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Prologue

	 

	Paul Wallace is a powerful man. As the owner of a sizable business, Paul is surrounded by an army of people who obey his every command. Everyone from secretaries to engineers to his managers do exactly what he tells them, no questions asked. His word is law. Even at home, Paul reigns supreme. He is the one who makes all the decisions, and as his three children know all too well, nothing happens unless Paul approves it first.

	This is the Paul everyone knows.

	But there’s something about Paul people don’t know, not his workers, not his friends, not his children. Only his wife knows this secret, as it is a secret she shares. What is it that only Paul and his wife Amanda know about Paul? Paul Wallace is a powerful man indeed, but Paul’s wife holds the veto power over all of his decisions. To put it simply, Paul appears to be a man in charge, but his wife is the one who really holds the power.

	What’s more, at the start of every May, Paul and his wife spend two weeks alone together. During those two weeks, Amanda openly takes control over their relationship, and Paul... well, Paul becomes Paula, his wife’s submissive plaything.

	 


Chapter 1: “Their Special Relationship”

	 

	Our story actually begins two years after Paul and Amanda were first married. At the time, Amanda assumed that the Paul she married was the same Paul that everyone else knew. He seemed strong and confident and always in charge. She liked that. It made her happy and proud to have such a powerful husband who was busy conquering the world around him. His success was her success and as he slowly built his business from scratch, she felt fortunate to be married to him.

	Unfortunately, the same instinct which gave Paul the strength to take on the world caused him to be controlling at home. Amanda didn’t like that aspect of Paul at all because it conflicted with her own personality; she generally liked being in charge as well. The end result was that they fought all the time, which made them both deeply unhappy.

	That would change, however, and it would change dramatically.

	—o—

	The day everything changed began with a power outage at the school where Amanda worked. These days she is largely a stay-at home mom, but when they first married, she was a teacher. When the power went out, the school sent everyone home about four hours early. Amanda was happy to get the day off and she returned home. As she drove home, she had no idea how much her life was about to change.

	“Maybe I’ll go work out,” she thought as she rounded the corner onto their street.

	Suddenly, as their house came into view, Amanda was greeted by an unexpected and unusual sight: she saw Paul’s car in their driveway.

	“He should be at work. Why is he home?” she asked.

	Paul never came home early from work, and Amanda couldn’t remember the last time he was home before six on a weekday. She hoped nothing was wrong, but then he hadn’t texted her about any problems, so she had no reason to think anything was. Still, Amanda felt anxious as she pulled her car into the driveway and parked next to her husband’s sports car. She got out of her car and went inside. She initially saw no sign of Paul, nor did she hear anything like a television or a radio.

	“Where is he?” she wondered.

	Amanda was just about to call out his name when she saw his suit pants lying on the floor in the hallway. She raised an eyebrow and walked toward them.

	“What is going on?” she asked.

	Then she saw his dress shirt and tie hanging from the banister.

	“Is this some sort of surprise for me?” she asked herself and she imagined him waiting for her naked on their bed, covered in roses or something. She dismissed the idea however, because Paul wouldn’t have any way to know that she was home early. No, this had to be something else.

	As she continued to follow the trail of clothing down the hallway toward Paul’s study, not the bedroom, Amanda tried to come up with reasons why her husband would have stripped naked as he went down the hallway toward his study. That was very unlike Paul. Unfortunately, try as she might, she couldn’t come up with any reason.

	Actually, that’s not entire true. She did come up with one potential reason, though she rejected it immediately and she struggled to force it back out of her mind: he was with another woman who undressed him as they went.

	She felt sick to her stomach at the thought and each step closer to the study made it worse.

	“No, he wouldn’t do that. Not Paul!” she told herself and she consciously tried to speed up her pace so she could dispel this rotten thought that much quicker. Unfortunately, her subconscious wasn’t as sure and she found that despite her best efforts, her legs slowed down their approach to the study. She even stopped about ten feet away, frozen in place; she wasn’t sure she really wanted to know.

	“Maybe I should go to lunch,” she thought.

	She swallowed hard.

	Suddenly, she heard something most unwelcome.

	SLAP CLICK!! SLAP CLICK!!

	CLICK!! CLICK!!

	SLAP CLICK!!

	It was unmistakable. Amanda heard the sound of high-heeled shoes moving around in the study. Based on the

	sound, they were mules which struck the woman’s foot each time she moved her foot, right before her heel struck the floor.

	SLAP CLICK!! SLAP CLICK!!

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

	There it was again. Amanda instantly became enraged.

	SLAP CLICK!! SLAP CLICK!!

