suddenly felt
too embarrassed to speak.


She had no such
handicap.


“I, on the other
hand,” continued Barbara smugly, “made significant progress yesterday.”  She
gave off a half-snort, half-snicker sound.  “Looks like only one of us wants
the promotion.”


Jackson again
wanted to shoot off some ego-saving comment about there being no chance she was
going to get the promotion, but that impulse died as quickly as it had come in
the cloud of emasculated feelings circling his head.


“We’ll see who
wins,” was all he could manage, and softly at that.


Barbara smirked
at him.  Jackson could see that she sensed something was wrong, some weakness. 
She seemed to inflate before him, becoming larger.  He cast his eyes to the
desk as she leaned against it.


“That we will.”


A tense moment
of silence followed.


“That’s a nice
suit you’re wearing, by the way,” said Barbara unexpectedly.


Panic filled
Jackson’s heart.  Why was she talking about his clothes?  Did she know
something?  Could she see the panties?  The hose?  Sweat built in his armpits. 
“No,” he told himself.  She couldn’t know anything.  He was getting nervous for
nothing.  Paranoia.  This was pure paranoia.  But the terror remained.  “Stay
calm,” he cautioned himself.  “Stay calm.”


Jackson opened
his mouth to offer a simple “thanks” when the phone rang.


Riiiiiiiiiiingggggg!


Jackson jumped,
but then saw this as an opportunity.  He could use the caller to be rid of
Barbara.  He held up his hand to stop the conversation and picked up the
receiver.  “Hello?” he said.


“Hi Jackson,”
said Charlotte.


Jackson shrunk. 
This could be bad.  The last thing he wanted right now was to speak to his wife,
not in front of Barbara, not knowing what his wife might say... or demand.  What
if she wanted to talk about something embarrassing?  What if she wanted him to
tell her how the panties felt?  Or the hose.  His hand began to tremble.


“H— honey.  I’m—
I’m a little busy right now.  Can I call you back?”


“This will be
fast,” said Charlotte.


“All right,”
said Jackson cautiously.


“I want you to
go to the restroom.  When you’re there, I want you to drop your pants and take
a picture in the mirror showing me that you’re still wearing the pantyhose and
panties.  Got it?  Send that to me when you get there.  Do it now.”


Jackson glanced
at Barbara nervously.  “Sure.  I can do that a little later.”  He tried to
sound like this was some run-of-the-mill request, even as his heart beat loudly
in his head.


“No, do it now.”


Jackson twisted
his lips.  He glanced at Barbara once more, who seemed to be watching with mild
curiosity.  Why did her eyes seem so accusatory?  He took another deep breath. 
“Uh, sure.  I can do that.”


“You have two
minutes.  Call me when you have it.”


She hung up the
phone.


“Sure honey,
I’ll get those on the way home,” said Jackson to the silent line.  Then he hung
up.  “Grocery list,” he said to Barbara.  “Anyways, I have work to do, so if
you don’t mind.”


Barbara smiled
politely and left, much to Jackson’s relief, even though he was all-but certain
she had not believed the grocery line.  He shook off those doubts and raced to
the bathroom.  Fortunately, there was no one there when he arrived.  He quickly
unzipped his pants, dropped them to his ankles and took a dozen pictures in the
mirror lest his wife not like the one he sent.  Then he yanked his pants back
up and he sent one of the photos to his wife.  He called her after it sent.


“I sent it,” he
said.


“I see that,”
said Charlotte, who chuckled at the image.  “Now you know I can make requests
like this any time.  Do you understand, darling?  Any time.  So don’t try to
play any games or get out of anything.  You have to do what I say now.  Do you
understand?”


Jackson bit his
tongue.  There went his plan to take off the hose.  “Listen, honey, I can’t do
this.  People are going to see the— see what I’m wearing.  My pants move up
when I sit down.”


“Then sit
cautiously, darling.”


Jackson glared
at the phone, but at the same time felt a wave of endorphins hit him at the
helplessness he felt.  His wife was not being at all reasonable and there
wasn’t a thing he could do about it, and that turned him on.  It turned him on
a lot.  It terrified and humiliated him, but it was like some sort of drug. 
The worse the humiliation, the more he needed it.  He almost wanted to give in
to it.  But he couldn’t.  He reminded himself he needed to fight this feeling
or this would become his life and he would be ruined.  He would become some sissy
whose wife told him what to do.  He could not allow that.  Besides, he just
wasn’t someone who could let other people tell him what to do.


“Why can’t I
just wear socks over the stockings?” he asked.


“I want you in
hose.”


“Honey, listen. 
I promise, I’ll wear them and whatever you want underneath, just let me wear
socks over them!”


A funny sensation
ran through Charlotte hearing her husband promise submission in exchange for restraint
on her part.  For the first time, she realized he had truly acknowledged that
she was the one in charge, that she made the decisions.  The sensation filled
her with something she couldn’t describe.  It was like arousal, but not
sexual.  It was deeper somehow.  More meaningful.  It was like a sense of
accomplishment... no... satisfaction?  No.  Power.


She blushed and
her nipples popped up beneath her blouse.


“I’ll think
about it,” she said.

















Chapter Three: “You
Don’t Make Decisions”
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“Never give his
male-thinking a chance to regroup.”


 


— Training
Him, page 61.


 


Jackson was very
conscious of the device as he drove home.  Not only did the motion of driving
periodically cause the device to push into his inner thigh, but the device had
been on his mind all afternoon.  Indeed, before he left work, Jackson had done
considerable research online into how to remove the device.  It was risky doing
that kind of research on a work computer, but he considered it worth the risk. 
He needed to get it off if he was going to put an end to this idiocy.


Unfortunately,
he’d run into a dead-end.  He could find no way to remove the device except a
lockpick, and lockpicks were not to be had anywhere he could find; not that he
even knew how to use one.  Of course, even that would not have solved his
problem, because his wife still had the video too, but at least, he told
himself, knowing how to remove the device would be a start.  Alas, he was
ultimately no further along in that than before he began.


Despite this, he
was in a defiant mood.  This was a response to his embarrassment at his
regrettable offer to surrender if Charlotte agreed to minor concessions, i.e.
the socks.  He felt foolish for having said that, especially with her not
agreeing, and now his bruised ego was making him act overly-macho to
compensate.


He pulled into
the garage.


Jackson stepped
out of the car and stormed into the kitchen.  Charlotte was there looking over
a catalog of sorts on her phone.  She wore dark jeans, a white blouse and brown
wedge-heeled sandals.  He set down his briefcase.


“That wasn’t
funny with the photo,” he said with an edge.


“It wasn’t meant
to be funny,” replied Charlotte.


“Barbara was
there!”


“In the
mensroom?”


“No, when you
called.  What if she overheard?” demanded Jackson.  He shook his head unhappily
and threw his hands up in frustration.  “I’m changing into something more
comfortable.  Something not feminine.  Then I’m going to watch the game.” 
He spoke with resolve.


“No, you’re
not,” said Charlotte firmly, but without emotion.


Jackson glared
at her.  “Is that so?”


“Yes, Jackson.  That’s
so.  You’re going to the bedroom, yes, but you’re going to change into the
clothes I’ve laid out for you on the bed.  Then you’re going to cook us dinner.”


Charlotte’s tone
gave Jackson his first hint of doubt.  It wasn’t enough to derail his resolve,
but it made it wobble ever so slightly.  In all the years they had been
together, she had never had the strength to stand up to him like that, and yet
here she was flat out telling him what to do without the slightest hint of caution. 
Not only was this seemingly new ground for him, but it also undermined his
belief that she would need to give up being in charge soon.  He suddenly
worried, what if he was wrong about that?  What if she wouldn’t give up?


“I’m not wrong,”
he told himself firmly.


His confidence
wavered, but held.


“What if I don’t
want to wear what you laid out?” said Jackson, his resolve shored up.


“We’ve been over
this, Jackson.  You don’t make those decisions anymore and you definitely don’t
disobey me, remember?”  Charlotte said this so calmly, though she was anything
but calm.  She still felt nervous and a little guilty ordering him around,
which made her uncertain.  But Dr. Morgan had assured her this was the right
thing to do, and she had been one hundred percent right so far.  She
continued:  “If you need a reminder, don’t forget punishment and exposure.”


Jackson’s resolve
started to break.  It wasn’t the threat so much as her tone.  The threat hung
over him all the time, but her tone made the threat of exposure seem more
plausible than it had felt even the prior day.  Was she getting her footing
being in control?


He decided to change
his approach... to soften it.


“Look,
Charlotte, I don’t want to do this,” he said.


Charlotte bit her
lip.  Her natural instinct had always been to please people, and her husband
telling her directly that he did not want this tugged at this part of her.  But
at the same time, she heard Dr. Morgan in her head telling her that Jackson was
incapable of asking for this even as he truly wanted it.  She decided to go
forward.


“Do as I said, Jackson,”
she said kindly, but firmly.


Jackson stared
at her in shock.  Again, it wasn’t what she’d said so much as how she said it
which shocked him.  For the first time, he heard something in her voice he’d
never expected to hear.  It was a tone of command, even mixed among the
kindness.  His wife had just issued a genuine order with the authority of
someone to give an order and that authority rippled through him with the same
power as a punch.  Her words flipped a switch inside him, and he found all his
strength zapped.


“Yes, Ma’am,” he
said automatically.


 


—o—


 


The next few
moments were a blur for Jackson.  His wife marched him to the bedroom.  He
stripped down to the pantyhose and panties only.  She handed him a pink
babydoll nightie.  He slipped that on.  She handed him the black slides from
earlier, the ones with the two-inch block heels and the wide open toes.  He
stepped into those.  She took his hand and marched him to the kitchen.  The
shoes slapped against his soles as he walked and their heels echoed off the
floor:  CLICK! SLAP!  CLICK!  SLAP!


“I don’t know
how to cook,” he said meekly.  He was still in shock at how his resolve to free
himself and watch the game had melted and he ended up in a feminine nightie and
heels and standing in the kitchen.


“It’s actually
quite simple,” said Charlotte.


She opened the
cupboard and took out a pot and a frying pan.  Then she gathered a cutting
board and her favorite knife.  She set those down on the counter and moved to
the refrigerator, from which she grabbed some vegetables and a cut of beef. 
She set all of that on the counter.


“Start by
cutting up the beef into one-inch cubes.  Put those into the frying pan and
cook them on medium-high heat until they’re golden brown.  In the meantime, cut
the rest and put all of that into the pot.  When that’s done, I’ll show you how
to make the sauce,” said Charlotte.


Jackson
pensively moved to the counter and picked up the knife.


Meanwhile,
Charlotte sat down at the small table to watch.  Seeing her husband in the
nightie – it was a deep, warm pink, with white trim and hung to the bottom of
his crotch, letting his balls show as they hung out beneath, having slipped out
of the panties, made her giggle.  Not because the sight was funny, though it
was in a way, but because something about it made her feel giddy... euphoric
even.  She couldn’t explain it, but it excited her.


The thought
embarrassed her and she blushed.


“Am I really
thinking about forcing my husband to cross-dress around the house?  How silly!”
she thought with a haughty dismissive laugh, but she knew she was dancing
around something.  Indeed, she could tell herself she was only doing this for
him all she wanted, but there was that feeling inside, the one she didn’t want
to admit... the one that suggested something different.


“Turn the heat
up,” she said to Jackson, trying to ignore the little voice inside.


“How high?”


“Two notches.”


Charlotte
watched her husband reach over the pot, stretching slightly and lifting his
heels off the back of the slides.  There was something remarkably feminine in
that, she thought.  She wondered if he knew how femininely he could move at
times?  She suddenly got the urge to see the catalog again, the one on her
phone, the one she’d been looking at all afternoon.  It was a catalog from a
local shop filled with a number of “adult” toys.  The section of the catalog she
was looking at specifically was costumes and, among the costumes, were a series
of sexy fantasy maid uniforms.  As she examined each uniform, she held her
phone up to see the uniform side by side with her husband, whose back was
turned as he cooked, to see how it might look on him.  It made her giggle to
think he might soon be wearing one of these.


“How
ridiculous,” she said with a blush.  “But of course, the issue isn’t decided.”


But it was.
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Dinner was
over.  Jackson had cleaned up the kitchen, tapping around in his heels the
whole time.  It felt odd wearing those.  Not only the idea that he was wearing
women’s shoes, but how natural it felt once he got used to them.  That troubled
him, that this could all become natural somehow.  It was even more troubling
that he’d done all this work at his wife’s command in the nightie and the heels
as his wife watched him without really resisting.  He kept wondering if he
shouldn’t be resisting more.  He knew resistance was futile, but shouldn’t he
try nevertheless?  For his dignity if nothing else?  Maybe to tell Charlotte he
wouldn’t just give in?  Might that not get her to give this all up sooner?


Charlotte, on
the other hand, felt relaxed.  She liked having Jackson do the work for once.  It
was a nice break, she thought, and maybe he would finally appreciate the work
she put in to keeping their house running.  Interestingly, seeing him doing it
dressed femininely made it easier, somehow.  It seemed to put him in a
subservient role which made it more acceptable for her to tell him what to do;
this was something Dr. Morgan touched on several times in her book actually,
hence the recommendation of a uniform.


In any event,
dinner was over.


They were in the
bedroom.  Charlotte had informed Jackson that it was his bedtime.  Jackson
climbed unhappily into bed, but had not resisted.  His wife pulled the sheet
over him.  Beneath the sheet, he wore the pink cotton nightie.  Next to the bed
were the black heeled slides in case he got back out of bed.  Of course, he
wasn’t allowed to do that, not without permission.  He had taken off the hose.


“I’m really not
tired,” protested Jackson.


“You will be,
darling,” said Charlotte.


“It’s only seven
thirty.”


“That’s your
bedtime now.”


Jackson groaned. 
He was a grown man.  Grown men should not be given bedtimes by their wives!  Grown
men should not accept bedtimes from their wives.  Just the thought was
humiliating... and yet erotic.  Indeed, even as he burned with shame, his penis
tried to grow hard at the indignity.  It failed again, naturally, but it had
tried.


“Can’t we—?”


Charlotte held
up one finger to silence him.  “It’s bedtime, Jackson.  That’s how it’s going
to be.  Now close your eyes and go to sleep.  Not another word.”  She walked to
the door.  “I’ll be in the other room.  Stay in bed.”


“Fine,” grumbled
Jackson.


“I mean it,
Jackson, unless you want to be punished.”


That word sent a
chill down Jackson’s spine and made him feel effete.  Not only could his wife
assign him a bedtime, but she could punish him, and he could do nothing about
it!  His wife!  Even worse, it turned him on that she could do this! 
How everyone would laugh if they knew this turned him on!


Charlotte turned
off the light and closed the door.  The room got only slightly darker as it was
still barely dusk outside.  Jackson glanced around the room feeling small and
weak and foolish.  Why had he ever brought up this idea of submission?  How
could that possibly have ended well?  Why hadn’t he realized that before he did
it?  Was he really so blinded by this desire of his?  He sighed.  Why did he
have this pathetic submissive side anyway?!  He wasn’t submissive; it was just
a game!  He didn’t want a bedtime either!


“This is
ridiculous,” he groused.


Complaining
about the bedtime was an evasion, and he knew it.


“I should go
tell her I’m not going to bed.”


But he didn’t
get out of bed.  He didn’t even pretend he might.  Why not, he wondered?  Was
he just being rational or...???  The “or” worried him.


Jackson looked
around once more.  He felt embarrassed.  Sure, she had the video and the
device, but she would never show it to anyone!  “I could have refused everything
and I bet she would have given in the whole time!  I should have told her to
stop, plain and simple.”


So why don’t
you do it now, echoed in his brain?


Jackson
hesitated, not sure how to answer that.  Still no answer came.  He started to
feel antsy; why didn’t he have an answer?  Then he heard his wife turning on
the television.  Jackson jumped upon this distraction to evade this question
too.


“She better not
watch the game without me!  If she does—”


He didn’t know
how to finish that.


Jackson slipped
his hand around the chastity device’s cage.  He half-heartedly tugged it in
several directions trying to pull it off, even as he knew he could not do it. 
It was stuck on there... stuck until his wife said otherwise.  A subtle warmth
drifted up his spine at that thought.  He became embarrassed and yanked his
hand away from the device.


“This is
hopeless,” he said.


He rolled onto
his side.  He stared out the window.  It was finally getting dark.  He rolled
onto his back.  He closed his eyes and slid his hand down around the cage once
more.  If only he could touch himself.  It had been a humiliating day.  Being
able to play with himself would help that.  He tingled with horniness.  He had
never felt so horny before.  Never.


Jackson opened
his eyes.  He wasn’t in his bed anymore.  Instead, he was standing before a
full-length mirror that now stood in their bedroom.  Charlotte was sitting at
her vanity applying makeup in the smaller mirror that sat upon the vanity.  She
was wearing virgin white panties, a matching white bra, white stockings and
white pumps.  She looked amazing.


Jackson took in
his reflection.  He was wearing black panties, a black bra, and black
stockings.  His penis was hard as a rock and jutted out above the thin thong
panties.  His nails were painted red.  His face was made up too, though he was
still recognizable.  He was attaching a pearl choker around his neck.  It was
made of three rows of pearls closed with a golden clasp.  It fit snugly.


“You look
gorgeous, dear,” said Charlotte.


Jackson
blushed.  “I feel ridiculous.”


“I’m sure,
honey, but Kent will like it.”


Jackson raised
an eyebrow.  Kent was coming?  His boss?  “Did you invite Kent,” asked Jackson.


“No, honey, you
did.”


Jackson saw an
image of himself filling out invitations.  He couldn’t remember if Kent was on
the list or not.  Nor could he remember who else might have been.  Either way,
the prospect of his boss seeing him dressed like this was staggering.  He felt dizzy,
honestly.


“I feel sick,”
he said.


“It’s just
nerves, honey.  You’ll be fine.  Come here, darling,” said Charlotte.  She set
down her mascara pen and turned in her seat toward him.  As he stepped closer
to her, she reached out and grabbed his erection with her hand.  She started
stroking it.  Jackson’s heart began to beat faster.  This was exciting.  It was
also rather embarrassing to have his wife stroke him like this, dressed as he
was, and doing it so freely.


Jackson blushed.


Suddenly, she
stopped.  “Better?” she asked.


He did actually
feel better, though he was ashamed to admit it.


“Now get your
shoes on.  The guests will be here soon,” said Charlotte.


Jackson returned
to the mirror.  Two black high-heeled pumps stood at attention before the
mirror.  He walked up to them and slid his first foot inside.  It made a sort
of “thup” noise as his foot slid inside.  He balanced on that foot and slid his
foot into the other pump.  It too made a “thup” sound as his foot slid inside. 
The sound was erotic, but the idea of wearing these shoes added to his
embarrassment.


