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Introduction by Ann


—o—


 


Ladies and Gentlemen,


 


A lot of you
have sent me some high praise for this series and I’m glad you’ve enjoyed it. 
I wanted this story to feel a little more real than others, at least in terms
of what actual domination should look like.  To do that, I’ve explored it
through Charlotte’s eyes even more than Jackson’s and I think that has brought
this book a very compelling sense.  If you have any thoughts on that, I would
love to hear them.


 


I’d also love to
hear if you think you would really like to be in Jackson’s place.  Could you
handle it?  Or is sweet, mousy Charlotte’s control perhaps too much for you to
take for real?  Again, I’d love to hear your thoughts.


 


In any event, I
give you the conclusion of Training Him!  Will Charlotte see the humor in
catching Jackson using a vibrator on himself as Marsha watched?  Will Jackson
come to terms with finally obeying his wife?  How is being submissive going to
impact his project for work?  Read on and find out.  The end of Jackson and
Charlotte’s story has come.


 


I hope you all
enjoy this story.  This 39,200 word story includes cross-dressing, female
domination, power exchange, chastity devices, denial, a sex toy, maybe a
spanking, and so much more.  This is the last of three parts.  For Mature Audiences Only.


 


With love,


Ann :)

















Chapter One: “Loss of
Privileges”


—o—


 


“Disobedience offers
opportunity.”


 


— Training
Him, page 46.


 


Charlotte shook
her head.  This was quite the scene.  Here was her husband, on the bed on all
fours, wearing the white satin and tulle maid dress and the black platform
sandals.  His panties were down around his knees.  His exposed rear was visible
and his balls hung freely between his legs.  Hints of the pink metal chastity
device could be seen between his legs as could the metal band around the base
of his balls.


Standing next to
him, holding what appeared to be a pink plastic penis, was her best friend
Marsha.  She was less provocatively dressed in white shorts, a white top and
flat brown sandals – Charlotte wore dark jeans and brown leather wedges.  Why
Marsha was here, Charlotte understood; she had told Marsha to enter the house
to drop off the wine.  Why Jackson was here, she did not, though she was
working it out fast and she was not pleased.


Charlotte walked
over to Marsha and took the plastic penis from her hand.  She held it up for
Jackson to see.


“What is this?”
she demanded of her husband.


Jackson started
to move from the bed but Charlotte stopped him with a pointed finger and a
glaring disapproval.  Exposed, embarrassed and on his knees was how she
intended to keep Jackson during this discussion.


“It’s— it’s a
vibrator,” he said cautiously.


Jackson
swallowed hard.  He was in trouble; he knew that.  How much trouble was the
question?


“It’s more than
that, it’s a dildo.  A vibrating dildo.  Where did you get it, Jacki?” 
She used the feminization of his name Marsha had used.  That made Jackson feel
very small suddenly.


“I— I found it,”
he said evasively.


“You found
it?” she repeated incredulously.  “Was it lying in the street?”


Jackson
blushed.  His evasion had been stupid.  “I— I bought it.”


Charlotte huffed
unhappily.  “I thought so.  I’m very annoyed with you right now, Jacki!”


“Could we, uh,
not talk in front of her?” interrupted Jackson.  He nodded toward Marsha
self-consciously.  The idea of being dressed down in front of Marsha was
painfully embarrassing.


“She has a
name.”


Jackson blushed
even deeper.  This was humiliating.  “I know.”


“Then say it.”


“Marsha.”


“Now repeat your
question using her name.”


Jackson
hesitated.  “Can we please not talk in front of Marsha?”


Charlotte folded
her arms.  “Marsha is my guest.  She’s perfectly welcome to be here.  You, on
the other hand, should not be here.  You left work without permission, didn’t
you?” she said sharply, accusingly.


Jackson looked
shocked.  “Permission?  You want me to ask permission—”


“You need
permission for everything.  That’s one of my rules, remember?  Did you ask
to leave?”  Charlotte felt an unexpected rush of power as she said this.  She’d
never had her husband so under control before.  It felt amazing to see him
squirm, confirming her power.  It felt right too.


“Well, no—”


“So you had no
permission.”


Jackson twisted
his lips.  He didn’t know how to respond.  It still bothered him that he was
supposed to seek her permission at all, and she certainly hadn’t told him that
applied outside the house either, but she was technically right.  It just
didn’t seem fair to him.


“I— guess not,”
he admitted uncertainly.  He suddenly felt very weak, especially being
half-undressed and on all fours on the bed, as if he was on display.  “Can I
stand up, please?”


“No.”


He seemed to
shrink.


Charlotte waved
the pink penis-shaped dildo in his face.  “You bought this without permission
too.”


“I didn’t know I
needed permission.”  He felt oddly nervous.


“You always need
permission, especially to spend my money—”


“Your
money?!”


“Yes, Jacki.  My
money.  That’s your rule, if you’ll recall.  When you were in charge, you
considered it your money, so now that I’m in charge, it’s become my
money.”  That was perhaps overstated by Charlotte as he saw himself more as in
charge of the budget rather than the money being his per se, but he
wasn’t in any position to argue the point, he told himself.  His wife
continued:  “Worst of all though, you tried masturbating without permission.”


Jackson
blushed.  Guilty as charged.  He had no defense to offer to that.


“You need to be
punished,” said Charlotte.


The color
drained from Jackson’s face.  He did not want to be punished.  Her punishments
had been embarrassing and difficult, and he definitely didn’t want to be
punished before Marsha.  That would make it all so much worse.  He imagined
himself tied to the chair again with his penis freed from the cage as Marsha
watched Charlotte tease it mercilessly until he begged for something
embarrassing.  The idea worried him... but was also stingingly thrilling. 
Incredibly, part of him actually hoped it happened.


“Wh— what kind
of punishment?”


Charlotte
scanned the room until she found his work pants.  They were on the floor where
he’d dropped them in his haste to change.  She picked them up and searched his
pockets.  She found his wallet and keys.  She returned to the side of the bed
with them.


“For leaving
work without permission, you’ve lost your driving privileges.”  As she announced
this, she held up his keys for him to see and then jammed them into the pocket
of her jeans.


“How am I going
to get to work?!” he gasped.


“I’ll take you.”


“What if I have
to go somewhere else?”


“I’ll take you,”
said Charlotte.


“How do I get
home?”


“You wait for me
to pick you up.”


“What if you
don’t want to go where I need to go?”


“Then you don’t
go.”


Jackson burned
with shame.  He’d driven his whole life.  To become reliant on his wife was
emasculating.  It took away his adulthood, somehow.  It would be embarrassing
too if someone saw her dropping him off!


Charlotte held
out the wallet next.


“For spending
money without permission, you’ve lost your spending privileges,” she said.  At
that, she took out all his credit cards and cash and shoved those into her
pocket as well.  Then she tossed his wallet into the small waste basket they
kept by her vanity.  It made a “thump” sound.


“That’s my
wallet!” exclaimed Jackson in tone that was strangely pleading.


“Not anymore,”
she said.  “In fact, I think you need a new wallet.”


Charlotte moved
to her closet and grabbed a pearl-white, woman’s wallet.  It was nearly three
times the size of Jackson’s wallet and twice as thick.  Made of patent leather,
it had a pink interior and a silver clasp.  It opened like an accordion rather
than folding open as his had.  It was unmistakably feminine.


“I can’t carry
that!” he gasped.


“I’m sure you’ll
learn,” said Charlotte as she stuck his ID into the pearl-white wallet.  She
then tossed it onto the bed before him.  “As for masturbating without
permission, you’re going back in the corner while I decide if more is required. 
Now follow me.”


Jackson
grimaced.  Being made to stand in the corner made him feel like such a little
girl.  It was so embarrassing!  It was uncomfortable too, standing still so
long in high heels, and now he was wearing the much taller, thinner heels that
came with the maid uniform.  This was going to be a struggle.  Even worse,
Marsha would get to see this.  There was worse to come though.


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said Jackson unhappily.


He climbed off
the bed, pushed his skirt back down to cover his rear and the device, and
followed his wife to the living room.  His steps made that now-familiar
feminine clicking sound as his heels tapped off the hardwood floor. 
Charlotte’s shoes made a similar but deeper sound as she wore wedges with
thicker cork heels.  Marsha followed from a distance; her feet slapped against
her flat sandals.  Ironically, his feet made the most feminine sound of the
three of them.


When they
reached the living room, Charlotte pointed to the corner.  Jackson bit his lip
and nodded his head.  He started toward the corner.  To his surprise, Charlotte
stopped him two feet short.


“Hold it,” she
said.


Jackson stopped.


“Spread your
legs and put one hand on each knee,” she instructed.


Jackson did,
bending forward to reach his knees.


“Bend more forward.”


He did.


Charlotte
stepped up behind him.  Jackson felt her hand brush his rear, pushing the tulle
skirt of his dress up onto his back.  Her hand drifted down to his rear.  This
time, she pulled the panties down to the bottom of his cheeks.  She held the
dildo in his face once more.


“Since you went
to all the trouble to buy this, you should at least get to use it, don’t you
think?” said Charlotte.


Jackson
swallowed hard.


Charlotte moved
the dildo from his face to his rear.  Jackson felt her press it against his
exposed crack.  He tensed up when he felt it.  She wouldn’t really do this,
would she?  She wouldn’t jam that thing inside him?  Sure, he’d bought it, but
because he needed to try something.  That was different.  This was not that.  To
use it on him— shaped like a penis— she wouldn’t!


Only... she did.


Without further
warning, she pressed the dildo against his crack and slowly slid it into him
until only the rear stuck out.  Jackson grimaced as it created tremendous
pressure pushing through him, driving deeper and deeper.  Then it stopped. 
What was she doing, he wondered?  It just hung there uncomfortably inside him. 
Would she pull it out?  No.  Before he could react, it started vibrating as
Charlotte turned the device on:  CLICK!  BRRRrrrrr.  Jackson jolted in
surprise and then felt his innards shake.  His whole body went weak, as waves
of tension pulsed through him turning on his nerves.  He felt so conflicted
about this.  It was humiliating, but also erotic, but also incredibly
uncomfortable.  The real question though, was would it be enough to make him
come or would it just torture him?


“There,” said
Charlotte.  “Enjoy.”


She then pulled
his panties tightly into place and ordered him to stand up straight.  When he
did, she pushed him into the corner.


His punishment
had begun.


 


—o—


 


The next few
minutes were surreal for Jackson.  As he vibrated in the corner, hoping to come
regardless of how embarrassing that would be, struggling to balance in the
tall, difficult and increasingly straining heels, and feeling utterly emasculated
as a disciplined little girl, his wife and her best friend took seats on the
couch to talk about him.  They faced each other, each sitting sideways on the
couch with one leg draped to the floor.


“I’m really
sorry,” said Marsha.


“Don’t be.  You
had no idea he was home or that he was doing this,” replied Charlotte.  “The
question now is what do we do next?”


Marsha nodded
her head, but didn’t speak.


“Eventually, I
had to show him to you,” continued Charlotte.  “But I wasn’t really ready for
that yet, to be honest.  I wanted his submission to be further along than it is
before I did that.  But now that you know, I don’t see any point in trying to
pretend you don’t know.”


“I won’t tell
anybody.”


“Oh, I know.  I
have complete faith in you.”


“Should I go?”


Charlotte shook
her head.  “No.  Now that you know, maybe you can be useful in his training.”


“Does this mean
I can come back?” asked Marsha eagerly.


Charlotte smiled. 
“Sure.  I’ll need a sitter from time to time.”


Both women laughed.


“Say, uh, how
long are you going to leave that thing inside him?” asked Marsha curiously.


Charlotte
shrugged her shoulders and rolled her eyes.  “Probably until the battery runs
out.  Honestly, I should make him wear it all day.  I don’t know what he was
thinking.  To leave work, to buy that thing, and then to try to jerk himself
off when I’ve expressly refused him permission to do so?!  He’s lucky he’s getting
off so easily.  I should make him wear it to work with a fresh battery, or make
him walk across the park in a bikini and heels.”


“Or spank him,”
said Marsha with a slight blush.


Charlotte let
out a laugh.  “Or spank him!”  She glanced at her husband.  “Would you like to
be spanked, Jackson?  I could even ask Marsha to do it, if you’d like that
better.”


Jackson
shuddered at the thought and his penis throbbed.  For an instance, he thought
he might come, but it proved illusory.  Right now, he was just becoming hornier
and hornier.


“Doesn’t your
book talk about punishments?  Maybe you should spank him,” said Marsha.


Dr. Morgan did
mention it, and Charlotte had considered it, but hadn’t worked up the courage
to do it.  There was something in the idea though, something incredibly
powerful about being able to discipline her husband with a smack on the rear. 
It made her nipples pop.


“She mentioned
it, but I haven’t considered it,” lied Charlotte.


She
unconsciously covered her nipples with her arm.


“So what do we
do now?  Is there anything I can do to help?  Anything I need to know?” asked
Marsha.


“For now, just
treat him as you would a child, I guess.  Give him orders, not choices.  Make
sure he obeys.  If he doesn’t, punish him.  Don’t let him be disrespectful to
you.  That’s about it.”


Marsha smirked. 
“Hear that, Jackson.  Time to obey me.”  She chuckled.


Jackson felt
even smaller.


“That’s a really
interesting device he’s wearing, by the way,” said Marsha.  “I saw it in the
bedroom.”


“It keeps him
from touching himself,” said Charlotte.  “It helps to reinforce the idea that
his dick belongs to me.”


“Very nice,”
laughed Marsha.  “So he can’t play without himself without you letting him.”


“Exactly.  He
can’t masturbate.  He can’t come.  He can’t even pee standing up.”


“Oh, I’ll bet
that’s embarrassing.”


“It is, but he
seems to enjoy being humiliated by me.”


Jackson couldn’t
believe his wife had told her that!  His penis lurched in the device upon
hearing this and precome appeared.  It even throbbed for a few seconds as if it
was going to finally explode, but again, it didn’t.  When it failed, the shame
of his wife telling her friend so openly that he liked being humiliated made
him burn all over.  He wished desperately he could masturbate right now.  But
then, suddenly, his ego overwhelmed him.


“It’s not true,”
he blurted out before he knew it.


Charlotte raised
an eyebrow.  “Did I give you permission to speak?”


“But it’s—”


“You’re in
the corner, Jackson.  You stand there silently unless asked a question.”


Jackson knew he
needed to stop talking, but his ego wouldn’t relent.  He couldn’t stand this
statement going unchecked... it was too true, too deep to let Marsha think it
was true.  “It’s not true,” he repeated.


“It is true.  It
turns you on when I humiliate you.”


“It’s not.”


“Oh Jackson,”
said Charlotte disappointedly – not angrily.  Her calm had returned.  While she
had initially been annoyed at the disrespect of Jackson’s disobeying her rules,
she reminded herself that ultimately, this was all meant for his benefit and
the bigger issue was his backsliding from his growing submissiveness, not the
disrespect she felt.  This was for him after all, she told herself.  “I
think we need a reminder of your submissiveness.”


Jackson licked
his lips nervously.  He knew this was coming and his ego had told him he could stand
up to it, but her calm, commanding tone made him feel small and weak.  His ego
withered.


“Come here,
Jackson,” she commanded.


For an instance,
Jackson debated disobeying.  Part of him screamed that if he didn’t disobey
now, he never would.  It was already nearly too late.  His wife had somehow
stripped him of so much of his... confidence? his will? his strength?  He
wasn’t sure what the word was, but he recognized that he struggled now to
disobey her.  And if he didn’t put a stop to this now, it would soon become
impossible to resist at all, much less return to being a man in charge.


But there came
the rub:  he had this deep compulsion to obey.


He didn’t know
where this had come from, because it wasn’t like him to obey anyone – normally,
he struggled to obey – but somehow, this horny little thing buried deep inside
him, an inexplicable fantasy, had grown and grown and grown until it had
virtually taken over.  Indeed, his horniness now dominated his thinking and it
controlled his actions.


He left the
corner and came to his wife.


Charlotte turned
forward on the couch and crossed her legs.  Her wedge-encased foot hung in the
air, gently rocking back and forth before him.


“On your knees,”
she said.


Jackson carefully
lowered himself to his knees.  This was never easy in these tall heels and it
was particularly difficult with the vibrating device in his rear.  In fact, as
he lowered himself, it seemed like it might pop out and he was forced to place
his hand upon it to keep it in place.


“Lift your
dress,” she said.


Jackson lifted
the tulle skirt, exposing his panties.  The device could be seen clearly
beneath.


“Pull your
panties down to your knees,” said Charlotte.


Jackson worked
his panties down to his knees, exposing the device and his balls, which hung
beneath it.


“Spread your
legs.”


Jackson spread
his legs as best he could with the panties still around his knees.  This was
enough to let his balls hang freely between his legs.  Charlotte then moved her
foot forward and slid it under his balls.  She shook her foot, bouncing his
balls upon her toes.  He could feel the platform of her wedge brushing against
his thigh.  It felt really exciting.


“Who’s in charge
here, darling?” she asked in the most strangely matter-of-fact manner.  It was
like a teacher asking a student a basic question with no doubt the student knew
the answer.


Jackson
blushed.  “Y— you are.”


“Why are you
disobeying me?”


Jackson twisted
his lips.  He had no idea how to answer that.  “I don’t know.”


“Jackson.” 
Her tone was a mixture of frustration and determination.


He shrunk.


“When I speak to
you, I expect you to answer me.  You know this.  I also know you know why you
broke my rules.  Now tell me truthfully.”  As she spoke, she kept bouncing his
balls upon the front of her shoe and toes.  This was starting to cause a sort
of rhythm or pulsing to build inside him as his muscles flexed and contracted
deep behind his balls.  It was now aided by the vibrating in his rear.


“I— I’m sorry. 
I— I needed to come,” he said.


“But I haven’t
given you permission.”


“I know, but I
need to.”  He hesitated.


“Go on.”


Jackson
swallowed hard.  He didn’t know what to say.  But then he just started
talking.  “It’s like this crazy need.  It’s like an itch I can’t scratch,” said
Jackson without intending to admit so much, especially in front of Marsha – who
was currently smiling excitedly as she watched; her panties were very wet.  And
then suddenly, it all came out.  “Everything you’ve done is making me so horny,
I need relief.  I need to come.  If I don’t, I just feel so small and weak and
helpless.  I need to come before I explode.  That’s why I did it.  I saw
something online that you can come with a dildo even in the device and I was
just overwhelmed.  I had to try it.  I need to come.”  His tone was pleading,
submissive.


Charlotte’s foot
bounced a little faster; she was becoming really turned on.  This, in turn,
sped up the rhythm within Jackson.  His dick was starting to throb, even
without being hard.  Precome dribbled out into the device.


“What happens if
I don’t let you come?” she asked.


“I—”


“Go on,” said
Charlotte, who sensed an intense breakthrough coming.


His penis was
throbbing more than it had in weeks now.  It was so close, so very close to
coming.  Still, he struggled to confess this secret.  She could see the
struggle within him.


“Go on,” she
encouraged him once more.


Jackson licked
his lips.  He was breathing hard.


“I—”


He tried again. 
“I—”


But he couldn’t
say it.  The answer was submission.  He knew it.  He could feel it.  If she
didn’t let him come, he would beg her and he knew that in doing so he would
become inferior.  He saw that in his mind.  He knew that if she did not let him
come soon, he would feel inferior and he would forever obey her from that
moment forth, he would forever need her to control him.  That sacred him even
as it excited him.  It scared him too much to admit.


He shook his
head.  “I can’t,” he squeaked.


Charlotte
sighed.  “That’s too bad,” she said and she stopped bouncing her foot.  Jackson
felt the terrible feeling of denial, of deprivation, as her foot stopped moving
and the rhythm it had taken to such a high level simply evaporated.  She then
pulled her foot away and patted him on the head.  “Maybe next time.”


Jackson nodded
his head.


“Now get back in
the corner, dear.”


As he stood up
again, defeated by his fear, shocked at what he’d realized, desperate to feel
what he saw in his mind and desperate to avoid it at the same time, Charlotte
rose to her feet and walked to the corner with him.  When he was safely tucked
away, she pulled out the vibrator and kissed him on the cheek.


Her panties were
soaked... as were his.


 


—o—


 


“That was
incredible,” said Marsha.


She and
Charlotte had gone to the bedroom to talk more privately.


Charlotte nodded
her head.  It had been.  She’d realized that.  It had turned her on like nothing
else ever had.  “I have to admit,” said Charlotte, “a lot of this is really
exciting.”


“I bet.”


“Do you think
I’m doing the right thing?” she asked.


Marsha laughed. 
“Based on what I saw, absolutely!  He’s totally submissive, even if he doesn’t
admit it.  I’m frankly surprised how submissive he is.”  She shook her head in
disbelieve.


“You don’t think
it’s wrong to want to dominate your husband, do you?”


Marsha raised an
eyebrow.  Up to now, Charlotte had only talked about doing this for Jackson. 
That had been the whole point, she claimed.  What she had wanted had not come
into it... and yet, there was that word: want.  This was an interesting
admission, that she was enjoying it.


“You’re enjoying
it?” asked Marsha.


Charlotte
blushed.  She nodded her head.  “A little.”


“So what are you
thinking,” asked Marsha cautiously.


Charlotte
blushed even deeper.  She tingled all over.  Her panties grew warmer.  “You saw
that, right?”


“Uh, yeah!”


“Well, I keep
telling myself this is for him.  I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’ve told myself I
can get something out of this too.  I can fix some things I never liked and
it’s kind of nice to have someone take my orders for once, but—”


She hesitated.


“But you like it,”
interjected Marsha.


Charlotte nodded
her head.  “Yeah, I like it.”  She smiled.  “There is nothing like the
feeling of seeing Jackson do something I know the non-submissive parts of him
really don’t want to do.  It’s such a rush, such a feeling of power to see him
do it because I told him too.  It’s crazy.  I can’t even describe the feeling.”


She paused.


“I’m just not
sure it’s the right thing to do,” she finished.


Marsha
chuckled.  “Girlfriend, it’s way too late for those thoughts!”


Charlotte looked
confused.  “What do you mean?”


“I mean, you’re
a full-fledged dominant housewife at this point.  You are totally in control
and you’re using it in ways that would make a movie dominatrix blush.  You,
dear Charlotte, are a natural.  This is the life you were born for, sissified
slave husband and all.”


 


—o—


 


“Oh, by the way,
I have a gift for you,” said Marsha as she grabbed her purse.  It was time for
her to head home and she and Charlotte were saying their goodbyes.  Jackson was
out of the corner, standing nearby.


“The wine?”
asked Charlotte.


“No, something
else.”


Marsha opened
her purse and pulled a small glass perfume bottle from it.  The bottle was
shaped like a star.


“I came across
this a week ago,” said Marsha.  “I thought it smelled great.  Very girly.  It’s
kind of unique.  I’m not sure I’ve smelled anything else quite like it.  So I
bought it.  But when I tried it at home, I wasn’t sure it was quite ‘me’.  So I
thought I’d give it to you.”


Charlotte took
it.  She sprayed it into the air and sniffed.  It had a beautiful smell.  It
was floral with a hint of sweetness, a lingering vanilla.  It was indeed very
feminine, but likely not something Charlotte would wear herself.


“It’s pretty,
but I’m not sure it’s ‘me’ either,” she said.


Marsha nodded
her head.  “That’s too bad.”  Then she smirked.  She nodded her head toward
Jackson.  “Maybe it’s him?”


Charlotte
snickered.  “Maybe.”


The two women
stepped over to Jackson, who watched apprehensively.  Charlotte held up the
bottle and sprayed her husband with two shot.  He immediately noticed a very
feminine, flowery smell with a hint of cookies or vanilla.  Both women leaned
over and sniffed him.


“Magical,” laughed
Marsha.


“I think we have
a winner,” said Charlotte.  She smiled.  “Now you have a scent, honey.”


Jackson
grimaced.

















Chapter Two: “On The
Scent”


—o—


 


“His submission will
sprout in ways he won’t expect.”


 


— Training
Him, page 47.


 


“This is
embarrassing,” grumbled Jackson.


“Well, Jackson,
you brought it on yourself,” said Charlotte.  She turned the car down the main
road.  “You left work without permission... and you went to a sex shop,
darling.”  She chuckled at the image this produced in her head of her husband
buying a pink dildo shaped like a penis.