	“Oh no you don’t! Not in my house!” exclaimed Amanda and, without even realizing it, she essentially charged down the hallway into the study. She intended to put an end to this, one way or another.

	A moment later, she burst into the study.

	As she entered the study, Amanda immediately spotted the woman.

	The woman indeed wore high-heeled mules. She also wore what Amanda instantly recognized as one of her sundresses! This sent Amanda’s outrage through the roof. She couldn’t believe the woman would have the gall to do that.

	“What the hell do you think you’re doing?! ” screamed Amanda and she charged right over to the woman, intending to rip her sundress off this adulterous invading floozy. Amanda was beyond enraged. She was almost blinded by fury.

	The woman spun around in surprise.

	“Honey!” exclaimed the voice of Paul.

	Only... his voice came from the woman.

	Amanda froze mid-stride when she heard her husband’s voice coming from the woman. Her mind was overloading. An instant later, her eyes focused on the woman’s face. She gasped.

	“Oh my God! Paul!! Is that you?!” she asked.

	“Honey, I can explain,” he declared.

	“Why are you wearing my— why are you dressed like— what is going on?! Oh my God, Paul! How could you?!” she squealed.

	Amanda trembled all over. Her legs gave out and she fell into a sitting position in an uncomfortable pile on the floor; one of her flats fell off her foot as she crashed down. Tears filled her eyes. She choked back more. She looked her husband up and down. He wore her sundress and white platform sandals. His legs were covered in nylons. His erection stood up straight beneath her dress.

	“Oh my God! You’re a pervert,” she said sadly and she wept into her hands.

	Paul tried to step closer to her to comfort her. “Honey—”

	“No, Paul. Stay right there and don’t you say another word until I tell you,” she said firmly and she pointed her finger at him. Then she wiped away her tears. After a minute, she had regained her composure. She took a deep breath and slowly rose to her feet. She was determined to take control of this situation.

	“Let me go change, then we can talk—”

	“Sit down, Paul!” growled Amanda. She pointed to the bed.

	Paul looked at his dress and heels and then at the bed. He desperately wanted to get out of these clothes. “I’ll just go change—”

	“No, you won’t,” said Amanda authoritatively. “We’re going to sort this out, but it will be on my terms. And until I say otherwise, you aren’t going anywhere or changing out of anything. Now sit down on the bed where I told you, Paula!”

	Paul was stunned at his wife’s commanding tone. He was even more stunned to find himself meekly complying. Indeed, without further debate, he sat down, still wearing the dress and heels, and he waited for Amanda to tell him what would happen next. He had never felt so controlled in his life. It gave him a strange feeling deep inside.

	Over the next several hours, Paul and Amanda discussed what Amanda had discovered and what this meant for their relationship; though the more proper word might have been “negotiated” rather than “discussed,” because Amanda was laying out terms for the continuation of their relationship.

	What’s more, in those negotiations, Amanda held all the cards and she wasn’t afraid to press her advantage to the maximum. She didn’t even let him change out of her clothes, just to make him feel insecure while they negotiated and to remind him why she held the upper hand. At the time, Paul may have been the powerful up-and comer owner of a fast growing company, but in this discussion, he was the outmatched inferior party and his wife took full advantage of that to get exactly what she wanted.

	When it was all over, what they agreed to was a simple, but significant change to their relationship. As far as the outside world would be concerned, nothing would change. Amanda wanted Paul out there taking on the world on behalf of their family. She liked being married to a man that everyone respected and she wanted that to continue. In private, however, Amanda would have a veto over all decisions Paul made. Hence, while Paul would

	appear to be in charge to the outside world, the reality was that Amanda held the real power.

	In addition to their exchange of power, there was another condition to which they agreed. Paul wanted to be able to continue to cross dress. To him, it was a need... a part of who he was, and he felt he needed to be able to do that. Amanda was less thrilled with the idea because she saw this as weakness and effeminacy in a man she wanted to be purely macho; in fact, the idea rather repulsed her at the time. She wanted to refuse. But at the same time, she recognized that Paul did need this, and she did want to accommodate his needs.

	Amanda almost told him that he could continue so long as she never knew about it and never had to see it.

	But then she realized that she really hated the idea of her husband sneaking around in her closet behind her back.

	What’s more, she was better off knowing what he was doing.

	“After all,” she thought, “secrets are bad for relationships and it’s just not smart to tell your husband to go intentionally keep a secret of this magnitude. That’s not a good habit to start, and it can’t lead to anything good.”

	She sighed. “I guess it would be better if I’m involved.” She shuddered at the idea of seeing her husband en femme... though interestingly, she had become wet at the thought too, something she tried to ignore.