“I really don’t
think I can do this,” he complained.


“You’ll be
fine.”


Jackson shook
his head.  “How can I go out in front of everyone we know dressed like this?  I
look like a girl.  I’m wearing women’s clothes and high heels!  Do you know how
humiliating this is?”


Charlotte smiled
kindly.  “Of course, I do.”


“And you’re fine
with that?”


His wife
shrugged her shoulders.  “It does turn you on.”


Jackson felt
like he’d been punched in the gut.  There was something wrong with that, but he
couldn’t for the life of him understand what.  All he knew right now was that
it was going to be embarrassing being seen like this.


His penis seemed
to grow.  It looked larger now.


“You’ll be
fine,” said Charlotte and she patted him on the arm.


Jackson shook
his head again.  “I can’t do this!  It’s going to be humiliating!  You can’t
make me do this!”


An eerie silence
filled the air as Charlotte smiled at him.  “But honey, I’m not making you do
it.  You wanted to do this.  You invited everyone.”  With that,
she kissed him on the cheek and she tottered off toward the kitchen in her
white lingerie.


Jackson awoke
with a start.


His was
breathing hard.


The dream had
shaken him.  Why had he dreamed this?  It wasn’t true.  It couldn’t be true.  He
could never do that!  He didn’t want to wear women’s clothes and he certainly
didn’t want to do that in front of the people he knew; especially Kent!  So why
had he dreamed that?  Why had he dreamed something so obviously untrue?  So
slanderous.  So humiliating!


... and why had
it turned him on so much?


He licked his
lips nervously.


It suddenly
occurred to him that this dream might have come from something hiding in his
subconscious.  It might have been the submissive part of him reaching out.  Could
it do that?  That thought made him nervous.  It also suggested that he couldn’t
just sit back and wait for his wife to give up this ridiculousness.  Indeed,
there was apparently a part of him that actually wanted to surrender.  What if
it got its way?


He trembled.

















Chapter Four: “Submissive
Saturday”
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“A submissive
husband must be submissive both when you are alone or with friends.  Start
training him to show obedience before your friends even before you require him
to show full submission.”


 


— Training
Him, page 61.


 


Jackson opened
one eye.  His wife stood above him.  She was already dressed in capri jeans,
white sneakers and a pink sweater.  Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail and
held together with a pink ribbon.


“Time to get up,
Jackson.  We have another busy day,” said Charlotte.


“It’s Saturday. 
I want to sleep in,” replied Jackson.


“This isn’t
about what you want anymore, Jackson.  Now get out of bed so we can get
started.”


Jackson
grimaced.  He liked sleeping in.  Besides, he had things he had to do this
weekend, including working on the bank proposal for Kent.  He had no time for these
games.  But then, he didn’t have much choice about it, did he?  Not until he
found a way out, which he had not so far done.  Hence, his plan for the day was
to figure out a way out of this and then to work on the project over the rest
of the weekend.


Jackson rolled
to the edge of the bed and stood up.  As he did, the nightie fell into place
around his body.  He started toward the bathroom.  Charlotte stopped him with a
faked cough.


“Where are you
going?” she asked.


“I have to pee,”
he said.


“Did you forget
something, Jackson?”


Jackson was
instantly wrong-footed.  Had he forgotten something?  He didn’t know what, but
she clearly had something in mind.  He shook his head cautiously.  “I don’t
think so.”


Charlotte folded
her arms.


Jackson felt
butterflies in his stomach.  It felt strange to be afraid of displeasing his
wife, but his fear wasn’t entirely unjustified.  After all, he really didn’t
want another spanking.  The feeling of his wife’s shoe slapping his rear played
through his mind unnervingly.  He shrugged his shoulders even more cautiously. 
“I’m— I’m not sure,” he said.


“What do you
always need to wear around the house?” she asked.


Jackson glanced
down his body.  He was wearing the nightie... the device...  What was missing? 
Then it hit him.  “The shoes.”


“Yes, your
slippers.”


“Even for a run
to the bathroom?”


“‘All the time’
means all the time.”


Jackson twisted
his lips.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said submissively.  He returned to the bed and slipped
his feet into the slippers.  He then asked go be excused and he scurried off.


Charlotte
watched him go with a sense of satisfaction.  She couldn’t believe how easily
he had started to follow her orders.  More than anything, this confirmed to her
everything Dr. Morgan had written.  Clearly, Jackson truly was submissive.  It
was only a matter of time before he realized it himself, she told herself. 
Today would be an interesting test.
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After Jackson
showered, Charlotte handed him a pair of hot red panties.  These were very
sexy.  At least, they would have been sexy on a woman.  He tried not to think
about what they looked like on him.  At best, he knew they looked ridiculous. 
What would be worse... if they didn’t.


“A little
exotic, aren’t they?” he said pensively.


“They’re just
panties.”


“Red
panties.”


“Panties come in
all kinds of colors, darling.  When we get you some, we’ll get you a mix of
colors,” said Charlotte.


Jackson raised
an eyebrow.  “When you ‘get’ me panties?”


“Yes, to replace
your briefs.”


Jackson twisted
his lips unhappily.  His wife was going to buy him his own collection of
panties?  He didn’t like the sound of that, not at all.  That sounded far too
permanent.


“Here are your
hose,” said Charlotte and she handed him another pair of pantyhose.


“Do I have to
wear these?”


“Of course.”


“You don’t wear
them.  Not often.  Why do I have to wear them?”


Charlotte
shrugged her shoulders.  “Because that’s what I want.”


“But they’re
uncomfortable.”


“Many things in
women’s fashion are, but we wear them.  It’s part of being a modern woman.  And
you, my dear submissive husband, are going to get to experience them all.”


Jackson stared
at his wife.  “This is revenge because I like you in heels, isn’t it?”


Charlotte
snickered and nodded her head.  Then she motioned toward his hand and the
pantyhose.  Jackson obeyed and sat down on the bed.  Charlotte showed him once
more how to put them on, so he did, struggling to get them up his legs and up
over his rear.  He managed though.


When the hose
were in place, feeling like a large rubber band around his waist and lower
belly, Charlotte handed him a pair of jeans, a white and blue-checkered dress
shirt, and some black loafers.


“No dress?” he
asked snidely.


“Would you like
to wear one?  I can arrange it.”


Jackson
swallowed hard, unsure if she was joking.  “I’ll stick to jeans,” he said and
he pulled them up his nylon-clad legs.  They tingled with static electricity as
he pulled them into place over the nylon.  The shirt and loafers followed.  He didn’t
know what they were doing yet, but he was thankful it didn’t involve heels and
the humiliating teddie again.  He almost looked completely normal dressed like
this!


“So what are we
doing?” he asked.


“We’re going to
do some cleaning today,” said Charlotte.


“What kind of
cleaning?”


“Around the
house.  But first, we’re going to breakfast.”


“Going?” repeated
Jackson nervously.


Charlotte
chuckled to herself upon hearing his nervous tone.  The only feminine things he
was wearing were panties and hose, and yet that was enough to instill fear in
him.  They couldn’t even be seen.  It seemed, she told herself, the male ego
was far more fragile than she had once believed.  Once again, it seemed that
Dr. Morgan was right.  And seeing how sheepish he became upon being dressed in
these things, it was clear that Dr. Morgan was right too that feminization is
the most effect tool for undoing a man’s manhood.


“Yes, darling. 
We’re going out for breakfast,” she replied.


“Can’t— can’t we
just eat here?”


“No.  I’d rather
go out.  Besides, we’re meeting Marsha.”


Charlotte’s only
real goal in taking Jackson out to breakfast was to get him used to being
feminized in public, even if secretly.  Dr. Morgan encouraged that as a means
of preparing Jackson to eventually adopt a more public display of femininity,
which would lead to his adopting a full-time submissive personality.  The more
“normal” feminization in public became for him, the easier it would be to get
him to be outwardly feminine and submissive when the time came.  Charlotte
figured meeting Marsha would be good in the regard because she already knew
about Jackson.  Thus, if he misbehaved and needed to be corrected, Marsha would
not be shocked.  Not that she wanted Jackson to misbehave... at least not
consciously, though the idea did make her giggle.


“Marsha?!” gasped
Jackson.


“Yes, Marsha.”


“I can’t see
Marsha!  Not dressed like this?!”


“You’ll be fine,
Jackson.  She can’t see a thing.  Besides, you have no choice.”


“Can’t I stay
home?”


Charlotte sighed
unhappily.  “Do you need to stand in the corner before we go, Jackson?”


Jackson
blushed.  “No.”


So they went.
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They were parked
in front of the restaurant, a place they’d visited many times before.  Today,
they would be meeting Marsha for breakfast.  Jackson was tense.  The idea of
seeing Marsha while wearing the hose and panties, and with his dick locked in the
device, worried him.  He worried that she might see something or that he might somehow
give something away.  What if it showed on his face?  At the same time, he had
to admit the risk of it was thrilling.  Getting away with this in front of
Marsha would be really exciting.


He turned off
the car reluctantly and stared at the entrance.


“As this is our
first time meeting anyone since I’ve taken charge, it probably makes sense to
go over some rules,” said Charlotte as she placed her sunglasses in her purse,
a black and tan designer tote with a stylized fleur de lis pattern
fabric.


Jackson raised
an eyebrow at his wife’s mention of rules.  In public?!  “Rules?”


“Of course.”


“But we’re not
home!”


“Obviously,
Jackson.  Your submission doesn’t stop just because we leave the house, silly. 
That wouldn’t make sense, would it?  This is who you are now.  Having you go
back and forth would defeat the purpose and wouldn’t be fair to you.  So just
like at home, there are rules here too.”


Jackson’s mouth
went dry.  “Wh— what rules?”


He glanced down
at his ankle where his tan hose peeked out and at the barely perceptible line
across his thigh where a seam in the hose raised his pants ever so slightly. 
He felt his stomach twist.


“For one thing,”
said Charlotte, “I expect you to be polite, kind and interested when she or I
speak.”


“I always am!”
he protested.


Charlotte rolled
her eyes.  If there was one thing Jackson liked, it was controlling situations,
and that rarely came with modesty, deference or even respect for Charlotte and
her friends.  But his response played into her hands.  “Then you won’t have any
problems doing it now, will you?  No staring at your phone, no pretending to be
bored, no being disagreeable or arguing—”


“I don’t do
tha—”


She raised her
hand to cut him off.  “You know you do.”


“Fine.”


“What’s more,”
she continued, “don’t forget that I’m in charge now.  You are submissive to
me.  That doesn’t change.  So I expect you to show me the respect and deference
I deserve as your superior.  Think of it this way:  I want you to act like I’m
your boss—”


“My boss?!”


“Yes, Jackson. 
Your boss.”


Jackson furrowed
his brow.  Even the bosses he liked, he didn’t much respect and even those he
respected he didn’t obey so much as try to partner with.  Being subordinate
just wasn’t part of his makeup outside of the occasional fantasy, and certainly
not to his wife.


Charlotte saw
this written on his face, however, and added:  “And to be clear, I’m not
talking about some boss you don’t respect or try to walk all over.  I want you
to treat me like you would a very important boss.  I want you to listen to me
when I speak.  To answer my questions without arguing with me.  Don’t try to
show me up either.  I want you to act like you’re trying to impress me with how
much you respect me.  Do you understand?”


“It sounds like
you want me to be some totally whipped wimp,” blurted out Jackson.


Charlotte
actually felt a flash of anger at his comment.  She wasn’t really asking for
much; it wasn’t like she was asking him to bow down to her or anything.  All
she wanted was a little respect and deference, something to which every wife
was entitled.  His equating that with being emasculated gave her a glimpse into
how he had viewed her all these years and that lit a fire within her, the fire
of determination:  she would have her respect.  In fact, she told herself, if
he was going to act that way, then she would have more.


“All right,
Jackson.  If that’s how you want to treat it, then that’s how we’ll treat it. 
You’re going to act like ‘some totally whipped wimp.’  You will show me respect
at all times.  You will defer to me.  When I speak, you stop.  You will hang on
my every word.  My opinion will be your opinion.  If I tell you to do something,
you do it without question or complaint.  You are going to show Marsha that I’m
the most important thing in your world!  Got it, mister?”  She felt a flash of
something exciting as she barked this out.


She felt alive.


Jackson, on the
other hand, burned with embarrassment.  What she wanted wasn’t just making him
wear panties in secret at home, this was her asking him to look like a wimp
before someone they knew.  This was her asking him to pretend to be submissive
before one of her friends.  How could she expect that of him?!  What could make
him do that?!


She had the
answer.  “If you don’t, Jackson,” she added, “I’ll tell Marsha everything.”


Jackson furrowed
his brow as if to resist.


Charlotte saw
this and grabbed her phone and swiped open the dark screen.  She pressed a
button or two and an image appeared on screen of him in the black teddie with
an erection and his hand wrapped around his shaft, masturbating furiously.  It
was clearly him in the image.


“Remember this?”
she said.  “All I have to do it swipe my screen, Jackson, and Marsha sees
this.  So you better behave.”


Jackson clenched
his jaw; he was beaten.  “All right,” he said unhappily.


With that, they
went inside.
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Jackson was
nervous as they approached Marsha.  Marsha wore a gray turtleneck sweater over
black jeans and black wedges.  Her arms were folded and her legs crossed, she
swung one leg excitedly.  She was watching Jackson, looking for traces of the
things Charlotte had been talking about over the phone.  To Jackson, this came
across as her observing him for some unknown reason.  But then, that could be
paranoia, he told himself.


“Marsha!”
exclaimed Charlotte.


“Char!” replied
Marsha and the two women hugged.  Marsha then turned to Jackson.  “Hi Jackson.”


Jackson
involuntarily blushed.  “Hi.”


Marsha noticed
the blush and saw a certain shyness in his manner which was new.  She felt a
tiny tingle run through her.  It felt like anticipation mixed with something
sexual.  It was clear that Charlotte’s power over her husband extended to her
to some degree; that was exciting.


“How’ve you
been, Jackson?” she asked.


Jackson shrugged
his shoulder.


“Answer her,
darling,” insisted Charlotte.


This statement,
a seemingly innocuous statement in any other conversation had a dramatic effect
on all three of them.  For Charlotte, this was the first command she had given
in public.  It was clear, simple, and to her mind, dominant.  But it also
wasn’t blatantly a command.  But no one who didn’t know her and Jackson’s
situation would have known this was anything other than what it appeared, her
urging him to behave.  Giving this command felt like clearing the first
hurdle:  she could do this in public!  The butterflies were gone.


Jackson’s
reaction was rather different.  For Jackson, this was highly embarrassing.  His
wife had ordered him to do something, and she’d done it right in front of her
friend, whether Martha realized it or not!  This brought with it an intense
feeling of emasculation!  It made him feel small and weak, but that seemed to
turn him on, which made him feel even smaller and weaker, which heightened the
turn on.  He struggled with this conflict and found himself losing confidence.


Then there was
Marsha.  Seeing Charlotte give such an order to Jackson made her nipples rise
beneath her sweater.  She wondered what it would be like to give him more interesting
orders.


“I’m fine,” said
Jackson as he cast his eyes to the ground.


Martha snickered
tauntingly.  Her lips moistened.  She imagined Jackson cringing on the inside.


“Shall we eat?”
asked Charlotte.


“Yes, let’s,”
said Marsha.


The three of
them sat down.  Charlotte and Marsha engaged in the typical small talk as they
looked over the menus.  After a few minutes, the waitress came to take their
orders.  Charlotte ordered an omelet.  Marsha ordered a waffle.  Then it was
Jackson’s turn.


“I’ll have the
pancake platter,” he said.


“Would you like
the fruit with that?” asked the waitress.


“No, I’ll have
the sausages.”


“Have the fruit,
dear.  It’s healthier,” said Charlotte.


“No, I want the
sausage.”


Charlotte
frowned.  She’d often made suggestions to Jackson, which he always ignored. 
Today, however, would be different, she told herself.  Today, he could not
ignore her.  She smiled.  “They have so many calories.  Why don’t you have the
fruit instead, Jackson?”


“I’d rather have
the sausages,” he said, ignoring her once more.


Charlotte glared
at him.  They had just talked about this!  If she told him something, he was
supposed to accept it and do what she wanted.  Was he trying intentionally to
disobey her, she wondered?  “Do you remember what we talked about in the car,
darling?” she said calmly but pointedly.


Jackson winced. 
He knew he had been sailing pretty close to the wind, but something told him to
try.  He needed to test the limits.  He had found them.  It was time for a
retreat.


“I’ll have the
fruit,” he said softly.


“Always listen
to your wife, Jackson,” laughed Marsha, adding to his humiliation.  She then
excused herself to use the restroom.  When she left, Charlotte shook her head
at Jackson.


“I did warn you,
honey,” she said.


“But I wanted
the sausages.”


“And I want you
to have the fruit.  We know who’s going to win that one, don’t we, my little
submissive?” said Charlotte, rubbing it in slightly to make her point.  She
wanted him to remember this lesson.


Jackson glared
at the table.  “Yeah.  I guess.”


“‘Yes, dear’,”
said Charlotte, correcting him.


Jackson furrowed
his brow.  “Yes, dear.”


“Good boy,” said
Charlotte.  “That said, you did disobey me and there must always be consequences,
darling,” said Charlotte.  “I think from now on, I’ll be ordering for you. 
That takes away any chance of a misunderstanding.”


Jackson
grimaced.  He saw an image of his wife ordering for him and the waiter
snickering at the reversed roles.  Fighting her had been a mistake.  The
problem was, it had been so hard not to fight her.  He was used to being in
charge, and no matter what she held over him, he still could not believe she
could use it and, even then, it was just so hard to see her as his superior.
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Breakfast was
winding down.  They had gotten the check and Marsha and Charlotte were just
finishing up their conversation.  It had been a nice breakfast for them.  But
Jackson was feeling antsy.  He wanted to go home and regroup.  It had been
difficult curtailing his natural instincts to steer the conversation and take
over.  Charlotte hadn’t made it any easier either.  Not only did she keep
insisting that he join the conversation, even when it touched upon things he
cared nothing for, but she kept making small corrections throughout the meal
which tweaked his ego.  He was starting to feel rebellious.


“I really love
that sweater,” said Charlotte to Marsha.  “Isn’t it nice, Jackson?”


Jackson shrugged
his shoulders indifferently.


They both knew right
away this was a challenge.  Jackson’s ego had forced it.  He was betting that
Charlotte would lack the nerve to do anything about a direct challenge like
this.  If she didn’t respond, then her desire for him to be submissive in
public would fail.