“I know, but—”


“There’s no
‘but,’ darling.  You misused the privilege of driving, so I took the privilege
away.  It’s that simple.”


Jackson glared
out the window.  Everywhere he looked, people were driving themselves to work. 
But here he was, being driven by his wife.  It made him feel childish not to be
allowed to drive.


Charlotte pulled
into the bank parking lot.  She stopped before the door.  Jackson winced at the
idea people might see him get out of the car.  He knew this was all so very
irrational – many people were driven to work by spouses for many reasons – but
this time, he knew the reason and he somehow felt everyone else did too.  He
felt like he was hiding a dirty secret out in the open.  Indeed, he almost
expected Barbara to come bursting through the door pointing and laughing,
yelling something about him losing his “privileges.”


She didn’t, of
course.


“I’ll see you
after work,” said Charlotte.  She leaned over, placed her hand gently and
intimately upon the device and tenderly kissed Jackson on the cheek.  Jackson
blushed.  She’d never done that before, even before the device, and it felt
uncomfortably heartwarming to Jackson, if that contradiction made sense. 
Indeed, it seemed to make him feel guilty somehow, though he didn’t know for what
exactly.  “Have a good day, honey.”


“Thank you,”
said Jackson feeling even more guilty.


Jackson stepped
out of the car.  He started to close the door.


“Don’t forget
your wallet, dear.”


Jackson glanced
down at the pearl white “wallet” on the car console.  It looked more like a
clutch purse than a wallet to him.  He snatched it though; he had no choice. 
He then jammed it into the inside pocket of his suit jacket and he closed the
door.  Charlotte waved.  She smiled.  Jackson felt a quiver in his gut that she
could be so friendly; it would almost be easier if she was barking out
commands.  Nevertheless, he waved back.  Then he turned and walked into the
bank.
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“The car is in
the shop.  The car is in the shop,” he told himself, practicing the lie he’d
prepared if anyone saw him.  “The car is in the shop.”


He came through
the front door of the bank.  The lobby was bustling with customers of all
types.  There were tellers behind the counters and loan employees stationed in cubicles. 
In front of him sat a receptionist who directed customers to the right
locations.


“Good morning,
sir,” said the young receptionist.


“My car is in
the shop,” said Jackson nervously.  He winced the moment he’d said it.


“Oh,” said the
young woman in confusion.  “I’m sorry.”


“Uh, yeah.  It’s
all right.  Uh, good morning.”


Jackson scurried
off, having embarrassed himself.  He hoped the young woman would dismiss this
as his being distracted or something and wouldn’t think too much about it.  He
sped up just in case.  If he could get to his office, he could take a deep
breath and calm himself.  As he reached his office door, however, he ran into
Barbara coming the other way.


“Was that
Charlotte?” she asked.


“Where?”


“Driving you.”


Jackson bit his
tongue.  “Uh, yeah.”


“She should have
come in and said ‘hello’.  I haven’t seen her since the picnic.”


“She, uh, has a
lot to do today.  The car is in the shop.”


Barbara nodded
her head.  Then she followed Jackson into his office.  He could feel her eyes
all over his back as he circled around his desk.  Had she spotted the bright
white pantyhose he wore today, he wondered?  What about the white camisole his
wife added to his required list of under things?  He decided to keep his jacket
on for the moment.


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


Of course,
the project, always the project, he thought.  “It’s fine.”  He slid into
his seat.


“Just fine?”


“Yes, it’s
fine.”


“That’s a pity,”
said Barbara smugly.


The tone of her
voice told him Barbara had made some sort of breakthrough and was rather
pleased with her project.  He hadn’t even started his yet.  His confidence
began to sink.


“Mine is coming
along nicely,” she added, almost baiting him to ask questions.


“Uh huh?”


“I think Brett’s
really going to like it.”


“Good for him. 
Well, I have a lot of work to do this morning, so if you don’t mind, I need to
get to it.”


Barbara looked
just a tad disappointed there would be no sparring today.  Nevertheless, she
turned and walked to the door.  As she did, she stopped and gave a slight sniff
to the air.  Her eyebrow went up.  It was as if she had noticed something
incongruous, but didn’t quite know what it was.  Jackson realized instantly: 
it was Marsha’s stupid perfume!  His wife had sprayed him with it again this
morning when he dressed!  He bit his tongue and hoped Barbara didn’t realize
what it was.


“Huh,” she said
and she walked out.


Jackson expected
to breathe a sigh of relief, but it didn’t come.  The tension stayed with him
instead.  She knew something was odd, he could tell.  This was serious trouble!


“She doesn’t
know anything,” he tried to tell himself.


But he knew she
did.


“What if she
comes back?”


His heart sped
up.  His breathing became ragged.  He ran his tongue over his teeth.  As he
did, he had a sort of vision.  It was like he was really seeing it, even as he
knew it wasn’t real.  Barbara appeared at his door once more.  She was wearing
a black pencil skirt and a dark blue blouse.  Her hair was pulled back.  This
gave her a severe look.  She walked in without permission and stormed over to
his window.  She pulled the blinds closed.


“Get on the
desk,” she commanded.


“What?” gasped
Jackson.


“On the desk,
Jackson,” she repeated.  “Do it or I tell the world about you and your perfume!”


Jackson took a
deep breath and climbed up onto the desk.  He unzipped his pants without being
told and Barbara pulled them down his legs, throwing them to the floor.  He now
lay on his back on the desk in white pantyhose and white panties.  He opened
his shirt too, exposing the camisole.


“Why am I not
surprised?” she asked, looking over the feminine finery.


Jackson had no
idea what to say.  All these years, he’d worked hard to prove he was better
than her, but all that had happen shook his faith in himself.  That was why he
was afraid to let himself fantasize about her, he realized: it might prove to
him that he was a fraud as a man.  Maybe... maybe she was better after all.  It
was time to admit that.  He slowly reached behind his head and grabbed the edge
of the desk.  As he did, Barbara pulled down his pantyhose and panties exposing
the device and his balls.  She did something he did not see and the device popped
right off.


His penis shot
up like a rocket.  It pointed right at the ceiling.


“Just as I
thought, hard as a rock,” she said with a knowing smirk.


“Yes, Miss,” he
said with a shudder.


Barbara ran two
fingers up his shaft.  It felt like surrender to him, but it was oddly
pleasant.


“You’re going to
like working under me now,” she said.  “Just surrender to me.  Admit that I’m
superior and you can be my humiliated, sissy secretary, Jacki.  You can be my
little toy.  Tell me you aren’t a man.”


Jackson shook
his head.


“No!  I am a
man,” he said hopelessly.


He felt
something else building inside though.  Part of him wanted to admit her
charge.  The butterflies returned.


Riiiiiiing.


The phone rang,
snapping him out of his daydream.  It was Brett.
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Brett handed
Jackson a number of assignments for him to do that morning.  The bank was
handling several large new accounts and he needed Jackson to double-check all
the paperwork.  He seemed oblivious to Jackson’s inner weakness; Jackson was
still shaken from the fantasy he had allowed.


“How’s your
project going, by the way?” asked Brett.


Jackson
blushed.  “It’s, uh, going.”


“Well, I’m sure
it will be good.  You’ve got three days left.  Barbara has come up with some
clever concepts.  I expect big things from you, Jackson.”


Jackson
swallowed hard.  “She’s got some clever concepts?”


“Very.”


He wanted to ask
for hints of what they could be, but he knew he couldn’t.  Then suddenly Brett
sniffed the air.


“Do you smell
something?” Brett asked.


Jackson bit his
lip and shook his head.  It felt like a little girl response to him, which
embarrassed him, but he knew what it was and the last thing he wanted to do was
admit anything.


“I’ve been
smelling this perfume all morning.  It’s fantastic, but I don’t know where it’s
coming from,” said Brett.


“Have you?”


“Yeah.  I keep
getting whiffs of it.  It’s like vanilla or something, but I can’t tell who’s
wearing it.”


“Might be a
trick of the mind,” suggested Jackson nervously.


Brett shrugged
his shoulders.  “Doesn’t matter.  But I bet whoever’s wearing it is gorgeous.”


Jackson blushed.


Brett suddenly
became more serious once more.  “I need the best you and Barbara can give on
these projects.  Is your project really coming along well?  If you need, I can
give you a couple days off.”


Jackson’s face
lit up.  A few days off would save his pantied-rear!  But just as quickly as he
saw the light of hope, an enormous shadow of his wife blocked it off.  He would
need her permission to take the time off.  Would she grant it?  And how would
she react if he told her he was failing on this project but hadn’t mentioned
it?  He suddenly felt extremely insecure.  He wasn’t sure what to do.  But one
thing was clear: he needed the time.


“Let me— let me
ask my wife,” he said.


Those were the
hardest words he’d ever spoken.  In fact, his spine trembled needing to admit
he needed to ask his wife’s consent to take time off.  He couldn’t even look up
into Brett’s eyes to see how he responded.  Jackson walked away.
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Jackson climbed
into the car.  It had been a difficult day.  It hadn’t been difficult because
anyone spotted him or because anyone even came close.  What made today
difficult was the thoughts and realizations that had hit him.  Were they true
or just reactions to the stress he felt?  He wasn’t sure, but he was sure he
felt completely defeated by Barbara and, somehow, he knew that it was now part
of him to ask Charlotte’s permission for things he had once done or decided all
on his own.  His submission was becoming real.


“How was work,
honey?” asked Charlotte.


Jackson
blushed.  How could she be so calm about his collapse as a man, he asked
himself?  Didn’t she realize how he’d lowered himself in Brett’s eyes, how he made
himself appear henpecked?


“It was ok,” he
said, half-choking on the untold truth.


Charlotte
pressed her platform clog against the gas pedal and the car started moving. 
She wore a fitted white dress today and pearls, continuing her recent trend of
dressing up.


“Brett wants me
to take the next two days off,” he lied.  He couldn’t bring himself to ask his
wife’s permission, so he presented it this way.  What if she said ‘no,’ after
all?  Then he would need to obey her and that would thrust another knife in his
ego, not to mention the project.


“Oh, all right,”
said Charlotte.


Jackson suddenly
felt incredibly uncomfortable having misled his wife, and he surprisingly found
himself adding, “That’s all right by you, isn’t it?”


Charlotte smiled
broadly.  In fact, she glowed.  What’s more, she found herself getting a little
moist, though Jackson had no way to know this.  This was the first time she
could think of where Jackson had truly internalized her control and asked her
approval.  He really was coming along.


“Of course,
darling.  That would be nice,” she said.


Jackson breathed
a sigh of relief, but too soon.


“Why does he
want you to take time off?” she asked.


Jackson bit his
lip.  He wasn’t sure he wanted to tell his wife about the project.  What if she
realized how important it was?  What if she used his need to work on the
project against him; she could demand all kinds of concessions – knowledge is
power, he’d seen that demonstrated in spades.  He decided to withhold that
piece of knowledge, even as he felt awkward doing it.


“He said, uh,
I’ve, uh, earned it.”


“Oh lovely,
darling.  How kind of him!  And how great of you to earn that kind of
treatment.  See what submission does for you?  It’s making everything easier at
home and it’s even improving your relationship with your boss!  That’s the first
time he’s ever done that for you.”


Jackson sank
into his seat.  “Something like that,” he said doubtfully.


“We should do
something to celebrate.  Maybe tomorrow,” said Charlotte.


Jackson tensed
up.  He couldn’t have that.  He needed the time to work on his project. 
Charlotte was supposed to be in class all day tomorrow.  He was counting on
that.


“Oh, but I have
school tomorrow,” she suddenly remembered.


“That’s too
bad,” said Jackson with considerable relief.


“I suppose I
could skip class.”


“No!”  Jackson’s
exclamation was a little overly-emphatic.  “No,” he said in a lower tone. 
“Don’t do that.  School is important.  You just go to class.  I’ll stay home
and do my chores.”


“But you’ll be
home all alone,” she protested.


“I promise, I’ll
do them.”


Charlotte was
surprised at his response as she hadn’t actually meant this in a suspicious
sense.  She was concerned about Jackson being home alone dressed as a woman
without access to a car and the such.  She had come to feel rather protective
of him, especially as she had put him in this position.  Maybe, she thought, she
could relent her control for the day, but that wouldn’t be good for Jackson,
and he seemed to be making incredible progress here.  She didn’t want to blunt
that in any way.  But what else could she do?


Then she had an
idea.
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“‘Alone time’ is
when husbands get in trouble.”


 


— Training
Him, page 63.


 


Tuesday.


Jackson was home. 
He had the day off.  He needed very much to work on his project and hoped to
have the time to do it.  Helping him in this regard, Charlotte had her first
set of classes and would be away most of the day.  That was exactly what he
needed.  With his wife gone, he could strip off the restrictive dress and the hobbling
heels and get his chores done really fast.  Then he could spend the rest of the
morning and afternoon working on the project.  Having three or four solid hours
to do the project should be enough to get him to where he needed to be to
finish.  She would never know.


That was the
plan...


...it didn’t
work out that way.
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“You look so
sexy in your dress,” said Charlotte.


Jackson
blushed.  He’d worn the maid dress so often, not to mention wearing panties all
the time, that he would have thought he would have gotten used to it by now.  But
he still couldn’t come to terms with the fact he was wearing it.  He was a
man.  A man.  No matter what had happened, that hadn’t changed.  Wearing a
dress... it was emasculating, especially with the skirt made of tulle.  That
was such a delicate, feminine material.  Even many women viewed it as too
girly.


“Thanks,” he
said with embarrassment.


He picked up the
tall black high-heeled sandals that went with the dress and he went to slip
those on his feet.  As so many times before, he started by hoisting his ankle
to his knee.


Charlotte
sighed.  “It’s time we fixed that,” she said.


Jackson looked up. 
“Fix what?”


“The way you put
your shoes on, darling.  It’s not feminine.”


Jackson sighed. 
Part of him indeed wanted to fix this because he didn’t like looking foolish
when he dressed, and he felt foolish with his wife looking up his skirt and
seeing his balls or panties or the device.  But fixing it would require
becoming even more feminine; that he was dreading.  What if those new feminine
motions became natural to him?  It wasn’t as crazy as it sounded.  Even over
the short time he’d worn the dress and the heels now, he’d started to realize
that he was adapting to them.  He’d started to walk a little more femininely –
daintier steps, more on his toes, even pivoting instead of turning, even when
he wasn’t wearing heels.  He’d also started to move his arms around more
delicately – careful not to disturb the tulle or upset some lace trim – even
when he was dressed as a man.  The other day, he actually crouched down
femininely in the bank lobby to pick up a pen rather than just bending over. 
All of this was happening subconsciously and it worried him.  The last thing he
needed was to learn more feminine mannerisms!


“Don’t you need
to go to class?” he asked both evasively and pointedly.


“I have a little
time.”


“Of course, you
do,” said Jackson unhappily.


“Come on, Jacki. 
Let’s get this fixed.”


Charlotte took
Jackson to her vanity and pulled out the chair.  She told him she was going to
teach him to sit.  Then she told him to watch her as she sat down; she wore a
tight brown ankle-length skirt, matching brown pumps, and a white blouse. 
Charlotte moved to the chair, turned her rear toward it, slowly lowered herself
to the chair, smoothing her butt in the process, and slid into the seat. 
Without pausing, she brought one leg up over the other and crossed her legs at
the knee.  This was all one smooth motion.  She then lowered her leg again and
pushed off at her knees until she was standing once more.


“Your turn,” she
said.


Jackson pursed
his lips.  It looked easy enough, but it was so very feminine.  He didn’t want
to look that feminine.  Could he even do that?  He didn’t know.  He
certainly didn’t want to.  But he tried.  Jackson spun his rear to the chair
and sat.  Charlotte stopped him immediately.


“Whoa!  Hold
on.  First, you need to bring your feet together before you sit.  This is where
you’re going wrong.  You’re trying to spread your legs when you sit.  Keep your
knees together as you go down too.  And bring your hand down your rear to
smooth your skirt or you’ll sit on it funny.  It will bunch up.”


Jackson pursed
his lips even more, but did as he was told.  He pointed his rear to the chair. 
He brought his legs together until his ankles all but touched.  This forced him
to lower himself differently.  As he did, he touched his rear and smoothed out
his skirt as he sat.  It had felt funny... unmanly, but he was down.


“Nice work,
baby!” proclaimed Charlotte.


Jackson rolled
his eyes.


She ignored his
gesture.  “Now cross your legs like I showed you.  Don’t spread them.  Keep
them together and slide one leg over the other.  Go on.”


Jackson did as
she said.  His right leg slowly slid up over his left leg until it was
basically propped over the knee.  He felt the device get compressed in his lap
as he did and he balls felt squeezed, but he managed.


“Perfect!”


“That’s not easy
on my balls,” he said.


“Girls don’t
have balls, honey.”


“Well, I do.”


“Would you like
me to take them off?” joked Charlotte and she mimed grabbing them and snipping
them off with scissors – this was something she never would have joked about
before, and certainly not openly; her confidence level was certainly changing,
she realized... that made her kind of proud.


Jackson furrowed
his brow.  “That’s not funny.”


Charlotte
smirked.  She thought it was.  She pointed at his leg.  “Try it again,
darling.”


Jackson
reluctantly uncrossed his legs and stood up.  Then he repeated his motions to
sit down.  He crossed his legs again rather femininely.


“Good,” said
Charlotte.  “That’s good.  Do it a few more times for practice.”


“Now?”


“Yes, now.  And
from now on, whenever you sit or stand, I want you doing this exact motion.”


Jackson glared
at his wife, but he new it was pointless to resist, so he repeated the motion
as she had required.  When he did it six times, Charlotte stopped him.


“Now, let’s talk
about how to put on the shoes,” she said.  She snatched the heels from the bed,
where Jackson had left them, and brought them to him.  She handed him one. 
“You have two choices to put this on.  First, you can cross your legs like you
have them now.  Then you can lean forward and slide it onto your foot and work
the strap like that.  Alternatively, you can set the shoe on the floor, slide
your foot inside, and then crouch down and work the buckle beneath you as you
crouch.  What you can’t do is cross your legs like a man and jam it on your
foot.  Got it?”


Jackson nodded.


“Then give it a
try.”


Jackson glanced
down at his foot as it hung femininely in the air.  He could reach it fairly
easily, but the dress would get in the way, he thought, and possibly the device. 
Hence, it might be better to use the second method.  So he did.  He set the
shoe on the floor, pointed his toes and slid his foot inside the shoe.  Then he
crouched down and worked the strap through the buckle with his right hand.  It
wasn’t easy, but it had worked.


His wife then
handed him the other shoe and he did that as well.


“Good.  Now go
make me coffee,” said Charlotte.
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Charlotte came
to the kitchen a few moments later.  She’d added a sweater and some jewelry to
her look.  Her sharp brown pumps cracked against the kitchen tile femininely:  CRACK!
CLICK! CRACK! CLICK! CRACK! CLICK!  She set her purse down upon their small
table.  Jackson looked her up and down.  She was beautifully dressed today.  In
fact, he’d noticed that she’d started to dress better seemingly each day since
this began.  Today, she really topped herself.


“You look
great,” he said.


Charlotte smiled
and felt a little shudder.  “So do you, dear.”


Now Jackson
shuddered, but for a slightly different reason.


Charlotte picked
up her coffee from the counter where Jackson set it.  He’d done it right.  That
was good.  He was getting better at domestic duties.  She took another sip. 
“I’m seeing my professor tonight about my thesis.  I don’t know how long that
will take,” she said.


Jackson smiled
on the inside.  The longer his wife was gone, the more time he had to work on
his project.  Not to mention, the more time he had out of these difficult shoes
and this fussy dress.  That change alone would make him so much faster, and
might help him restore his masculinity a little.  In fact, being alone and in
charge of himself would help tremendously.


“No need to
rush,” he said.  “I’ll be here, taking care of my chores.”


“I know, honey.”


Jackson smiled. 
It felt like things were going his way.  But then Charlotte dropped a bomb.


“And to be sure
you do your chores, I got you a sitter,” she added.


Jackson’s jaw
dropped.  “A sitter?”


“Yes.”


“A sitter?! 
Like I’m some sort of child?  Like I need supervision?”


Charlotte
chuckled.  “Don’t be so offended, Jackson.  You definitely need supervision. 
For one thing, you’re hardly submissive yet.  So while I’d love to say I can
trust you to do what you’re told, I can’t.  Not yet.  The minute I’m gone, I
know you’re going to break all my rules.  For another, you’ve no license and no
money.  You still haven’t mastered those heels.  What if you fall?  And I can’t
see you answering the door dressed as you are, not yet.  What if we get a
package?  I’ll feel better having someone here to watch you just in case.”


“And to make
sure I do what I’m told,” added Jackson unhappily.


“And to make
sure you do what you’re told,” replied Charlotte.


Jackson suddenly
felt very helpless and very small.


Diiiiing
dooooong.  The doorbell rang.


“That must be
her,” said Charlotte.


“Her?  Her who?”
asked George nervously; he suddenly realized this meant someone would see him
in the uniform!  “Who’s coming?!”


But Charlotte
didn’t answer.  Instead, she went to the front door and opened it.  A moment
later, he heard the sound of two women’s voices talking and then the sound of
heels coming toward the kitchen.  In the past, he never would have recognized
the types of shoes from the sounds, but now he knew.  The sharp CRACK-CLICK
was his wife’s stiletto pumps.  The duller CHUNK-THUNK meant the other
woman wore wedges.  It embarrassed him that he knew that.


“Hi Jackson,”
purred Marsha as she came through the door.


Sure enough, she
wore wedges.  They were white wedges with four or five-inch cork heels and
half-inch platforms.  Her legs were bare.  She wore tight white shorts with
cuffed hems.  Her torso was covered in a tight t-shirt, dark gray in color with
a rounded neck.  Her breasts showed prominently through the t-shirt as did the
outline of her bra.  Her nipples were erect.


This made
Jackson’s penis try to grow.


“Greet our
guest, dear,” said Charlotte.  “Don’t be rude.”


Jackson
blushed.  “Hi Marsha.”


“That’s
better.”  She turned her attention to Marsha.  “Thanks for coming, especially
on such short notice.”


“Happy to help.”


Charlotte picked
up her purse and searched through it to make sure she had everything.  As she
did, she gave Marsha her instructions for while she was away.  “I don’t know how
long I’ll be.  I have two classes and another meeting with my professor after,”
said Charlotte.


“No problem.  I
have the day off,” replied Marsha.


“Jacki,”
continued Charlotte, purposely using the feminized version of Jackson’s name,
“has chores to do around the house.  I’ve prepared a list.”  She handed the
list to Marsha.


“Floors,
laundry, windows... basic things.”


“Please make
sure he does them.”


Marsha nodded
her head.  “Will do.”


“He is not allowed
to touch himself,” added Charlotte.


“Hear that, Jacki?”
snickered Marsha to Jackson, reminding him how she had caught him before to
start this.


Jackson blushed.


“No touching, no
playing,” said Charlotte.  “He’s required to ask permission for anything else
he wants to do.”


Jackson winced. 
Why did she need to tell all of this to Marsha?  It was so embarrassing!


“Like what?”
asked Marsha.


“Anything,
really.  Say he wants to change tasks... eat... make a phone call... go to the
little boys room... whatever.”


Marsha smirked. 
“He has to ask permission to go to the bathroom?”


Charlotte nodded
her head and pulled her sunglasses and keys from her purse.  “Yes.  Anything. 
And don’t let him try to trick you.  He knows these rules, he just tries to get
out of them.”


Marsha shot a
giddy look at Jackson.  “I’ll watch him.”


“Feel free to
punish him too if he misbehaves or becomes difficult.”


Jackson winced. 
That word was so humiliating.


“In what way?”


Charlotte
shrugged her shoulders.  “Whatever seems appropriate, I suppose.  I’ve found
putting him in the corner to be quite effective.”  At that, Charlotte tottered
over to her husband and kissed him on the cheek.  “Behave for Marsha.  I don’t
want to hear that you caused her any problems.  I will be quite upset if I do.”


Jackson
blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”


Charlotte then
hugged Marsha.  “Thanks again for helping.”


“Any time.”