	More importantly, however, the more she thought about this, the more she realized that allowing him to cross-dress, but only under her control, would be an excellent means of ensuring her control. In fact, she could use this as a means of reinforcing her control as well.

	It had all come into focus for her and she proposed a deal.

	Paul would be allowed to continue cross-dressing, but only during two weeks each year. The other fifty weeks each year, he would be forbidden to wear so much as even a pair of panties. Those two weeks would be at the beginning of May, when Amanda could get the necessary vacation. During those two weeks, Amanda would agree to participate and would treat him as a woman or sissy or whatever they decided at the time. Since Amanda was opposed to him cross-dressing, he would need to agree to one significant condition before she would allow this. In exchange for allowing him to cross-dress and participating in it with him, something Paul wanted very, very much, Amanda demanded that Paul agree that during that two-week period, she would be one hundred percent in charge.

	“What does that mean?” he asked.

	Amanda folded her arms and stared coldly into her husband’s face.

	“It means exactly what it sounds like. If you want me to let you play Paula, then during that same period, you will take on the role of my submissive. I will be your Mistress, you will be my plaything, and you will do anything I tell you—”

	“What do you mean ‘anything’?” asked Paul nervously.

	“‘Anything’ means anything. You do whatever I tell you. You follow any order I give you, no matter how you feel about it. You submit; you defer to me in all things. You don’t make a single decision for yourself,” she said. “Basically, you become my slave and I become your Mistress... my power over you will be absolute and you will obey me without question.”

	Paul gritted his teeth. His initial thought was that he didn’t like the idea at all. It was bad enough that Amanda was using blackmail to grab a veto power over all the decisions he made, but this idea was even worse. He loved being in charge. It was in his blood to lead and he did not submit to the authority of others easily. Hence, the idea of letting his wife make him into a slave for two whole weeks each year sounded like it would be very, very hard on him, and it certainly wasn’t anything he was going to enjoy. Perhaps it was too high of a price to pay to be allowed to cross-dress.

	“I mean, sure, wearing a dress is kind of exciting,” he thought – he struggled to admit to himself that cross-dressing turned him on as it didn’t fit with the macho image he had of himself – “but I can take it or leave it. So why would I want to subject myself to being Amanda’s submissive?”

	As he thought this, his penis became engorged for the first time since being caught. Clearly, his penis liked the idea of submitting to his wife. And if he was being honest, he would have admitted that there was something attractive about the idea. But his ego wouldn’t let him be honest about this. To the contrary, his ego told him that he was the dominant partner in their marriage and accepting anything less was a humiliation he could not stomach.

	He was just about to refuse, but then he thought again.

	“Amanda seems serious about this being the only offer she’ll make, and I saw her face every time she mentioned me dressing. She clearly hates it. If I refuse her offer, I might never get to cross-dress again in my life.

	That might be a problem,” he thought. In fact, it was more than “might.” Paul realized deep down that he would never be able to stop cross-dressing. He had tried many, many, many times, but he always did it again. It was just a part of the things he needed from time to time. So he recognized that it was not something he could give up.

	He bit his lip.

	“Plus, Amanda is agreeing to participate,” he told himself. “That could be... well,” he said, but he didn’t finish the thought. It was too difficult to finish that thought. Instead, he let his mind do it for him, and it thought about the times he had stood before his wife’s closet in some article of feminine clothing, feeling lonely and unfulfilled. Yes,

	wearing women’s clothes did something to him that made him feel calm and happy, but he often still felt alone. He wanted someone he could share it with, and here was Amanda offering just that. How could he turn that down at any price?

	Moreover, he realized that all of his fantasies involved the participation of his wife. Here she was offering that very thing. That’s why part of him now was screaming that this was an amazing, oncein-a-lifetime opportunity.

	Rather than sneaking around in Amanda’s closet like some thief in the night, if he agreed to this, then he could start accumulating his own wardrobe and when he dressed, he wouldn’t be alone. His wife would participate in this with him. The idea that she could accept him in a dress and heels gave him a strange, warm glow, and suddenly the idea of needing to submit to her to get that didn’t seem to be too large of a price to pay at all.

	“So I have to let her act like she’s in charge. That’s no big deal,” he thought.

	Interestingly, his penis grew again at that thought. Once again, however, he ignored it. There was nothing submissive about him! That’s what he told himself. But what Amanda was offering was a once-in-a-lifetime chance, the kind of chance few cross-dressers would ever get, to explore this part of him with her. What’s more, she might add some ideas he had never thought about, especially with her adding the dominant/submissive angle.