“Say something,
darling,” said Charlotte.


“Like what?”


“I don’t know,
Jackson, like something nice.  It’s a beautiful sweater, you can start with
that,” said Charlotte.


Jackson stared
at her.  “She won’t do anything,” he told himself.  “Not at this point.”  But
as he watched, Charlotte quietly pulled her phone from her purse.  She set it
down before her where her plate had been.  Then she placed one finger on the
left side of the screen and tapped her nail against it slowly.  The threat was
clear; he knew what was on the other side of that screen.  But was it a bluff?


“She’s bluffing. 
Go ahead and call it,” Jackson’s ego said.


But the knots
being twisted in his stomach told him something else.  He suddenly knew
she would do it.  He didn’t know how, but he knew.  And the last thing he
wanted was Marsha seeing that photo!  His strength evaporated instantly.


“It’s a
beautiful sweater,” said Jackson to Charlotte.


Charlotte tapped
the screen again with her nail.  “Not to me, to Marsha.”


Jackson
blushed.  He felt like an admonished child.  But feeling foolish for appearing
to be corrected by his wife was far better than Marsha seeing him as a
cross-dressing masturbator.  He turned to face Marsha, who had a strange grin
on her face.  Did she know what was going on, he wondered?


“It’s a beautiful
sweater,” he said through a very dry mouth.


“Now apologize,
Jackson.”


“Sorry.”


Charlotte poked
Jackson in the side of the leg.  He got the message.


“I’m sorry.  I
didn’t mean to be rude.  It’s a very beautiful sweater.”


Marsha smirked. 
“Why thank you, Jackson.”  Then she stuck out her foot from beneath the table
and showed him her black wedge.  “Do you think my shoes go with it?” she asked
in a tone that drove home that she somehow knew she had the upper hand here.


Jackson blushed
even redder.  “Yes.  They’re pretty too.”


Marsha
snickered.


Jackson cringed
on the inside.  He’d never felt so small in his life.  In fact, he couldn’t
even bare to look his wife in the eyes at the moment, and he certainly couldn’t
look Marsha in the eyes.  He could tell she was giving him strange looks
though, as if she knew something.  He decided he needed to get away, so he
asked if he could go to the restroom, doing his best not to appear to be asking
such an embarrassing question.


“Do you mind if
I use the restroom?” he asked.


Charlotte nodded
her head.  “Of course not, dear.”


Jackson felt
even smaller, but he’d gotten his permission.  He rose to his feet and left the
table.  The moment he was gone, the two women burst out laughing.


“That was
fantastic,” said Marsha.


“He’s a work in
progress,” replied Charlotte.


“How’s it
going?” asked Marsha.


“Little by
little, you see the changes.  I don’t know if he sees them, but I do.”


“And you?”


Charlotte looked
surprised.  “What about me?”


“Any changes you
want to report?”


Charlotte
laughed.  “Why would I change?  I’m the same old Charlotte I’ve always been.”


Marsha chuckled
softly.

















Chapter Five: “A Quick
Stop At The Store”
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“You must keep the
male ego and his erroneous desire for dominance in check.  Find ways to neuter
his masculinity, especially in public.”


 


— Training
Him, page 63.


 


They had stopped
at the grocery store.


Jackson followed
his wife through the doors.  He really didn’t want to be here though.  Between
the device and the stockings, he felt insecure being seen now.  He felt like
everyone knew what he was wearing.  And with his embarrassing visit with Marsha
fresh in his mind, he really would have preferred to be home instead to regroup
himself rather than going out in public.  But Charlotte had given him no choice. 
Nor had she accepted his offer to stay in the car.


“What are we
getting?” he asked.


“Just a few
things,” came the nonspecific reply.  She grabbed a handheld basket.


Jackson pursed
his lips.  He really didn’t like being dismissed in this manner and his wife
seemed to be doing more of it since this ridiculousness began.  It made him
feel second class, like he wasn’t part of decisions, when she didn’t answer his
questions.  Of course, he’d done the same thing to her in the past, but that
was different: she didn’t like being in charge.


“What kinds of
things?” he asked, pressing the issue.


Charlotte
ignored him.  “Oh look, fruit.”


With that, she
walked over to a display with blackberries and raspberries.  She started
looking through the containers.  “I might make blackberry ice cream.”  She
paused.  A knowing smirk appeared upon her lips.  “That is, you might
make blackberry ice cream.”  She felt a little tingle saying this, so did
Jackson.  She then placed the package into the basket.  “I have to say, I like
this idea of having a servant much more than I expected.  It’s really rather
nice.”


She walked off
toward the tomatoes.


Jackson stood
there stunned and growing hard at being called her “servant.”  It took him a
moment to let the intense feeling of inferiority pass over him before he could move
again.  The ease with which she had said it, so matter of fact as if there was
nothing unusual about seeing her husband as her servant, shook him.  It struck
right in the part of him which craved submission.


In the meantime,
Charlotte started looking over the tomatoes.  As she did, her purse slipped
from her shoulder and almost knocked a tomato to the floor.  This gave her an
idea.  She pulled the purse from her shoulder.


“Oh Jackson,”
she called.


Jackson came to
her.


“Be a dear and
hold this for me, honey,” she said.


Jackson glared
at the black and tan designer purse like it was radioactive.  What man wants to
be seen holding a purse?  At the very least, it’s effeminate.  Worse, it’s a
sign of being henpecked.  Worse yet... well... what if someone thought it was
his?  His stomach twisted in a knot.  Still, he knew he didn’t have any choice,
so he reluctantly took it.  He didn’t know how best to hold it, however, not without
giving anyone the idea that carrying a purse was normal for him, so he grabbed
it by its top, not by the handles but by the closure, and he held it like one
might carry a bag of grass clippings... grass clippings cut with a manly
power mower!


Charlotte
laughed at her husband’s display of insecurity.  She was clearly on the right
track if making him hold her purse generated this reaction.  Indeed, this was
exactly the kind of thing Dr. Morgan meant when she said to disrupt Jackson’s
masculine ego and to get him used to appearing feminized and submissive in
public.  One little adjustment was needed, though, to maximize the effect.


“That’s not how
you hold a purse, honey,” she said with a good-natured laugh.


“It’s fine,” he
said.


“No, it’s all
wrong.  Let me show you.”


Jackson licked
his lips nervously.


Charlotte set
the basket down and took back the purse.  She then instructed him to hold out
his arm, bent at ninety degrees at the elbow.  She slipped the tote over his
arm, letting it hang from his elbow by its handles.  This was a very feminine
way of holding a purse, a classic way, perhaps the most feminine way.  This was
perfect for this accidental lesson.


“There!  Hold it
like that,” she said.


Jackson turned
bright red.  In the entire history of husbands holding wives’ purses, no
husband has ever held his wife’s purse like this!  This was the way women
held them... and only women!


“I can’t hold it
like this!” he blurted out.


“Why not?”


“It’s— it’s
embarrassing!” he sputtered.


Charlotte
smiled.  That was the effect she wanted; she wanted this to be unsettling for
his manhood.  “Well, it’s what I want,” she responded in a matter-of-fact tone
and she picked up the basket and started off toward the onions.


Discussion over.


Jackson’s skin
crawled as he watched his wife walk away.  He just could not get used to her
being in charge!  Worse than that though, how could he carry her purse,
especially in the feminine manner she wanted him to carry it?!  He desperately wanted
to throw the thing to the ground, to declare he would not do it.  But he
couldn’t, and that added to his feelings of impotence.


“A stupid
purse,” he grumbled.


Even worse, he
got the feeling he was being watched.  He glanced around anxiously.  No one
seemed to be looking... but he was sure of it.  Hadn’t the woman looking at the
avocados glanced at him?  What about the clerk stocking the carrots?  He
twisted his lips.  His heart began to race.  Were they looking?  Of course,
they were looking, he thought.  He was a man holding a purse.  


He glanced at
his wife as she started to walk off.  Suddenly, he realized that standing
around holding a purse was worse than being near his wife holding her
purse.  So he decided he better stay near his wife.  At least that would
explain where the purse came from.


“Besides, she’ll
take it back,” he assured himself hopefully.


He raced toward
her.


“Do you want
your purse back?” he asked.


“You can carry
it.”


Jackson
deflated.  “Me?”


“It won’t kill
you, darling.”


With that, she
walked off.  Jackson watched her go once more, only to remember he needed to
stay close to keep anyone from thinking he was here alone carrying a purse.  He
couldn’t believe his wife was making him carry her purse through the store. 
This was incredibly embarrassing.  And making him carry it like this?  What
would people think?  And what if they really looked him up and down and saw
that he was wearing pantyhose too?  Would they think he was a cross-dresser? 
Would they think his wife knew?  Or that he was doing this secretly?  Could
they guess the truth, that his wife was the one who cross-dressed him?


That was an
unnerving thought!


He sped up to
catch up with his wife.  As he did, he became very conscious of the squeeze of
the pantyhose, the tug of the panties, and the pressing of the cage.  He felt
the purse swing from his elbow.  He suddenly realized he could no longer meet
the gaze of strangers who glanced at him as he passed.


“This is silly,”
he tried to tell himself.  “It’s just a purse!”


But purses were
the domain of women, just as skirts and panties and high heels were the domain
of women.  Carrying a purse put him in that domain, or worse, under the control
of someone in that domain.  It marked him as his wife’s sissy.


“Here we are,”
announced Charlotte calmly.


They had entered
the makeup aisle.  If the purse was the domain of women, then the makeup aisle
was the forbidden temple of that domain.  No man had business here.  No man
dared enter this aisle.


“Wh— what are we
doing here?” he asked nervously.


“I need a few
things.”


She started down
the aisle.  Jackson followed closely as if his wife was his ticket to entry and
his protection once inside... ‘I’m with her,’ his body language said.


As they moved down
the aisle, Charlotte examined several things Jackson either didn’t know or didn’t
fully understand.  He recognized the words:  liner, gloss, blush, mascara,
shadow, but he didn’t know their full purpose or meaning.  He knew lipsticks,
but not what the pens were for.  He knew eye shadow, but had no idea what the
crazy clamps were next to it.


Charlotte stopped. 
She took two small tubs of some sort of powder from the endless wall of
femininity.  “What do you think, darling?” she asked, holding them both up.  “Do
you like the more reddish or the more brownish?”


All the color
drained from Jackson’s face.  He’d always avoided feminine things in the past. 
He wasn’t sure why, but he had.  It seemed to be some internal fear.  That fear
now took over like a hand wrapped around his heart and everything inside him
went tense.  His mouth went dry.


“For— for you?”


Charlotte
snickered.  “No, darling, for you, of course!” she said sarcastically. 
Interestingly, she hadn’t even considered that she might be buying eye shadow
for Jackson when she said this, but having said it, she suddenly saw this as
yet another wonderful accidental lesson to deliver.


Ironically,
Jackson hadn’t meant it the way it sounded either.  He had said this almost as
a placeholder for thought as his brain was caught in a confused loop of fear at
being asked to opine on something feminine; a simple means of clarifying the query
and buying time.  It hadn’t even occurred to him that she might be buying it
for him (what did he need with makeup?)... not until her response came and the
naughty light appeared in her eyes.


Suddenly, he was
awash in terror.  “M— me?!” he gasped.


“Yes, darling. 
You’d look lovely in brown.”


“B— b— brown?”


“Or do you
prefer the red?”  She held the red up to his face as if to see how it would
look.


A woman nearby
snickered.  Jackson heard her and felt his inner strength wither.  He started
to tremble, keenly aware that she was still listening even as she seemed to be
shopping across the aisle.


“I—
that’s—that’s not funny,” he said.


“Not your
brand?” joked Charlotte.


Jackson’s jaw
dropped, but no sound came out.


“Don’t be so
insecure, darling.  I’m only joking.  Though, you could certainly use some
lipstick to match that purse.”  She leaned forward and whispered.  “A nice red
to match your panties.”


Jackson turned
as red as the panties.


Meanwhile, Charlotte
grabbed a lipstick and stuck it in her basket; it was a dark red.  Then she
started down the aisle once more, calling over her shoulder, “Are you coming,
darling?  Or are you still shopping?”


Jackson glanced
nervously at the woman who had snickered and then scurried after his wife.  He
felt so embarrassed.
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Charlotte turned
toward the checkout aisle.  They were finally leaving.  Jackson felt relieved. 
The quicker he got out of the store, the better.  Plus, he reasoned, his wife
would take her purse back now to pay for the groceries.  She hadn’t done so
yet, however.


“Don’t you want
your purse back?” he asked.


“No, you can
keep holding it.”


Jackson twisted
his lips.  He really, really wanted to give her the purse back.  “Are you
sure?”


“You’re doing a
fine job, darling... my little purse holder,” she said with a giggle.


Jackson shivered
with erotic tension.  His penis filled at maximum speed and thrust itself
forward, only to slam into the walls of its prison.  It stood there at an impasse,
half erect, half soft, pressing distractingly into the cage once more.  It even
dribbled precome onto itself.


He scurried
after his wife.


Charlotte walked
up to the clerk, a middle-aged woman with bushy hair.  The woman looked up as
they approached.  She glanced at Charlotte and then Jackson... and then the
purse.  As her eyes took in the purse, they seemed to grow in size.  A smirk
appeared upon her lips.  Her eyes darted back to Jackson’s eyes, forcing him to
cast his eyes to the ground.


“What a lovely
day, isn’t it?” asked Charlotte as she unloaded the basket.


“It’s
beautiful,” said the woman.  “I’m hoping to get outside soon.”  Her eyes kept
darting back to Jackson and the purse.


Jackson was
writhing in erotic agony.  Every glance added to his weakness and his
horniness.  How could a simple purse cause him such trauma, he wondered?  What
he realized was that it wasn’t the purse itself that was so embarrassing as it
was what carrying it said about him that was embarrassing.  Him carrying it,
especially walking along with it for this long, spoke volumes about his
relationship with his wife and who wore the pants.  And carrying it the way he
did, held over his bent arm like a woman, suggested a lack of masculinity on
his part.  That flew in the face of the way he wanted to see himself, as a
masculine sort of man, a man in charge.  Here he was, telling the world he was
some sort of henpecked sissy and apparently happy with it!  He could see all of
that in the woman’s snickering eyes!


“Is that all
today?” asked the woman.


“Yes, that’s
everything,” said Charlotte.  She turned to Jackson.  “I need my wallet,
darling.”


“Your— wallet?”


“Oh, I’ll get
it,” said Charlotte.  She pulled open her purse, still on Jackson’s arm and
pulled out her wallet.  From it, she took a credit card and ran it through the
machine.  Then she put the card back and returned the wallet to the purse,
leaving it on her husband’s arm.


“That’s a lovely
purse,” said the woman.


Jackson turned
bright red.  His writhing worsened.  Either she was talking to him or she was
talking about him, neither was good.


“Oh thank you,”
said Charlotte.


“My husband
would never carry mine.”


“Oh, Jackson
doesn’t mind, do you darling?”


Jackson felt so
small.  She had just called him a henpecked sissy, whether she knew it or not. 
He felt humiliated, but also highly turned on.  His penis pressed as hard as it
could against the cage spewing frustration in all directions.


The woman
snickered.  “Good for you,” she said to Charlotte.


Charlotte smiled
and grabbed the bag of groceries.  She started toward the car, letting Jackson
continue to carry the purse.  Jackson followed her.  As he did, he felt the
woman’s eyes mockingly watching him.  Was this what he had to look forward too
if Charlotte got her way?  These types of amused looks?  This helpless feeling
of inferiority?


He shuddered...
and grew hard once more.


“I’m very proud
of you, darling,” said Charlotte as they made their way through the parking
lot.


“For what?” asked
Jackson.  He felt emasculated.


“That was very
submissive of you, darling.  You’re really starting to embrace your new role. 
Keep this up, and I may even let your thingie out to play.”

















Chapter Six: “Every Maid
Needs A Uniform”
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“Uniforms establish
the right mindset.  They separate those in charge from those who serve.  They
are a marker of subservience.”


 


— Training
Him, page 80.


 


Jackson burned
with humiliation the entire drive home.  He kept seeing the cashier’s eyes
mocking him and he kept hearing the woman in the makeup aisle snicker.  And
after each vision, he heard his wife say she was “proud” of him.  Why did that
make him feel so small?  Had he really acted submissively?  Could it be?  That
shook his self-image.  Even worse, every time his brain played that quote from
her, his penis tried to grow hard, which was itself embarrassing.  Worse yet,
it failed every time it tried... it failed because his wife took away his power
to grow hard.  She had literally taken away his manhood.


“When can we
take this thing off?” he asked anxiously as they turned onto their street.  The
longer it stayed on, it seemed, the danger grew that he would lose his manhood
permanently.


“When you’re
ready,” replied Charlotte.


“Oh, I’m ready.”


Charlotte
snickered, but did so kindly.  “Nice try, honey.  We’ll talk about it when
you’re more comfortable being submissive.”


They pulled into
the driveway.


“That will never
happen,” said Jackson.


Charlotte sighed
dramatically.  “Then I guess I’ll just have to spend the rest of my life with
my husband’s penis locked away.”  She leaned over and pecked Jackson on the
cheek.  “Bring the groceries, honey.”


Jackson watched
her walk into the house.  He felt so weak, so— so emasculated.  It made him
shudder.  Then it made him grow hard once more, only to fail once again.  He
glared down at his crotch.  “Just stop,” he growled at his useless penis.
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A few minutes
later, they were in the bedroom.  Jackson thought they would spend the rest of
the day relaxing.  After all, she’d already humiliated him twice, he thought
sourly, how much more could she possibly want in one day?  But relaxation was
not part of the plan.


“Strip,” said
Charlotte.


Jackson sighed
and unzipped his pants.  Here came the teddie again, he told himself.


It wasn’t the
teddie though.


“You did well at
the store, for the most part.  But your behavior in front of Marsha needed
work.  You need to learn to be more supportive,” she said, by which she really
meant submissive.


“She started
it,” said Jackson.


Charlotte glared
at him.  “Up to now, I haven’t thought any punishment was necessary, just
correction, but if you’re going to take that tone, then maybe you need a
reminder,” she said.


Jackson bit his
tongue.  “No, I understand.”


“And?”


“And I’m sorry,”
said Jackson, nearly choking on the words.


“Good.  Now strip
down to your panties.”