“I’ll be home as
soon as I can.  If you want a lunch, Jackson’s quite capable of making it for
you.”


With that, she
left.


Marsha turned to
Jackson.  “This is going to be interesting,” she said.


Jackson bit his
tongue.  This was less than ideal for sure.  Not only was this rather
humiliating – far more so than if it had been Charlotte “sitting” him, but
there was the project to consider.  He needed to finish his chores fast so he
could work on the project all afternoon... but would Marsha let him?
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“Let your closest
friends help him learn to submit.”


 


— Training
Him, page 68.


 


Marsha looked
Jackson up and down from the tight bodice of his dress to its girly tulle skirt
to his tall, unstable heels; he burned with shame as she did.  She giggled.  “I
never thought I’d get to baby-sit a grown man, much less one in a dress.  Well,
let’s get to work.”


Jackson shook
his head.  “I have a project I need to finish for work.  I need to do that
first.”


“Charlotte
didn’t say anything about a project.”


“It’s for work. 
I don’t have a choice.”


Marsha read down
the list Charlotte had given her.  “There’s nothing on here about a work
project.”  Jackson started to object, but Marsha shook her head cutting him
off.  She held out a broom.  “I have my orders... and now, so do you.  Start sweeping,
girly.”


“Can I at least
take off these stupid heels?” he asked huffily.  At least then he could work
quicker and still get his chance to finish the project later.


“Why?”


“Because they’re
uncomfortable and they make it hard to work.”


“But you look
cute in them.”


Jackson glared
at her.  “I’m taking them off.”


“Don’t give me
that attitude, girly,” snapped Marsha.  “Just because Charlotte isn’t here
doesn’t mean you can get away with being rude and disrespectful or trying to
take charge.  You’re the submissive, not me.”


“I’m not
submissive!”


“Oh gee, I stand
corrected,” said Marsha snidely.  “You can imagine my confusion since you let
your wife force you to dress like that, sissy boy.”


“I did not let
her!” protested Jackson.


“So this is
voluntary?”


“No!” gasped
Jackson.  “She forced me.  And I’m not a sissy.”


Marsha
chuckled.  “You sure look like one.”


Jackson clenched
his fists and thrust his hands downward in frustration.  Being careful not to
hit his tulle skirt, however, turned this into a strangely feminine motion,
much like a young girl stamping her foot when she was angry.  It immediately
made Marsha laugh.


“That’s not
funny,” he grumbled.


“Yes, it is.”


Jackson blushed
bright red.  He’d made a fool of himself and he knew it.  He was embarrassed. 
He was also humiliated that she was giving him orders!  How could a woman come
into his house and start giving him orders?  How had he gone from
king of his castle to serving girl?  He felt so... so utterly emasculated.  Suddenly,
his ego kicked in harshly.  He filled with defiance.  He told himself he needed
to draw a line somewhere and this was it.  He was not going to take orders from
her.


“I’m not doing
whatever it is you want.  I’m working on that project first,” he growled.


“Is that so?”
asked Marsha confidently.


“Yes, it is.”


“You know I can
punish you, right?”


Jackson folded
his arms confidently, daring her to try.  Marsha was less than impressed. 
Indeed, she struggled not to openly laugh at Jackson.  Standing there in the
satin and tulle dress and the tall platform sandals made his gesture look
ridiculous, not tough.


“You’re asking
for it, Jacki.”


“What are you
going to do?”  His tone was defiant.


“Maybe I’ll just
call Charlotte.”


For just an
instance, Jackson felt a sense of panic:  what if she did call?  Charlotte had
been expert at keeping him under her thumb.  She would not be happy about
this.  But then something occurred to him:  his wife’s power derived from the
threat of exposure, but he had already been exposed to Marsha.  What more could
she threaten to tell Marsha?  Her threat no longer worked!


There was
something he had forgotten, however.


“Go ahead,” he
said bravely.


Marsha pulled
her phone from the back pocket of her tiny, tight shorts.  “Last chance.”


Jackson stood a
little taller and raised his chin higher.


Marsha shook her
head.  “She’s not going to like this.”


“What more can
she do?  You already know everything.”


“I don’t know,
Jackson.”  She dialed the number.  “I suppose she could tell someone else,” she
said and she put the phone to her ear.  His stomach dropped.  He hadn’t thought
of that.  His wife had been so reticent to tell anyone that it hadn’t occurred
to him she might tell anyone else – in fact, she only “told” Marsha because
Marsha had discovered all of this by mistake.  But Marsha’s comment made him
realize that was a very real possibility.  He instantly realized his mistake
and slapped his hands together as if in prayer.


“Hang up,” he
said.


Riiiing!


“No.”


“Please, hang
up!”


“Why should I?”


Riiiing!


“Please, I’m
sorry!  I swear, I will do whatever you want!” he begged.


Riiiing!


Marsha raised an
eyebrow.  “Anything?”


“Anything.” 
Jackson was trembling.  Visions of their other friends finding out what had
happened to him played across his mind.  They terrified him.  He truly didn’t
want anyone else knowing.  “Please!”


Riiiing!


Marsha looked
him up and down once more.  Finally, she nodded her head.  “All right, as long
as we understand each other, sissy boy.”  She hung up the phone.  She jabbed
her finger at him.  “Don’t you dare try to get out of this.  I’ll tell
Charlotte in a heartbeat and I will happily tell her who should find out about
you next.”


“I won’t.  I
promise,” he said with relief.


“Get in the
corner,” she said.
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Jackson stepped
into the corner.  He was shaken.  He knew his wife hadn’t wanted to expose him
before – an assumption he relied upon before Marsha’s threat opened his eyes – but
now that he had been exposed, he realized Charlotte certainly didn’t seem to
have a problem with it.  That changed everything!  If anything, she seemed
rather comfortable involving Marsha.  Would she now be comfortable involving
others as well?  She might, and that worried him.  What’s more, she had become
increasingly comfortable being in charge, and as she had, her limits seemed to
move further and further from what he expected them to be.  All of that made Charlotte’s
threat more credible.  He would need to rethink any future resistance.


“Lift your
dress,” said Marsha.


Jackson glanced
over his shoulders.  “What?”


“Grab the sides
of your dress and raise it.  I want to see panties, girly.”


“But Charlotte
never made me do that.”


“I’m not
Charlotte.”


Jackson twisted
his lips nervously.  He did as he was told, however.  He reached down, grabbed
opposite sides of his hem and pulled his dress up to his waist.  His panties came
into view.  Marsha then slipped her hands inside their waistband and pulled
them down to the middle of his thighs.  This let his balls hang out and exposed
the device in the front.  Marsha pressed a button on her phone, turned toward
the camera and away from him, and took a selfie with him exposed, standing in
the corner in the background.  Jackson blushed with wounded pride, but had no
idea how to object.  She held all the cards today.


“How long are
you going to make me stand here?” he demanded.


Marsha moved to
the recliner and sat down, making herself comfortable.  “We’ll see.”


“I have to pee,”
he said sourly.


“You should have
thought about that before,” said Marsha indifferently.


“I really have
to go.”


“Do you want me
to get you a diaper?  I’m happy to do it.”


Jackson furrowed
his brow.  “Forget it.”


“Don’t have to
go anymore, huh?” laughed Marsha cynically.  “I should put you in a diaper
anyway.  You asked for it.  I’ll bet you’d love that, prancing around here in a
diaper and a bonnet.  Imagine what Charlotte would say if she came home and saw
that.  She would laugh so hard.”


Jackson felt an
icy chill flush through him.  That was the last idea he wanted to give his
wife.  This maid dress was bad enough.  He focused on the corner and went
silent.


Marsha opened
the reading ap on her phone.  She intended to read, but couldn’t get the image
of Jackson in the corner out of her mind.  As with Charlotte’s first time,
Marsha was enthralled by the idea that she had forced a grown man to stand in
the corner wearing women’s clothes.  She felt so strong.


She felt horny
too.


A kinky thought
hit her.  Marsha raised one leg onto the recliner before her.  The way her foot
was pointed, the cork heel of her wedge just touched the tight material of her
white shorts, applying pressure to the silky, warm tissue on the other side. 
She casually slid her fingers down to her ankle.  As she did, she glanced at
Jackson to make sure he saw nothing.  He hadn’t moved.  He just stood there
holding up the dress as she had instructed.  She moved her fingers from her
ankle to the cuffs on the legs of her tiny shorts.  She then slipped two
fingers inside her shorts.  They dug their way beneath her panties and found
her lips.


“So tell me,
Jacki, how does it feel to have your wife control you?” she asked.  Her fingers
gave her lips one long stroke.


“She doesn’t
control me,” replied Jackson.


Marsha laughed. 
“Do you know what happens to little girls who lie?  They get their mouths
washed out with soap.  Or maybe they get a good spanking.  Do you want a
spanking, Jacki?”


Jackson’s penis
jumped in the device.  “Y— you can’t,” he said cautiously.


Marsha slid her
fingers very slowly up and down the length of her lips.  “Why not?” 


“Charlotte never
gave you permission,” he said.


“She said I
could punish you as I see fit.”


“But she never
spanked me,” said Jackson as if that settled the matter.


“There’s a first
time for anything.”


Jackson bit his
lip in disbelief.  Was she really going to do it?  The prospect was making him
so incredibly aroused that he began to worry he couldn’t refuse if she tried. 
He shook his head again.  “She’s never done that.”


Marsha ran her
fingers up and down her wet lips.  Seeing Jackson squirm was making her
tingle.  Her nipples pressed out so far her t-shirt hung from them as if it was
hanging on hooks on the wall.  “What has she done then?”


“I’m not telling
you!” he objected incredulously.


“Oh yes, you
are.”


Jackson furrowed
his brow.  His wife’s punishments had largely related to his behavior.  He
drove without permission, she took his license.  He bought something, she took
his credit cards.  He tried to jerk himself off, she...  Definitely things he
didn’t want to talk about.  But he didn’t want Marsha trying to find some way
to punish him, especially spanking him.  That sounded humiliating.  It also
sounded scarily exciting.  The last thing he needed was finding some new form
of humiliation to make him even more horny.  He was in deep enough!


He gave in.


“What do you
want to know?” he asked unhappily.


Marsha felt a
tingle at his surrender.  This was really exciting.  She dug her fingers deeper
between her lips, dragging them up and down, sending shockwaves racing in every
direction, especially when she got near a certain button upon her flesh.  Her
fingers circled the button, faster and faster.


“Tell me how
she’s punished you,” said Marsha.  She was so horny.


Jackson started
to turn around to protest, but Marsha stopped him.


“Eyes forward,
mister.  And keep that dress up.”


Jackson stood a
little straighter and readjusted the dress so he held its hem up higher.


“Has she watched
you masturbate?” asked Marsha.  Her finger flew now in circles, sending
electricity racing throughout her body.


Jackson blushed. 
“No.”


“I’ll bet you’d
like that though, wouldn’t you?”  Her breathing was becoming more jagged now. 
“I’ll bet you’d love to get out of that device in fact.  Has she let you out
since she put it on you?”


Jackson felt
himself shrink.  “No.”


Marsha’s
breathing became even harder.  Her fingers moved faster.  “So you haven’t
come.”


“No.”


“I’ll bet you’d
do just about anything to come, wouldn’t you?”


Jackson blushed.


“Grab your
balls,” said Marsha.


“What?”


“Grab your
balls.”


Jackson let go
of the right side of his dress and grabbed his balls with that hand.


“Now stroke
them.  Try to jerk yourself off doing it,” said Marsha.  She was burning with
excitement at this command.  The idea of seeing Jackson trying to jerk himself
off was thrilling.


“I can’t—  Not
this way.”


“Try.”


Jackson groaned
unhappily, but started pulling on his balls.  He wasn’t very enthusiastic,
however.  Marsha noticed and ordered him to do his best or she would punish
him.  Jackson complied.  He started pulling and squeezing them.  He even spread
his legs to get more traction.  He was very embarrassed, but he did it.  As he
did, his penis surprisingly started throbbing.  Was it possible he might actually
come this way, he wondered?  He saw a ray of hope and he suddenly became even
more serious.  He wanted to see if he could make it happen!  He tugged harder...
faster.  He squeezed a little more.  He throbbed more too.  He was getting
closer, he thought.


Marsha was too. 
She didn’t have the problem of the device though.


She sped her
fingers even more.


Then it
happened.  A line had been crossed.  Her body jerked tight.  Her breathing
stopped.  And then it was like a grand explosion.  Light filled her and
energy.  Her whole body was rocked with a wave of pleasure that rippled through
her as she watched Jackson trying to make himself come.


She came.


He didn’t.  He
couldn’t.  It didn’t work.


She took a deep
breath and chuckled to herself.  This had been exciting.  She pulled her wet
fingers from her shorts and stood up.  She looked up, Jackson looked horny,
desperate and frustrated.


“Let’s do your
chores,” she said.
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Charlotte had no
idea what to expect when she came home from school.  She hoped Jackson hadn’t given
Marsha too much trouble, and vice-versa, but she couldn’t be sure.  She braced
herself as she opened the front door.  She thought she was ready for
anything... but she wasn’t ready for what she saw.  Standing in front of her
was Marsha with an enormous grin on her face.  Just behind her stood Jackson,
looking embarrassed in his maid uniform and heels.


“Welcome home,”
said Marsha happily.


She stepped
aside and pushed Jackson toward Charlotte.  She nudged him.


“Go on.”


To Charlotte’s
utter surprise, Jackson grabbed the sides of his tulle skirt and bowed down
into the most perfect curtsey Charlotte had ever seen.  His knees bent
perfectly.  His legs were in the perfect place to let one slide behind the
other.  His hands flowed perfectly femininely to and from the skirt.  He even
bowed his head when he dipped.  It was beautiful.  It was feminine.  It was a
little shocking.


“What is
that?” asked Charlotte with an embarrassed giggle.


“It’s a
curtsey,” said Marsha proudly.


“I know it’s a
curtsey.  Why is my husband doing it?”


Jackson withered.


“I didn’t like
the way he was addressing me,” said Marsha.  “It really wasn’t submissive at
all.  In fact, I’d say his tone was downright disrespectful, if anything.  So I
taught him to curtsey.  I mean, how can you be disrespectful when you just
curtseyed to someone, right?”


An amused
expression appeared upon Charlotte’s face as she tried to imagine what could
possibly have brought this about, not to mention the humiliation Jackson must
have endured being taught to do this very feminine act.


“What do you
think?” asked Marsha hopefully.


Charlotte
struggled to suppress a giggle.  Her friend was so earnest and Jackson looked
so embarrassed, though she suspected he was even more aroused than embarrassed.


“You curtsey
nicely, darling,” she said to Jackson.  Then she set her purse down on the
small table by the front door and turned her attention to Marsha.  “Did you
have any other problems?”


“He was a little
difficult at first.”


“Oh, I’m sorry.”


“Not a problem. 
Not after I threatened to spank him.”


Charlotte’s jaw
dropped.  A warm tingly feeling raced through her and she became rather wet. 
It was the naughtiest feeling she’d ever had.  It was so naughty it embarrassed
her just to feel it and she blushed.  “Sp— spank him?” she asked incredulously. 
“You threatened to spank my husband?”


“Yeah, he became
more reasonable after that.”


“I’m sure,” said
Charlotte, still in disbelief.


“Well, I should
get going.  I have lots to do at home.”


The two women
hugged.  Charlotte thanked her, and Marsha offered to “sissy-sit” any time. 
Then Marsha left.  Charlotte closed the door behind her.  She was still
struggling not to laugh.  She was still facing the door trying to collect
herself, in fact, when Jackson started complaining.  He was deeply embarrassed
and more than a little worried how much some of this had turned him on, and he
wanted to push those thoughts out of his mind.


“Well, that
wasn’t very pleasant,” said Jackson dismissively.


“What wasn’t,
darling?”


“Marsha!” he
growled.  “That whole thing.  Can you believe she really threatened to spank me? 
Can you believe that?  There’s no way I was going to allow that, but still. 
What was she thinking?”


There was a
nervousness in Jackson’s tone which Charlotte caught.  She found that
interesting and wondered what he was hiding.  “She was probably thinking you
were misbehaving.”


Jackson ignored
her.


“And that stupid
curtsey,” he continued with impotent defiance.  “I’m glad that’s over.  Good
riddance.”


“Actually, I
rather liked it.”


“I don’t.”


Charlotte
shrugged her shoulders and turned to face her husband.  “I do.”  She saw
Jackson lick his lips nervously.  “I think we’re going to start doing it too,”
she said.  Then she raised one leg behind her and pulled off her pump.  She
repeated this with the other leg.  Then she handed her pumps to Jackson.  “Take
these to the closet.  Then make me a drink.  Ice tea with lemon.  I’ve had a
long day and I have a lot of reading to do tonight.”


Jackson stared
at her for a moment and then started to walk off with her shoes.


“Jackson, didn’t
you forget something?”


Jackson
cringed.  The curtsey.

















Chapter Five: “Secret Shopping”


—o—


 


“He will become
aroused by your strength.”


 


— Training
Him, page 81.


 


Jackson was off
on Wednesday again, per his boss’s desire to get a quality project from him.  The
problem was, Jackson had yet to really start the project.  And even though he
had been given Tuesday and Wednesday off to finish the project, Marsha had
taken away his Tuesday and now it looked like Charlotte was going to take away
his Wednesday.


They were going
shopping.


“Shopping?”
repeated Jackson unhappily.


“Yes, dear,
shopping.  We need more clothes for you and some things,” said Charlotte.  She
was already dressed in an olive-colored sundress and brown leather wedges.


“What kind of
clothes?”


Charlotte didn’t
want to tell Jackson exactly what she had planned.  Dr. Morgan had said to keep
introducing feminine items for him to wear, both around the house and outside
the house.  The idea was to make it seem more normal for him to wear feminine
clothes all the time.  This would slowly make him comfortable with femininity. 
It was like slowly turning up the temperature of a bath; you didn’t notice how
hot it got until it was too late.  Hence, Charlotte started by making Jackson
wear the panties and stockings beneath his clothes at work.  They shocked him
at first, but he got used to them, so she added the camisole.  That went almost
un-remarked by Jackson.  Now it was time for the next step.  Now she intended
to add androgynous but feminine items for him to wear visibly as part of his
wardrobe out of the house.  If she succeeded, he would be wearing entirely
feminine outfits long before she finally told him it was time to live as a
woman.  It was important he didn’t know that was the goal though.  Hence, she
was circumspect in her response.


“Some things for
you to wear around the house, mainly.  A nice skirt.  Some new shoes.”


“A skirt?!” he
howled.


“Yes, Jackson. 
The maid uniform is fine, but you can’t wear it all the time.  I’m going to buy
you some other things you can wear around the house, like a nice skirt and
sweater combo.”


Jackson glared
at his wife.  “How about some pants?”


Charlotte
smiled.  “I might even get you pants.”  Pants actually were on the list, though
not the type he expected.


Jackson exhaled
his frustration.  Not just did he not want a skirt of all things, but he
really, really, really needed the time off right now.  He didn’t have time to
waste trotting around town looking for women’s clothes she could embarrass him
in!  He needed to work on the project!  Unfortunately, he wasn’t sure
how to bring it up.  Somehow, this issue had gone from him not wanting to
mention the project lest she use it against him in some way to him now being
afraid to bring it up lest she get upset for him not bringing it up sooner. 
Withholding the knowledge had been a mistake.  Still, he really had no choice
anymore.  He needed the time.  That meant he needed to say something.  Maybe,
he thought, he could talk his way around it without telling her everything.


“I have some
work I need to do for Brett before I go back tomorrow,” he said.


“Oh?”


“Yes.  I need
time to work on that.”


Jackson hoped
she didn’t ask any questions about the work; he wasn’t sure what he would say
if she did.  She didn’t, however.  What she did instead was far worse.  Charlotte
saw an opportunity.


“All right,” she
said.  “We’ll go shopping.  When we get home, you can do your work... if you
behave.”


Jackson saw
daylight!  He jumped at this offer.  It might just be enough to save his
project!  He didn’t see the other aspect, that he’d just agreed to aid his own
feminization by agreeing to behave as they went shopping.  All he saw was a
promise that he could work on the project.  How long could shopping take
anyway?


“Agreed,” he
said.


Charlotte smiled. 
This was going to be easier than she thought now that Jackson had an incentive
to behave.  She picked up Jackson’s new wallet from the table.  “Your purse,
darling.”


“It’s a wallet,”
he groused.


Charlotte
smiled.  “If you say so.”


Jackson blushed.
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Jackson was
intensely nervous as they entered the department store.  He’d never gone
shopping for women’s clothes before and the idea was terrifying, especially as
they were buying for him!  He felt like everyone would spot him as an intruder
and instantly assume his wife was buying these clothes for him.  This was, of
course, true, but that didn’t make it any less shameful.  If anything, it made
it worse because their humiliating suppositions about his demeaned manhood
would be right.  Worse yet, he had nowhere to hide the feminine wallet.  It was
too large to stick in the pocket of his jeans and he wore no coat over his golf
shirt.  That meant he needed to hold it, which meant everyone would see it.


“Relax,
darling,” said Charlotte as they entered the store.  Her olive sundress
fluttered in the air conditioning and her brown leather wedges clicked femininely
off the tile floor as they passed through the entranceway.  She had a brown leather
purse strung over her shoulder.


“It’s hard to
relax.  You have me carrying a purse!” grumbled Jackson in an aggressive whisper.


“I thought it
was a wallet,” snickered Charlotte.


Jackson glared
at her.


“You’re the one
who keeps changing his mind,” laughed Charlotte innocently.


Charlotte led
Jackson across the store to the women’s section.  It was a veritable sea of dresses,
skirts, blouses and tops, skirt suits and even slacks as far as Jackson could
see.  Near the wall was lingerie.  He saw several bras displayed on headless mannequins. 
He started to lose his nerve.


“I shouldn’t be
here,” he said.


Charlotte shook
her head once more at the fragility of her husband’s manhood.  No woman would
panic at being seen shopping in the men’s section and yet Jackson seemed ready
to bolt for the car just for entering the women’s section.  Once again,
everything Dr. Morgan said about the male ego proved correct.  Jackson really
would be better off once he learned to free himself from his manhood, she
thought.


“Let’s start
with skirts,” she said.


“I’ll wait in
the car,” joked Jackson nervously.


“Come on,
mister,” replied Charlotte with an eye roll.


Charlotte grabbed
her husband’s arm and led him right into the thick of it.  They started passing
displays of dresses, shorts and skirts, racks of blouses and swimsuits and
who-knows-what-else!  As they passed one display, they came upon a soft pink
t-shirt that had a unicorn on it.  Written below the unicorn was “Girls Have
Sparkle Power!”  Charlotte chuckled and stopped.  She felt the shirt’s fabric.


“I think I found
a new punishment for you,” she giggled.


Jackson
recoiled.  “That?”


“Yes, that.  The
next time you misbehave, I’ll make you wear this to the park.”


Jackson felt
butterflies in his stomach.  Before he could sort out what they meant,
Charlotte grabbed the shirt, pulled it over her arm, and then grabbed his hand
once more and led him to an area packed with skirts.  She let go and started
shopping.  She started pulling skirts off of racks, examining them, and putting
most back.  She kept two over her arm.  Jackson watched in horror, like a
lookout at a robbery.


“Wh— what do we
need here?” he asked.  He glanced around nervously.


“I’m looking for
a skirt, obviously.”


“I don’t need a
skirt.  I have that stupid uniform.”


She pulled out
another skirt she liked very much.  “One, it’s not stupid.  I like it.  And
since you’re submissive now, that means you like it too because that’s what I
want.  Two, I want something nice you can wear around the house when you aren’t
in uniform—”


“How about men’s
clothes?” chuckled Jackson nervously.


Charlotte
ignored him and held the skirt up to Jackson to see how it might look.  “Cute.”


Jackson winced
at having the skirt put up to his body, but there was no stopping his wife no
matter what he said, he knew that.  So he said nothing.  Besides, he told himself,
as crazy as it sounded, it might actually be nice to have something to wear
other than that fussy restrictive uniform, even if it was a skirt.  He’d seen
skirts that didn’t look feminine... hadn’t he?  Well, maybe not, but at least
he might end up with something more comfortable than that tulle dress!  It
couldn’t get worse, right?