	Maybe they could do some fun role playing. He could be her secretary, he thought. He liked the idea.

	And thus, it was agreed.

	Every year, during the first two weeks of May, Paul would become his wife’s feminized submissive. He would do anything she commanded him to do as if her word were law. Her power would be absolute. In exchange, she would let him (or make him) cross-dress and play at being feminized during that entire period. And when the two weeks ended, things would immediately return to normal and neither would mention anything that had happened during their play time.

	And to make sure Paul didn’t backslide on being her submissive, if he violated the rules and tried to take control, then Amanda could inflict whatever punishment she thought fitting, up to and including cancelling the deal and never letting him cross-dress ever again.

	He agreed.

	That was how they reformed their marriage, and this deal has worked perfectly ever since, providing their marriage with the balance it needs. Their fighting stopped. They no longer struggled for control. John was free to be the hard-charging dominating business owner, tempered only by the knowledge that his wife held the ultimate power, while Amanda could trust John to make more responsible decisions and she had the security of knowing John’s inner mind. And every May both got a chance to dig deeper into themselves and live out needs they otherwise repressed: John got his chance to play at being a woman, and Amanda got her chance to exercise her power openly and completely. Amanda wasn’t happy about the feminization and Paul didn’t like the submissive part, but both were willing to endure those things to get what they wanted.

	It was the perfect deal.

	This was a good deal.

	And that leads us to our story.

	 


Chapter 2: “Their Two Weeks Begin”

	 

	It was May 4th. Paul and Amanda’s children left for camp in the morning. They would be gone just over two weeks. Paul had announced his annual two week vacation this morning, leaving the company in the hands of his very capable assistant, Karen Clark. He had just come home from the office and was in the shower. Amanda sat on the bed waiting for Paul to finish in the shower. She still wore her everyday clothes, which consisted of jeans, a sweater and mid heeled black wedges. Her wedge dangled from her toes as she waited.

	“Are you almost done?” called Amanda.

	“Almost.”

	“I swear, Paul. You take forever. You’re worse than a teenage girl.”

	Paul turned off the water and stepped out of the shower. He towelled himself off before heading to the bedroom.

	“Come here and let me inspect you,” said Amanda. She wanted to make sure that his entire body was hairless. Nothing ruins the look of a sexy pair of stockings more than seeing hair sticking out of the stockings.

	“Yes, Mistress,” said Paul.

	Paul walked over to his wife and removed his towel. He stood naked before her. He had an erection.

	Amanda remained seated with her legs crossed. She examined his body with her eyes and ran her fingers over parts to make sure there was no stubble. She paid particular attention to his penis and balls, which also needed to be hairless except for a small heart-shaped patch above his penis; Amanda felt that was more appropriate than him being entirely hairless. As he did every year at this time, Paul had done an excellent job, no doubt because he was excited about what he would get to do next.

	“Nice work, sissy. Now paint your toes,” said Amanda and she slapped him hard on his naked rear.

	SLAP!

	His butt cheeks shook.

	“Yes, Mistress,” said Paul. He grabbed the red polish Amanda had set on the nightstand for him and he sat down on the chair at her vanity. He shook the bottle and opened it. The smell of the polish excited him and he got even harder.

	“Do a good job too, Paul. I won’t have my sissy with ugly nails.” She chuckled as she said this. She knew he would do a good job. This was the only time in the whole year that he got to paint his nails and she knew that he was going to make sure he did it right.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	As Paul painted his nails, Amanda retrieved a key she kept hidden. That key went to a lock in their closet.

	When she turned the lock, she was able to swing open a secret door which had been made to appear to be a shelf with a rack for shirts. Amanda had this constructed years ago, when they had their first child. Paul’s dress shirts and dress shoes were kept on that shelf.

	Behind the door/shelf was essentially a small second closet. This was where Amanda kept all of the feminine clothes Paul had collected over the years. Per their agreement, whenever Paul saw something feminine he liked, he could ask Amanda to buy it. She would either buy it or not, she never told him her decision unless she felt like it.

	And since she wanted to limit his cross-dressing to this two week period as a means of control and encouragement, she rarely felt like it. Of course, she could add whatever she wanted as well, and sometimes she would find a dress or a pair of heels that were irresistible to her and she would buy them.

	If Amanda did buy an item, she would add it to Paul’s wardrobe and it would end up here until the following May. In this manner, Paul’s collection grew and he now had many pair of high heels, lots of lingerie in different styles, some amazing dresses, a few other odds and ends, and even a few costumes. All of that was stored here, in this secret compartment to which Amanda only had access.