As Jackson
stripped, Charlotte went to her closet and pulled out a curious white dress. 
The dress wasn’t one of her normal dresses though.  It was shaped a bit like
something out of Alice in Wonderland, only shorter and strapless –
though it did have side sleeves that wrapped around the upper arms leaving the
shoulders bare.  The dress had a tailored torso made of satin which looked
suspiciously like a corset, and a flared skirt made of tulle.  The skirt hung
as far as the knees and fanned out delicately almost like a semi-flaccid tutu. 
The corset bust was heart shaped and the back was square at the shoulder blades,
and the whole thing had black piping, like a reverse tuxedo almost.  A decorative
pinafore apron ran down the front.  From one angle, the black and white made it
look like a classy party dress of some sort.  But from most angles, it looked
more like some sort of kinky-yet-elegant maid costume of the type seen in dirty
magazines or a half-girly dress, half-bondage dress.


Jackson looked
up just in time to see his wife pull it from the closet as he yanked off his
jeans.  “What in the world is that?”


Charlotte
smiled.  This was her idea, sort of.  The original idea came from Dr. Morgan
who noted that uniforms are important in that they separate the server from the
served and establish rank, and therefore should be used.  She hadn’t specified
what type of uniform she meant though, at least not as far as Charlotte had
gotten in the book up to now, but that’s where Marsha came in.  Marsha had jokingly(?)
suggested getting Jackson a maid uniform for when he did the cleaning.  At
first, Charlotte had rejected the idea.  It sounded silly.  It sounded
theatrical.  It sounded as embarrassing to her as it would be to him.  But the
more she thought about it, the more she liked the idea.  It would make things
very clear.  It would be easier to order him around in it too; she wouldn’t
feel as strong a pull to treat him like a man.  And honestly, there was
something about seeing her husband’s legs encased in silk which had started to appeal
to her.  Besides, it would help him adjust, she told herself, though her blush at
the idea suggested her feelings were a little more complicated than that.


“This is your
uniform,” she said.


Jackson furrowed
his brow.  “Uniform?”


“Yes.  Dr.
Morgan said it would help if you had a uniform—”


“A uniform?!”
he repeated incredulously.


“Yes, Jackson, a
uniform.  Dr. Morgan says that uniforms help make everyone’s status clear.  If
you’re wearing a uniform, then you know that you’re a servant so there’s no
pressure on you to try to be in charge.”  Not to mention, she thought, that it
would be impossible for him to assert authority wearing this!  She giggled to
herself at the thought of Jackson trying to bark orders in this.


“I don’t want a
uniform.”


“Maybe not, but
you need it.  So you’ll be wearing it whenever you’re working around the
house.”


Jackson’s
eyebrow shot up suspiciously.  “Working?  What kind of work?”


“Maid work,
obviously, Jackson.”


Jackson was
stunned.  Sure, she’d made him help out the other night, but he never imagined
this was coming!  Housework was her area.  She was the wife, not him.  She was
supposed to do the housework!  And to be asked to do it in that?  He
shuddered at the idea!


“You want me do maid
work?”


“Uh huh.  Since
I’m going to be ordering you around anyways, it made sense to have you do the
housework.  After all, I might as well get something out of this too, right? 
So I thought about it and I decided to make you my maid.  Isn’t that perfect? 
You can be all submissive and I get out of doing housework!  It’s a win-win for
both of us!” she said proudly.


Jackson was
struggling to understand how this could possibly be a win for him.  “And the
‘uniform’?”


“Every maid
needs a uniform,” said Charlotte with a glowing smile.


Jackson stared
at the uniform in horror.  This thing was an emasculating nightmare.  No man
would ever wear anything like this!  His stocking-covered legs would be on
display.  The satin and tulle and whatever else it was would rustle like a
fairytale princess.  It would be like being bound in femininity, a silk prison
for his body.  And even worse, every time his wife looked at him, he knew he would
feel like some sort of servant if he gave in to this!  This was too much! 
There had to be boundaries even with the power she had over him!


“I can’t wear
that!” he exclaimed.


“Oh Jackson,”
said Charlotte disappointedly.  “You don’t have a choice.”


“But honey!” he
pleaded.


“No, Jackson. 
This is for your own good.  It really is.  Think of how easy it will be to be
submissive in this!  Now put it on or you’re going to stand in the corner until
you do put it on.”


Jackson folded
his arms defiantly.  “No.”


A battle of
wills had begun.  Or was it a battle of wits?
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Charlotte suspected
this was coming.  Dr. Morgan had warned her there would be periodic moments of
resistance along the way.  The first “change of status” moment, as she called
it, was likely to bring the worst resistance.  To address this, Dr. Morgan offered
several strategies for dealing with the recalcitrant male.  Dr. Morgan even
suggested that Charlotte might need to use the threat of exposure as a means of
reining Jackson in once more.  Charlotte, however, had a better idea, one which
came to her from watching Jackson obsess about the device.  First, she would
offer him a deal.  But if the deal didn’t bring him back into line, then she
had a very specific lesson ready for him... a demonstration of power, so to
speak.  She would give him a chance to correct himself first though.


“All right,
Jackson,” said Charlotte.  “I’ll make you a deal then.”


“What kind of
deal?”


“You put this on
and do what I tell you without any resistance – be submissive – and I’ll
let you out of the device for a little tomorrow night.”


Jackson froze. 
Had she really offered him the chance to remove the device if he put on that
stupid dress and did some cleaning?  This sounded too good to be true.  With
the device off, half her power would go away, and once it was off, he wasn’t
putting it back on.  He could wear the silly “uniform” in exchange for that, he
thought!


“Just today and
tomorrow?” he asked cautiously.


Charlotte
nodded.


“And then it
comes off,” he said suspiciously.


“Yes.”


“Completely
off?”


“Completely
off.  For ten minutes.”


“Fifteen
minutes,” he insisted.  He didn’t really care if it was ten minutes or fifteen
minutes or an hour; there was no way it was going back on.  He just wanted to
assert a little power by demanding five extra minutes; a reminder that he could
still best his wife.


She gave in.  “All
right.  Fifteen minutes.”


Jackson
snickered to himself.  He had found his way out.  Once this thing was off, it
wasn’t going back on.  And then he would talk some sense into Charlotte, when
the only threat she had left was exposing him; there was no way she would
really do that, he told himself.


“All right,” he
said.  “How do I put this thing on?”


“Same as any
other dress,” said Charlotte.  She handed him the uniform.


Jackson glanced
down at the uniform in his hands.  It was quite sexy, to be honest.  Charlotte
would have looked amazing in it, flittering around the house doing the cleaning
and the cooking.  She would have looked quite “naughty,” he thought.  Too bad
that wasn’t how it would be used, he thought.


“Either way,” he
told himself.


He separated the
hem and slipped the dress over his head.


Charlotte then pulled
the uniform down and into place, zipping it up in the back and adjusting the side
sleeves.  Jackson saw himself in the mirror as she zipped the dress.  An
unexpected jolt went through him.  He looked so incredibly feminine, so
womanly.  What’s more, he felt feminine.  He’d never worn anything like this
before.  Even the teddie wasn’t like this.  This dress hugged his sides tightly,
but otherwise felt like he was wearing air itself.  Cool air flowed up the wide
tulle skirt chilling his balls and tickled his bare shoulders.  The sensation
was... interesting.  Delicate, somehow.  It made him feel exposed, but
erotically, which made him so horny.


His mind raced
through an image of him flittering around the house in this dress, playing at
being a sexy housewife.  His dick seemed to throb inside the cage; all his
muscles behind it got tight.  He felt warm and erotic.  He ran his hands down
the luxuriously silky front of the uniform.  It was sexy, he had to admit
that.  He began breathing a little harder.


Suddenly, he
burned deeply with embarrassment.  How could he have had these thoughts?  Had slipping
into this dress really turned him on?  Had he really thought about playing at
being a housewife?  Never!  Actually, he had.


He blushed.


Then he felt
butterflies in his stomach.  Was it possible there was some risk of him
actually falling in love with being dressed like this and being his wife’s
sissy maid?  Was it possible he might actually surrender to her?  Was this
Charlotte’s plan in the bet?  Did she think he would somehow fall in love with
it and change his mind?  If so, he told himself, she was sadly mistaken.  He
had zero desire to wear women’s clothes.  Whatever her hope was, it would fail.


“I am not
submissive,” he told himself firmly.


But then came
the doubt:  if what he said was true, why had he asked his wife to dominate him? 
Why hadn’t he simply put an end to this?  Why was he so incredibly turned on by
all of this?


“It’s just a
game,” he answered.


That was his
answer.  His request has been a game, a game over which he would be firmly in
charge.  This, whatever his wife was doing, was not that.  This was different. 
This needed to end.  So he renewed his resolve to ignore whatever feelings he
may— or may not – have and just get out of this danger.  Then he could
step back and assess what he really wanted.


“All right.  Now
what?” he asked, feeling in control once more.


“Well, you’re
not fully dressed yet,” said Charlotte.


He looked down. 
“What more do I need?”


“Stockings and shoes
for one thing,” said Charlotte and she handed him a pair of stockings as she
went to grab a shoebox from the closet.


Jackson slipped into
the stockings, which he found to be similar to pantyhose only not nearly as
restrictive.  In fact, they were surprisingly pleasant.  They felt soft and
gossamer light.  It made him feel... again, delicate.  Dangerously
delicate.  He let another shudder pass through him before asserting control
once more.


“I am not a
sissy,” he grunted beneath his breath.


Meanwhile,
Charlotte grabbed the shoebox and returned.  It was a pink box and was more
square than rectangular.  “These came as part of the uniform.  You may need to
practice a bit in them though.”


Jackson raised a
worried eyebrow.  “Practice?”


“Yes, they’re a
good deal higher than your slippers.”  She opened the box.  To Jackson’s
horror, he saw two identical high-heeled shoes.  They were open-toed black patent
leather D’Orsay pumps with one-inch platforms and five-inch heels.  A thick
black ankle strap sat atop the shoe.


“You’re
kidding,” said Jackson.


Charlotte shook
their head.  “Nope.”


“I can’t wear
those!”


Charlotte held
them out.  “It’s part of the deal.”


Jackson stared
at the shoes nervously.  They looked rather difficult to wear, much harder than
anything he’d worn before.  Indeed, the little time he’d spent in the slides
and the red pumps told him that heel heights mattered, and these were tall and
narrow.  These would be hard!  But that wasn’t his biggest worry.  His biggest
worry was, to be frank, that they would turn him on.  He was already struggling
not to let himself be turned on by the dress.  Adding these gorgeous shoes and
their wonderfully delicate feel, their erotically feminine sounds, and their
submissive instability might make it impossible to overcome this strange desire
within him.  He didn’t want that.  He didn’t want to be excited by women’s
things.  That wasn’t who he was!  None of this was him, he thought
nervously.


But then why did
these things tempt him?


He shoved that
thought aside.


“If these are
the price of freedom, then I’ll wear them,” he told himself.  “They’ve just
shoes.”


Jackson sat down
on the bed and reached for the shoes.  Charlotte handed the first to him and he
brought his ankle up to his knee to slide on the shoe.  Charlotte immediately
giggled.


“What?” asked
Jackson insecurely.


Charlotte
started to explain, but then said, “Hold on.  Let me show you.”  She pulled out
her phone, pointed it at her husband and snapped a photo.  She then showed it
to him.  When he’d brought his leg up to his knee, in a most unladylike manner
mind you, he’d pushed the standoffish tulle dress up and out of the way,
exposing his inner thighs.  In the photo, he could see hints of the red panties
which hid the pink metal cage, but more importantly, he saw his testicles
hanging between his legs where they’d escaped the panties.  They now hung down between
his thighs, just above the tops of the stockings.  Everything in the image was
then framed in a cloud of white tulle.  It was a most incongruous image of
masculinity surrounded by extreme femininity, as if his balls were a gift
wrapped in gossamer silk.


Jackson blushed
at his lack of modesty.  “Well, I’m not a woman.”


She glanced at
his balls in the photo.  “Clearly.”


He blushed even
deeper.  “How am I supposed to know how to put these things on?” he demanded.


“I’ll teach you
later, darling.  In the meantime, just put on the shoes.”


Jackson grunted
something unintelligible and then refocused on the shoes.  He slipped the one
onto his foot until his toes appeared in the open-toe and he heard a puffing
sound as his heel slipped into place.  He threaded the ankle strap through the
buckle and tightened it.  Then he repeated this with the other shoe, feeling
quite conscious of where his balls hung.


He stood up
quickly to hide his balls.


These shoes were
definitely harder to wear.  In fact, if he hadn’t worn the others already, he
doubted he would have been able to stand in these.  They made him taller too,
which was strange, and far less stable than he had been in the other shoes.  Indeed,
he wobbled, which made him insecure.  But it also felt erotic.  These were what
Charlotte had described high heels to be:  statements of submission, and he was
going to wear them around the house like a good little sissy.


His penis
started to grow.


“I am not turned
on by this.  I am not,” he told himself.


His penis kept
going though.  Right before it collapsed against the device, however, Charlotte
grabbed his arm and pulled him out of their bedroom toward the living room.  His
weekend as a maid had begun.
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“Surround him in femininity
and watch his masculinity fade.”


 


— Training
Him, page 81.


 


Charlotte pulled
Jackson behind her to the kitchen.  He could barely keep up in the tall,
unfamiliar heels, especially at the speed she was pulling him.  To keep up
without falling on his face required him to take dozens of tiny steps as his
wife took easy strides in her sneakers.  His heels sounded so ridiculously
feminine to him, only striking at higher speeds, almost like a tap dancer:  TAP!TAP!TAP!TAP!TAP!TAP!TAP!TAP! 
He had no resistance in these heels either to slow her or to stand his ground;
he felt utterly defenseless... for all intents and purposes, his wife had physically
overpowered him, and he felt diminished as a result.


His wife let go
when they reached the kitchen.  His knees were shaky.


“Let’s start
with the floors in here first,” said Charlotte.  “You need to sweep and then
mop.  We’ll save the deep clean for tomorrow since it’s already late.  After
we’re done in here, I want you to dust the living room and vacuum the rug.  We’ll
do the laundry tomorrow as well.”


“All that?”
complained Jackson.


“I do it every
day, darling.  Now you can do it.”


“Can I at least
take these off to work?” asked Jackson.  He pointed at the heels.  Wearing them
made him feel funny... vulnerable, especially after he struggled so girlishly
to keep up with his sure-footed wife.


“No.”


“Why not?”


“What was our
deal, Jackson?  You do as you’re told without resistance.  And that includes
wearing what I tell you.  Arguing with me to get out of that is not ‘without
resistance.’”


“But I don’t
understand why I need to wear them?” he said.


“Because they’re
part of the uniform and I want you to wear them,” said Charlotte calmly.


“But they’re
impossible to walk in!”


“You’re walking
in them now,” countered Charlotte.


Jackson
blushed.  He was.  But what he really meant was they were impossible to walk in
with any masculinity.  “They’re really hard to balance in,” he said instead.  “I’m
going to fall over wearing them.”


Charlotte suspected
this was just a trick, but she didn’t want him falling.  Either way, she had
the perfect solution.  “Well, I don’t want you falling.  So if you can’t walk
in them, then you need some lessons.  It takes girls years to learn to walk in
heels and you haven’t had those years.  So let’s do some lessons, and after
that it’s practice, practice, practice!”


Jackson deflated. 
His spur-of-the-moment escape attempt had backfired.  The last thing he wanted
was for his wife to teach him anything girlish.  And the idea of “practice,
practice, practice” sounded rather ominous.  “No, it’s fine.  I’ll manage,” he
said.


“It’s not fine,
Jackson.  I don’t want you hurt.”  Then she smirked.  “Besides, I can’t have my
maid falling.  How would that look?”  She chuckled.  “So come with me, honey.”


“Do I have to?”


“Jackson.”


He sighed. 
“Yes, Ma’am.”


With that, Charlotte
walked toward the bedroom.  Jackson followed her.  His heels echoed more
patiently off the hard floor this time:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  Once in
the bedroom, Charlotte slipped off her sneakers and slipped into a pair of
high-heeled slingbacks.


“Watch my feet,”
she said.


Charlotte
pivoted on the balls of her feet until she faced out into the room.  Then she
started moving.  She placed one foot in front of the other, not too far apart,
and slowly moved across the room in a slightly exaggerated motion, showing how
her feet came down heel first, followed by her toes, and then waited on the
ground until the other foot landed as well.


“Do you see? 
You try,” she said.


Jackson pursed
his lips.  “I know how to walk,” he grumbled.


“Fascinating,
darling.  I had no idea you were experienced in heels.”


Jackson
blushed.  “Not in heels, just generally.”


“Well, show me
darling.”


Jackson felt his
back stiffen.  He could do this, he told himself.  There was little his wife
could do he couldn’t.  “Fine,” he grumbled.  Then he took off across the
floor.  He made it a few steps later, but not without a lot of wobbling and
nearly turning an ankle.


Charlotte
snickered.  Seeing her husband trying to walk in heels was actually quite funny;
she wondered how she would feel if he glided femininely?  “That was terrible,”
she said.  “Try again.”


He tried again,
but it was the same problems.


“Take smaller
steps,” said Charlotte.  “And don’t look down.  Look forward.  Try again.”


Jackson tried again
and got a tiny bit better.  She gave more advice and he got better yet.  With
each pass, he improved a little.  Soon, she had him walking up and down the
hallway with its slicker wood floors and then all around the house.  They even
did some stairs.  It seemed he was starting to get it.  That said, he still
wasn’t entirely sure footed.


“They’re still
too shaky to wear for any sort of work,” he proclaimed.


“I think that’s
the point.”


Jackson furrowed
his brow.  “What point?”


“The point to
wearing heels - why women wear them.  For one thing, they make your legs look
amazing.  They put curves in all the right places.  But there’s another point
too.  When you wear heels, you’re unstable on your feet.  That makes you
vulnerable.  So wearing heels is like a declaration that you’re willing to be
submissive to those around you.  That’s why you’re wearing them, honey.  You
want to be submissive; wearing heels will help.  It’s the same with the
uniform.  It’s such an overtly sexual dress that you’re basically putting
yourself on display when you wear it.  It’s like saying, ‘Look at me, I’m
erotically feminine!’  And the fact it’s so delicate and downright fussy means
you’re again presenting yourself as vulnerable and, therefore, submissive. 
It’s perfect for you, darling!”


Jackson winced
when she said this.  The idea that he would be declaring himself erotically
feminine and vulnerable was shattering to his male ego.  It was humiliating. 
He felt two inches tall and like his wife had ground him under her thumb.  Even
worse, the easy way she said this made it all sound oddly natural for her to
emasculate him.  Why was he fighting something so normal?  That thought, more
of an echo inside his mind really, brought with it an intense urge to embrace
this, to become the submissive sissy his wife wanted him to be.  Indeed, he saw
himself prancing around the house in the heels and a dress at his wife’s beck
and call and he was happy.  That image was incredibly vivid and powerful
to him and he suddenly wanted this to happen more than anything.  It took all
of his will power not to open his mouth and accept his fate.