“The problem,”
continued Charlotte, as she held up a second skirt against her husband’s waist,
a medium length black skirt, “is that I’m not entirely sure of your size.  We really
need to try these on in the dressing room.”


“I am not
going into the dressing room,” declared Jackson.


“It’s a private
dressing room, darling.”


“Doesn’t
matter.  I’m not going.”


Charlotte rolled
her eyes at her husband.  “We need to know if they fit.”


“No.”


Charlotte saw
how nervous he was, which was why she had overlooked his disobedience and had tried
to respond kindly and calmly to put him at ease, but she needed to know if
these fit, and she wasn’t going to let him dictate terms to her.  “You’re going
into the dressing room and that’s the end of it, Jackson.  Now, you can trust
me and do this the easy way or you can fight and we can do it the hard, public
way.  Take your pick.”


Jackson felt
tremendous pressure from the threat, but he just couldn’t put on a skirt in
public, even in a dressing room!  What if someone saw him go inside?  They
would know what he was doing!  Then it hit him, there was no need to try them
on!  Charlotte already knew his size!  “What do you mean you don’t know my
size?  You bought the uniform.  You know how that fits.”


“That’s
different.  All I had to fit there was your torso, which is the same size as
your shirts and is adjustable as well.  The rest is quite loose.  I’m looking
for something that goes over your hips, something tighter.”


“What do you
mean ‘tighter’?” asked Jackson suspiciously.


Before Charlotte
answered, however, the salesclerk came over.  This was a young woman in her
twenties with dark brown hair and the disdainful expression of a model.  She
eyed Jackson, noticed his feminine wallet, and promptly ignored him, focusing
on Charlotte.


“Can I help
you?” asked the young woman.


Charlotte
glanced at Jackson, calculating something in her head.  Finally, she spoke. 
“Actually, you could.  Do you have a tape measure?”


“Certainly,”
said the young woman.  She pulled a yellow tape measure out of her pocket and
handed it to Charlotte.  She told her to bring it to the counter at the center
of the women’s section when she was done.  She also said to tell her if they
needed anything else.


“All right. 
Stand still.  Legs together.  Arms up,” said Charlotte when the clerk had gone.


“What are you
doing?”


“I’m going to
measure your hips.”


Charlotte ran
the tape measure through her hands, snapping it almost as one might a whip.  It
came across vaguely bondage-esque to Jackson.  He blushed.


“My— my hips.”


Charlotte nodded
her head.  “Uh huh.”


He ran his
tongue over his teeth.  He glanced around and saw several other women shopping
as well as the young model who had returned to the central counter.  “Could we
do that in the dressing room?”


“Oh no,
Jackson.  You didn’t want to use the dressing room, so we’re doing this here.”


Jackson licked
his lips nervously.  “I think I’d rather—”


“Arms up,”
commanded Charlotte.


“Honey—”


“Arms up.”


Jackson’s arms,
as if compelled by her words, reluctantly started to rise.  Charlotte came to
him, crouched down and fed the tape measure behind him and around his hips. 
She noted the size of his rear, his hips and the largest point on his thighs. 
Is this really what it took to fit a skirt, wondered Jackson?  His penis
started to rise as his wife touched his thighs.  He winced at the embarrassment
of being fitted for a skirt and for once again failing to become erect, though
he was actually a little glad about that; he definitely didn’t want to explain
an erection right now.


Charlotte
measured his inseam.


Jackson glanced
around nervously.  The other female shoppers hadn’t noticed a thing,
fortunately.  But the clerk was staring at him with a smug sort of look on her
face, which made him blush.  What was she thinking?  He averted his eyes.


“Are we almost
done?” he asked.


“Yup,” said
Charlotte and she pulled the tape measure away.  She rose to her feet once
more.  She put the skirts back over her arm.  They would fit.  “Let’s look at
pants next, shall we?”


“For what?”


“You said you
wanted pants.”


“I didn’t mean
women’s pants,” said Jackson.


“Submissives
can’t be choosers, darling.”


“I’m not
submissive,” protested Jackson.


“Would you like
to carry my purse again, darling?” said Charlotte threateningly.  “I know how
much you liked that at the grocery store.”


Jackson’s penis
throbbed and shot to attention.  He felt incredibly horny recalling the utter
embarrassment he felt walking through the grocery store.  It had been
humiliating, terrible, terrifying, and worse of all... arousing.


“No thank you,”
he said.


“Then admit
you’re submissive or I’ll make you carry it,” said Charlotte in a
matter-of-fact tone which struck Jackson as somehow very powerful.  Indeed, the
fact she didn’t even need to raise her voice to get her way was unsettling.  Had
he really become that submissive?  Either way, he had no choice, not if he
didn’t want to carry her purse, and he didn’t want that.  It was bad enough
carrying his own.


“I— I’m— I’m
submissive.  There!  Are you satisfied?”


Jackson turned
bright red.


Charlotte
smiled.  “That was nice, darling.  You’re getting closer all the time.  At this
rate, you’ll be submissive in no time!”  She headed toward a section of
slacks.  Jackson cringed at her suggestion and slowly followed her.


As before,
Charlotte pulled out several pair, putting most back.  She was looking for
slacks which would go with the suit jackets he had, though she didn’t tell him
that... not yet.  She found a pair of black slacks and a pair of bronze slacks. 
They were gorgeous, but feminine.


“These we need
to try on,” she said.  “Measuring isn’t enough.”


Jackson went
pale.  Before he could respond, Charlotte had signaled to the young clerk,
motioning her over.  She came and Charlotte explained that she needed to use
the fitting room, which she knew to be locked.  The young woman opened it and
returned to her counter.  Charlotte walked Jackson into the fitting room,
handed him the two pair of slacks, and shoved him through the stall door.


“Try them on and
let me see how they look,” she said.


Charlotte then
walked back out into the main shopping area.
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Jackson stared
suspiciously into the mirror.  They were pants... but they really weren’t in a
way.  There was something about them that didn’t seem right.  The material was
thicker than normal, richer.  The color wasn’t right either.  They were kind of
a rust or bronze more so than a brown.  He’d never seen a man wear this color,
not that he could recall.  They fit differently too.  They hugged his butt,
showing it off.  Could they be giving clear pantylines?  He couldn’t see any,
but it was possible when he moved.  In the front, they were smooth, though
without the device they would have had a visible bump.  The zipper was in the
back, of all places.  They didn’t have belt loops either.  Most bizarrely,
however, they had no pockets.  None.


Jackson twisted
his lips.


If someone saw
him wearing these, would they recognize that something was wrong?  Would they
think they were women’s pants?  Or would they just think they were fashionable? 
He wasn’t sure, and that worried him.  It was possible they just looked like
pants to people.  It’s possible he only knew something was wrong with them
because he knew they were women’s pants, but that seemed like a big risk to
take.


“If Barbara
realizes, then I might as well have worn a dress,” he said nervously.
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“I’m getting him
the pants now,” said Charlotte into her phone.  She stood near the door to the
dressing rooms.  Marsha was on the other end.


“Dr. Morgan
really said pants?” asked Marsha.


“She did, but
she said women’s pants specifically.  She called them a ‘gateway item’ to
feminization.  By getting him ‘pants’, he doesn’t realize he’s being
feminized.  He feels lucky he’s not wearing a skirt.  So he accepts them.  But
they’re feminine.  And the more he wears them, the more accustomed he becomes
to feminine fabrics, feminine cuts, even a feminine silhouette.  Basically, he
gets used to being seen as somewhat feminine.  So Dr. Morgan recommends
swapping out his pants and then swapping out his shirts with blouses before
looking at things like skirts.”


“Makes sense. 
Are you getting him makeup?”  Her tone was eager.


Charlotte
chuckled.  “Why?”


“Let’s just say
I have an idea, if you’re willing.”


Charlotte saw
Jackson stick his head out the door.  He whispered her name.  “Gotta go,” she
said to Marsha and she hung up.  She went to the changing room door.  “Let’s
see it.”


Jackson shook
his head.  “I’m not coming out there.  You come in here.”


Charlotte folded
her arms.  “Jackson.”


“It’s too
embarrassing.”


“I’ll be the
judge of that, now get out here.”


Jackson
hesitated, but didn’t want to provoke his wife; he’d learned that led to bad
things.  He glanced around and saw no one, so he cautiously pushed the door
open and walked into the small empty area between the dressing rooms and the
racks of clothes.  He prayed no one was watching.


Charlotte smiled
that he’d obeyed.  He looked great too.  The pants fit perfectly, giving him a
slightly more feminine shape, but not enough to necessarily get noticed.  Their
color was beautiful.  The fabric looked lush.  They were also right on that
line she was looking for.  Knowing they were women’s pants, it was obvious they
were women’s.  But if you didn’t know, they gave off whiffs of femininity, but
not quite enough to be sure.


“They look
great,” she said.


“I can’t wear
these,” said Jackson.  He glanced over her shoulder and saw the young clerk
standing behind a tall display, watching him.  A second woman seemed to be
standing near her now.  She kept glancing in his direction.


“Why not?”


“They’re women’s
pants!”


“They look
fine.  No one will know if you don’t tell anyone.”


Jackson shook
his head, glancing at the two women now speaking in giggles.  “Someone will
know.”


Charlotte
brushed her hand against his crotch, where his penis was imprisoned.  She ran
her fingers down his crotch and squeezed his balls before running them back up
and grabbing the device.  She leaned closer.  “Think of how exciting it will be
to get away with this.”


Jackson
shuddered, not in fear of the insanity of this, but in fear that he would find
what she’d just offered irresistible; against his better judgment, he was
already growing hard.


“I—”  He shook
his head.  “I can’t.”


Charlotte nodded
her head in response.  “You can.”  She tickled his balls now.  His penis
started to throb.  “Think about how exciting it will be to walk around in women’s
pants, but only you knowing what you’re wearing.”  She bounced his balls slowly
in her hand.  “Everyone else thinks nothing of it, but there you are... being
all submissive and girly, feminized, dominated, my sissy, and no one knows.  It
will be our sexy secret.”


His trembling
grew worse.  His penis throbbed even more inside the device.


Charlotte kissed
him gently on the cheek near the ear and then whispered, “I’ll bet you’ll be
hard as a rock... or would be if I let you... and maybe I will.”  She bit his
earlobe before telling him to get his shoes.


He was breathing
hard.  He could tell his cage had become wet and sticky.  “Wh— what about the
pants?”


“What about
them?”


“Sh— should I
take them off?”  His heart raced.  His mind screamed at him not to do this, but
he had no choice.  His submissive side was in charge and there was nothing he
could do about it.  He could only hope she answered the right way.


“Wear them...
for me.”


A chill trembled
down his spine and he nearly collapsed before an incredible warmth filled him. 
In that moment, he knew, he would do anything his wife asked him.  It was a
shocking feeling.  A magical feeling, but shocking.  It was a total voluntary,
unconditional surrender and he’d never truly felt that.  His submissive side
was in charge and there was nothing he could do about it.


“Yes, Ma’am,” he
said breathlessly.
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“Demonstrate your
control.”


 


— Training
Him, page 90.


 


The next few
minutes were surreal.  For the first time in his life, Jackson truly
surrendered himself completely to his wife.  Not only did he not offer any
resistance, but part of him actually hoped she demanded the impossible of him. 
He wanted her to show off her power.  Boldly.  Publicly.  And he wanted to show
her his obedience.


Would she?


“Here’s your
purse, darling,” said Charlotte.  She handed Jackson the little feminine wallet
she had been holding for him as he went into the dressing room.  He took it and
held it before him in a very visible, feminine manner for all to see.  If he
could have had an erection, it would have pressed into it.


“Thank you,” he
said softly.


Charlotte
noticed the change in his tone... his manner.  It was clear to her that
something had switched inside him and he had become submissive.  Truly
submissive.  She could do anything to him right now, and that made her wet. 
Suddenly, she wanted to flex her muscles and use this power, but not in some
theatrical or meaninglessly symbolic way like making him kneel before her, she
wanted to use it in a way that imposed her will upon his very nature.


She knew just
the thing.


“Come with me,”
she said.


Jackson excitedly
followed his wife as she made her way through the labyrinth of feminine
displays and racks until they popped out into a sort of clearing consisting of
some benches, some mirrors, a walkway and displays of shoes.  They were in the
shoe department.


A young woman
approached.  She wore a white blouse, a navy blue knee-length skirt, and
matching flats.


“May I help
you?” she asked.


“I need some
shoes for my husband,” said Charlotte.


Charlotte felt a
rush race through her as she said this, so boldly, so openly.  Jackson felt a
similar rush and butterflies appeared in his stomach.  They were really doing
this.  He couldn’t believe it!  His wife had told this young woman he was to
wear women’s shoes!  This was incredibly exciting.  He tingled all over.


“Oh,” said the
young woman, taken aback.  “Is he going to a costume party or something?”


“No.”


That word hung
in the air.  In one word, his wife had told this woman everything.  There was
no going back.  He was now a sissy in this woman’s eyes and Charlotte wore the
pants.  He was beneath her in every way.  The thought almost overwhelmed him with
a rush of exhilaration, terror and shame.


The young woman
blushed.  She had her answer.  “Wh— what type of shoes did you have in mind?”


“I’m thinking sandals. 
Maybe in silver.  Maybe in white.  A pair of basic black pumps too.  And let’s
do some brown wedges.  Something with a cork heel,” said Charlotte.


The young
woman’s flush deepened, as did Jackson’s.  This was not a one-time thing.  This
woman – Charlotte – was building her sissy husband a wardrobe of women’s
shoes!  Clearly, he would be wearing them regularly.


“Flats?” she
asked.


“Heels.” 
Charlotte smiled politely at her.  “High heels.”


The young woman
bit her lip trying not to giggle.  Her nipples popped up and she
self-consciously covered her blouse with an arm.  “I’ll see what I can find.” 
She turned and scurried over to a display.


“Are you hard,
darling?” asked Charlotte.


Jackson
blushed.  “It’s trying.”  His heart was racing.


“I’ll bet you’d
love to masturbate right now, wouldn’t you?”


Jackson felt
himself shrink ever so slightly; his penis was throbbing inside the device. 
“Y— yes.”


Charlotte
glanced at him out of the corner of her eye.  She chuckled.  “Sissy.”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


The young woman
returned with three boxes and a device for measuring Jackson’s foot.  She
crouched down, keeping her knees together so Jackson could not look between her
legs; he recognized the maneuver and how to achieve it – this made him feel
even more girly.


“Let’s measure
your foot first,” she said.


She set the
device on the floor before Jackson.  Jackson reached down and pulled off his
loafers.  As he did, his feet emerged, covered in tan silky hose.  The young
woman stared at them and blushed.


“Oh,” she said.


“I think he’s a
nine,” said Charlotte.  “Based on what he wears at home.”


Jackson
shuddered at the images this young woman must be having of him prancing around
in the heels.  He felt incredibly humiliated, but also oddly proud of this
fact.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, intentionally calling attention to his submissive
state, which made him throb even more.  He then slipped his stocking-covered
foot onto the device and the young woman measured it.


“A nine should
fit,” she said.


She then grabbed
one of the boxes and pulled out a pair of silver high-heeled sandals with tall stiletto
heels, t-straps, and a cage design over the toes.  They were ultra-feminine and
would be difficult to wear.  She cautiously held one of the sandals out before
him as if she expected this was all unreal and was about to end.  She lowered
it to the floor and he slipped his foot inside.  She threaded the strap around
his ankle and through the buckle before buckling it tightly.  Jackson turned
his foot left and right so Charlotte could see how the shoe looked, then he
slid his other foot forward.  The young woman repeated her prior motions, more
confidently this time, until that sandal was on his foot as well.


He was now
wearing high-heeled shoes in public.


“See how they
feel, darling,” said Charlotte.  “Walk to the mirror.”


Jackson rose to
his feet and expertly started across the open space.  He could see the young
woman’s shocked look in her face in the mirror.  Then she smirked, no doubt
imagining him at home again wearing these shoes as his wife did whatever dominant
women do to their sissy husbands.  The thought made his penis throb even more. 
In fact, if not for the device, he knew he would have the biggest erection ever
pushing out his pants and he would be pumping precome out in volume.


He reached the
mirror and pivoted femininely.  He returned to his wife.


“How are they?”
asked Charlotte.


“Tall, but
surprisingly comfortable,” said Jackson.


“Not too snug?”


“No, Ma’am.”


“Good.  We’ll
take them.  Try on the next pair.”  Her panties were damp.
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Twenty minutes later,
they stood at the edge of the clearing staring out onto the sea of dresses and
lingerie.  Jackson was still wearing the bronze-colored slacks and the wedges. 
Not the brown wedges, which Charlotte had bought, but a pair of hot-pink wedges
Charlotte added on impulse.  These were unmistakable as anything other than
women’s shoes.  His dick was throbbing.  Here he was, in a store, wearing
high-heeled shoes right in front of this clerk and with two more clerks watching
surreptitiously from a discreet distance.  Ashamed.  Emasculated.  Incredibly
turned on.  If he hadn’t still been in a surreal sort of trance, he couldn’t being
doing this, much less thinking about wearing them to the car, which he now
intended to do.


The problem was,
the trance was wearing off.


“Are you ready,
dear?” asked Charlotte as she slipped the receipt into her purse.  She glanced
at the pink wedges, still very surprised he hadn’t asked her to take them off
as soon as he could.  She couldn’t believe he was going to do it.  This was going
to be so humiliating.  “You don’t have to do this.”


“You wanted me
to wear them.”


“I never asked
you to wear them out of the store.”


Jackson licked
his lips.  Charlotte could see his courage fading now.  He was never going to
wear the wedges out of the store.  It was just too much.  That said, she saw an
interesting opportunity here.


“I—”  Jackson
hesitated.  He bit his lip.


“Afraid?” asked
Charlotte.


Jackson felt a
chill race down his spine.  He was terrified, but couldn’t admit it.  “Well,
no!  I mean—”


“It’s all right,
darling.  You can be afraid now.  You’re not really a man anymore, so there’s no
reason you need to act like one.”  Her tone was soft and warm and caring like a
cloud... a pink cloud that surrounded him in weakness.


Jackson withered
at her words.  “I am a man.”


“And yet, you’re
wearing pink wedges.”


“You made me.”


“Actually,
honey, you decided that yourself.  You decided to keep wearing them.  I never
said a word about it.”


“You would have,”
he protested.


“And you would
have obeyed, which leads us back to the question: what kind of man obeys his
wife, honey?  No man, I know.  Ergo, you aren’t a man.  But that’s all right,
honey.  You don’t need to be a man anymore.”


Jackson
squirmed.  “I am a man.”


“Then prove it.”


“Prove it? 
How?”


“Men aren’t
afraid, you seem to think,” said Charlotte in a matter-of-fact tone.  “So a man
wouldn’t be afraid to walk out of here in those shoes.  If you want me to
believe you’re a man, then man up and get moving.”


“I— that’s—
that’s—”


“What’s wrong,
Jackson?  Afraid?”


Jackson
swallowed hard.  His fear had grown so strong that he wasn’t thinking clearly
enough to fight back effectively.  But at the same time, he knew there was no
real chance he could wear these shoes out of the store.


He shook his
head.


Charlotte ran
her hand along his back and held his butt as a man might a women’s, adding to
Jackson’s emasculation.  “I’ll tell you what.  I’ll make this easier for you,
honey.  I’ll order you to do it.”


“Order me?”


“Yes, Jackson. 
I know how you like to obey me now.  So I’ll make the decision for you and I’ll
order you.  Then you don’t have to decide.  You just have to do what I tell
you.”


“D— decide?  Do
what?  What are you going to do?”


Charlotte smiled
kindly, though there was a gleam of victory in her eyes.  “Well, I have two
choices, Jackson.  Either I order you to wear those very pretty pink heels out
of here, trouping past everyone in the store in your girly shoes.  Or I’ll
order you to change back into your boy shoes before we leave.”


“Wh— which are
you going to do?”


“That depends on
you, darling.  The thing is, I’d rather order you to change.  But if you’re
really a man, as you claim, then I don’t want to humiliate you... emasculate
you, by making you sneak out of here like some embarrassed little sissy, some
coward.  I want you to have the chance to show everyone you’re a man.”  She
sighed.  “What should I do though?”


“I’d rather
change,” he squeaked, fearing the alternative too much.


Charlotte raised
an eyebrow theatrically.  “And treat you like you’re not a man anymore?”


“Y— yes.”


“I can’t do that
to you!  Not if you’re a man!  Men’s egos are so fragile.”


“It’s all
right.”


Charlotte sighed
dramatically.  “All right,” she said.  “I guess, I’ll order you to change.” 
She paused for just a second.  “But first, admit to me you’re not a man.  I
want to be sure.”


Jackson turned
bright red, but he didn’t even consider refusing.  “I’m not a man,” he said
very softly.


“What was that,
honey?  You spoke too softly.”


“I’m not a man.”


“One more time. 
A little louder.”


“I’m not a
man.”


Charlotte smiled
and patted her husband on the sleeve.  “You’re a brave sissy, dear.  Now change
your shoes.”


As Charlotte
watched Jackson change, her mind was awash in thoughts she didn’t dare speak. 
She wasn’t thinking of Jackson’s needs.  She was thinking how incredibly turned
on she felt.  She was thinking how she wanted more.  She was thinking how
utterly amazing it felt to see Jackson obey her and, even more incredibly,
squirm as he did.  The power she had over him was the most incredible thing she
had ever felt.


For his part,
Jackson was coming down off the rush he had felt and was starting to feel
rather embarrassed.  He unbuckled the wedges and pulled them off.  He pulled
his feet out and stretched them.  He glanced at the young clerk feeling rather
ashamed suddenly.


“I can never
come back here again, you know,” he said.


“You were a very
good submissive, darling,” said Charlotte.


Jackson set the
wedges in their shoebox and found his loafers.  He set those on the floor
before him and slipped his stocking-covered toes into them the same feminine
way he had the wedges; he didn’t notice the femininity of his motion.


“I can’t believe
you told her I wear heels,” he said.


“I never said
that.”


“‘No’ didn’t
leave much doubt.”


Charlotte shrugged
her shoulders.  “Think of the fun she’ll have telling her friends.”


Jackson
shuddered as an erotic jolt flashed through him.  It took him a moment to
compose himself.  “Yeah, and like I said, now I can’t come back here.”


“Why not?”


“Why do you
think?” asked Jackson rhetorically.


Charlotte rolled
her eyes.  “Well, it was worth it at least.”  She glanced at his crotch, where
his manhood was safely locked away... flaccidly, as she spoke.  “I’d bet you’re
even secretly wishing I tell her it turned you on, aren’t you?”


Jackson blushed
even deeper as part of him was indeed turned on by the idea for sure, but he’d
humiliated himself enough for one day.  “No, thank you.  And like I said, I’m
never coming back here.”


“We’ll see,
honey.”


“And I’m never
going out dressed like a woman again either!” he said resolutely.


Charlotte smiled. 
That wasn’t true.  He would be going out again very soon.  She’d really enjoyed
this experience and she wanted more.  Besides, once she achieved their goal and
he’d become genuinely submissive, she planned for him to spend a lot of time as
a woman.  He’d see.
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“‘No’ means ‘yes’.”


 


— Training
Him, page 111.


 


Charlotte and
Jackson had been home for a few hours from shopping.  She had given Jackson three
hours to work on his project, though she required him to be “properly” dressed
in his new black pencil skirt, a white blouse of hers, and the black platform
sandals from his maid uniform.  It was kind of a sexy secretary look.  He felt
like a schoolgirl though, sitting at the kitchen table doing her homework.  As
for Charlotte, she sat in the living room reading a fashion magazine and
imagining outfits she would dress Jackson in.  She wore the same olive dress she
had worn to the store and the brown leather wedges.


She saw Marsha
drive up.  Charlotte had invited her over for dinner and to see what she’d
bought for Jackson.  She liked the idea of making Jackson model their
purchases.  It felt somehow luxurious to have a model, and it would reinforce
Jackson’s position.  Charlotte met her at the door.


“Thanks for
having me over,” said Marsha.


Charlotte hugged
her.  “Any time.  Besides, what girl doesn’t like showing off new clothes?  I
want Jackson to learn to start doing these kinds of girl things for when I make
him switch over.”