“It’s not me! 
It’s not me!” he swore, though he suspected this wasn’t true.  “They’re just
shoes!”


But they really
weren’t.  After all, his wife was right.  Tottering along in the heels made him
insecure.  Part of that was the embarrassment of being feminized, but part of
it was certainly a feeling of helplessness he felt balancing in the heels.  He
was too slow and too unstable to oppose anything his wife did to him – hence,
she managed to drag him along without the slightest resistance from the bedroom
to the kitchen.  It made him feel weaker than her too, his meek little wife! 
How shocking!  He couldn’t even escape if he wanted; he couldn’t run.  He
couldn’t even walk fast.


And the dress?


The dress was
wicked.  It unsettled him even from a practical standpoint.  It showed off his
silk covered legs, for one thing, as if he was some woman.  Did it show his
balls too?  Maybe.  Were they hanging out there to be played with?  For all he
knew, they were.  That made him a toy.  What’s more, the dress affected the way
he moved, the way he sat, the way he walked.  It forced him into elaborately
feminine motions and poses.  It even made him restrain his natural male motions
lest he damage the dress doing something “manly.”  It seemed his masculine
nature had been locked into a feminine cage just as his dick had been locked in
the chastity cage, only this cage was all silk and satin, and part of what that
cage required was for him to act submissively.


He shuddered.


And he suddenly
needed to masturbate more than he had ever needed to in his life.  It was a
true need, not a want, compelling him.


“I need to go to
the bathroom,” he blurted out and started toward the bedroom.  His penis
pressed hard against the cage as his need vibrated through him.  He struggled
not to grab the cage right in front of his wife.


“Hold it!” she
exclaimed.


Jackson winced. 
“What?”


“You need to
ask, remember?”


Jackson bit his
tongue in disbelief.  “M— may I go to the bathroom?” he asked.  The need to
masturbate was intensifying.


“That depends. 
What are you going to do when you come back?”


Jackson’s
eyebrows narrowed, both in annoyance and desperation and confusion.  He had no
idea what she’d said and he wasn’t thinking straight.  His penis pressed as
hard as it could against the cage.  He had to do something.  What, he did not
know yet.  He knew he couldn’t get the device off, but maybe he could poke himself
with something, he told himself.  That sounded like it would work.


“Wh— whatever
you want me to do,” he said.


Charlotte
sighed.  “Did you not pay attention when I gave you the list of things you
would be doing?”


In truth, he
hadn’t.  He often hadn’t paid attention to her in the past either – this was a
pet peeve of hers.  “I—”


Charlotte folded
her arms.


“I—”


“You know,
Jackson,” she said with more than a trace of annoyance, “part of being
submissive means obeying me.  To obey me, you need to listen to me.  I feel
like I should punish you for not listening.”


Jackson licked
his lips nervously.  The mention of punishment added to his horniness.  His
penis pressed so uncomfortably against the device now.  It hadn’t been this bad
before.  Maybe it was the way he was standing, he thought and he tried to shift
his weight.  That didn’t help though.


“How would you
punish you for not listening?” asked Charlotte.


“Me?”


“Yes, Jackson. 
If you caught yourself not listening, how would you punish yourself?”


Jackson shook his
head.  How could he answer that?  “I— I have no idea.”


Charlotte put
her finger to her chin.  She made a contemplative noise as her husband writhed
before her, looking like a young woman who needed to pee.  “I’ll think about
it.  Consider yourself warned.”


“Yes, Ma’am. 
Can I go pee, please?”


Charlotte
smiled.  “Of course, dear.”


Jackson raced to
the bedroom.
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Charlotte hadn’t
followed Jackson, thankfully.


Jackson lifted
the dress and pulled down his red panties.  He grabbed the device.  He’d tried
this many times, never with any success, but he needed to try again.  He yanked
in several directions, but it didn’t move and it didn’t break.  He tried
shaking it, to see if that helped.  It didn’t.  It just made him hornier,
actually.  He tried poking his fingers through the bars of the cage, but they
were too thick.


“I need
something thinner!” he said.


Jackson scoured
the room for something— anything he could use to get through the bars. 
He found a pen.  He could poke his penis with it... but that wasn’t
satisfying.  His comb was the same.  Then he tried grabbing a pair of his
wife’s panties from the top of the hamper; they were pink.  He held those taunt
and slid them through the bars, trying to rub them side to side through the
bars to work his penis back and forth.  That didn’t work either.  It seemed,
there was no way to masturbate with the thing on.


He collapsed to
the floor in horny frustration.


“I need to get
this thing off!” he whined.


CLICK! CLICK!
CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!  He heard his wife coming; she still wore the heels
she’d worn to teach him to walk.  Jackson jumped to his feet as quickly as he
could.  He was in the middle of the room looking somewhat lost, still holding
the panties, when his wife came into the bedroom.


“What are you
doing with my panties?” she asked.


Jackson
blushed.  He had no answer.


“Is this some
new fetish you haven’t told me about?” laughed Charlotte.  It was possible, she
understood.  In fact, Dr. Morgan had said that males often displayed a whole
host of new fetishes once they gave in and embraced submission.  Indeed, she
encouraged Charlotte to explore many of these with Jackson over time.


“No!” gasped
Jackson, who couldn’t explain what he had tried.


Charlotte smiled
knowingly though.  “It’s all right, honey.  I understand.”


Charlotte took
the panties from her husband and slipped them into her pocket.  “Maybe later,”
she said.  Then she told Jackson that since he was obviously done in the
restroom – why else would he be standing around in the bedroom “sniffing” her
panties – it was time for him to get to work as the maid.  She then marched him
back out to the kitchen.
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Charlotte handed
Jackson a broom.


“Start
sweeping.  Then you can mop,” she said.


Jackson stared
at the broom.  It felt wrong to be doing this somehow.  Still, what could he
do?  Jackson reluctantly got to work.


The sweeping
itself wasn’t too difficult, though crouching down to scoop up the dirt was a
little awkward in these tall heels and required instruction from his wife, but
the work wasn’t the hard part.  The hard part was being engulfed by femininity. 
Everything about him screamed femininity.  The fussy dress.  The unstable
heels.  The sounds they made.  The restricted movements.  The rustling skirt. 
The squeeze of the hose.  Even the missing erections.  It all reminded him of
what his wife had said and that triggered and re-triggered his yearning to
submit.  It was a constant fight to remind himself that he did not want this.


Making this all
the worse, Charlotte was watching him!  His meek, submissive wife was watching
him like some sort of supervisor.  Whether it was her intent or not, this made
him feel completely controlled.


After sweeping,
he mopped.  After mopping, he vacuumed.  After vacuuming, he dusted.  Dusting
was another moment where the femininity of his position was inescapable.  As
with sweeping, he needed to crouch down, which meant balancing with great
caution on the high heels.  When he reached for higher objects he actually
needed to stand on tiptoes in the heels, which felt doubly feminine to him.  He
needed to be careful too that the dress didn’t knock things over as its skirt
hung out.  Worse, when he reached up over his shoulders, the dress felt like it
was sliding downward.  This panicked him several times before he found a solution,
embarrassing though it was, whereby he used one arm across his chest to hold
the dress in place as he worked overhead with the other arm.


Dinner came, and
he made that too.


Laundry would
wait until the following day.  It was bedtime.  Jackson didn’t fight it tonight.

















Chapter Eight: “Shaved”


—o—


 


“The feminization
process requires small steps.  Each day, find ways to introduce feminine items
and feminine behaviors to his routine.”


 


— Training
Him, page 83.


 


It was Sunday
morning.  Jackson stared at his wife in horror; she wore a white maxi skirt, a
mint-colored blouse, and had returned to her open-toed platform clogs.  Jackson
was naked except for the pink metal device.  She had asked a lot so far, but
this was too much.  Did she really want him to step into the shower and shave
his legs?  Shave his legs?


Surprisingly,
she did.


Throughout the
book, Dr. Morgan repeatedly mentioned how important it was to get Jackson to
behave in feminine ways as early as possible.  This was meant to replace his
masculine behaviors with feminine behaviors with the idea being they would
slowly take over.  Thus, by the time Charlotte told Jackson he would be living like
a woman completely, it would already largely be a fait accompli, leaving
little left to achieve.


That made sense.


Dr. Morgan even
offered a number of specific examples as good starting points, anything from
making him wear certain items of feminine clothing as part of his wardrobe to
adopting certain feminine mannerisms to imposing feminine routines, like brushing
his hair or applying moisturizer to his arms and legs.  She also noted that
this would be an excellent time to eliminate annoying behaviors or to impose
things Charlotte thought she might enjoy.  One example she gave which Charlotte
thought might be rather nice was to make Jackson paint her nails for her. 
Right now though, she decided to address one of her pet peeves:  shaving.


Jackson never
shaved regularly.  He did for work, but otherwise he let his face become
scraggly.  Charlotte didn’t like that because it made his face itchy. 
Henceforth, she decided, Jackson would shave every morning.  To give this a
feminine twist, she decided to add a requirement that he shave his chest and
legs as well... every morning.  Not only would that advance his femininity as
Dr. Morgan suggested, but she allowed herself the guilty pleasure of admitting,
“it will make his legs much more attractive in the stockings.”  She blushed at
the thought.


Jackson was not
amused at her request, however.  He was feeling incredibly insecure after the
prior day and he really didn’t want to do anything to make it worse.  That made
him rebellious and argumentative.


“I can’t do
that,” he protested.  “Do you know how badly people would laugh if they knew?”


“No one’s going
to know, Jackson,” countered Charlotte.


“What if someone
sees it?”


“How are they
going to see it?  Are you going to take off your pants in the office and show
everyone your legs?”


“Obviously not,”
snarled Jackson.


“Then no one
will see.”


“What if I wear
shorts?”


“You’ll just
have to go without for a while.”


Jackson folded
his arms.  “I won’t do it.”


Charlotte
exhaled unhappily.  “I thought we resolved this yesterday?  No resistance,
Jackson.  That means obedience.  This is not obedience.”


“Look,
Charlotte.  This is nuts!  It’s one thing to make me prance around in that
stupid uniform and those stupid heels, it’s quite another to do something like
this.  Shaving my hair isn’t something I can just strip off when the day’s over! 
If I shave it off, I’m going to look like a fool until it grows back.”


Up to now,
Charlotte had been quite calm in all of this.  She was doing it for him, after
all, and she knew he couldn’t embrace his submission voluntarily, even if he
wanted it.  So she did her best to remain patient.  But the childishness of his
position was rubbing her wrong.  And, admittedly, she was getting used to
getting her way and she did not like his flat out refusing.


“Do what I tell
you,” she said firmly.


“No.”


“Do you want me
to punish you?  Do you want to stand in the corner all day?  I can do worse
too, Jackson.”


Jackson didn’t
budge.


Charlotte
narrowed her eyes sternly.  “If you want that device to come off, then you
better get into the shower and shave every hair, Jackson.  And I mean every
hair.  If there’s so much as one tiny little strand left or a bit of stubble, you’re
not coming out of that device ever!”


With that,
Charlotte stormed off to the other room.


Jackson bit his
lip.  Had he pushed too far?


 


—o—


 


Jackson stared
at the shower.  He stared at the razor in his hand.  He stared at the can of
shaving cream.  Finally, he stared down at his chest and his legs.  This was
difficult, but he needed that device off.  There was no other way to put it. 
No other choice.


“It has to be
done,” he told himself.


Jackson stepped
into the shower and raised one leg onto a ledge at the back of the shower.  He
sprayed the cream upon his palm and spread it up and down his leg.  He placed
the razor against his leg and slowly pulled it along.  As it went, it left a
clear track behind it.  No cream.  No hair.


“I can’t believe
I’m doing this,” he said.


A cool, excited
feeling passed over him.  His penis started to grow.  Of course, it failed as
it pressed into the pink metal cage.  He wished it hadn’t though.  Right now
would be a great time to get some relief.


He pulled the
razor along his leg once more.  More cream gone.  More hair.


His horniness
grew.


“No one would
ever believe this,” he said with an excited chuckle.


If only he could
masturbate.


He pulled the
razor along his leg again.  Yet more cream gone.  More hair.


Jackson had an
image of himself standing on a small chair or stand of some sort in the
bedroom.  He wore smooth tan stockings and pointy black pumps.  One foot stood
flat upon the chair, the other stood with the toe of the shoe pressed against
the chair and the heel in the air behind him in a classic feminine pose.  His
hands were upon his hips, turned out.  He was naked apart from the stockings
and heels and the device.  He seemed to have boobs.


Before him stood
Charlotte.  She wore a tight black skirt, a white blouse and tall spiky heels. 
She looked very severe.  Her hands were on her hips.  She was smirking.  She
brushed one hand up and down his smooth shaved leg, so perfect in the silky
stocking.


“Aren’t you the
perfect sissy?” she purred.


She grabbed his
balls and tugged on them.


“Do you like
being a sissy?”


Jackson
trembled.  “Yes,” he said softly.  Jackson instantly snapped back to reality. 
He was stunned and embarrassed.  How could he have such a vision?!  Why would
he fantasize about such a thing?


“I’m not a
sissy!” he protested.  “I’m not.”


He glanced down
at his partially shaved leg.  He felt his erection pressing uncomfortably
against the cage.  He wanted to deny being a sissy once more, but for the first
time, he found himself unable to speak.  There seemed to be some confusion.


“What does this
mean?” he asked himself.
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Meanwhile, in
the bedroom, Charlotte grappled with a strange sense of elation.  She had given
her husband an order.  He had resisted.  And she had repeated her order, more
forcefully.  She did so without doubt, with second-guessing, almost
instinctually.  That was new for her.  What’s more, it felt right.  Even more
interestingly, it felt right not because she told herself she had done it for Jackson,
because she actually hadn’t, it felt right because it was what she wanted.


“What does that
mean?” she wondered.


She needed to think
about this.


“Maybe even read
ahead to the end of Dr. Morgan’s book,” she thought.  She was thinking of the dangerous
sounding chapter titled “Using Your New-Found Dominance For You.”  She had been
wary of that chapter as its title suggested a selfish use of Jackson’s need. 
Now though... now she found herself a tad curious what Dr. Morgan might have to
say.


For now though,
it was time to check on Jackson.
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Charlotte ran
her hand up and down her husband’s silky legs.  They were smooth.  His chest was
too.  There was something rather exciting in this.  Indeed, seeing her husband
hairless seemed to diminish him somehow.  He seemed smaller.  Less manly.  More
easily managed.  What’s more, the fact she had done this to him made her the
opposite.  She felt large, more powerful.  Her nipples popped up.  She surreptitiously
covered them by folding her arms.


She was even a little
wet now.


“They look
good,” she said finally.  She then handed him a pair of tan nylon stockings.  “Put
these on.  Then get dressed in the uniform.  Leave off the panties for today.”


“But if I don’t
wear the panties, then my balls will hang out!” protested Jackson.


Charlotte
chuckled to herself.  “I never thought I’d see the day my husband was
complaining because I didn’t let him wear panties!” she thought.  “Do as you’re
told, honey.”


Jackson
grumbled, but sat down to slide on the stockings.  He balled the first one up
as he had been shown.  Then he pulled it up his leg.  To his incredible
surprise, the feel of the silk sliding over his freshly shaved legs was like
pure electricity.  It made him shiver it was so exciting.  He took his time to
savor the other.  When he had those on, he grabbed the dress and pulled it over
his head.


“I still don’t
know why I need to wear this,” he said.


“Stop
complaining.  You asked for all of this,” she reminded him.


“I did not.”


“Would you like
to see the video again?”


Jackson bit his
tongue.


“Now put on the
heels,” she said and she handed the same five-inch-high black heels he had struggled
in the day prior.  Again, he sat on the edge of the bed and again he raised his
ankles to his knees to slip the shoes on.  As he did, Charlotte shook her head
and told herself she would work on the way he sat and moved in a skirt later in
the week.  Today was housecleaning day.
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Charlotte
marched Jackson to the laundry room where she taught him to do the laundry. 
He’d never done it before, so the instruction ran from the basics of separating
the laundry to how to run the cycle to how to fold it after it dried.  She even
told him he would learn to iron in the near future.  For now, it was enough
that he got a load into the washer, one into the drier, and one folded.  After
that, she had him dust and vacuum again and clean up the kitchen.  After that,
they had a small lunch, which he cooked and cleaned up as well.  Then it was
time to do a deep clean on the kitchen floor.


Jackson stood
before his wife in the white satin and tulle maid dress and the black platform
pumps.  He felt ridiculous.  He felt like he was under inspection as his wife
tied a floral apron around his waist.


“I don’t want
you getting the dress dirty,” said Charlotte.


“Yeah, that
would be a real shame,” replied Jackson sarcastically.


“If you get this
one dirty, then we’ll need to go buy you more.”  She paused before adding as an
added threat, “I think all they had left was hot pink.  We’d have to go into
the store to see.”


Jackson cringed
and vowed to keep this one clean.


In truth though,
Charlotte had already decided Jackson would need more uniforms.  She had
quickly come to like having him in one and, if she was going to keep him in a
uniform for the most part at home, then he would need more than one.  The hot
pink one had caught her eye.  They had a canary yellow and a white and
blue-gingham one she like too.  She hadn’t really planned to take him, though
the idea did make her chuckle more than it probably should.


“Here’s what
we’re going to do,” said Charlotte, getting back on topic.


“You want me to
mop,” said Jackson sourly.  He glanced down at the bucket of soapy water
standing next to him.


“Not exactly.”


Charlotte opened
the cabinet door under the sink and pulled out a scrubbing brush, one with
stiff brown bristles which ran the length of the rectangular brush.  This was
for scrubbing the floor.  She’d done this from time to time and she was all too
happy to hand off that duty to her husband... that is, her servant.


“You’re going to
use this,” she said.


“You’re
kidding?”


“Nope.”


She handed the
brush to Jackson, who took it under protest.  “You want me to clean the floor
with this?  Like bent over and brushing the floor?  I’m too tall, especially in
these stupid shoes!”


“You don’t bend
over, silly.  You get down on your knees and you scrub.”


Jackson twisted
his lips.  That would work, sure, but it would be rather humiliating.  Did she
really expect him to crawl on his hands and knees like some sort of... some...
uh, maid?  He groaned.


“Yes, Milady,”
he said snidely.


“Keep up the
attitude and I’ll make you address me that way from now on.”