“Makes sense. 
Where is he?”


“He’s working on
a project in the kitchen.  Something for work.”


“Oh sad.  I was
hoping to get my curtsey,” giggled Marsha.


Charlotte smiled
slyly.  “I’m sure something can be arranged.”


The two friends walked
to the kitchen to find Jackson sitting at the table with his legs crossed
femininely.  One foot was dangling in mid-air in its sexy sandal – he was
bouncing it absent-mindedly and looked very feminine doing so – as the other
was tucked beneath the chair.


“Hi Jacki,” said
Marsha.


Jackson rolled
his eyes upon seeing her.


“Jackson!  Is
that any way to greet our guest?” demanded Charlotte.


“Yeah, Jackson. 
I should spank you right in front of your wife,” laughed Marsha.


Jackson had a
vision of himself bent over the table as Marsha spanked him and Charlotte
laughed.  The vision sent an icy chill down his spine and made his dick tingle. 
He jumped to his feet to cut off any further threats and he performed a curtsey
as best he could in the pencil skirt and the tall, difficult heels.  He was
surprisingly graceful despite everything.


“Now kiss my
hand,” said Marsha and she held out the back of her hand.


Jackson winced,
but took it.


“On your knees
first, Jacki.”


Jackson
shuddered, but slowly dropped to his knees.  Again, not an easy feat in the
pencil skirt and unstable stilettos, especially accompanied by the sting of
humiliation.  He did it though.  And as he did, his penis furiously tried to
grow.  Marsha’s nipples popped up too... as did Charlotte’s.  Seeing him on his
knees had struck a chord all around.


Marsha held out
her hand and Jackson kissed it in submission.


“Better,” said
Marsha.  “Don’t forget or next time I will spank you.”


“Yes, Ma’am,”
grumbled Jackson.


“You can stand
again, sissy.”


Jackson
blushed.  “Thank you.”  He stood up.


“I hear you went
shopping,” said Marsha.  She felt the material of the black skirt he wore.  It
was lush.  “Very nice skirt.  Did you buy this today?”


“We did,” said
Charlotte.  She motioned to Jackson.  “I want to show Marsha what we bought. 
Why don’t you go change into the slacks I bought you and the silver sandals?”


“Do I have to?”


Charlotte stared
at him dully.  “Would you like a spanking?”


“No, Ma’am,”
said Jackson, and he disappeared as quickly as he could toward the bedroom. 
Charlotte watched him go.  A smirk played upon her lips.  The idea of spanking
her husband definitely appealed to her, though she still didn’t quite have the
courage to do it.


“He looks great
in a skirt,” said Marsha.


“I think so
too.”


“Shaved legs?”


“Since the
beginning, yes.”


“I’d keep him in
skirts all the time, if I was you.  In fact, do you know what we should do?”
asked Marsha.


“What?”


“We should take
him dancing!”


Charlotte
chuckled.  “That would be hilarious.  Can you imagine him out there dancing in
a skirt?  He thought it was hard trying on women’s clothes with only a clerk or
two watching, wait until everyone is staring!”


“That would be
funny!”


Charlotte
deflated a little.  “Yeah, but not something I can do to him.  Even though I
would love to take him dancing.”


“What if no one
noticed?”


“No one notice a
man in a skirt?  How would that work?” asked Charlotte doubtfully.


“If no one thought
he was a man.”


“I don’t
follow.”


“He’s got the
clothes, right?  Add a wig.  A little makeup.  Suddenly, no one knows he’s not
a woman,” said Marsha.  “He even shaves his legs already.  If everyone thinks
he’s a woman, then no one is pointing at the guy in a dress.  So, take him as
a woman.”


Charlotte raised
an eyebrow.  Take him as a woman.  That thought hadn’t occurred to her
as Dr. Morgan repeatedly talked about going slowly and not tipping your hand. 
Yet, this was an incredibly intriguing idea.  In fact, it was arousing.  Watching
him try on women’s clothes today had been so exciting her panties had become soaked. 
The idea of making him pretend to be a woman on the dance floor?  That would be
incredible!  It could make him more feminine too as he would need to do his
very best not to be exposed; that meant learning to look and act like a woman. 
This sounded perfect!


But could she?


Should she?


“No,” she told
herself.  “He had shown his limits at the department store.  It wouldn’t be
right to push him harder.”


On the other
hand... wasn’t the point to domination to do what you liked regardless of what
the submissive wanted?  That’s what Dr. Morgan said.  She made the point
repeatedly in the last couple chapters that true domination required Jackson to
obey her desires and whims whatever they were, and the more outlandish the
better.  According to Dr. Morgan, Jackson needed to be unable to refuse.  She
even had a phrase for it:  “‘No’ means ‘yes’.”  By that, she meant to force
Jackson to do anything he refused so that he learned that saying ‘no’ would
lead to things he didn’t like.  In that way, he would learn never to resist. 
So she should do it.


Except...  Charlotte
felt uncomfortable with that idea, actually.


In fact, the
last couple chapters in the book had started to bother her.  She had come to
see domination as something she really enjoyed.  And while it did let her reset
their relationship to take her desires into account, she realized that with that
power came a sense of responsibility in how to use it.  Indeed, as the old
quote went, “With great power comes great responsibility.”  And wasn’t this
supposed to be for Jackson’s benefit?  Toward the end of her book, Dr. Morgan
had lost track of that aspect of domination.  Her “‘no’ means ‘yes’” was one
example of this.  Charlotte didn’t like that.


“Maybe, it’s
time for a different approach,” she said.


“To what?”


Marsha pulled
out her phone, pulled up her photo gallery and pressed a button.  The screen
went blank.  “Wait here,” she told Marsha.
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Charlotte
entered the bedroom as Jackson was pulling the bronze slacks over his hips.  The
pants were a little tight there and on his rear.  They were supposed to be.  They
created feminine curves that way and produced marvelous pantylines.  Charlotte
walked over behind him and zipped them up.  The zipper was in the back.  She
stepped back and examined him.  He had a surprisingly feminine shape in the
pants.  She then motioned him to sit down at her vanity.


“Marsha and I
want to go dancing,” she said.


Jackson raised
an eyebrow.  What did this mean?  “Ok.”


“I want you to
come with us.”


Jackson shook
his head.  The embarrassment of shopping for women’s clothes was still fresh in
his mind.  “There is no way I’m going out to some club, not dressed like this!”


“Not like that. 
You would go fully dressed as a woman.”


Jackson’s jaw
dropped.  “As a woman?”


“Yes.  As a
woman.  Skirt, makeup, heels, all of it.  No one would know you’re a man.”


Jackson licked
his lips nervously.  His ego screamed to reject the idea.  This was not
something a man would do!  But at the same time, a strong sense of erotic intrigue
filled him.  His penis started to grow.  But obviously, he couldn’t go.  But
then, he was submissive and had no choice, right?  So maybe if Charlotte
ordered him... he half-hoped, half-dreaded.


“Here’s the
thing,” continued Charlotte, who picked up the silver sandals Jackson had set
on the floor, and then sat on the edge of the bed turning the sandals in her
hand, “I can order you to go.”


Jackson filled
with erratic energy and conflict.  Hope and fear.  Hope and fear.


“I can order you
to go,” she continued.  “But I’m not going to... not like you think.”


Jackson raised
an eyebrow.  “I don’t understand.”


“I think the
time has come for you to decide, darling.  Do you really want to be submissive
or not.  Obviously, you asked to be submissive.  That’s how this all began. 
And you seem to really enjoy it.  You even seem to push me to take you
further.  But if you don’t really want to be submissive, then it’s time we
ended this.  If you do want it, then you need to decide to trust me and to do
what I say from now on, not because I’m threatening you with exposure – because
I won’t, I’ve destroyed the video – but because it’s what you need and want. 
If you do want me to dominate you, then I’m taking you dancing tonight.  I
might even let people know you’re a man.  That will be up to me, but it’s up to
you if we go.  Moreover, if you want me to dominate you, then we will need to
be open in front of our friends.  Again, I’ll decide who and when and where and
how, but they will know.  That’s not negotiable.  Do you understand?”


Jackson
cautiously nodded his head.


“If you don’t
like that, then we need to end this.  We can play your game or whatever you
called it from time to time, but I won’t really be in charge anymore.  Do you
understand?”


Again, Jackson
nodded his head cautiously.


“The choice is
yours, darling.”


Charlotte rose
to her feet and walked over to her husband.  She leaned over and kissed him on
the lips.  “I love you.”


“I love you
too,” he said back.


She then held
out the silver sandals for him.  “Put these on and let’s go dance.”

















Chapter Eight: “Guess
Who’s Here!”
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Jackson was positively
terrified as they pulled up to the valet.  He’d never been out in public
dressed as a woman before.  Could he pull it off?  Would someone spot him?  How
could they not – he was a man, no matter how he was dressed?  What would happen
when they did?  This was nerve-wracking.  In an odd sort of way, he thought, it
had almost been easier to walk through the store in women’s shoes with everyone
seeing him as a cross-dressed man than trying to pull off this charade; it was
more certain.


“This is
terrifying,” said Jackson.


“You’re doing
well, honey,” replied Charlotte.  She drove.  The days of driving were over for
Jackson.


Jackson glanced
at his trembling hand.  His fingernails were painted cherry red and he wore one
of his wife’s rings.  He chuckled nervously.  “I’m doing well?  I haven’t even
stepped out of the car yet.”


“And you’ve done
that magnificently,” said Marsha with a chuckle.


Charlotte rolled
her eyes at her friend.  “You’ll be fine, honey,” she said to Jackson.  “You
look fantastic.  No one will guess.”


“I don’t think I
can pull this off.”


“You can.  Trust
me, no one will know.”


Jackson nodded
his head, but he didn’t see how.  Again, he almost wished they’d just put him
in a skirt and let him be humiliated.  That would be less tense than trying to
sneak this through, he told himself.


The valet opened
the door for Charlotte and she stepped out.  She wore a shimmering silver mini-dress
and pointy metallic stiletto sandals; her toenails matched her dress – as they
dressed, she’d jokingly threatened to make Jackson repaint them for her.  She
carried a small silver clutch.  Marsha stepped out of the other side.  She wore
black pinstriped shorts, like shorts made from a man’s suit, a tight pink top
which showed her erect nipples, white ankle socks and black pumps.  The look
excited Jackson, and he would have loved to have gotten hard over it, if that
had been possible.


Jackson came
last.


He wore a maroon
knee-length dress with a fitted bodice.  To make it fit, his wife has strapped
him into a corset.  The dress had a cowl collar and capped sleeves.  Its hem
was flared and loose.  He wore tan stockings beneath and the silver sandals
they’d bought at the store.  They were very high and very unstable; they made
him feel deliciously vulnerable.  He carried a black clutch similar to his
wife’s.  He thought he looked ridiculous, but the valet didn’t complain.


“Thank you,” he
whispered as the young man opened the door.


Jackson noticed
the young man watching his legs as he climbed out of the car.  His penis
started to grow.  He’d never drawn the attention of a man before and it felt...
awkward.


“Certainly,
Miss.  Have a good night!”


Jackson’s penis
pressed uncomfortable into the device as he tried to contain an embarrassed
grin.  He was blushing like an idiot.  Fortunately, his makeup prevented anyone
from seeing that.


“Come along,
darling,” said Charlotte and she came around the car and hooked her arm in her
husband’s.  She and Marsha then walked Jackson into the club.  For the first
time in his life, he heard the sound of his own high heels tapping off a
concrete sidewalk.  They mixed with his wife’s and Marsha’s.


CLICK!  CRACK! 
CLICK!  SLAP!  CLICK! CLICK! CRACK!


Each step made
his penis throb.  Each step reminded him of his feminization.  He could not
escape it, not here, not as he was.  What’s more, as they walked through the entrance,
a whole host of other feminine feelings overwhelmed him: the tug of the panties
in his rear, the smooth electric slide of the stockings, the tightness of the
corset, the dancing of the hem of his dress around his legs, the THUD of the tug
of the dress as his thighs reached the dress’s allowed limit when he tried to
take too large a step.  He heard the jingle of his earrings.  He smelled the
sweet perfume his wife had sprayed upon him before they left, the same feminine
fragrance Marsha had given him.  He could taste the waxy flavor of his lip
gloss and feel the tickling strands of long brown hair which had been added to
his by the wig.  It gave him a disorganized “Rachel” style cut.


“How does it
feel to be a woman?” asked Marsha.


Jackson’s heart
stopped.  What if someone heard her?!  No... they couldn’t.  They were alone in
the entryway.  The music was too loud.


“It’s
different,” he said.  He licked his lips.  It was exciting.
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They sat at a tall
table near the dance floor.  The waitress had come and gone and returned with
drinks.  Charlotte had ordered for Jackson.  It turned her on to do that.  She
liked making decisions for him.  It turned him on too.  His penis wanted so
badly to get hard, and he desperately wanted to touch it.  But he couldn’t, and
it was probably a good thing.  Having an erection now would be disastrous.


“How are you
doing?” asked Charlotte.


“This is scary,”
he admitted.


“You’re doing
fine,” said Marsha.


“Do you know
what’s funny?” he asked.


“What’s that,
honey?” asked Charlotte.


“I keep having
this thought that it would almost be easier to be sitting here, dressed like
me, but just in a skirt and maybe heels, with everyone knowing I’m a man. 
Isn’t that crazy?”


Charlotte
smiled.  It wasn’t crazy.  She understood what it meant.  Before she could
respond, however, Marsha interrupted.


“You’re welcome
to whip the wig off,” she laughed.


Jackson
blushed.  “No thank you!”


She leaned
closer across the table toward him.  Her leg was shaking excitedly.  “You know
I could do it, right?”


“You wouldn’t!”


“It might be
fun.”


Jackson glanced
at Charlotte for protection.  She held up her hands.  “This is between you
two.”


“Honey!” groaned
Jackson.


“I told you I
might expose you.”


“But here, now?”


Charlotte
shrugged her shoulders coyly.  Just then she noticed someone across the room,
just over Jackson’s shoulder.  It was a man in gray slacks and a trendy gray
silk shirt.  She knew him.  There was a woman next to him in a brown and white
1960’s-style mini-dress and retro boots too.  She knew her too.


“Isn’t that your
boss?” asked Charlotte.


Jackson tensed
up.  He spun his head around.  Sure enough, he saw Brett across the room at the
bar getting a drink.  Standing next to him was Barbara!  All the color
drained from his face.  His heart raced.  His calm vanished.  He felt a
desperate need to flee.


“What if they
spot me!” he gasped.


“What if they
do?” asked Charlotte.  “They’re going to find out eventually one way or
another.”


Jackson’s jaw
dropped.  “They are?”


She placed her
hand upon his to calm him.  “I told you before.  There’s no way to keep this
secret from them, honey.  I’m going to dress you like I want.  I’m going to
teach you to behave the way I want.  They will notice.”


Jackson felt his
penis start to grow erect until it pushed hard against its cage.


“Do we have to?”
he asked with a nervous laugh.


Charlotte smiled
kindly and patted his hand again.  Then her smile morphed into something more mischievous. 
“Of course, we don’t have to tell them tonight.”


Marsha smirked. 
“I know that look.  What are you thinking?”


“This could be
fun.”
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“Brett?  How are
you?” gushed Charlotte.


Jackson’s boss looked
up and smiled in recognition.  He brushed back his perfectly coifed hair and
smoothed the front of his gray silk shirt.  “Charlotte.  I haven’t seen you
since the—  Christmas Party, was it?”


“Picnic.”


“That’s right!” 
He glanced around.  “Does this mean Jackson’s here?”


Charlotte shook
her head.  “No, he’s at home working on something.  I’m here with two of my girlfriends. 
Just a ‘girl’s night out,’ so to speak.  Why don’t you join us?  We’d love the
company.”  She motioned toward their table where Jackson watched anxiously.


“Would love to,”
said Brett.  He motioned toward the woman next to him.  “You know Barbara, of
course.”


“Yes, of
course,” said Charlotte.


“Good to see you
again,” said Barbara.


They started
toward the table.  Jackson saw this and swallowed hard.  He wasn’t sure this
was such a good idea.  It was playing with fire.  But it was exciting.  He had
to admit that.


“That’s your
boss?” asked Marsha.


Jackson’s mouth
was dry.  He couldn’t take his eyes off the approaching group.  “Uh huh.”


“He’s cute.  Is
that his wife?”


Jackson shook
his head anxiously.  His earrings jingled.  “N— no.”


“Girlfriend?”


“N— no.  She
wants my promotion.”


Marsha let out a
sharp, surprised laugh.  “Does Charlotte know that?” she asked incredulously.


Jackson licked
his lips.  “Not exactly.”


“Oh Jacki,
Jacki, Jacki.  When are you going to learn to tell your wife everything?”  She
snickered and shook her head.  “Well, this should be interesting.  It would
serve you right if she figures out who you are.”


They grew
nearer.


“This is not
a good idea,” said Jackson.  His heart was racing.


“Probably not,” agreed
Marsha.  “But you’re committed now, so don’t get your panties in a bunch.”


“What if she
spots me?”


“I’d say, kiss
that promotion goodbye,” said Marsha and she held out her hand to mimic
squeezing a man’s balls, which made Jackson try to shrink away beneath the
table.  “On the other hand, it’s a good thing you don’t really look like
‘Jackson’ at all.  You’re really feminine.”


“That’s
comforting,” said Jackson sarcastically.


“Would you
rather that you looked like a man in a dress?”


The group
reached the table.


“This is my
friend Marsha and this is Jacki,” said Charlotte, introducing them.


Jackson winced
at being given a feminine name so close to his own.  It took considerably strength
just to nod in return to their greeting.  He felt like their eyes burned
through him.  Barbara in particular filled him with a sense of weakness.  Some
of his fantasies about being dominated by her flashed before his eyes.  This
was incredibly exciting and very scary.  He couldn’t believe he was dressed
like a woman right in front of her!


They ordered
more drinks.


“So where’s
Jackson?” asked Barbara.


Charlotte moved
her purse from one side to the other, setting it between her and Jackson.  This
partially obscured the view as she slipped her hand beneath the table and
brushed her fingers against his inner thigh.  His penis responded immediately
and began throbbing.  She then lazily dragged her fingers up and down his thigh
as she answered.  Each stroke made him tremble.


“He’s at home. 
He’s busy working on some project,” said Charlotte.


“He’s dedicated
if he’s missing this,” said Barbara.


Charlotte let
her fingers drift up under her husband’s dress until they found the edge of the
device.  She ran one finger along the bars holding his penis in.  “Jackson is
all about duties.  Tell him to do something, and he does it.”


Jackson’s penis
jolted.  Had his wife really said that?


“I’ve never
thought of Jackson as one to follow orders,” laughed Barbara.


Jackson shrunk
in his chair.


“Really?  I’ve
never had a problem at home.  He’s always done what I’ve told him.  He’s a good
boy.”


“Works like a
slave,” added Marsha.  Her nipples were poking out her top visibly.


Barbara made a
strange face, as if she had spotted some potential secret meaning she was
trying to understand.


Jackson shrank
even more.


“That’s good
though,” interjected Brett.  “He’s working on a very important project.  He
shouldn’t be interrupted.  That’s why I gave him two day off, to get this done.”


Charlotte raised
an eyebrow.  Her fingers, which had been tickling Jackson’s thigh with her
nails, suddenly stopped.  “It’s important?” she asked.


“Very.”


“He never told
me it was important,” said Charlotte and she shot Jackson an annoyed look and
tapped one finger angrily against the device.  She was not pleased that Jackson
hadn’t told her the truth about the project he was working on.  “I thought it
was something minor.”


“Oh no,” said
Brett.  “This is really important for the bank.”


“And the
promotion,” added Barbara.


“Promotion?”
asked Charlotte.


“The project is
going to be the basis for deciding who gets promoted.  I had the impression he
wasn’t taking it seriously,” said Barbara.  “I guess I was wrong.”


Charlotte tapped
the device even more angrily.  “Is that so?”


Jackson bit his
lip.  He wanted to shrug his shoulders and tell his wife he would still finish
the project tonight, if she let him, but he really couldn’t speak before his
boss and Barbara.


Across the
table, Brett suddenly swallowed the last of his drink.  “Would you care to
dance?”  He stuck out his hand across the table.


Jackson felt an
icy chill race over him.  In his mind, he saw Charlotte smirk smugly and hold
out her own hand toward his boss.


“Since Jackson’s
not here, why not?” she chuckled pointedly.


As Jackson
watched helplessly, Brett took his wife in hand and moved out to the dance
floor.  He even put his arm around her back and slid it to the top of her
rear.  Jackson burned with shame that he had let another man take his wife, but
then he found himself growing hard at his helplessness... so very hard.  That
made his shame all the worse.


“And now your
boss is dancing with your wife.  How humiliating!” laughed Marsha.  “And you
can’t do anything about it.  What a sissy!  I’ll bet you like it too.  I’ll bet
it turns you on!  You must be hard as a rock right now, aren’t you?  I mean, if
you could get hard.”


Jackson
withered.


“Jacki.  Jacki,”
said Charlotte.


Jackson snapped
out of his erotic nightmare and looked up at his wife.  She was nodding her
head toward Brett.  Jackson was confused.  He turned toward his boss.  Brett
was holding out his hand toward Jackson!


“Want to dance?”
he asked again.


“I— wh— I mean—”


“Go on,
darling,” said Charlotte encouragingly.


Jackson was
stunned.  Without even knowing he was doing it, he rose to his feet.  Charlotte
put her hand upon his back and helped walk him around the table where Brett
took his hand and pulled him toward the dance floor.  As Brett led the way
through the crowd, Jackson felt smaller and smaller.  He was being treated as a
woman.  He had lost his manhood.  What’s more, this moment would never go
away.  Even if he called a halt to everything that very moment, he and Charlotte
and Marsha would always have the memory of him being pulled to the dance floor
by a man... as a woman.


They reached the
floor.


It was a slower
dance, so Brett wrapped his arms around Jackson.  Jackson felt one arm across
his back and one hand settle at the highest point of his butt.  Brett’s hands
were strong and masculine.  Jackson reluctantly wrapped his arms around his
boss, though he kept them very center-back.  Brett pulled him closer.  Jackson
winced.  He’d never been held by a man before and it was difficult to say the
least... it was awkward.  They started moving.  Jackson had no idea how to
dance though, and certainly not as a woman, so he let Brett lead.  Despite
that, a few steps in they were moving like all the other couples.  But they
weren’t like other couples.  He was a man, not a woman, despite outward appearances,
and that realization as he glanced around brought a sense of terror.  What if
someone spotted him?!  What if Brett spotted him?!  How could they not?  How
could he not?  They were so close!  But he hadn’t.  Suddenly, he realized he
was getting away with it!  A sense of relief washed over him.  Then came a
sense of exhilaration!  He really was getting away with it.  No one realized he
wasn’t a woman!  This brought a sneaky feeling of arousal.  His penis grew
until he had a sort of erection, well a non-erection erection – it was trying,
which was the point – and no one knew.  Here he was in a dress and heels with a
sort-of-erection and nobody knew!


His penis
started to throb.  He felt like he was glowing.  He was getting away with it!


“You’re an excellent
dancer,” said Brett.


“I am?” said
Jackson incredulously.


Brett shifted to
one side, pulling Jackson with him in a slow spin.  “You are.  You’re natural. 
Most women push and pull and try to lead.  That makes it really hard to dance. 
It’s more like wrestling.  But you’re so wonderfully passive.”


Jackson
blushed.  Being called “passive” felt like an indictment, but it increased his
throbbing.


“You have
natural style.”


“Th— thanks,”
said Jackson.


“How do you know
Charlotte and Jackson?”


Jackson twisted
his lips.  He didn’t know how to answer that.  “We, uh, we’ve been friends
since college... Charlotte and I, that is.”


“That’s nice.”


Brett pulled
Jackson’s hand into the air and spun Jackson.  Jackson felt incredibly feminine
doing so.  When he came back front and center, Brett wrapped his arms around
him and pulled him close... closer than before.  Indeed, they bumped.  And as
they bumped, something pointy and hard poked Jackson right at the level of his
crotch.  He knew right away what that was!  All the color drained from his
face.  His boss’s dick had pressed into him!  No, not just his dick... his
erection!  He had turned his boss on!  All the humiliation of dancing with
a man, as a woman, humiliation he had somehow ignored in his reveling in
getting away with this, suddenly returned.  He felt incredibly vulnerable.  He
felt like he might collapse.  He instinctively slipped his hands upon his
boss’s chest and cautiously pushed him away a few inches.  The thing slipped
away, much to Jackson’s relief.