Jackson bit his
tongue.  If his wife had proven anything so far, it’s that there was no limit to
how low she would go to make him feel controlled.  He decided it was best to
let this threat drop before it grew into reality.  So rather than respond, he
glanced down at the floor.  He sighed.  Then he grabbed the back of the nearby
stylish metal chair at the kitchen table to brace himself, and he slowly
lowered himself to the floor.  Finally, he picked up the heavy wooden scrubber.


“Just dip it in
here and scrub?” he asked.


“Yes, dear.” 
She showed him the motion she expected.


Jackson sighed
again.  Then he dipped the brush’s bristles in the warm sudsy water and he
started brushing.  Back and forth, back and forth, in a rhythmic motion.  His
whole body swung forward and then back.  Forward and back.


Charlotte moved
to the kitchen table to watch her husband work.  There was something fascinating
about watching him do work she had assigned him.  It was different than work he
chose to do himself.  It brought her a sense of happiness, maybe even a feeling
of strength in a way.  Seeing him on his knees made that feeling even more
intense.  This was servant work.


She sat down.


She immediately
needed to stifle a giggle.  Jackson was facing away from her.  And with Jackson
on his knees, his rear was in the air pointed right at her.  What’s more, the
rigid tulle material had not bent to follow the contours of his body.  That
meant that part of his cheeks, the back of his thighs and his crack poked out
beneath the raised skirt and were visible.  As he was no longer wearing
panties, this further meant that his balls were hanging freely between his thighs. 
This was the most hilarious, incongruous sight she had seen yet!


“It’s a good
thing we don’t have guests,” laughed Charlotte to herself.  “Although I know
some who would like this.”


Charlotte
watched her husband’s balls swing back and forth as he scrubbed, dangling
between his legs, sometimes getting caught between his thighs and sometimes hanging
freely.  It was the most unfeminine, yet also oddly non-masculine sight she
could imagine.  She suddenly wanted a picture of this, so she reached for her
phone.


CLICK!


She took the
picture.  The picture hilariously showed Jackson on his knees in the dress with
his high heels trailing out behind and his balls framed perfectly in the center
of the picture.  She then pressed a different button.  This time, she took a
video to capture the way they swayed. 


“Make sure you
get into all the grooves too,” said Charlotte.


“I am.”


“Good girl.” 
She felt a quiver on the inside as she said this.


Charlotte
snickered and stopped the video.  She had what she wanted.  Why did she want
it?  She wasn’t sure.  Maybe it was more blackmail material, she told herself,
but she knew that wasn’t the truth.  This time, she wanted the video for
herself.  There was something about this she knew she would want to see over
and over again.  It was... exciting.

















Chapter Nine: “Unlocked”
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“Reminding him what
he has lost can be a powerful tool.”


 


— Training
Him, page 83.


 


The floor was
nearly done.


Jackson suddenly
had enough.  He didn’t like scrubbing the floor.  He felt objectified too with
his wife watching and his balls hanging freely.  It was humiliating.  But even
more importantly, he wanted the device off!  He’d done everything his wife
wanted.  He’d tried to be as submissive as she wanted.  And yet, Charlotte
hadn’t even mentioned letting him out yet.  The horny tension was unbearable. 
It was an itch that could not be scratched times a million.  He needed to
come!  It was time, he decided, for her to keep her part of the bargain.


Jackson set down
the brush and rose to his knees.  He turned to face his wife – he felt foolish
on his knees, but he didn’t trust trying to stand up in these shoes without
holding onto something, and he didn’t want to look helpless before rebelling.  “When
are you going to let me out of this thing?” he demanded.


Charlotte raised
an eyebrow at his tone.  “What thing?”


“This device.” 
He slapped the device with his hand.  “I want out of it.”


“It’s not what
you want that matters—”


“It is this
time,” interrupted Jackson.


Charlotte
struggled not to snicker.  Seeing her husband on his knees in the maid dress and
the heels trying to order her to remove the device was ludicrous.  That said, she
also knew she couldn’t let him get away with demanding anything of her.  That
would undermine all her efforts to get him to embrace his submissive side.  It
seemed it was time for the lesson.


“Very well.  One
more thing first.  Then I’ll take off the device.  Stand up,” she said.


Jackson’s heart
skipped a beat.  Could his release really be near?  His dick swelled inside the
device.  He rose to his feet awkwardly.  Charlotte then grabbed one of the
metal chairs from their kitchen table and placed it in the center of the
kitchen floor he had just scrubbed.


“Sit.”


Jackson wasn’t
sure what she was doing, but things seemed to be going his way, so he sat.  He
felt the cool metal against his rear and balls as the tulle floated above his
thighs and rear rather than letting him sit upon it.


“What are we
doing?” he asked.


“I’m going to
tie you up,” she said as she pulled a long pink ribbon from a nearby shopping
bag.  She’d picked that up when she bought the uniform, having some idea it
might come in handy.


“Tie me up?”


“Yes, honey. 
Tie you up.  Put your arms behind your back,” she said.


Jackson furrowed
his brow.  “Why?”


“You’re
submissive, remember?  Do as I say.”


Jackson shook
his head.  He really did not want to be tied up.  It was bad enough to be in
her power, but being physically helpless seemed even worse.  In fact, it kind
of scared him.


“I— I’d rather
not.”


“If you want the
device off, then you have to do this first,” she said, repeating a threat she’d
used before to start this.


Jackson felt a
sinking feeling in his stomach.  He definitely wanted the device off.  Nay, he needed
it off.  But letting his wife tie him up seemed a dangerous game, especially
given everything else that had happened.  What was she going to do to him once
he was helpless?  He started to feel claustrophobic just at the thought of not
being able to move.


“Why do you want
to tie my hands?” he asked cautiously.


“Jackson.”


“I just—”


“Do as you’re
told, dear,” said Charlotte as if she was speaking to a child.


Jackson
swallowed hard.  Alarm bells went off inside his head.  This sounded very
dangerous.  However, that danger made this highly erotic too.  He soon found himself
simultaneously terrified to let her do this and beyond thrilled to risk the
danger.  This sounded like a submissive dream in fact, to literally be helpless
before his wife as she had the power to do anything she wanted.  Part of him
withered thinking about it.  The other part withered too, but differently.


He struggled to
decide what to do.


Part of him
wanted to do it.  The other part was afraid.  But then, he knew he had to do
this to get the device off.  That was the most important thing.  What’s more,
what could she really do to him?  He was wearing a dress and heels.  His body
was shaved.  His dick was locked away.  There wasn’t much more she could do,
was there?


“All right,” he
said tentatively.


Then he reluctantly
brought his arms around behind him.


Charlotte walked
behind him and crouched down.  She tied the ribbon around his right wrist
several times before threading it through the chair’s legs and wrapping it
tightly there as well.  She then tied it several times to his other wrist. 
When she was finished, he could no longer move his arms.


His sense of
claustrophobia grew.


Charlotte then came
around to the front with a second ribbon.  Here she made him spread his legs to
either side of the chair and pull his ankles back toward the rear of the chair
so that his toes pointed toward the floor and the heels of his sandals pointed
toward the back legs of the chair.  This opened his thighs, raising the tulle
skirt slightly and exposing the device in its entirety.  Its pink metal rested
at the center of this strange display.  What’s more, his balls draped out
beneath the device and hung over the front edge of the chair like some giant
tongue sticking out of a metal mouth.  She then tied his ankles to the legs of
the chair, freezing him in this position.


He could no
longer move his arms or legs.  Nor could he close his legs.


He snickered
nervously.  His skin began to tingle.


“N— now what?”
he asked anxiously.


Charlotte smiled
in response.  Then she kissed him on the lips.  “Stay right there,” she
whispered.


Charlotte
grabbed a second chair and placed it right before Jackson.  She sat down in
it.  She felt surprisingly excited.  She crossed her legs and folded her hands
upon her knee.  She looked like someone prepared for an interview.  The
contrast between her and her helpless, feminized husband tied to the chair
could not be more stark.


“So you want
this removed, do you?” asked Charlotte.  She lifted her foot and bounced his
balls off the toes of her slingback as she asked.


“Y— yes.”


Charlotte
brought her foot back.  “Do you think you’ve earned it?”


“Earned it?”


“Yes, have you
been submissive, like you promised?”


“I—”  He blushed.


Charlotte leaned
forward and took his balls in her hand.  This brought a thrilling jolt to
Jackson’s nervous system.  It also brought a sense of fear.  She could do
anything to him right now and he could not resist.  He’d never felt so
vulnerable in his life.  It was an exciting feeling.


“What makes you
think you earned it?” she asked.


“I— I did
everything you asked.”  His heart was racing.  His dick was pressing so hard
against the device too.


“Did you?”


“I asked you to
be submissive.  Were you submissive?” she asked.


Jackson
hesitated.  Maybe not, he thought.  Still, he wanted this.  “Y— yes.”


Charlotte pulled
on his balls and played with them in her hand as one might a pair of marbles.  It
felt oddly liberating to do this to his balls; they were so fragile, so small
and she held them in her hands... and there was nothing he could do to stop her
from doing anything with them.  The thought made her shudder coldly and her
nipples popped up.  At the same time, her playing with them heightened
Jackson’s fear, which was unbelievable to him, and oddly exhilarating.  How
could he be afraid of his meek wife?  Well, she certainly didn’t seem meek at
the moment, that was for sure.  Still, he was a man.  How had he let this all
happen to him?


Charlotte pulled
a tiny key from her pocket.


“You’d probably
do just about anything to get that device off right now, wouldn’t you?”


He would.  He
knew it.  She knew it too.  He nodded his head.


“Tell me about
wearing the device,” said Charlotte.


Jackson raised
an eyebrow.  “What about it?”


“I’ll bet it’s
embarrassing, isn’t it?”


Jackson twisted
his lips.  “Y— yes.”


She leisurely
stroked his balls, pulling them between her fingers and gently squeezing them. 
“What’s worse?” she asked.  “Needing to sit to pee or that you can’t touch
yourself?”


Jackson
blushed.  Why was she asking him this?  Wasn’t it bad enough she made him wear it? 
Did she also need to make him admit how he felt about it?  How debated how to
respond without telling her things he didn’t want her to know.  It didn’t
matter though, as she continued before he responded.


“Does it make
you feel all girly to sit?” she asked.


Jackson blushed
even deeper.  That was a yes.


“And how does it
feel to be the only man around who can’t get hard without his wife’s
permission?  Is that emasculating?”


Jackson blushed
even deeper.  That was a yes too.


“I can see why
you’re embarrassed,” said Charlotte.  “You can only get hard if I let you. 
That’s not really very manly, is it?”  She chuckled unexpectedly as it occurred
to her for the first time really how much power she held over Jackson’s essence
as a man.  “I’ll bet you love it though, don’t you, honey?  That’s very
submissive.  Very sweet of you.”


A searing sting
of humiliation burned through Jackson.  He did love it.  He couldn’t deny
that.  It was too powerful a feeling to deny.  It. Turned.  Him.  On.  But that
didn’t mean he liked it.  There was the part of him which was turned on by
these things, and this turned him on more than he could ever expect.  But there
was the part of him that needed to be in control too, the part that did not
like this and which loathed being turned on by submission.  Normally, that part
was in control with only rare moments of loss of control – usually rectified by
masturbating to tamper down the urges – but right now... right now it wasn’t
clear which part dominated.  He cringed and melted at her words simultaneously.


He shook his
head.  “I—”  He paused, not sure what to say.


“Do you want me
to let you get hard now?” asked Charlotte.


Jackson’s
eyebrow shot up.  Was she serious?  “Yes,” he said anxiously.


Charlotte saw
the power she held reflected in his eyes and heard it in his wavering voice. 
It made her feel strange.  Elated in a way.  Strong.  She kind of wanted more. 
“Ask me,” she said unexpectedly; she had planned just to unlock him at this
point.


“To take off the
device?”


“No.”  She
tingled all over.  “Ask me to let you have an erection.”


Everything went
silent.  The air itself became tense.  Could Jackson ask such a question?  To
ask it would confirm Charlotte’s control over his very erections.  He couldn’t
do that.  That would be utterly emasculating to Jackson and intensely
empowering to Charlotte.  It was the ultimate betrayal of manhood.  But he needed
the device off, and Charlotte knew that deep down, he was submissive... he
wanted this.  Would he do it, though?


She waited
anxiously.


Jackson trembled. 
He told himself not to ask.  This was too far.  He would rather live with his
penis locked away, awash in frustration and overwhelming horniness than ask his
wife’s permission to get hard.  He licked his lips nervously.


And then they
kept moving...


“Please let me have
an erection,” he said before he realized it.


“What did I say?!”
he gasped inside his head.  What had he done?  He felt sick to his stomach.


Charlotte, on
the other hand, felt a vibrating wave within.  A warm glow filled her; it made
her quiver and she became rather wet.  She quietly took a deep breath to calm
herself again.  Was this about Jackson anymore, she asked herself.


“Yes, yes it
is,” she lied to herself.


She took the
device in one hand and inserted the key into the keyhole.  She turned the key. 
The device made a loud CLICK sound.  A moment later, Jackson felt the
pressure of the ring relent and the device slip away from his flesh.  He looked
down and saw it in his wife’s hand.  Even as she pulled it away, his penis
jumped to full stiffness.  He was erect.  His erection was hard too, as hard as
it had ever been... and his wife had let it happen.  He burned with shame at
that thought.  At the same time, he felt something amazing.  He’d gotten hard
so regularly and so easily in the past that he’d gotten use to the experience
and he barely even noticed anymore that getting hard brought with it a giddy
sort of feeling.  It was amazingly pleasurable and he’d really just stopped
noticing.  Now that he’d been deprived of erections for some time though, he
noticed it again, as he had that very first time when he was young!


It was
incredible.


“You’re welcome,
honey,” said Charlotte.


She leaned
toward him and kissed him on the cheek.  Then she rose to her feet and took the
device to the counter.  She returned and sat back down.  She glanced at his
penis and laughed.


“Oh my!  I don’t
think it’s ever been bigger, darling.  Submission suits you,” she said happily.


Jackson blushed. 
He put that aside though:  the device was off.  He was free.  He stared down at
it like some long sought after prize.  It was so close.  All he had to do was
touch it.  It would spew out all his frustrations!  It was so hard it was
shaking.  Why hadn’t she untied him?!  He needed to touch it!


“Untie my hands,”
he said anxiously.


“Why would I do
that?” asked Charlotte in an innocent tone which made his erection tremble.


Jackson looked
up at her in utter shock!  She— she wasn’t going to untie him?


“That’s not
funny,” he said.


“It’s not meant
to be, darling.”


Jackson bit his
tongue.  He was so close and yet so far!  How could she be so calm when he was
so ablaze with inner turmoil?  Didn’t she understand how badly he needed to
come?  Didn’t she understand how much erotic tension he had built up?  Why
hadn’t she untied him?!


“Stay calm,” he
told himself.


He took a deep
breath.  He couldn’t ruin this now.  Not when he was so close to freedom.  He
just needed her to untie his hands.  Surely, she would.  He would be free.  Then
he could jerk it off to his heart’s content.  He would even think about the incredibly
humiliating dress she’s made him wear, if that’s what she wanted.  Yes, he
decided he would.  Why not?  He just needed her to untie him first.  Why hadn’t
she untied him?  His breathing became strained.  His penis kept trembling. 
WHY HADN’T SHE UNTIED HIM?!


“Would you like
some help with that, darling?” asked Charlotte.


Jackson watched
in nervous anticipation as his wife slowly reached for his erection.  It was
throbbing, thrusting itself forward, trying to meet her hand as her hand
neared.  It was desperate to feel her touch.


But it didn’t
come.


She had stopped. 
She had stopped short.  Her hand hovered inches from his flesh.  Teasing her
touch.


“Here’s the
thing, Jackson.  I don’t think you deserve it.  Our deal was that you would act
submissively, that you would obey me.  But you didn’t.  You fought everything I
asked.  You were anything but submissive.”


Jackson’s jaw
dropped.


“But we had a
deal,” he pleaded.  Jackson tried to inch toward her hand and failed.


“We did, and you
broke it.”


“But I was your
maid all weekend.  I did all your chores!”


Charlotte shook
her head.  “See, that’s what I’m talking about.  They aren’t my chores anymore,
they’re yours.  They belong to you now.  If you were truly submissive, you
would know that.  You would want to do them, to make me happy.”


“I can do that,”
he said.  “I really can.”


Charlotte sighed
again.


Then she reached
out and brushed her fingers against his erection softly.  The backs of her
nails had run across the ridge on the head of his penis and it sent an electric
charge through him like wildfire.  His penis lurched and bobbed and his whole
body shook.  His horniness doubled.


“I don’t know,
Jackson,” she said.  She pulled her hand away.  This felt like something sucked
his very soul from him as she stopped.  It was the worst sense of denial he had
ever felt.


“Please don’t
stop,” he pleaded.  “I’ll do better!”


Charlotte
pressed one finger against his penis and leisurely traced it down the length of
his shaft.  “Will you?”


“I can!  I
really can!  I’ll be submissive.”


“How do I know,
Jackson?”  She brushed her fingers against the shaft once more, again sending
an electric charge throughout Jackson.  Her touch was making his eyes twitch
and his thoughts stall.  “Tell me something submissive.”


“L— like what?”


“Tell me
something you’re afraid to tell me.”


Jackson was
being torn apart with conflict.  What she wanted was terrifying.  He wasn’t
even sure what to tell her.  But on the other hand, her touch was so
incredible.  It had never felt like this before and he needed her to
make him come.  He was truly desperate yet terrified, and incredibly aroused.


“It turns me on
when you humiliate me,” he said.


He wasn’t sure
where it had come from, but there it was.  That was something he didn’t even
know, not for sure, and he couldn’t believe he had said this.  He felt so
incredibly exposed.


Precome dribbled
out of him.


“Good boy!” said
Charlotte.  She touched the wet spot.  “And look how wet you are, darling?”


“Please let me
come.”


“Tell me.  How
does that make you feel?  That it turns you on?”


Jackson burned
with shame at the very question.  She knew something too deep inside him now,
there was no hiding.  He struggled to speak though.  More precome appeared.


“You can tell
me, darling.  Just between us girls.”


Jackson withered. 
“It’s— it’s exhilarating.”


Charlotte
actually trembled excitedly at this answer.  She took another deep breath and
then pulled her thumb and pointer finger down his shaft, the thumb on the top
and the finger on the underside.  It felt like he would explode as she pulled
his skin forward ever so slowly.  He was frantic for her to apply more
pressure, to squeeze, to stroke it back and forth.


“I promise. 
I’ll be submissive!” he blurted out.


“I want to
believe you, darling,” she said.