But then, Brett
pulled him closer again.  Again, the thing poked him.  This time, Brett took in
a deep, savoring breath.  He closed his eyes and smiled.  Then one eye shot
open.  A confused eyebrow went up.  He cocked his head to one side.


What was it,
wondered Jackson anxiously?  Had he discovered something?  Had his wig moved? 
Had Brett felt the device?  Did he recognize him?


The perfume!


“Oh no!” gasped
Jackson to himself.  He was wearing the same perfume he’d worn to the office
that first day:  Marsha’s stupid perfume!  Was it possible Brett had recognized
it?


“Have we met
before?” asked Brett.


Jackson’s mouth
went dry.  “N— no,” he croaked.


“Strange.  You
remind me of someone, though I can’t think of who.”


Jackson bit his
lip.  “I get that a lot.”


“This is more
than that.  Are you sure we haven’t met?”


“N— no.  I’d
remember.”


“Strange.  I
swear we’ve met before.”


The song ended. 
Brett still held him fast, staring down into his eyes, searching his memory. 
Finally, he glanced around.  The dance floor was clearing.  It was time for a
break.  He smiled at Jackson and nodded.


“Shall we rejoin
the others?” asked Brett.


They returned to
the table.


For the rest of
the evening, the small group sat together having a good time.  They joked, told
stories, and spoke of many things.  Jackson, said little.  Not only did he feel
too intimidated to speak except when called upon, but Charlotte seemed to
dominate the conversation on his behalf.  For the first time in his life, he
experienced how she must have felt when he did it to her.  But whereas it had
frustrated her, he felt relieved.  He felt safe.


As they drove
home later, with the danger passed, Jackson thought back on what he’d
experienced.  He told himself he was angry that he’d been made to dance with
Brett, but he wasn’t.  He told himself he was angry he had been made to risk
exposure to Barbara, but again, he wasn’t.  To the contrary, getting away with being
dressed before both of them had been thrilling.  Every comment, every motion
produced the most amazing tension, and every second he escaped detection turned
that tension into an erotic fire of unbelievable strength.


His panties were
soaked.


If only he could
masturbate.
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and Pleasure”
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Charlotte and
Jackson returned home after dropping off Marsha.  It had been an enjoyable,
exciting night for both.  It felt strange though, coming into the house as two
women from a night out.  This was definitely something Jackson never thought
he’d experience.  They made their way to the bedroom to change.


“Hold still,”
said Charlotte as they entered their bedroom.  She braced herself against
Jackson and brought up one leg behind her, pulling off her metallic pump.  Then
she swapped arms and removed the other pump.  She handed both to Jackson.  They
were still warm and slightly damp with her sweat.  He felt subservient holding
them, but that excited him all the more.


Jackson started
toward the closet.  He knew what she wanted.  She watched him take her shoes to
the closet.


“What am I going
to do with you?” asked Charlotte.


Jackson knew
this was coming.  One of his wife’s rules was that he tell her everything – no
secrets.  It made sense too.  If she was to make their decisions, then she
needed to know everything that might affect them.  Yet, he clearly had not told
her about the project, or its importance, or the potential promotion.  That had
been a mistake.


He put her shoes
in their place in the closet.


“Sorry,” he
said.


“I bet you are, now
that you’ve been caught.”


Charlotte turned
her back to her husband and pulled her hair up off her neck.  Jackson came over
and unzipped her dress for her.  She let it fall to the floor and then stepped
out of it, leaving her in a white bra, white panties, tan stockings held up by
a white garter belt, and a tight strand of pearls around her neck.  Jackson was
still fully dressed in the maroon dress and silver sandals.  He crouched down
and picked up the dress to place it on a clothes hanger for her.  Again, he
knew she wanted this without her saying a word.


“So you didn’t
want to tell me about this project?  Or the promotion?  You remember my rules,
I take it?” she said.


“Yes, Ma’am.”


“My rules still
apply.  Just because you’ve agreed to be submissive doesn’t change that, you
understand?”


Jackson thought
of standing in the corner and blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”


“Remember,
Jackson, I make the decisions.  You don’t make the decisions.  You withholding
information is you trying to control the decisions.”


“I know.”


“So from now on,
you’re going to tell me everything, aren’t you?”


He nodded.  “Yes,
Ma’am.”


“Good.”


“I still need to
punish you, of course,” she added off-handedly.  “I can’t let this go with just
a warning.”


That meant the
corner.  Jackson bit his lip.  His feet were so sore from wearing these
tall, unstable heels all night and then dancing in them on top of it.  The last
thing he wanted was to wear them in the corner for however long as punishment. 
But it wasn’t his choice.


“I understand,”
he said.


“Take off your
dress,” she said.


Jackson reached
behind his back and unzipped the maroon dress.  He felt it loosen around his torso
and his hips.  He worked the tight dress down past his hips and knees, leaving
him in black panties, the black corset he wore to make the dress fit, tan
stockings which attached to the corset, and the silver high-heeled sandals.  He
wore the cage beneath the panties.  He still had dangly silver earrings in his
ears and he wore his wife’s rings upon his fingers.  He picked up the dress and
handed it to his wife, who hung it over her vanity chair.  Then she ran her
finger down his corset to his panties, where she tapped the device.  His
panties were wet and sticky.


“I guess someone
liked dancing with their boss more than they let on.  Did it make you horny,
darling?”  She traced her finger through the wetness.  “You’ll stain your
panties like that.”


“I’ll wash
them.”


“By hand.”


“Yes, Ma’am.” 
He felt her lift his balls with two fingers, bounce them, and let them fall
again.  “H— how are you going to punish me?”


“Take off your
panties,” she said, ignoring his question for the moment.


Jackson hooked
his hands into the waistband of the panties and pulled them down over his
hips.  Then he guided them down to his knees and let them fall to the floor. 
They landed on top of his sandals.  He stepped out of them and crouched down to
pick them up.


Charlotte held
out her hand.  “Give them to me.”


Jackson did as
commanded.


“I think I’m
going to spank you,” she said finally.  Her nipples popped up and became
visible through her bra.  That was something she’d wanted to do for some time,
but never quite worked up the courage, not until now.  “I think you’ve earned
it this time.”


Jackson
shuddered.  There had been talk of spanking him, but nothing had come of it so
far.  He wasn’t sure how he would take it.  Would it be painful?  Would it be
humiliating?  He’d read about women who spanked their husbands online and the
idea had intrigued him.  Would this become one of those things which grew his
submission once he realized it turned him on?  He didn’t want to be more submissive
than he already was, so why did the prospect excite him?


“But a spanking
alone is not enough,” said Charlotte.


“It isn’t?”  It
certainly seemed like a lot to Jackson.


“No, darling. 
Your ‘crime’ is one of not telling me what you should have told me.  I feel we
need something more apropos than a spanking to represent that.  I think,
what we need, is this,” she said and she held up his wet, sticky panties.


“W— what about
those?”


“Open up,” she
said and she held them before his mouth.


Jackson gasped. 
“But those are covered in my—”  He hesitated.


“You can say it,
darling:  your come.  The same come you’re not supposed to be expelling.  I
think that makes this very fitting.  Now open up.”


Jackson
shuddered.  He’d never tasted anything like this before.  The thought hadn’t
even occurred to him.  Yet, there was no doubt that his wife intended to jam
his wet and sticky panties into his mouth.  He wanted so badly to refuse, but
he found that he just could not.


He cautiously
opened his mouth.


“Good boy,” purred
Charlotte, who was surprised she was doing this actually.  It was liberating in
a way, thrilling.  It felt like she had crossed some boundary now and need
never look back again.  She had passed some test of strength and will.  She was
in charge now.


She stuck them
in his mouth.


Jackson
struggled not to gag when his wife stuck the wet panties in his mouth.  Not
only was it difficult to take panties into his mouth, but realizing they were
wet and sticky and what made them wet and sticky made this far, far worse.  This
was a punishment he never wanted to repeat!


“Get on the
bed.  All fours,” said Charlotte.


Jackson climbed onto
the bed, right into the middle of it, and waited on his hands and knees.  He
felt his balls swinging between his legs in the cool breeze and his toes
pushing against the sheets.  He imagined his silver heels jutting out behind
him and his rear looking artificially feminine because of the pressure of the
corset and the angle at which he had placed himself.


Charlotte
drifted over to the closet as Jackson waited and scanned her closet for
something to use to paddle Jackson.  As she looked, she saw something that
struck her as symbolic.  It was her white platform clogs.  She wore those all
the time around the house when she was the more submissive Charlotte, the good
little housewife.  Without realizing it, she had lately decided she preferred stilettos. 
There was something powerful in stilettos, something right for the new
Charlotte.


She had an
idea.  She grabbed both clogs.


“I’m sure you recognize
these,” said Charlotte.


Jackson glanced
over his shoulder at the clogs she was holding.  He wasn’t sure what she
intended with them.  With the platforms, they looked like wooden paddles.  They
might actually hurt a bit, he worried.


He nodded his
head cautiously.


“I wore these
all the time when I was your ‘little housewife,’ didn’t I?” she asked.  She
chuckled.


Jackson did
recall they were her favorite shoes.


“How times have
changed.”


She set them on
the bed and reached for his ankle.  She started to unbuckle the strap on one of
his silver sandals.  He wanted to ask what she was doing, but he didn’t dare. 
He’d made his decision:  she could do whatever she wanted to him.  Now he
needed to live with it.


“I think we need
a little ceremony,” she said.  She pulled off his first sandal and tossed it on
the bed behind him.  “Don’t you agree?”  She undid the other and tossed it as
well.


“What kind of
ceremony?” he mumbled through the panties.


“Like a changing
of the guard.  I was your little wife, now you’re my little husband.  As some
might say, the shoe is on the other foot now.  So it seems appropriate to me
that you wear my old shoes to show that.  Don’t you agree?”  She slipped one
clog onto his foot and then the other.  They fit snugly, but they fit.  They
looked very feminine and very girly.


Jackson felt his
penis trying to grow inside the device.


“There.  My
little sissy,” said Charlotte.


Jackson blushed.


“Now, what to do
about your punishment,” mused Charlotte.  “Oh, I know.”  She picked up one of the
silver high-heeled sandals.  She grabbed it by the heel like a paddle, leaving
the front sole exposed.  She gave it a quick gentle swing, tapping his rear
with the leather sole.  “Are you ready, darling?”


Jackson tensed
up.  He nodded his head.


Charlotte pulled
back the shoe.  Before she struck, however, she reached out and took his balls
in her free hand.  She massaged them and tugged on them, finally letting them
hang freely.


“This is for
disobeying me,” she said.


She pulled her
arm part of the way back and let fly.  The shoe cut through the air and landed
dead center on his left cheek.  SMACK!  It wasn’t a full-powered swing,
but it was powerful enough to make his rear shake.  It stung too.  What stung
worse though was the idea that he had been paddled by his wife!  What man lets
his wife paddle him?!  Even worse, he felt his penis throb!  Apparently, being
disciplined excited him.  He felt even smaller realizing that.


Charlotte too
felt excited.  She felt electric.  Spanking her husband gave her an intense
sense of control... of power.  She pulled back her arm and swung again.  She swung
harder this time.


SMACK!


Then again.


SMACK!!


This time even stronger. 
He husband’s rear rippled with this strike and she saw his balls jump.  She
swung again, harder yet.


SMACK!!


His rear turned
warm and red beneath this last blow.  Again, his balls jumped when she struck. 
She saw a little moisture appear inside the device.  She laughed.  “Does this
excite you?”


Jackson blushed. 
It had.


“You’re not
supposed to enjoy punishments, darling,” laughed Charlotte.


Jackson blushed
even deeper.  It embarrassed him she knew.


She swung again,
striking the same already-tender, already-red spot.  The red spot grew.  An
outline in the triangular-like shape of the front of the shoe’s sole appeared
on his cheek.  His penis jumped this time, shaking the device and his balls at
once.


Charlotte
sighed.  “Maybe I need to find a different way to punish you in future.”


She traced the
triangular shape on his rear with her fingertip.  It was warm and red.  His
penis visibly pushed against the device as she did, making the device shake. 
He was highly turned on, that was clear.


“Maybe I need to
offer this as a reward instead,” she continued.  She traced the red mark
again.  “Is that what you want, darling?  ‘Be a good girl and I’ll spank you,’”
laughed Charlotte, mockingly, pretending some future event.  A wicked smirk
appeared upon her lips.  “Or maybe, I’m hitting the wrong target.”


Jackson tensed
up.  The only other target back there was something he did not want hit.  He
shook his head nervously.


“I’ll be good, I
swear!” he said.


Charlotte
massaged his balls with a chuckle.  “It’s not like they do you much good
anymore anyways, now that you’re going to be a full-time sissy.”  She stroked
them several times.


Jackson’s penis
pushed hard into the device.  He winced and tensed up and closed his eyes.


She drew his
balls down through her hand.  “Quite useless really,” she said distantly.  As
she did, she had a sort of vision.  She saw Jackson’s penis very tiny, like her
pinky finger.  His balls had shrunk to the size of grapes.  He looked
feminine.  He had budding breasts.  She tingled all over.


“I wonder if
that’s possible?” she wondered.


Then she shook
her head.  No.  At least, not any time soon.


Jackson opened
one eye and peeked.  His was snickering to herself.


“Well, now I
know how to make spankings more exciting,” she said and she tapped them lightly
with the shoe’s sole, causing them to swing once more.  “For now though, it’s
past your bedtime, so get ready for bed.”


“But my
project!  I need to work on it.”


“That’s too
bad.  It’s past your bedtime.”


“But it’s due
tomorrow!”


Charlotte shook
her head.  “You should have thought about that before you lied to me about it.”


“But I’ll lose
the promotion!”


“Well, darling,
the choice was yours,” said Charlotte as she ran her fingers over the red marks
on his rear once more.  “Besides, you’re better off not being in charge. 
Barbara will make a much better boss than you, especially now that you’re going
to be submissive full time.  Could you imagine anyone taking orders from a man
in a dress?” she laughed.


Jackson sighed.


 


—o—


 


Jackson did not
get the promotion.  Brett told him the following morning.  Brett also announced
that he was taking a new job at the headquarters building.  Barbara would be in
charge of the branch starting Monday morning.


Her project had
been a remarkable success.

















Chapter Ten: “Officially
Submissive”


—o—


 


Charlotte woke
Jackson early on Saturday.  She had seen enough; she knew what they wanted now,
both of them.  It was time to make it all official.  Jackson was to be her
submissive from now on, full time.  No excuses.  That meant it was time to make
some changes.


“Wake up,
sleepy,” said Charlotte.


“It’s Saturday! 
It’s too early,” complained Jackson.


“Someone has to
make my coffee.  Besides, we have a lot of work to do today.  We’re going to
start making some changes around here.  Now get up.”  She held up a pair of
white panties, white stockings and her white platform clogs.  She herself was
wearing pink panties, a matching bra, and high-heeled pink slides.


Jackson glanced
at his wife suspiciously.  “What kind of changes?”


“Submissive
changes.  We have a lot to do— that is, you do.  First, I want my coffee.  Then
we’re going to empty your closet so we can go buy you a whole new wardrobe. 
Then we’re going shopping.  Now get up.”


“What kind of
wardrobe?”


“The things
you’re going to be wearing from now on.”


Jackson raised
an eyebrow.  “Like what?”


“Just some nice
things for around the house, some things to wear shopping, and new clothes for
work.”


“Ug.  Work.  I’m
not going back to work.”


“You are going
back to work,” said Charlotte with an eye roll.


“How can I? 
Barbara got the promotion.  I can’t work for her.”


“You can and you
will.  Now get up and get dressed,” she yanked the blanket off her husband,
exposing him to the cooler morning air.  The pink nightie he wore did little to
protect him from that.


“Hey!”


“Get up,
Jackson.”  Her tone was firm.


Jackson nodded. 
He rolled his legs off the bed.  He took the stockings, panties and clogs and
slipped into them.  As he did, Charlotte moved to his closet and started going
through it.  She pulled out a great many items of his clothing and threw them
into a pile.  This included many of his favorite items, including sports jerseys,
jeans and the majority of his shirts.


“We’re throwing
these out today,” she said.


Jackson glanced
across the room as he pulled the panties over the device.  “Throwing them out? 
What if we need them again?”


“We won’t.”


“But what if we
go out?  What if we go to the gym?” pleaded Jackson.


“You’ll wear
your new clothes.  It’s time we said goodbye to the old Jackson.”


Jackson bit his
tongue.  This felt like his wife had ripped off his manhood and was threatening
to toss it into the garbage.  If he lost these things, he would have precious
little left meant for a man.  Was he ready for this?  Could he accept what this
meant?  He still didn’t know, and that filled his stomach with butterflies.  He
slipped his feet into his wife’s platform clogs.


“Shouldn’t we
keep them, just in case?” he asked.  “Pack them away?”


“No.  We’re not
going back.”


His wife tossed
a few more pairs of slacks, some belts and a few jackets onto the pile.  When
she was done, she spread out the new clothes he had so far.  This included two
pair of slacks... women’s slacks, two skirts, the uniform and the girl power
t-shirt he dreaded ever wearing.


“What am I going
to wear to work?”


“Your new
clothes.”


“I can’t wear
those things to work!” he exclaimed.


“Of course, you
can.  They don’t violate your dress code.  I checked.  And you’ll look quite
nice in them.  Softer, yes, but nice.”


“But they look
like women’s clothes!”


“They are
women’s clothes, darling.”


“But they look
it.  Everyone will know.”


“They might,” admitted
Charlotte.


Jackson shook
his head vigorously.  “It’s bad enough I lost the promotion to Barbara, now you
want me to show up in women’s clothes and tell her I’ve become your
submissive?”


“You don’t have
to tell her.  You can just go about your day normally—”


“In women’s
clothes!”


Charlotte
shrugged.  “Yes.  That’s how it’s going to be.”


“Why?”


“Because I
prefer you in women’s clothes.”


Jackson twisted
his lip nervously.  “She’s going to fire me.  Or worse, she won’t.  She’ll keep
me around like some sort of castrated tiger in a cage so she can gloat over me
and show me off.”


“And I’m sure
you’ll love every minute of it.”


Jackson blushed
and gritted his teeth.  He feared her words might be true.


“You’ll be fine,
Jackson,” she said.


“They’re all
going to snicker at me behind my back.”


“And knowing my
sissy, that will turn you on too.”  She ran her fingers through his hair
tenderly.  “Think of how exciting it will be to know they’re all looking at you
and thinking you’re a sissy.  Your little guy will be rock hard the whole
time.”


“Not if I’m in
the device,” countered Jackson sourly.


“Well, I can
take you out of it, but I suspect it will get you into trouble,” snickered
Charlotte.


Jackson imagined
wearing the feminine slacks, with the smooth fronts, at the office.  He saw
himself growing erect.  His erection visibly tented the slacks out so far it
was unmistakable what was happening.  He then saw himself tottering around the
office (despite wearing loafers) with this erection leading the way and
everyone watching and snickered.  Everyone was following him with their eyes. 
He blushed.  That would be too much!


“No, thank you,”
he said.


Charlotte
chuckled.  “And now I’ve found another way to punish you.  Rather ironic, don’t
you think?  That I can punish you by threatening to let you get erections?” 
She smirked and shook her head.


Jackson felt
himself shrink.  How weak had he come that having control over his own dick
could be a punishment?


“Of course, it
can be a reward too,” said Charlotte.


“How?”


“Sometimes. 
Under the right circumstances.  I could let you out for a little.  Of course, I
wouldn’t want you getting the wrong idea though, honey.  You’re not a man.  You
don’t get to act like one anymore.  Your little dick belongs to me now, so it
only gets hard when I want it to.”


Jackson’s penis
was throbbing at the idea of getting a chance to come.  He would do anything to
make that happen.  “Can we?” he asked nervously.  “I really, really would love
to come,” he admitted.


“I know, honey. 
And when I’m in the mood, I just might let you.  Now let’s throw all these
clothes out so we can replace them.”


Jackson felt
incredibly teased, but rather than being angry, he felt an even stronger desire
to make his wife happy.  So he nodded his head like a good girl and he started
gathering all the clothes his wife had tossed onto the floor.  He then took
them to the car, where he placed them into the trunk.  They would donate them
later: his manhood.  The whole time, he thought about how ironic it was that he
was throwing away his last chance at being a normal male.  When he was done,
all he would have left would be women’s clothes.  The idea terrified him, but
it also thrilled him in a weakening sort of way.  He felt very, very small.


Jackson returned
from the garage.


“I’ve been
thinking,” said Charlotte cautiously.  She sat on the bed with her legs crossed,
her high-heeled slide dangling from her toes.  “It might be better if we did
warn Barbara.”


“Warn her how
you’ll be dressing me from now on?”


“That and
everything else.”


Jackson almost
swooned.


Somehow up to
now, the reality of what Charlotte was expecting hadn’t hit him.  Tell
everyone.  Sure, whatever that meant.  It was all theoretical.  It seemed like
nothing would really change.  But Charlotte was talking about real change.  She
was talking about people actually knowing that his wife had taken charge and
that he was hers to command and play with now!  That was a terrifying thought.


And Barbara in
particular?


This was going
to be devastating, he told himself.  There was something about Barbara which
made him feel weak even before any of this started.  He’d always felt it, which
was why he’d refused to let himself fantasize about her, even though she fit
his fantasies perfectly.  In a way, she was his feminization boogieman. 
Competing with her had been like a test of his manhood.  The few times he ever
lost had been deeply humiliating, the kind of humiliating that made him horny
for weeks at the thought of her gloating in her victory.  Now she had the
greatest victory yet.  She would be his boss.  He would be powerless before
her, helpless.  And now Charlotte was proposing telling her everything else? 
Letting her glimpse into his weakness?  He’d never felt so vulnerable as in
that moment.


“We can’t tell
her,” said Jackson.  He shook his head.


“I think we need
to.”


“We can’t!”


“What if she
takes you showing up carrying a purse and wearing women’s slacks as some sort
of insult?  What if she thinks you’re mocking her because you lost the
promotion?  I think we need to tell her.”


“But she
competes with me on everything.  She’s going to take this like the biggest
victory ever!” whined Jackson’s ego.


Charlotte smiled
calmly.  “She’s already won, Jackson.”


Jackson’s jaw
dropped.  He didn’t know what to say.  It was true.  If he measured his manhood
against her, he’d already lost it.  He was entirely emasculated.  That didn’t
mean it didn’t sting though.


“She’ll
humiliate me!” he said helplessly.


Charlotte put
her hand on her husband’s arm.  “Jackson, this isn’t about her.  It’s about
you.  You are submissive.  I’m sure of that now.  I think you are too.  To be
happy, you need to live as a submissive.  You will never be happy if you have
to pretend to be something you aren’t when you go to work.  Give in to your
submission and it will all be all right.”  She smiled and kissed her husband.


Jackson twisted
his lips.  He knew she was right.  “How do we tell her?  I don’t really want to
announce this during our Monday morning staff meeting.”


A gleam appeared
in Charlotte’s eye.  “I have an idea about that too.”

















Chapter Eleven: “Getting
Dressed”
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It was Sunday
evening.


Jackson watched
his wife apply mascara in the mirror.  She sat at her vanity.  She wore a black
bra and panties as well as nude stockings.  She looked incredible.  Confidence
suited her.


“Are you sure
she’s coming?” asked Jackson for the third time.


“She said she
was,” replied Charlotte calmly.


“What did she
say again?”


“All she said
was, ‘I’m intrigued.  I’ll be there.’”  Charlotte dipped the mascara brush into
the vial again and applied it to her other eye.  “Don’t worry, darling.  She’ll
come.”


“That’s what
worries me,” said Jackson with a nervous chuckle.


Charlotte smiled
softly.  “You’ll be fine, darling.”  She set down the mascara and reached for
the powder.  “Get my dress.”