Charlotte brushed
three fingers along the underside of his shaft.  She’d never seen it so hard
before.  And when they brushed the underside of its head, Jackson actually
jolted as if he’d been struck by something.


“—but I don’t
know.”


Jackson’s rational
brain had frozen.  His submissive side had seized control and started spewing
out promises.  “I’ll be what you want.  I’ll be submissive.  You can tell me to
do anything—”


“Anything?” she
asked.  Her fingers now rolled to the underside of the head, pressing a tiny
bit harder.  Their warmth sent an incredible signal to his brain.  It was
screaming to squeeze his penis and let it come.  Jackson honestly thought he
might explode when she did.


“Y— yes.  I’ll
do anything.”


Charlotte pulled
her hand away.  Just a smidge.  It was close enough Jackson could feel the
warmth of her fingers radiating toward him, but he could not feel her touch. 
His penis was so tightly wound he thought it would fire off like a cannon if
she touched it.  He tried to press his dick forward against her hand.


“You’ll stop
arguing?” asked Charlotte coyly.


“Y— yes!”


“You’ll listen
to me.”


“Yes!”


“You’ll do
whatever I tell you?”


“Yes!”


“You’ll wear
women’s clothes?”


He nodded his
head.  “Y— yes, Ma’am.  Anything you want?”


“At home?”


He nodded.


“And at work?”


“Anywhere,” he
pleaded.  “I will!”


Charlotte smiled
and stroked him once, softly.  Then she traced the ridge with two fingers,
making Jackson shudder.  He was throbbing now.  More precome dribbled out onto
his head.


“Here’s the
problem, dear.  You haven’t been submissive so far, so I really can’t let you
come.  I mean, what kind of message would that send?”  She pulled her hand further
away, but stopped before taking it away entirely.  “I’ll tell you what, honey. 
I’ll give you one more chance.”


Jackson’s horniness
soared.  His need doubled.


“If you truly
have been being submissive, then you’ve been listening to me, right?  After
all, a submissive should care deeply about what his wife has to say, shouldn’t
he?  So if you have been being submissive, then you’ll know my favorite color. 
I told it to you yesterday.  Tell me what it is and I’ll let you come.”  She
ran two fingers across the ridge on the head of his penis again.


But Jackson
could not answer.  He recalled her saying something about it, but he hadn’t
really bothered to listen.  He knew he was beaten.  He hung his head.


Charlotte pulled
her hand away.


“Consider this a
lesson, Jackson.  If you’d been submissive, you would be free right now.  When
you embrace being submissive, then we can take the device off and you can
come.  In the meantime, it goes back on.  If you want it off... be submissive.”


Jackson nodded
his head.


His wife kissed
him on the forehead and walked away.
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“You should have
seen what I just did?” said Charlotte into her phone.  She sat on the couch,
feeling giddy.  She’d never done anything even close to what she had just done
in her life, and it was exciting.


“What did you
do?” asked Marsha.  She was at her apartment painting her toenails.  She dipped
the brush into the polish and then scraped off the excess along the rim.


“I tied Jackson
up and I— I took over.”  She unconsciously covered her erect nipples.


Marsha giggled. 
“You tied him up?”


“Yes.”


“And?”


“And I opened
the device.”


Marsha laughed. 
“He must have loved that.”  She ran the brush along her nail, causing it to
turn red wherever the brush touched.  A second swipe completed the nail.  “Was
he hard as a rock?”


“Harder.”


“Really?”


“Even before I
got the device off,” said Charlotte.


Marsha dipped
the brush back in the polish.  “So you let him come finally?  I bet he flooded
the room.”


Charlotte smiled
shyly.  “Actually, I didn’t.”


Marsha raised an
eyebrow.  “You didn’t?”


“Nope.”


Marsha painted
another nail with a slow, solid stroke.  It turned red like the others.  “So
you unlocked him, but you didn’t let him come?”  Marsha laughed.  “How did he
take that?”


“Let’s just say
he was excited,” said Charlotte coyly.


“I’ll bet.  He
was probably dying to grab it and jerk it off.”


Charlotte nodded
her head.  “He was.”


“What did you do
then?”


Charlotte
blushed.  “I may have played with it a bit.”


Marsha raised an
eyebrow.  She dropped the brush into the polish bottle and focused on her
friend.  “You jerked him off?”


“No... I just
played with it a bit.”


Marsha let out a
loud, sharp laugh:  “Ha!  You teased him?!  You took off the device and then you
teased him?  I am impressed, girlfriend!  I am really impressed!  I never knew
you had that in you.”


“Oh, it wasn’t
that hard,” said Charlotte.  She shrugged her shoulders dismissively.  “He
needed to learn the power I had over him because of the device, so I gave him a
taste of freedom to remind him what he’s missing and then I took it away again.”


“That’s
fantastic.  Did it work?”


“He basically
promised me anything.”


Marsha laughed. 
She could only imagine Jackson begging.  The idea made her wet.  “Was this Dr.
Morgan’s idea?”


“No,” said
Charlotte.  “This was mine.”


“Wow!  Good for
you!”


Charlotte
blushed.


“So is he
sulking in some corner now clutching the device and whispering ‘My precious’?”
laughed Marsha.


“No.  I still
haven’t untied him.”


Marsha’s jaw
dropped.  “You haven’t?”


“Aren’t you the
one who keeps telling me he needs to learn to live on my schedule rather than
the other way around?  I’ll untie him when I’m ready, after I put the device
back on.”


Marsha smirked. 
“You’re a cruel, cruel woman.  I love it.  So how does it feel to be your
husband’s master?”


There was a
moment of silence.


Charlotte bit
her lip.  She hesitated.  She wanted to say something – she needed to tell
someone – but she wasn’t sure if she should say this out loud.  “Do you want to
know something?” she finally asked.


“What?”


“I liked it.”


“I’ll bet you
did.”


“No, I mean, I really
liked it.”  Charlotte hesitated again.  Her nipples popped up.  Finally, the
words burst forth.  “It was the best thing ever!”   She felt a sense of
relief blast out of her as she admitted this.  This feeling had been bottled up
inside her for days now, peeking out at times, hiding behind verbal corners and
under blankets of denial; was it right for a woman to dominate her husband? 
Was it right to be excited by this?  Wasn’t that too kinky?  It no
longer mattered.  Right or wrong, it was how she felt.  Her dirty secret had
become her reality.


Marsha dipped
the polish into the bottle and aimed for another toe.  “So when do I get to
play with him?”


“You?”


“Share and share
alike.”


“Ha ha.”


“I’m serious,”
said Marsha.  “If he’s going to be submissive, then you have to let me see him
some time anyways, right?  And he needs to act submissively, even to me.  So
why not let me in on it now?”


Charlotte hesitated. 
Dr. Morgan made it clear that for a man to live submissively, he needed to be
submissive at all times, not just in public.  That meant requiring Jackson to
be submissive even before their friends.  Charlotte wasn’t sure she was ready
for that though, even with Marsha.


“Not yet,” she
said cautiously.


“Why not?  I can
help,” said Marsha.


“How?”


“I know you,
Char.  You may be finding your dominant side, but when it comes to kinky, you
need me!  And this calls for kinky.”


Charlotte rolled
her eyes.  “This does not call for kinky.”


“Oh yes, it
does.  Besides, you might need a sitter at some point.”


“A sitter?”


“Yeah, a
sissysitter.  To keep him out of trouble when you aren’t home.”


“I’ll think about
it,” said Charlotte with a doubtful laugh.


And she would
actually.  Indeed, the more she thought about it, the more she realized she
would need to expose their new relationship to the people they knew if Jackson
was going to be able to truly embrace his submission.  Marsha did seem to be
the logical starting point as she already knew what was going on.  That said,
she knew she wasn’t ready for that yet.

















Chapter Ten: “A
Solution?”
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“Be flexible. The
unexpected may present amazing opportunities.”


 


— Training
Him, page 87.


 


Jackson walked
into work.  He felt incredibly vulnerable.  Could his coworkers see what had
happened to him this weekend?  Could they somehow tell he had been dressed like
a sissy maid and ordered around by his wife?  Could they see the panties he
wore?  White today with sky-blue trim.  Could they see the pantyhose he wore? 
Could they see his weakness?


He trembled.


A young woman
greeted him as she walked past.  He nodded in response, unable to speak. 
Today, he did not cast a glance at her rear.  He moved to his office and closed
the blinds.  He needed a moment to calm himself.  He assured himself no one could
tell a thing.  As he did, Barbara appeared at his door.  She wore a pink
pantsuit and matching spike heels.


“You look like
you had a rough weekend,” she said.


Jackson tensed
up.  Could she really tell?  “I— I didn’t get much sleep.”


“Working on your
project, no doubt,” said Barbara with a condescending snicker.


“Oh no!  The
project!” thought Jackson.


The project.  It
was due by the end of the week and he hadn’t worked one minute on it yet!  He
should have worked hard all weekend, but he never had the chance.  Instead,
he’d lost the whole weekend to Charlotte’s insane plan to make him submissive! 
This was a disaster.  This was the most important project of his career and he
was blowing it!


“No doubt,”
replied Jackson as calmly as he could even as his heart raced, his brain traded
in panic, and he saw visions of himself flittering around in the dress and himself
tied to the chair.


Barbara slid her
rear onto the edge of his desk.  “I came up with some really good ideas this
weekend.  It’s really quite interesting, this project.  Lots of great angles to
consider.”


Jackson
recognized that she was fishing.  She wanted to see if he would slip up and
share some hint of an idea she could steal from him.  He suddenly felt a little
more confident as she clearly wasn’t sold on her own ideas.  He still had a
chance.  He responded with great care.


“Yeah, very
interesting project,” he said noncommittally.


Barbara held her
tongue, clearly hoping he would add something in the silence.  Jackson’s
confidence grew a little more.  He leaned back in his chair and folded his arms
across his chest defiantly.


“Well, I need to
get back to work,” said Jackson.


The very corner
of Barbara’s lip curled into a disappointed scowl.  He’d given her nothing.  So
she nodded her head and left without another word.  Jackson breathed a sigh of
relief.  He could still win the promotion and she hadn’t noticed anything
unusual.  That was good.  It was time to finish the project and rescue this
situation.


 


—o—


 


Jackson raced
through his daily work in the morning.  By mid-morning, he had turned his
attention to the project.  If he could get a general idea of what he needed to
propose, then he could spend the rest of the week fleshing out the details.  He
could still do this, he told himself.


The problem was,
he couldn’t get the weekend out of his mind.  No matter how hard he tried, he
kept seeing himself fluttering around in the dress, walking down the aisle at
the store holding his wife’s purse, tied to the chair, and so on, over and over
and over.  He shuddered every time he recalled how it had felt to get an
erection.  It had been glorious.  He thought of when it failed.  That filled
him with shame.  He thought about the dress, the high-heeled pumps, the rustle
of his skirt, the panties, the silky stockings charged against his shaved legs,
the giant rubberband feel of the pantyhose.  He thought about all of it. 
Everything.


It seemed, the
only thing he couldn’t think about was the project.


“This is a
problem,” he told himself.


He needed to
relieve the horniness.  But how, he asked himself.  The only way to do that
would be to come, but there was no way to do that as long as he wore the
device... was there?  Of course, not.  He couldn’t even get hard without his
wife’s permission.  How could he come without getting hard?


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


But how?


He’d tried
everything.  He’d shaken the device, tried to poke himself through it, and pulled
on it.  He rubbed it.  He ran the shower over it.  He tried everything he could
think of and nothing even came close.  He just couldn’t make himself come. 
He’d only made himself hornier.


Suddenly, he had
an idea:  maybe the internet could help?


Jackson closed
his blinds once more.  He opened an internet browser on his computer.  He
entered his search:  how to come when wearing a chastity device.  He scanned
the series of results.  Most of the results were garbage.  But then he saw something. 
He hadn’t tried that.  And the video showed the guy coming a river after
his wife did it to him.


“I wonder if
that would work?” he said aloud.


He considered
this for several minutes before shaking himself out of his trance.  He shut off
the browser and got back to work.  But no matter how hard he tried, his mind
kept going back to what he’d seen.  It seemed possible.
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Charlotte’s
meeting with her professor got cancelled, so she went to get her nails done
instead.  Why not, she thought?


“I need to look
my best for my slave, right?” she laughed to herself.


The word made
her giggly.  It felt so dramatic.  Too dramatic, perhaps.  It was almost
embarrassing to think and certainly embarrassing to say.  But the idea of
having her husband be her servant was certainly growing on her.  It was nice to
be the one in charge for one and it gave her a little thrill to see him jump at
her commands.  There was no denying it.  In fact, just thinking about it made
her nipples pop up and she began to feel a little aroused.


She closed her
eyes and let the woman work.


Charlotte felt
so relaxed, so at ease.  She felt the woman’s hands run over her toes as she
applied the polish.  It was a nice feeling to have someone work on your feet. 
There was something magical about it.


“I wish I could
do this every day,” she said wistfully.


Then a thought
struck her.  She really could do this every day.  Why not?  Jackson
wanted to be submissive.  What could be more submissive, especially for a man,
than to give his wife a pedicure?!  Why not have Jackson learn to do nails and
then he could do her toes every day?!


“When he gets
good enough, he can do my fingers too!”


She smiled. 
This whole submissive thing seemed to be full of benefits!
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Jackson didn’t
last more than twenty minutes before his horniness got the better of him.  He
needed to come so very badly, and if this had the chance of working, he was
going to try it.  He even told himself this would help him with his project if
it would calm his mind.  So he told his boss he needed to leave early for an
appointment, and he left.  His first stop was an erotic shop.


Jackson felt
like a fool walking down the aisle.  He knew plenty of people came into these
stores and the young woman at the desk didn’t really care what he was here to
buy, but it all felt so dirty, so perverted.  He felt like a criminal almost.


Jackson grabbed
what he was looking for.  He blushed as he did.  He headed to the front desk
with it.  As he approached, the woman looked up.  Did she smirk?  His heart
skipped a beat.  Was she asking herself what a man would be doing buying this
particular item?  Did she think there was something wrong with him?  His hands
began to tremble.


He set the item
on the counter.


The woman picked
it up and examined it.  His heart raced even faster.  Was she about to ask what
he was going to do with it?  Was she figuring it out?  She was!  He could tell!


“She’s about to
laugh!”


He held his
breath, waiting for the worst.


She didn’t laugh
though.  She was only looking for the scanner code.  She scanned it.  The price
popped up on the register.  Jackson’s tension eased again.  He pulled out his
credit card and handed it to her.  She took it and glanced at it.  His tension
shot back up.


“Is she reading
my name?!”


No.  She was turning
the card to put it into her machine.  She handed the card back and put the
device into the bag.  Their eyes made contact.  Jackson withered.  He swore he
physically shrunk.  She said nothing though.  He grabbed the bag.


“Th— thank you,”
he said.  His mouth was dry.  His voice weak.


The woman smiled
politely and nodded her head.


Jackson walked
out.  This was the most nerve-wracking purchase he’d ever made.
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“What’s that
wine you liked?  The one you ordered the other night,” asked Marsha into her phone. 
She was at the liquor store.  She wore a dark blue shirt, white hotpants, and
brown flat sandals.


“You mean the
Malbec?” asked Charlotte.  She was finishing her nails.


“Yes, that’s the
one.  It’s on sale.  I’m getting one.  Do you want me to get you one too?”


“Sure.”


“I’ll bring it
by.”


Charlotte shook
her head.  “I’m not home.  I’m getting my nails done.  I’ll be home soon
though.  I’ll probably beat you there.”


“If not, I can
leave it on the front porch.”


“Use the key. 
It’s under the flower pot on the left.  If I’m not home, go on inside and leave
it in the kitchen.”


“What about
Jackson?”


“He’s at work.”


 


—o—


 


Jackson threw
his coat onto the chair.  He unbuckled his belt and stripped off his pants.  He
moved to the bed still wearing his dress shirt, the panties and pantyhose.  He
held the package in his hand.  He sat down and tore the package open.  In his
hand was a pink rubber device about six inches long and slightly thicker than a
hot dog.  It was shaped like a stylized penis.  He opened the back and inserted
two batteries.  Then he closed the device.


He felt
embarrassed.


He was a man. 
Men should never touch these things, much less do with them what he planned to
do.  But he was desperate.  He needed to try this.  If it worked, he would be
free from the unbearable need the chastity device created.  If not... well.


He tossed the
package to the floor.  Then he stood up and worked the pantyhose down his
thighs to his knees.  The panties followed.  Then he climbed up onto the bed on
his hands and knees.
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Charlotte made
really good time.  The streets were largely empty.  If there hadn’t been some
problem with the credit card machine at the nail place, she might already be
home.
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Jackson pressed
the thing between his cheeks.  He’d never had anything go in that way before
and it was a strange feeling.  It felt tight.  Not very pleasant.  Not at all
exciting.


“How is this
supposed to work?” he asked himself.


He recalled the
video he’d seen online.  The guy was on his knees.  He wore a cage, just like
Jackson.  His wife stuck the fake penis in his rear.  She wiggled it around. 
He gasped and moaned.  A second later, come shot out of the device like a fire
hose had gone off.


“I must be
missing something,” he told himself.


He pulled the
device back out.  It had only gone in a little.


Jackson sat up
on his knees.  He scratched his head.  What was he missing?  Maybe, he needed
to be more turned on?  That could be what he was missing.  What would turn him
on though?  He wasn’t sure.


“How ironic,” he
thought.  “I’m so turned on since this began that I can’t think straight unless
I can come, but I don’t know what will turn me on!”


He took a deep
breath and thought back to what had done it before.  What had been the biggest
turn on?  Being submissive, right?  Well, maybe, but he realized there was
something stronger.  He didn’t want to believe it, but he knew it was true.


Jackson rose
from the bed.  He stripped off the pantyhose and then marched to the closet. 
He grabbed his uniform and pulled it over his head.  He grabbed the black
high-heeled sandals and set them on the bed.  Then he grabbed the stockings. 
These things, he knew deep down, would turn him on.  As much as he tried to
tell himself repeatedly that he hated being cross-dressed, there was something
amazing in it.  Something that freed his inner self.  He felt alive in a dress.


He sat down and
slipped on the stockings.  His penis perked up.
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Marsha stood on
the porch.  There was no sign of Charlotte.  She moved the planter and picked
up the bronze key beneath.  She used it to unlock the front door.  She stepped
inside and started toward the kitchen.  Her flat sandals made a slight slapping
sound on the hardwood floor, but little else.  As she reached the kitchen
doorway, she heard a strange sound coming from the bedroom.  It sounded like...
well, a squeaking bed frame and a loud humming like an electric razor.


Her curiosity
piqued, she started silently down the hallway to the bedroom.