Jackson tottered
across the floor in the white high-heeled sandals his wife made him wear.  The
flared skirt of his flirty hot-pink dress wagged back and forth across his
knees as he fetched the little black dress his wife intended to wear.  This was
a dress she wore only for special occasions, and she always looked fantastic in
it.  His dress was new.  They’d bought it for him to wear around the house when
she wanted something more dressy.


“Here’s your
dress,” said Jackson.


“Thank you,
darling,” replied Charlotte.


Charlotte set
down the powder brush she had been using and rose from her chair at the
vanity.  She took the little black dress from her husband and modeled the dress
in the mirror before nodding her head.


“This is
perfect,” she said.


Charlotte
unzipped the dress and pulled it over her head.  She pulled it down into place
before turning her back to her husband.  She moved her hair aside and Jackson
zipped the dress up for her.


“Are you excited
about tonight?” she asked.


“That’s one word
for it.”


“Don’t be so
worried, Jackson.  It’s going to be fun.”


“I don’t think
‘fun’ is the right word.  Terrifying maybe.”


Charlotte
chuckled and slipped her hand beneath the hem of his dress.  She shook his hard
penis making him shudder; she had removed the device when she had him trying on
clothes earlier to see if she could in fact send him to work without the
device.  He had been rock hard ever since, casting doubt on the viability of
that plan.  “Exciting then,” she said.  She returned to the vanity and picked
up a hairbrush.  She began brushing out the damage done by the dress when she
pulled it over her head.


“Terrifying,” repeated
Jackson.


“Terrifying. 
Exciting.  I’ve learned it’s the same for you, Jackson.  Get my black sandals,
will you?”  Of course, this wasn’t really a request and Jackson wasn’t going to
refuse.


“Yes, Ma’am.”


Jackson tottered
off to their closet.  His wife’s shoes were lined up on a series of shelves
built into the closet.  The number of stilettos had grown during their shopping
trip, as had the number of stilettos on Jackson’s side of the closet.  In fact,
he had no male shoes left and almost none that could pass as male shoes.


“You look super
cute, by the way,” she said.


Jackson
blushed.  He didn’t really want to think of himself as cute.  That made him
feel neutered.  Of course, it was hard not to feel neutered in a hot-pink dress
and white stiletto sandals, and it certainly wasn’t possible to feel manly. 
Ironically, seeing his dress tented out only made him feel weaker and more
feminine.


“Do you like the
dress, darling?” she asked.


“Yours?”


“No, yours.”


Jackson
blushed.  What could he say?  She knew his thoughts on the subject.  The same
clerk who had watched him when he bought the slacks and his first skirts had
recommended it.  She seemed to revel in the recommendation too.  Jackson had
objected that it was too “girly” and he stated that he wanted anything but
pink, but Charlotte liked it, and that ended the matter.


“It’s pink,” he
said sourly.


“I like you in
pink.”


He sighed.  “It’s
just so girly.  It’s embarrassing.”  His penis grew a tad harder in his
panties.  He thought about giving it a quick stroke when Charlotte wasn’t
looking, but he wouldn’t; she had forbidden it.


“I think it’s
cute,” said Charlotte.


Charlotte
brushed out both sides of her hair.  Then she picked up her makeup brush once
more.  She wanted to add a tiny bit of highlighting to her cheeks for the
evening.


“Where are my
shoes, darling?” she asked.


Jackson glanced
at her collection of shoes.  Charlotte had several pair of black high-heeled
sandals, any of which would look good with the black dress, but he wasn’t sure
which ones she meant, and it wasn’t his place anymore to make decisions.  That
was something she had taught him.


“Which ones do
you want?” he asked.


Charlotte
smiled.  The fact he asked was yet another victory.  “The ones with the red
soles,” she called back.


Jackson found
the sandals she meant and returned to her with them.  Charlotte saw him
approach in the mirror.  He did look cute in the pink dress.  The white sandals
were a nice touch too.  He looked so girly.  Should she make him wear that
tonight, she wondered?  All he needed now was the apron and maybe some makeup. 
She hadn’t decided on that point yet, though.  She was still considering his
normal uniform and something more business appropriate.  She felt wetness
between her thighs as she contemplated this.


“Are these the
ones?” he asked.  He held them out for her to see.


“Yes, those are
perfect.”


Jackson stood
behind her, holding the shoes, as she finished applying the blush.  In the
past, she would have taken the shoes immediately so he could get on with
whatever he was doing.  But this time, she took her time finishing with the
blush first.  This had been perhaps the hardest part of all of this for her to
learn: learning to work on her schedule, not his.  That went against everything
she had believed when she was still his “little housewife.”  But those times
were gone.  She was in charge now and he was here to serve her; so he would
wait for her.


She finished.


She set down the
brush and turned in her chair to face him.  She pointed to the ground and
watched as Jackson lowered himself to the floor; it was so much harder in a
dress and heels than it had been before.  When he was on his knees, she crossed
her legs and let her stockinged foot dangle in the air before Jackson.  Her
wetness increased seeing her husband in such a servile position.


Jackson set one
shoe down and took his wife’s foot in the other hand.


“Aren’t they
beautiful shoes?” she asked.


Jackson
blushed.  They were, but he hated admitting any attraction to feminine things,
even now when they both knew he had such an attraction.  “They’re all right.”


“Maybe we should
get you some next time?”


“I’m fine.”


Charlotte
snickered.  “Oh Jackson.  You can stop pretending, darling.”  She then raised
her foot to his face.


Jackson stared
at the foot.  He knew what she wanted.  They’d done this before, starting this
weekend when she first told him he would now help her dress, and it always made
him feel so submissive.


“Give it a kiss,
darling,” she said.


Jackson sighed
helplessly.  Then he leaned forward and pressed his lips against the underside
of her big toe.  He tried not to think about what he was doing, but it was
inescapable.  He kissed her toe in the way she liked.  Blood rushed to his
penis, bulging out his dress.  He actually wished he was wearing the device. 
That would at least hide the embarrassing erections.


“Good boy,” said
Charlotte.


Charlotte
pointed to her shoe now.  Jackson picked it up once more and slipped it onto
her foot.  When it was in place, he threaded the straps and closed the buckle. 
His wife crossed her legs in the other direction and he repeated this display
with that other foot.  As he did, Charlotte watched in amazement at how far he
had come.  She never would have believed any of this was possible when they
first started.  She wouldn’t even have been sure she would have wanted this at
the time.  Now she couldn’t see living any other way.


Finally, the
second shoe was in place and buckled as well.  Charlotte walked across the room
and back to make sure they were strapped on correctly.  Jackson waited on his
knees for her return.  Charlotte sat down, crossing her legs once more, and
stared into her husband’s eyes.  She shook her leg excitedly inches from his
straining erection; precome dripped out onto its tip.


“About tonight,”
she said.


Jackson tensed
up.  Here it came: the hard part.


“Obviously,
you’ll take the coats and things when they arrive,” she continued.  “There will
be five people joining us tonight.”


“Us?”


“Yes, us. 
You’ll join us tonight at dinner.  So set seven plates,” said Charlotte. 
“After dinner, we’ll likely have drinks in the living room.  You’ll serve those
too.  We might go dancing after that.  But if we go, it will be past your
bedtime, so you won’t be able to go with us.”


Jackson felt
oddly conflicted.  On the one hand, he would be happy to avoid the
embarrassment of needing to go out dancing with this group.  In particular, he
recalled what had happened the last time his wife took him out dancing,
something he did not want to repeat.  On the other hand, it was rather
humiliating to be told that he could not attend because it was past his bedtime. 
He cringed at the thought of being relegated to bed, and worse, Barbara knowing
about it.


“Now remember. 
Obey me tonight,” said Charlotte.


“Yes, Ma’am.”


“I mean it,
Jackson.”


“I know,” he
said.


“Obey the others
as well.”


Jackson cringed,
but said he would.  He still struggled with being made to obey other people. 
It was hard enough obeying his wife.  Obeying other people was truly crushing
to his ego, not that he resisted at this point; it was just humiliating. 
Tonight would be really difficult, given who was coming.


“Be a good boy
tonight.  Polite, friendly,” she continued.


“Yes, Ma’am.”


“And don’t
embarrass me, Jackson.  Do what you are told.  I don’t want to argue with you
and I don’t want you balking at anything.  If you do, I will punish you, and it
will be a severe punishment.”


Jackson twisted
his lips.  Her punishments had been quite unforgettable so far.  He wasn’t
eager for more, he told himself.  So he nodded his head.


“Lastly, be on
your best behavior.  Remember, your boss will be there tonight.”


An icy chill
shuddered through Jackson.  His boss.  Barbara!  Boss.  He still
couldn’t come to terms with that twist of fate.  How could he take orders from
Barbara?  The idea was humiliation itself.  Why in the world did they need to
invite Barbara?  Oh, he knew the reason, but this was going to be so
difficult.  This was going to be humiliating.


His penis
throbbed out precome.


Charlotte turned
and checked her hair in the mirror as Jackson rose to his feet.  She turned
back to him, slipped her hand around his waist, pulled him close and kissed
him.  Then she patted his penis through the dress.  It lunged forward as if
trying to make her grab it.  He wanted to come so badly, but she had forbidden
it.  She squeezed it once and then let go.


“Any questions?”
she asked.


“How will I be
dressed?”


Charlotte smiled. 
“Appropriately.”


Jackson
winced... but also grew harder.


“Remember, you
asked for this,” said Charlotte.


Jackson
trembled.  Why did she need to remind him of that?


 


—o—


 


An hour later,
the table was set.  The roast was cooking.  The vegetables were warming. 
Everything was ready, except Jackson.  Jackson still wore the hot-pink dress
and the white heels.  He now stood in the bedroom as Charlotte and Marsha went
through all the new clothes in his closet.  Marsha had come over early to help
dress Jackson and would stay for the dinner.  She wore a dark gray dress and
black pumps.  Her hair was up in a tight bun.


“Should we put
him in a dress or pants?” asked Charlotte.


“I guess that
depends on what you’re trying to achieve,” said Marsha.


Jackson shifted
anxiously from one foot to the other in the middle of the room.  Not only was
it troubling that he didn’t know his fate yet – would they give him a chance to
hide the worst or expose him completely – but it still bothered him to be
treated so insignificantly that they would talk about him openly right in front
of him without seeking his input.  It made him feel small.  It also made his
erection tent out his dress even more.  He was so incredibly horny.  His penis
was free; it had been all day.  It was so close.  But his wife wouldn’t let him
touch it.  It was like torture.


“I want to
introduce her to the new Jackson, so she knows what she’s getting,” said
Charlotte.


“Is he going to
wear dresses at work?” asked Marsha.


“That depends on
Barbara, I suppose.  If she wants him in dresses, then I’d be happy to send him
in a dress.”


Jackson shrunk
ever so slightly.  This was getting worse all the time.  He’d never thought
about wearing dresses at work, and the idea made him tremble in fear.  Everyone
would know everything then!  His horniness grew.


“And if she doesn’t
want that,” continued Charlotte, “then he’ll stay in pants.”


“Women’s pants?”


“Of course.”


“I’d start him
in pants then, at least tonight.  If she wants more, you can show her.  But
start him in pants so she doesn’t panic.  She is running a bank after all, and
the idea of having a man working in a dress might be frowned upon.”


“That’s what I
was thinking,” said Charlotte.  “Pants.”


Marsha smirked. 
“With heels.”


Charlotte smiled
slyly.  “With heels,” she confirmed.


The two friends
nodded to each other and giggled.  Jackson cringed.  This didn’t sound good. 
In fact, this was going to be utterly humiliating.  So why did it turn him on
so badly?


“What do we do
about that?” asked Marsha.  She pointed at Jackson’s crotch.


“I’m going to
make him put the device back on.”


“Sad.  That’s
probably for the best, honestly, but it would have been kind of funny to show
it off.  Can you imagine?  ‘Lower your panties and show our guests my property,
Jacki,’” laughed Marsha.


Marsha moved
over to Jackson and took the hem of his hot-pink dress in her hands.  She
raised it until his tented out panties came into view.  They were damp anywhere
his penis had pressed against them.  She pulled down the panties as Jackson
watched powerless to stop her.  His dick belonged to his wife now and she could
show it to anyone she wanted, even Marsha.


Marsha chuckled.


“He looks so
ready that he might explode if the wind hit him right,” she said.  She tapped
the head with a finger, pushing it back and forth before removing her finger. 
That was enough to make more precome dribble out.  “Are you going to let him
come before they get here?”


“After.  Provided
he’s a good boy.”


Marsha smirked
at Jackson.  “Tough luck, girly boy.”


She let the
dress back down, but didn’t bother putting his erection back into the panties.


“Should we get
him dressed?”

















Chapter Twelve: “The
Guests”


—o—


 


The doorbell had
rung.


Jackson made his
way to the front door.  Charlotte followed.


Jackson burned
with shame.  He wasn’t wearing a dress, but he might as well have been.  Every
item he wore was an item of women’s clothing.  He glanced down at the rust-colored
bell-bottomed slacks he wore.  They were very feminine, hugging his rear and
thighs in a skin-tight manner before expanding at the calves to appear almost
skirt-like.  They had no pockets.  The zipper was in the back.  And while the
bell-bottoms helped to hide the shoes he wore, being longer than men’s pants,
the pants also were just short enough to let the bottom half-inch of his
platform shoes show.  His shoes were light metallic gold.  His blouse was no
better.  It was close to a man’s white dress shirt, but it had pearl-colored
buttons and the collar was femininely rounded.  He wore no tie.  Beneath it
all, he wore pink panties, a white corset and tan stockings.  He feared the
outline of the corset showed through his blouse.  His nails had been manicured
to a colorless shine as well.


“Are you sure
this is a good idea?” he asked.


“Are you turned
on?” asked Charlotte.


Jackson nodded
his head.


“Then it’s a
good idea.”


They entered the
front hallway.  The sound of his heels echoed off the hard hallway floor.  CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  It was nerve-wracking.  The guests
would hear that sound and would know he wore high heels.


“This is going
to be embarrassing,” said Jackson.


“I’m sure.”


They reached the
door.  Jackson glanced at his wife once more for assurance.  He could never
have done this without her firm guidance and control.


She nodded.


Jackson took a
deep breath and opened the door.


Standing on the
other side of the door were four women, each dressed nicely, though not so much
as to assume a formal occasion.  One wore a knee-length black dress and sharp
black pumps.  That was Karla Jordan from accounting.  Another wore dark gray
slacks and a white blouse.  Her name was Kim.  She ran the IT department.  A
third wore a dark green midi-dress and medium-heeled nude sandals.  That was
Beth Martinez, a slightly larger woman.  She managed the deposit boxes.  Standing
in the front, in a black pinstriped man’s suit accessorized with tall black stiletto
sandals and a black leather clutch was Barbara.  She was now his boss.


Jackson
shuddered.


Barbara spoke
first.  “Hi, we’re looking for— Jackson?”  Confusion was written all
over her face, if not utter shock.  She looked Jackson up and down.  “Uh, hi,
Jackson,” she said.


Jackson
withered.  He felt like his spine was twisting into a lump.  His legs went
weak.  His face burned red with shame.  His heart raced.  And his penis surged
inside the device – he was thankful Charlotte had made him put the device back
on or he would be poking out the pants right now.


“H— hi,
Barbara,” he said shyly.


An uncomfortable
silence fell over everyone as the women blatantly looked Jackson up and down
and back again, staring with their jaws open, seemingly taking in every
suspicious detail.


“You— uh, look
nice,” said Barbara uncertainly.


“Won’t you
ladies come in?” asked Charlotte, coming from behind Jackson and standing
between the women and him.


The women all
glanced at each other and then Barbara, who smiled and nodded.  “Love to,” she
said.  She stepped inside and hugged Charlotte.  Then she glanced sideways at
Jackson once more.  “Well, you did say you had something interesting to tell
me.”


“Let’s talk in
the living room,” said Charlotte.


“All right.”


“Jackson, why
don’t you lead our guests to the living room,” said Charlotte.


Jackson was
overwhelmed.  He had been flooded with feelings of shock, arousal, terror and
exhilaration.  Nevertheless, he nodded his head.  He pointed toward the living
room.  “This way,” he said, and he turned and started down the hallway.  Again,
his heels echoed:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  Each step felt like a
dagger in his manhood.  He knew every one of these women was watching his feet
now, trying to determine what type of shoes he was wearing, and he heard
whispers behind him he couldn’t make out.  He felt utterly exposed...
humiliated.


What must they
be thinking?


They reached the
living room.  Charlotte showed them all to seats on the sofa and some chairs;
Marsha sat in the recliner already.  Charlotte introduced her.


“Would you like
drinks?” asked Charlotte.


“Sure,” said
Barbara.


“Jackson, get
the ladies drinks.”


Jackson licked
his lips nervously.  Had they heard his wife’s tone?  Did they realize that had
been an order?


“Y— yes, Ma’am,”
he said.


Barbara’s
eyebrow rose when he called his wife “Ma’am.”  A tiny smirk appeared in the
corner of her lip.  She seemed to swell a little.  She didn’t know what was
going on, but it was certainly intriguing.


Jackson came to
her first.  “Can I get you a drink?”


Barbara looked
him up and down.  Her sense of confidence seemed to be growing before his eyes;
he felt himself shrink in response – his penis throbbed.  Barbara crossed her
legs deliberately and leaned back into the hard-backed chair in which she sat. 
“Gin and tonic, with lime.”


Jackson felt her
words as much as heard them.  Her tone had been sharp and commanding.  “Y— yes,
Ma’am.”


Jackson moved on
to the other women.  Barbara’s eyes tracked him.  She started shaking her leg
excitedly.  


“So what’s this
about?” asked Barbara.


“Well, there
have been some changes around here—” started Charlotte.


“I can see
that,” laughed Barbara, making Jackson’s skin crawl.  Barbara had been his
nemesis and here he was being made to surrender to her mercy when she really
had none.  She was clearly enjoying her position.


“We’ve learned
that Jackson is, by nature, submissive.”


Barbara raised
an eyebrow.  “No way.”


“It’s true.”


Barbara shook
her head doubtfully.  “You’re joking.  This is all some elaborate joke, isn’t
it?”


“No.”


Barbara ran her
tongue over her teeth.  Her doubt remained, but she was listening.  “Go on.”


“Jackson needs
to be controlled.  It’s who he is—”


“Jackson?”


“Yes, Jackson.” 
Charlotte hesitated.  She glanced at Jackson.  Then she smiled.  “He obeys me
now in all things.”


Barbara glanced
at Jackson.  The look on her face still read major disbelief, part “this is
too-good-to-be-true” and part something else Jackson couldn’t identify, but
he’d seen it from Charlotte from time to time.  It struck him as someone seeing
an advantage.  It made him nervous.  He scurried off to the kitchen to make the
drinks.


“Obey? 
Jackson?” repeated Barbara doubtfully.  “I don’t believe it.”


“It’s true.”


“Well, he’s
certainly acting it,” offered Beth.  “I’ve never in my life seen him act like
this.  And the way he’s dressed?”


“I’ve put him in
women’s clothes—” started Charlotte.


“Is he a
cross-dresser?”


“A little,
perhaps.  It’s more a matter of maintaining control.  Putting him in women’s
clothes keeps his masculine side from making him try to act dominantly to prove
he’s a man.  It keeps him in check.”


“Is that
the secret?!” laughed Barbara.  “I guess I should have told him to wear panties
years ago!  Think of the trouble I could have saved.”


“I think you’ll
find he’s quite cooperative now.”


Barbara
hesitated at Charlotte’s earnestness.  She considered for a moment that maybe this
was for real after all.  Finally, she smirked.  “And you say he ‘obeys’ you?” 
The word seemed to make her blush.


Charlotte nodded
her head.  “He’ll do anything I tell him.”


“Anything?”


“Anything.”


“I should put my
husband in a dress,” laughed Kim.


“Shouldn’t we
all,” added Karla.


Jackson returned
with the drinks.  He had them on a silver tray.  The room went silent as he
entered.  All eyes were on him.  He, in turn, kept his eyes to the ground and
looked very servile handing them out.  He began with Kim.  He bowed after
handing her the drink, just as Marsha had instructed him to do.


Barbara watched
him bow.


“What does this
have to do with us?” asked Barbara.  She was clearly intrigued, but not yet
sold.  Then Jackson handed her her drink.  As he did, Barbara seemed to sniff
the air.  A shocked look came across her face.  “That perfume!”


Jackson blushed.


“I smelled that
before!”


Jackson seemed
to shrink.


Then it hit
her:  “In the office!  And that was you at the dance club, wasn’t it?!” she
gasped.  “Charlotte’s friend J— Jacki.”  She laughed.  “Of course!  How
did I not see that?!”


Charlotte smiled
and nodded her head.


Barbara smiled
now as well.  “All right, I believe you.  So what do you need from us?”


“I would like
Jackson to be submissive full time,” said Charlotte.  “That means a change of
wardrobe, some new manners and the such.  I didn’t want this to surprise you on
Monday morning.”


“You want him to
be submissive at work?” asked Barbara.


“Yes.”


The women
glanced at each other.  The shock had been replaced by a sense of excitement
for each.  Jackson saw this and felt butterflies in his stomach.  What were
they thinking?


“So he would— what? 
Follow our orders?” asked Barbara.


Charlotte nodded
her head.  “Naturally.  He would treat each of you with the respect I expect
from him for all women now.  If you gave him an order, he should carry it out.”


“And he would be
dressed like he is today?  Women’s pants and heels— those are heels,
right?”


“Would you like
to see?”


“Sure.”


Charlotte nodded
her head.  “Show the ladies, darling.”


Jackson knew
this was coming, but that didn’t make it any easier.  He would now be on
display.  He took a deep breath to build his courage and he grabbed his pants
legs and hiked up his bell-bottoms up over his ankles.  His shoes came into
view.  They were golden high-heeled slingback pumps with four-plus-inch heels
above one-inch platforms.  They glistened in the light, as did his shiny nails,
which had been polished with clear polish.


He expected the
women to laugh.  They didn’t.  They stared in silence.  He felt himself shrink
even more.  He would never live this down, he knew it.  What’s more, he
couldn’t imagine enduring their looks day after day at work.


“Those are heels
all right,” said Barbara.  “So he’s going to wear heels?”


“Unless it’s a
problem for you,” said Charlotte.


“It’s up to me?”


“You are the
manager and I recognize it is a bank.  I don’t want to do anything you don’t
want.  But if it’s acceptable to you, then yes, I’d like him to continue
wearing women’s clothes, including heels.”


Barbara
smirked.  “And dresses?”


“Ideally, yes.”


“Does he have
dresses?”


“He does.”


Barbara was
blushing now.  Her panties were soaked, though no one knew it.  “What does he
look like in a dress?”


“I can have him
change, if you like?”


A shudder ran
through Barbara.  “I would like to see that, honestly.”  She suddenly shook her
head.  “But this is so hard to believe.  Jackson’s been so difficult all these
years.  Yet, you say he’ll follow my orders – our orders.  How do we
know this isn’t all some elaborate joke?”


“I suppose we
could offer a test,” said Charlotte.


“What kind of
test?”


“Give him an
order.”


Barbara raised
an eyebrow.  “What kind of order?”


“One you think
he would never obey if this was just a joke.”


Barbara put her
finger upon her chin.  “Hmm.  What would that be?’


The women glanced
at each other and shrugged their shoulders.  No one seemed to know what type of
order to give Jackson to prove the truth of his submission.  The women moved
closer and huddled together.  Jackson could hear whispers.  Finally, they each
nodded their heads and returned to their seats.


“All right,”
said Barbara.  “We want to take a picture of Jackson, a group shot with each of
us, with him wearing a dress.”  A sly smile appeared upon her lips.  “What’s
more, we want him to show his penis.”


Charlotte
twisted her lips.  “Ok, but there’s one little problem.”


“Which is?”


“I’m not sure
how to put this,” said Charlotte and she rocked her head back and forth as she
tried to figure out how to explain this.  Finally, she sighed and then
chuckled.  “Maybe it would be best just to show you.”  She motioned toward
Jackson’s slacks.  “Show them, honey.”


Jackson felt an
incredible rush.  These were women he worked with!  He was about to show them the
device, which meant he was about to show them the absolute control Charlotte
had over him, his deepest secret.  The sense of helpless control he felt from
this was absolutely inspired.


“Yes, Ma’am,” he
said.


He began to
tremble excitedly and from fear.  He nervously reached behind his back and
unzipped the pants.  He pulled them down to his hips, exposing the pink
panties.


“All the way
off,” added Charlotte.


Jackson let the
pants fall to his feet and stepped out of them.  He now stood before these
women, his coworkers, in most cases subordinates, in the pink panties and the
tall golden sandals.  His manhood looked huge beneath the panties, as the
device made it larger than it really was.  He then hooked his hands into the
panties and pulled those down to his knees, where he let them go.  They fell to
his ankles.


There were
immediate gasps as the device came into view.


“What is
that?!”


“Oh my!”


“Is that a
cage?!”


He started to
step out of the panties, but Charlotte stopped him.  “That’s good, honey.  Just
stay still.”


The women each
left their seats as if on autopilot, none seemed conscious of the way they were
moving or acting.  They surrounded him.  They bent over and crouched down, each
examining the strange device shaped like a penis.


“His balls
are hanging out of it.”


“His thing is
stuck inside.”


“There’s a
padlock on the bottom.  He’s actually locked into it.”


At this, the
women turned their heads as a group to Barbara, who turned her head to
Charlotte, with the others following.  Charlotte seemed to know what they
wanted and she nodded her head.  Suddenly, hands reached out for Jackson’s
penis.  They grabbed his balls and squeezed them.  They grabbed the device and
felt it, stroked it, pushed it, pulled it.


“Ooooh!”


“Ahhh!”


“Wow!”


“Why is he
locked up?”


“This is
incredible!”


“Feel this. 
It’s real metal.”


“That lock is
really on there.  It won’t open.”


Charlotte gave
the ladies a moment to satisfy their curiosity.  Then she spoke again.  “I keep
Jackson locked up to remind him that he belongs to me now.  And since he
belongs to me, his penis belongs to me too.  He’s no longer allowed to use it
without my permission.”


“You mean he
can’t— what?  Touch it?” asked the shy girl from IT.


Charlotte shook
her head almost proudly.  “Can’t touch it.  Can’t play with it.  Can’t
masturbate.  Can’t come.  He can’t even pee standing up, not without my
permission,” she said.


The women all
glanced at each other with swelling excitement.


“How do I get
one of these?” laughed Beth.


“Every woman
needs one of these,” added Kim.


“Well,
fortunately, we have one,” said Barbara with a laugh.  She glanced at
Charlotte.  “Or at least, Charlotte has kindly agreed to lend us one.  I think
I can safely say, welcome to the new Jackson.”


Charlotte
smiled.  “Ladies, why don’t we eat?  We can talk as we eat.  Then you can have
your photo.”

















Chapter Thirteen: “Good
Girl”


—o—


 


Charlotte and
Jackson were in the bedroom.  The ladies had just gone home.


It was early
evening.


Jackson unzipped
the hot-pink jumper dress; the one he had changed into to serve the ladies
dinner.  It had been a hit with them, but it made him feel vulnerable.  Not
only was it a dress, but Charlotte had made him remove his panties which let
his balls visibly hang out beneath the dress as he served dinner.  Several of
the women, Beth in particular, kept stroking his balls whenever he came near,
which made him incredibly horny.  Of course, without being able to get hard and
come, he had no way to release this tension, which interestingly made him feel
compliant.


He pulled the
dress over his head, leaving just the corset and heels and stockings in place.


“That went
rather well,” said Charlotte.  She removed her earrings.  She had already
removed her dress and now wore only panties, a bra, stockings and her
high-heeled sandals.


“For you,”
laughed Jackson cautiously.  He grabbed a hanger for the dress.


“Oh don’t give
me that, grumpy,” chided Charlotte.  “You were loving every second of it.”


“Except I
couldn’t come.  I couldn’t even get hard!  That just made me hornier!  Do you
know what I’d give to get hard right now?  And to come?!”


“Sounds like a
personal problem,” laughed Charlotte.


Jackson
blushed.  He hung the dress in the closet.


“I like you like
this.”


“Like what?”


“Desperate.” 
She snickered.  “It keeps you nice and submissive.  Easy to control.”


“It’s driving me
crazy.”


Charlotte sat
down at her vanity.  She turned in the chair to face him and held out her leg,
pointing her foot and her black high-heeled sandal toward him.  “Be a dear,”
she said.


Jackson came to
her and braced her foot against his chest and the white corset.  He undid the
strap on her shoe and pulled the sandal from her foot.  She then raised her
other leg and pressed her other foot against his chest.  He again undid the
buckle and strap and removed the sandal.  He then took both shoes to the
closet.  Charlotte smiled that he had done that part without her needing to
ask.


“Good girl,” she
thought.


Jackson grabbed
the high-heeled mules she wore around the house now and brought those back to
her, again without being asked.  He was learning!  She giggled as he slid them
on her feet.  She couldn’t believe her husband had become so submissive... so
servile.  That made her so horny.


“So you want to
come, do you?” she asked.


Jackson’s
eyebrow shot up.  “Yes, Ma’am.”


“Why should I
let you?  What’s in it for me?”


“I’ll do
anything,” he said.


“I can already
ask for anything, darling.  You’ll have to do better than that if you want to
use my dick.”  She was toying with him and loving it.  Jackson, on the
other hand, was writhing.  His goal was suddenly so close, so very close, yet
just out of reach.  He needed this so badly!


“Tell me what
you want and I’ll do it.  Anything!” he said.


Charlotte sighed
disappointedly.  “You must not want to come very much.”


Jackson’s heart
was racing.  That had been the wrong choice!  His brain began to spin.  What could
he offer that beat “anything”?  There was nothing.  Logic told him there is
nothing greater than “anything.”  He licked his lips nervously.  Was his chance
to come slipping away?  He couldn’t allow it to do so.  He needed this!  He was
so horny it was almost painful.  He couldn’t stop thinking about how horny he
had become.  What’s more, he had all these fresh memories of Barbara and Beth
and the others toying with him now, touching his balls, making fun of him, laughing
at lost manhood.  Every second had been exquisite.  Every second was worth
masturbating over and there had been so many seconds.  He literally trembled
with the tension he felt from that dinner.


And yet... what
beat “anything”?


He bit his lip. 
What was his wife thinking?  How could he think like her?  How could he crawl
into her mind to find out how to obey her desires; a thought he never even would
have conceived of before this, much less the idea that pleasing his wife was the
most important thing to him?  He marveled at how he had changed at a
fundamental level to become submissive.


And that’s when
it hit him.


Submissive.


Maybe it wasn’t
a thing she wanted.  Maybe there was nothing he could offer to do for her or to
give to her.  Maybe what he needed to give was “of himself.”  Maybe, he needed
to truly let go and become hers.


He trembled.


“Honey, I humbly
ask if it would make you happy to let me use your penis to masturbate.”


Charlotte felt a
tremor deep inside.  Her panties became wet almost instantly.  That had been so
incredibly submissive she was surprised he could even say it.  She never could
have... but then, she was finding she was truly dominant.  She smiled and
nodded her head approvingly.


“I’ll tell you
what, darling,” she said.  “Let’s give your toy a try, shall we?”


“My toy?”


Charlotte went
to the nightstand and pulled out the pink vibrator Jackson had bought, the one
which had made him hornier, but had not brought him to orgasm.  He twisted his
lips.  What if it brought him the same fate?  Getting hornier without coming
would just make this all so much worse.  He didn’t know if he could take that. 
He was just about to make that point when a voice inside him told him to trust
his wife.


“She’s in
charge, trust her... obey her,” he thought.


He nodded.


Charlotte
smiled.


Jackson climbed
onto the bed on all fours.  He wore only the corset around his torso, the
golden platform-heeled sandals on his feet, tan stockings and some lipstick
that had been hastily added to his lips by Marsha after he slipped into the
dress.  His balls hung down between his legs.  His penis was still in the
device.


Charlotte came
to her husband with the vibrator.


“I thought the
dinner went really well,” said Charlotte again, speaking casually as any other
wife might as the couple prepared for bed after a successful dinner party.  Her
voice betrayed no sign of the strange scene unfolding.


She took the pink
penis-shaped vibrator and ran its tip along his back.  It tickled slightly,
making him shudder.  Then she sat down a little before him and brushed the side
of his face with her fingers.


“You were a big
hit with the ladies.”


She giggled.


“I doubt there
was a dry pair of panties in the house... yours included,” she added.


She kissed him
on the lips.  This made his heart beat faster.


She continued.  “Barbara
gave her permission for you to be submissive at work and for me to dress you
however I like.  It sounds like they’re going to keep things interesting for
you too.”


Interesting was
one word for it.  Barbara and Charlotte had agreed they would basically all be
free to treat him in any manner they wished, provided it didn’t violate any
rules Charlotte set down and it wasn’t noticed by the customers.  Just the
thought of being dominated by these women day-in and day-out made his penis try
to grow hard.  What’s more his wife had made the deal without even asking him! 
He felt so strongly controlled; it felt oddly good.


But right now,
he was dying of tension.  When would his wife start?!


“She’s even
giving you the new position.  Won’t that be nice?!”


That was another
thing.  Jackson had tumbled down the corporate ladder.  He would no longer be a
manager or a section lead, except on paper.  He would be reassigned as
Barbara’s “personal assistant,” which sounded a lot like a secretary.  That
would be humiliating, especially with everybody knowing.  He grew even harder
at the thought.  The only person beneath him would be the receptionist, and
they warned him that even she was superior by virtue of being a woman; he
needed to call her “Miss Caroline.”


Charlotte placed
the dildo before his lips.  He looked up at her uncertainly.


“Kiss it,
darling.”


Jackson leaned
forward slightly and kissed the tip of the vibrator.  It felt naughty to do
that and his penis pushed even harder to grow.  Charlotte rose to her feet a
moment later.  She moved around behind him.  She eyed his hanging balls with a
smile.  They were hers now.  She’d never owned a man’s balls before, but she
did now.  That filled her with pride.  She placed the vibrator beneath his sack
and lifted his balls with it.  This made him tingle.


“Are you ready,
dear?” she asked.


“Yes, Ma—”


Before he
finished his sentence, she turned on the vibrator.  She didn’t stick it inside
him as he thought, instead, she just turned it on.  It shook like crazy sending
shocking jolts throughout his balls.  A second later, Charlotte slipped her
hand around his balls and squeezed them.  As she did, she rubbed the vibrator
all along the narrow length of skin between the balls and his shaft.


Jackson was
stunned.  What he was feeling was so much stronger than when he had used the
device on himself.  Not the vibration as such, but the feeling.  It was
intense to have his wife use this on him, an intensity he never could have
created by himself – something he later realized meant he was dependent on his
wife to come so long as he was in the device; he could not make his own penis
come, she could.  For now, his heart raced.  His whole body shook and trembled. 
He clenched his teeth and groaned.


“Come for me,
darling,” said Charlotte.


She ran the pink
plastic penis up and down his flesh, touching his balls, his flesh and the
device.


“You can do it. 
Come for me.”


Jackson’s eyes
closed involuntarily as his body shook.  He felt like he was flying.  Crazy
imagines flashed before his eyes:  him on his knees, in dresses, with the
vibrator in his rear, the women standing around him laughing.  It was like a
kaleidoscope of humiliation and it made his chest pound and his penis throb.


Charlotte
massaged his balls with the vibrator.  Then she hit the base.  His penis jerked
around inside the device.  It was throbbing like crazy.  He felt a sort of
rhythm building, though it felt like no rhythm he’d ever felt down there
before.  This was more like a tide thrusting in and pulling out than a spring
being primed.


“Come for me,
sissy,” she whispered into his ear.


And then it
happened.  His muscles tensed.  Everything seemed to freeze.  His breathing
stopped.  His heart took a strong beat and held.  And then he felt the
strangest thing.  It was like a giant flush whooshing intense energy from every
far corner of his body toward his core, pulling his strength out of him.  It
thrust this force of energy through his penis, which shot out a fountain of
come in one giant spurt.  That spurt flew out of him, through the bars of the
device and crashed down to the sheet below.  Once.  Twice.  Three times.


After weeks, he
had finally come.


“That was— so—
incredible!” he gasped.


He collapsed,
giggling like a school girl.


“Is that what
you were trying to do with this little penis of yours?” she asked with a
laugh.  She tossed the pink plastic penis onto the bed.  “Change the sheets and
clean yourself.”  She glanced at the clock beside the bed.  “Better hurry too. 
Your bedtime is in ten minutes.”  Charlotte kissed her husband goodnight and
left to do whatever it was she did after he little man went to bed.

















Chapter Fourteen: “A New
Start At Work”


—o—


 


Jackson took a
deep breath.  He pulled open the door to the bank.  He walked through. 
Everyone looked up.  He shuddered with electricity.  He had once been a king of
the bank, but now no more.  He approached the pretty young receptionist, the
one who always wore such tight skirts.  Her eyes looked him up and down in ways
which told Jackson she was fantasizing about him.


He blushed
bright red.  His penis grew hard.


“Hello, Jacki,”
she said with a chuckle.


“H— hello...
Miss Caroline.”


The girl
blushed.


Jackson started
toward his office.  After a few steps, however, the young woman called out to
him.  “Not that way, sweetie.  You’re working for Ms. Barbara now.  Your new
desk is the other way.”


“Sorry, I
forgot.”


Jackson made his
way past the line of tellers, each of whom watched him go with similar looks in
their eyes as the receptionist.  He tingled under their gaze.  It was
exquisite.


“Well, hello,”
said Barbara as he approached.  She wore a black pantsuit and black sandals. 
Her hair danced loosely around her shoulders.  A smirk played upon her lips.


“Hello, Ma’am.”


She looked him
up and down smugly.  “I thought you were going to wear pants today,” she said,
waving her hand toward the sleeveless dark red dress he wore.  The dress hugged
his sides and hips and gave his rear a soft, round feminine look; it was so
tight around his knees and upper calves.  On his feet were the golden sandals
he had worn the day before when the women learned about his submission.


“My wife changed
her mind,” said Jackson shyly.


“Obviously,”
laughed Barbara.  “It’s not like you have any say in the matter.”


Jackson felt
himself shrink.  Clearly, Barbara was still Barbara and she had not forgotten
their competition, even if he was no longer in any position to compete.  The
fact she held so much power over him now made him feel so very weak, and seemed
to feed her confidence.


They continued
down the hall.


“Here’s your desk,”
she said and she motioned to the secretarial desk outside her office.  “Get me
some coffee.  Then bring it to me.”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


“Be quick about
it too, Jacki.”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


Jackson set down
his purse and tottered off quickly to the coffee pot.  Everywhere he went all
eyes were upon it.  It made him feel vulnerable and incredibly horny.  His dick
was hard as a rock, now that he wasn’t wearing the device.  It even poked up
his dress, making the spectacle all the more spectacular.


He made his
boss’s coffee and brought it to Barbara’s office.  She sat behind the large
manager’s desk with her legs crossed and a smug look on her face.  She was reveling
in dominating him.


“Here’s your
coffee, Miss,” he said.


“Set it down.”


He did.


“I need a file
from the bottom drawer over there,” said Barbara.  She pointed to a tall filing
cabinet in the corner.  “Get it for me.”


Jackson tottered
over to the filing cabinet.  His heels echoed off the tile floor:  CLICK!
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  He brought his feet together as his wife had shown
him.  He bent down at the knees, crouching down until his rear practically
touched the tops of his high-heeled shoes.  He knew this made his rear looked
very large, very round and very feminine.  The idea excited him.


“Which file,
Ma’am?” he asked.


Barbara
chuckled.  “It doesn’t matter, any one.”


Jackson blushed
as he realized this had been an exercise.  Barbara had merely wanted to see him
in this feminine pose.  He had been objectified and that turned him on.  He
slowly rose to his feet, perhaps exaggerating his motion slightly as if to show
off his feminine shape.


There was a
knock at the door.


Jackson turned
and saw two other women:  Beth and Kim.


“Ladies, come on
in,” said Barbara with a sly smile.  “Do I have a treat for you!”  She motioned
to Jackson.  “Oh, Jacki, I need another file.”


Jackson’s penis
grew.  He blushed.  Why did this turn him on so, he wondered?  He didn’t know,
but it did.  He again brought his heels together and slowly crouched down
femininely until his rear was nice and round.  The women all smirked their
approval... or was it excitement?


“Which file,
Ma’am?” he asked.


Barbara
chuckled.  “Pick one.”


Jackson rose
again without the file; he knew Barbara didn’t really want one.  She just
wanted to order him about and to show off his feminine rear.  This excited him
and as he rose, his erection pressed hard into the tight dress.


The women
noticed.


“Someone’s not
wearing his little pee pee prison,” said Beth condescendingly.  “Naughty boy.”


“Are you sure?”
asked Kim.  “I would have thought it would be bigger.”


Beth and Kim
walked over to him.  Beth nodded her head and placed her hand upon the front of
his dress, outlining the bulge his penis made with her fingertip.  Her long red
nail scraped the head of his penis through the tight dress and he felt his body
jerk excitedly.  He breathing sharpened and his penis throbbed.


“Did someone
forget to get properly dressed?” asked Beth coyly.


“Everyone is
going to see his thing.”


“It’s not big
enough to worry about.”


Jackson blushed.


“Speaking of
seeing things,” said Barbara, “I think you owe us a little look, Jacki.”


She rose from
her chair and came around the desk to Jackson.  The other women gathered around
him in a circle.  Barbara put her hands upon his hips and smiled mischievously. 
She leaned forward as if to whisper in his ear, but instead reached behind him
and unzipped his skirt.  Jackson felt it loosen.  Then she pulled back
slightly, slipping her hands inside the waistband and working the skirt down to
his knees, crouching down before him in the process; her eyes never left his
for a moment.  His penis grew harder and harder.  Finally, she let it drop to
his ankles.  Then she pulled his panties down as well.


Jackson’s penis
burst out into the open for all to see.  It was hard as a rock.


“Look at that,”
laughed Beth.


“It is a little
small, isn’t it?” said Kim.


“Maybe it
shrank.”


“They don’t
shrink.”


“Actually,” said
Beth, “I read you can shrink a penis with one of those devices if you wear it
long enough.”


“That’s not true,”
said Beth.


“It is.  I saw
it online.”


“Next thing you’ll
tell me, you can make him grow breasts too,” said Beth.


Kim shrugged her
shoulders.  “I’ll bet you could with hormones and all.”


Barbara
chuckled.  “That’s a splendid idea.  I’d bet Charlotte would approve too.”  She
wrapped her warm, soft hand around his shaft and slowly started stroking. 
“That might be fun actually.”  Stroke stroke.  “What do you think,
Jackson?”  Stroke stroke.  “Should I ask Charlotte if we can give you
hormones?”


Jackson withered
under her tone and the fact she was stroking his penis.  He felt so incredibly
helpless!  She had been his competitor, the woman against whom he measured his
manhood, and now she was playing with it and talking about making him grow
breasts!


He shook his
head... but his penis throbbed at the idea.


“We could have a
little ceremony,” she said with an evil smirk.


Stroke
stroke.


“Every morning,
you could come in here and we could all watch as one of us gives you a tiny
little pill that will slowly turn you into a girl.”  Stroke stroke. 
“I’ll bet you’d love it.”  Stroke stroke stroke.


Jackson’s penis
was throbbing in her hand.  His breathing was entirely erratic.


“We could do a
little contest,” she continued.  Stroke stroke.


Jackson felt an
undeniable rhythm building deep within.  He was going to explode any second. 
His chest heaved, faster and faster.  His penis seemed to grow in Barbara’s
soft hand.


“The employee of
the month gets to put the little pill on your tongue,” she giggled.  Stroke
stroke.


Jackson felt a
pulse behind his balls.  His throbbing grew faster, more solid somehow.  His
knees went weak.  His breathing stopped.  He was going to explode, and it was
going to be a lot!  Any second.


Any second.


“Then we could
all measure your breasts.”  Stroke stroke stroke.


Jackson held his
breath.  His whole body vibrated.  Any second...


“We could keep a
little chart on the wall—”


Any second...


“Jackson’s
breasts.”


His penis gave a
giant throb—


Jackson shot up
in bed.  His heart was racing.  He was breathing hard.  His penis was pressing
so uncomfortably against the device it was almost painful.  Precome covered everything.
 Or was it more?


It had all been
a dream.  Had he really come?  Maybe he had.


“Good morning,
sleepy head,” said Charlotte.


Jackson looked
up.  His wife was standing at the foot of the bed in a nightgown and her
mules.  She had the bronze pants over her arm along with a white blouse. 
Hanging from her fingertips were nude pumps.


“I’m just
gathering your outfit for your first day at work, Mr. Personal Assistant,” she
said with a chuckle.  “My husband, the secretary!”


Jackson nodded
cautiously.  His mind was still on the dream.  It had seemed so real, so
powerful.  The dress.  The heels.  All of it.  The women playing with his
erection.  His feminine butt in the dress.  Even the idea of the hormones,
something he had never considered before.  It all seemed real, but it wasn’t. 
It was crazy.  That could never happen... right?


No.  Never.


Or could it?


“Say, honey,” he
said.  He felt an incredible rush.


“Yes, dear,”
said Charlotte.


He smiled
coyly.  “Do you mind— that is— could I wear a dress today?  The red one.”


 


The End?


—o—


 


 


A Final Note


—o—


 


Some of you may
have recognized Dr. Melanie Morgan, the author of Training Him.  Some
may not.  She appeared in another of my books:  Satin Falls.  Jackson
might have been well advised to read that before he trusted any book written by
Dr. Morgan.  Still, it all seems to have turned out well.

















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!
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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!
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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!


 


—o—


 


The
Femford School (Part Two)


 


Each
day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School, he finds himself feminized
further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more,
Vera has set into motion a series of changes that will forever alter Lewis’s
mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Only Maria can save him now,
but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can Lewis resist long enough to
convince her to save his manhood?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,500 word, 138 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling,
hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more! This Part
concludes the series.


 


June
2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


 


Feminized
and Cuckolded


 


Brent
watches as his new boss Rebecca seduces and marries his friend John.  Before
Brent’s very eyes, she begins to feminize his friend.  So why doesn’t Brent do
something to stop her?  Well, it’s complicated.  See, he wants her for himself,
and if John becomes a girl, that might make it easier.  This can’t end well.


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  Told in the first person, this 32,500 word, 126 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing,
spanking, small penis humiliation, pegging, potential cuckolding, oral, erotic
humiliation, and so much more!


 


April 2017 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


 


Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man
Enough


 


Christopher
has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his
mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to
prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis
humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more! 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!


 


—o—


 


Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman
Enough


 


Christopher’s
problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to
prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to
think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine
fate?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis
humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more! This second part
concludes the series.


 


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


 


—o—


 


Feminized
By Hypnosis


 


Jess
and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD. 
Now they get along great.  What’s more, Jess and his father have decided to
clean up their acts... to be more helpful.  They’re even wearing maid uniforms
to help around the house.  So why does something about this seem wrong to
Jess?  Can Jess find help to save him from his evil stepmother, or are he and
his father destined to become sissy maids... or worse?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 144 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, hypnosis, maid costumes, erotic humiliation
and so much more!


 


September 2012 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


 


Feminized
Cuckold


 


When
powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his
trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from
domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best
friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life
or can he escape his fate?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 49,100 word, 176 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cuckolding, spanking, domestic discipline,
hormones, and so much more!


 


September 2012 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


 


Feminized
Fiancé


 


When
Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms
in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her
high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah
is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable,
however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him...
by turning him into a woman.


 


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!


 


—o—


 


Serving
His Fiancée


 


This
is Part Two of Feminized Fiancé.


 


Rick
is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must
win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s
sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to
masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he
really is.  But does she already know?


 


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!


 


—o—


 


Feminizing
Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)


 


Part
One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy:  Megan
and Mark can’t agree.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues
an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he
dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant. 
Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her
surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to
trick the other into giving up.


 


Part
Two: How Megan Got Pregnant:  Things
are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’ 
But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change
as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will Megan let him escape with his
masculinity intact?


 


For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity devices, small penis
humiliation, pegging, and so much more!


 


May
2016 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!
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