Marsha reached
the bedroom door.  It was open.  The noise was louder here.  She could also
hear another sound now:  short, heavy breaths.


“That sounds
like a person,” she thought.


She cautiously
snuck a peek around the door frame.  Her jaw dropped.


Kneeling on the
bed, on all fours – actually three of the four – was Jackson.  He wore
stockings on his legs, panties around his knees, and high-heeled black sandals
on his feet.  A white satin dress was wrapped around his torso.  From it hung a
white tulle skirt, which hid nothing at this angle.


Beneath the
skirt, his balls hung straight down between his legs.  Even more shocking
though, sticking out of his rear was several inches of what appeared to be a
plastic penis.  His hand was shaking it and pressing it forward.


Marsha opened
her mouth to gasp out Jackson’s name, but she managed to stop herself just
barely.  She didn’t want him to stop; she wanted to see what happened.  So she
stepped back into the shadow and watched.
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Jackson pressed
the vibrator deeper.


It still kind of
hurt, but now it was an exciting pain.  It made him tingle, and the vibration
made his insides tremble and shake.  It was causing his muscles to simulate
what happened before ejaculation... only without an ejaculation so far.  He was
close though.


“It will come,”
he told himself.


He just needed to
turn himself on enough.


Jackson closed
his eyes and imagined himself sitting in the chair again.  His arms were bound
behind him.  Charlotte sat in front of him.  His device was off.  She was
leaning back this time, using her foot to toy with his erection, running her
toes up and down his shaft, stopping from time to time to squeeze it between
her toes and then yank it a few quick times.


“Should I let
you come?” she asked.


“Yes,” begged
Jackson.  “I need to come.  Please let me.”


Charlotte
chuckled.  “Oh, I don’t think so.”


“Please, I’ll do
anything!”


“Anything?”
asked Charlotte in mock surprise.


“Yes, anything.”


Charlotte
slipped the head of his penis between the crack between her big toe and the toe
next to it.  It felt warm and moist there from his precome.  She gave his head
a little squeeze.


“Go ahead,
darling,” she said.


“Go ahead?”


“You want to
come, use my foot.”


Jackson blushed,
but started to press his penis forward.  It pressed into the gap and slowly
slid in and out.  It was an exciting feeling.  He felt the pressure build
behind his balls.


“Now tell me,
Jackson,” continued Charlotte.  “Tell me you want to be my sissy.”


Jackson shook
his head.  “I— I’m not a sissy.”


Charlotte
started to pull her foot back.  “Yes, you are.”  She pressed her foot forward
again.  “Try again.”


“I— I want to be
your sissy,” he said.


As he imagined
this, a wave of something passed through him.  Perhaps the vibrator hit a
sensitive spot, he told himself, or maybe it was something else.  Either way,
he felt a chilling thrill run through him.


“Tell me you
want me to control everything about you.”


“I do.”


“Say it,
darling.”


Jackson pushed
the vibrator in a little further.  That seemed to intensify the shaking inside
him.  In some ways, he felt as if he was being tossed around in a storm on a
boat.  In others, he felt helpless.  But in others, things were starting to
happen.  His muscles started to pulse in a rhythm.  He was close.


Was this what it
took for him to come now, part of him asked unhappily?  This... or obeying his
wife?  He should be embarrassed, he thought.  But he wasn’t; he needed this too
much.


In fact, he
needed more.  He still wasn’t coming.


Jackson leaned
his face against the pillow, bracing his head and shoulders against the bed and
grabbed the device.  He knew he couldn’t reach his penis, but somehow, it was
more exciting to hold the device.  His prison.  A reminder of how his wife
neutered him.  He hated the device... and yet, it turned him on somehow.  It
oddly felt a part of him almost.  That thought made his penis jump, but that
was a thought too far for him and he tried to banish it.


He tried to
think of his wife teasing him again.


He wiggled the
cage.  His other hand drove the vibrator even deeper.


“The cage,” he
laughed uncertainly.  “My wife won’t let me get hard.”


Suddenly, his
penis started to jerk around.  It wasn’t hard, but it seemed to be moving or
pushing or something he couldn’t explain.  Everything got tighter.  His balls
pulled upward.  It wasn’t like any ejaculation he’d ever experienced, but it
seemed to be happening.  He spread his legs to brace himself.


“I don’t think
Charlotte wants you doing that,” said Marsha.
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Jackson spun
around in shock.  The vibrator shot out of his rear as he did.  He lost his
balance on the soft mattress, crashing down upon his butt.  His legs were
spread wide.  His skirt was in his lap but the pink metal device was visible. 
His heels dug into the sheets.  His eyes searched for the source of the voice.


He saw Marsha. 
But it couldn’t be Marsha?  How could it be Marsha?


“Hi Jackson,”
said Marsha perkily.  “Cute dress.”


Jackson’s heart stopped. 
Hearing the word “dress” doubled his already-overwhelming panic!  His brain
told him to grab his normal clothes, race to the bathroom and change.  He
started to scramble, but his arm slipped and he fell over and his feet tangled
in the sheets.


“Hold it,”
commanded Marsha, who struggled not to laugh.


Jackson stopped,
but not at once.  It was more of a slow-motion grinding to a halt.  “W— what
are you doing here?!” he asked.  His heart was racing so incredibly fast he
felt dizzy.  His brain was only now starting to work with any rationality
again.


Marsha laughed. 
“Me?  Are you kidding?  What are you doing here?”


“N— nothing—”


“That’s some
interesting ‘nothing’ there, Jackson.  Or is it ‘Jacki’?”  She touched the
tulle skirt and ran the material through her fingers.  She was incredibly
turned on seeing him in it.  This was way better than she had imagined.  She
smirked.  “Cute dress, Jacki.”


Jackson melted. 
“Thanks,” he said hopelessly.


Marsha stepped
closer.  She wanted to toy with his balls.  She wanted it so badly, but she
would go slowly.  She was savoring this moment.  She tapped the device with her
fingers.  Jackson told himself to resist, to flee, to something!  But nothing
happened.  He was frozen.


“This is nice,”
said Marsha, rubbing one of the bars.  “But I’m betting whoever put this on you
didn’t want you playing with yourself, did they?”


Jackson turned
beet red.


“Answer me,
Jacki,” she said.


“N— no.”


“And that is what
you were doing, wasn’t it?  Trying to jerk yourself off?”


Jackson
reluctantly nodded his head.


Marsha felt a
rush.  She’d never caught anyone masturbating before, especially the way
Jackson had been.  It was shocking to see him do it.  It was even more shocking
to see him in the dress and heels when Charlotte thought he was at work too.  Why
was he dressed this way when he wasn’t under orders?  There was something even
more interesting than she thought going on here.


“Oh Jacki,
you’re such a bad boy.”  A glint appeared in her eye.  “Or is it a bad girl? 
Were you a bad girl, Jacki?”


Jackson was too
embarrassed to answer.


Marsha would not
let him escape her questioning, however.  She wrapped her fingers around the
cage and wiggled it.  Jackson felt his penis jump, for lack of a better word. 
His whole body burned with excitement.  “Say it, Jacki.  Tell me.  Were you a
bad girl?”


“I— was bad.” 
He was breathing hard.


“No, say it.”


Jackson
blushed.  “I— I was a bad boy.”


“Girl,
Jacki.  You’re a girl.”


“I was a bad
girl.”


Jackson felt so
incredibly helpless, and yet so turned on.  Marsha too was turned on.  She
grabbed his balls and started playing with them, squeezing them, stroking them
and moving them through her fingers.  His penis jumped again.  Precome appeared. 
More than normal.  Marsha smirked; she’d never had a helpless man under her
control before.  Even better, she was clearly having an effect on Jackson.  He
was writhing in erotic agony on the bed, unable to get hard but needing to
explode.  It was incredible to watch.


An idea came to
Marsha.  She was going to make him come.  She wanted to see that.  “On all
fours, Jacki,” she said.


“Wh— why?”


Marsha ran a
finger along his thigh, making his penis struggle to get hard inside the
device.  “Because I said so, girl.”


He hesitated,
but then reluctantly gave in.  He climbed onto all fours on the bed.  His naked
rear was exposed.  Marsha crouched down and picked up the vibrator.  She held
it up for him to see.  He turned even deeper red upon seeing it.  She glanced
at his rear, thinking of sticking it in.  She would love to stick it in there
and see him squirm... make him explode.  That would be thrilling.  But
Charlotte was her friend and she didn’t want to ruin Charlotte’s plans either. 
She glanced at his hanging balls, such tempting toys.  Then she sighed.


“No... that
wouldn’t be right,” she said.


She sighed. 
Then she looked down at the vibrator.


“Where did you
get this thing anyways?”


“That’s what I’d
like to know,” said Charlotte.  She was standing in the bedroom door watching
these events unfold.


Things just got
even more complex for Jackson.


 


The End of Part Two...
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Thanks for reading my book!


I hope you enjoyed it!


 


If you keep clicking, you will get the chance to leave
a rating.  Please leave a nice rating. That helps me reach other readers
which helps me keep writing!


 


(Your name will not appear if you
leave a rating)


 


Or you can leave a full review!


(but your Amazon name will appear if
you leave a review)


 


You can also send your thoughts to me at:


annmichelle@ymail.com


 


And don’t forget to check out my other books at my
Amazon homepage (you can click the link):


 


https://www.amazon.com/Ann-Michelle/e/B007JLQ9RG/
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Anything
For An ‘A’


 


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


 


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


 


November
2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Becoming
Georgia (Part One: The New Maid)


 


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




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


 


July 2021 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Becoming
Georgia (Part Two: The Mall)


 


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




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


 


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


 


—o—


 


Becoming
Georgia (Part Three: Servitude)


 


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




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




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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


August 2013 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught
By His Roommate


 


Mitch
thought Katie was the perfect woman.  She was beautiful.  She was innocent. 
She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the way young women should dress
in heels and dresses.  So Mitch tricked Katie into becoming roommates so he
could explore her closet.  Unfortunately for Mitch, Katie would catch him red
handed.  That’s when things got really strange for Mitch.  See, Katie wasn’t as
innocent and naive as he thought, and she had plans for her new sissy!


 


For Mature Audiences Only. 
This 33,200 word, 140 page story includes power exchange, female domination,
cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, bondage, spanking, and so much
more! This book includes Five Illustrations!!


 


June
2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught
By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part One)


 


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


 


This
is Part One of Two.


 


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


 


February
2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught
By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part Two)


 


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


 


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


 


March
2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught
In Her Closet


 


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


 


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


 


June
2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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A
Collection of Short Stories, Vol. One:  Three Tales of Halloween Magic


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,000 word volume includes female domination,
forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, gender transformation by
magic, partial gender transformation by magic, transformation into an object,
mind control, breast growth, oral, and so much more!
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A
Collection of Short Stories, Vol. Two:  Tales of Feminization By Hypnosis


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


May
2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculated
By His Mother-in-Law (Part One)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


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


 


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




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


 


June 2019 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculated
By His Mother-in-Law (Part Three)


 


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




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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


June
2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Femford
School for Girls (Part One)


 


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


 


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


 


May
2017 and June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The
Femford School (Part Two)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


April 2017 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man
Enough


 


Christopher
has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his
mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to
prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis
humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more! This is Part One of Two.


 


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


March
2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman
Enough


 


Christopher’s
problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to
prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to
think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine
fate?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female domination,
forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral,
erotic humiliation, and so much more! This second part concludes the series.


 


March
2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized
By Hypnosis


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


Feminized
Cuckold


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


November
2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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 regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s
sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to
masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he
really is.  But does she already know?


 


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


 


January
2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing
Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)


 


Part
One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy:  Megan
and Mark can’t agree.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues
an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he
dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant. 
Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her
surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to
trick the other into giving up.


 


Part
Two: How Megan Got Pregnant:  Things
are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’ 
But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change
as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will Megan let him escape with his
masculinity intact?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity devices, small penis
humiliation, pegging, and so much more!


 


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


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


 


—o—


 


Grounded
in Heels


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


Grounded
In Heels (Part Two: Back To School)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


Her
High-Heeled Solution


 


John’s
wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the
help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will
never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This
simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit
each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in
the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a
grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 word, 121 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, pegging, and so
much more!


 


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


 


—o—


 


The
House On Femford Hill


 


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


 


Includes
a surprise re-edited story from Crystal Summers!


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


Humiliation
At The Office


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


The
Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


The
Making of Danielle, The Illustrations


 


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


 


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


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes female domination, power exchange,
forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis
humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more! This book
includes 30 Illustrations!!


 


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


 


—o—


 


The
Story of William, From The Making of Danielle


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


Miss-ing
Billionaire


 


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


 


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


 


August
2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!


 


—o—


 


More
Than He Bargained For


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


My
Femdom Marriage (Part One)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


My
Femdom Marriage (Part Two)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


My
Lactating Husband (Part One)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


My
Lactating Husband (Part Two)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


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


 


Satin
Falls is the story of a small
mountain town where the men slowly lose their ability to resist any command
given by any woman after an unknown virus infects the water supply.  Even
worse, advising the women on how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge
against men after her female lover leaves her for a man.  She decides to get
even with malekind by encouraging the women to feminize their males.


 


Follow
the lives of several couples as they enter this brave new world of silks and
satins and female domination.  And watch as the fate of the men hangs by the
well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 64,500 word, 117 page story includes power
exchange, female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling,
breast growth, spanking, and so much more! This book is the complete story.


 


July
2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


 


Short
Story:  The Magic Journal


 


After
macho football player Brad ruins Rachel’s date, she gets even using a magic
journal which lets her change his body as she wishes. Brad is about to learn a
lesson he will never forget as Rachel feminizes him bit by bit.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 13,000 word, 51 page short story includes female
domination, forced feminization, gender transformation, shrunken manhood,
breast growth, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more.


 


—o—


 


Summer
in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer)


 


Paul
is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents. He’s
not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins
already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he
should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter.
Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go
increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.


 


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


 


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


 


—o—


 


Summer
in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair)


 


Now
that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he
explored his new relationship with the wonderful Ellie.  Unfortunately, the
twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to
escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like
it.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only. This 30,400 word, 147 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, and so much more! This
is Part Two of Two.


 


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


 


—o—


 


Two
Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive


 


Paul
has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda is the
one who really holds the power... ever since she caught him cross-dressing. 
Now she wears the pants in the family.  What’s more, for two weeks every year,
Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 26,000 word, 90 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking,
paddling, chastity and denial, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!


 


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


 


—o—


 


Wager
Into Womanhood (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)


 


Max
is an arrogant sexist with a submissive wife and an inability to turn down any
bet. Will is a househusband with a dominant wife who just caught him having an
affair. Both of their lives are going to change significantly when they get
tricked into entering a bet to prove that they can live as women for a week...
or longer.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 56,000 word, 209 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power
exchange, and so much more.


 


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


 


—o—


 


The
Writer’s Secret


 


The
story that started it all!


 


Loren
had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write
transvestite fiction.  If that’s what sold, then he would give it a try.  Then
he told his wife Stephanie.  Soon, he and his loving wife were experimenting
with turning him into ‘Lauren.’  Too late did he realize how eagerly his wife
would embrace the idea of feminizing him.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,600 word, 160 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth,
costumes, spankings, maid uniforms, and so much more!


 


March
2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


 


The
Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy)


 


Loren
and Stephanie's adventure continues in this long awaited sequel to “The
Writer's Secret”!


 


As
Loren adjusts to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young
relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and
naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side and a penchant for
blackmail... and she likes the idea of having a feminized maid.  At the same
time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants
to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie escape these villains?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, power exchange, feminized maids, hormones,
shrunken manhood, pegging, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!


 


September
2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


 


Volume
One of the Dominique Silk Collection


 


This
first Volume One of Dominique Silk stories includes both College Student
to Coed and Making Her Husband Her Maid.


 


College Student to Coed
is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck when the most popular girl
on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even better, she wants to take him
back to her apartment and dress him in her clothes!  This is a dream come true
for Ted, and soon Beth is inviting him over daily to play.  Unfortunately,
through a series of mistakes, Ted finds himself constantly being exposed in
public while wearing women’s clothes.  But are these really mistakes?  And what
is Beth up to?


 


Making Her Husband Her Maid
is a cautionary tale for unfaithful husbands.  As Diane works hard to support
the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid.  Unfortunately for him, the
maid has other ideas and turns the tables on Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise
to come home to find her husband dressed in the maid’s uniform and high heels,
and bent over the couch as the maid has her way with his rear.  Cameron the
playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,250 word, 151 page volume includes
cross-dressing, female domination, forced feminization, chastity devices,
public exposure, pegging, shemales, spanking, bondage, sissy maids, hormones,
erotic humiliation and more!


 


—o—


 


Volume
Two of the Dominique Silk Collection


 


This
Volume Two of Dominique Silk stories is both parts of Feminized by his
Mother-in-Law, the story of Jackson, his wife Natalie, and his
mother-in-law Ruth.  Ruth never thought that Jackson was man enough to marry
her daughter, and when she came to stay with Jackson and Natalie shortly after
their marriage, she decided to prove this to her daughter... by feminizing
Jackson.  Has she miscalculated though?  Soon both Ruth and Natalie are
feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date with Natalie’s boss
and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his manhood and his
marriage?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,000 word, 189 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, spanking, small penis humiliation, blackmail,
chastity devices, sissy maid, cuckolding, erotic humiliation and more!


 


—o—


 


Volume
Three of the Dominique Silk Collection


 


This
Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both The Sissy House
Sitter and Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback.


 


The Sissy House Sitter
begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy
neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to
explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who feels an
irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really interesting for
Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her
husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis
in her husband’s dress.


 


Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback is the
story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team,
but his body is slowly wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play
just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him
and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She
feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with
better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his
future to be submissive in skirts?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,900 word, 163 page volume includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, domestic discipline, spanking,
bondage, blackmail, sissy maids, hormones, limited M-to-M contact, erotic
humiliation and more!


 


—o—


 


Volume
Four of the Dominique Silk Collection


 


This
final Volume Four of Dominique Silk stories includes the story Not What
He Wanted and its conclusion What He Got.  This story
begins with George trying to dominate his wife.  Things go wrong quickly,
however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the velvet ropes.  Soon,
he’s wearing panties at work... and then worse.  As his wife keeps adding to
his feminization, an embarrassing trip to the mall and a confrontation with his
secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s story fun and exciting
as his problems spin out of control.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,600 word, 126 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, forced cross-dressing, spanking, paddling,
pegging, bondage, erotic humiliation and more!





cover.jpeg
Training Him
Part Two
by Ann Michelle

l