	Interestingly, per their agreement, the only time Paul was allowed even to see the collection was during this two week period in May, unless Amanda chose to show him something, which she rarely did. Typically, if she did want him to know what she bought, she would just tell him about the new purchase she had made for him and she would end the conversation with the teasing phrase, “But sadly, you need to wait until May to see it.” If she felt like torturing him a bit, or punishing him, she would actually show him the article so that its presence in their house felt really real to him and then she would take it away and tell him that he needed to wait until May to wear it... “assuming I let you.” Seeing the article made it more real for him and he found it much harder to put those items out of his mind.

	Either way, she found that this was a very effective means of punishment because Paul hated to wait and it

	drove him crazy once he knew how close he was to getting to wear something. It was a bit like showing a dieter a cake and then putting it just out of reach. She only did this when he started to act bossy again.

	Last January, she actually took it to another level. Paul had been rather difficult that month and was creeping back into his domineering ways. Amanda wanted to find a way to remind him both of his place and of what he stood to lose. The idea she came up with was brilliant.

	“I’ve bought you a new dress and some shoes,” said Amanda.

	Paul set down his newspaper and looked at his wife. He was surprised because Amanda almost never spoke of his crossdressing. His penis instantly became erect and he felt extremely excited. “Really?” he asked.

	“Yes, and they are beautiful.”

	“What do they look like?”

	She ignored his question. “The problem is that I’m not sure they will

	fit.”

	“There’s one way to test that,” said Paul and he smirked.

	“And what is that?”

	“Let me try them on,” he said. The idea of being allowed to crossdress excited him greatly and he felt his penis start to throb. Unfortunately, he knew that she would not actually let him try anything on at this time of year, so he didn’t get his hopes up, but he felt it was worth a shot.

	“That’s what I was thinking,” said Amanda.

	Paul’s face instantly glowed. He couldn’t believe his ears. “Are you serious?”

	“Of course. Come with me.”

	Paul felt like he was walking on air as he followed his wife to their bedroom and stripped himself naked. She had never let him dress outside of the two-week period before and he couldn’t believe she would let him do it now, but apparently she would. He was beyond excited.

	He was about to be disappointed.

	“I can’t wait!” exclaimed Paul. He was almost giddy.

	Amanda smiled politely and went to her underwear drawer. She pulled an item from the drawer. “Put this on,” said Amanda and she tossed the item to Paul. It was a blindfold... a thick, heavy blindfold.

	Paul furrowed his brow. “A blindfold? Why?” he asked.

	“Because I can’t let you see what you’re wearing... not until May,” said Amanda.

	Paul glared at his wife. He couldn’t believe she was about to do this to him. She was going to let him wear a dress and high heels but not see what he wore. That would be torture! He felt deeply frustrated. “Oh, come on, dear!”

	“Put it on, Paul.”

	“Honey, come on.”

	“Paul, just do it or I’ll take the dress back.” She paused. “Or maybe I’ll just cancel your two weeks of being a sissy if you can’t behave when I ask you to try on a dress for me,” said Amanda coldly. She rarely made this threat, so Paul knew it was serious when she did.

	Paul felt a shudder run through his body. The prospect of losing his two weeks made him sick. He immediately decided to comply. A moment later, he wore the blindfold. A few minutes after that, he wore the dress and the heels. He had no idea what they looked like. All he could tell was that the dress fit snuggly and it seemed to have a hem somewhere around his knees. The material was silky and he thought the sleeves were capped. The heels kept his feet at a high angle and they clearly had a platform and several straps. Beyond that, he could determine nothing; this was indeed highly frustrating.

	“Oh, that’s really sexy,” said Amanda as she walked around her husband. This was meant to tweak her husband by raising his interest, but Amanda genuinely believed this too. Indeed, over the years, she had slowly come to enjoy dressing her husband as believably and as sexily as possible. When they began, she never thought a day would come where she got any joy out of crossdressing him, but she was seeing the fun in it, little by little. It was a bit like playing with dolls.

	“Please let me see,” begged Paul.

	She ignored him. “You’re going to be amazed in May when you see yourself in this outfit!”

	Paul bit his lip. He so desperately wanted too see it. “I’m going to look,” he finally said and he started to reach for the blindfold.

	“Touch that blindfold and this will be the last dress you ever wear,” growled Amanda.

	Paul froze. His bit his tongue. “Fine!”

	“Now let’s get you undressed,” said Amanda. She removed the dress and then the heels. They had been buckled onto his feet. She took both away and then removed the blindfold.

	“Hopefully, that gives you something to think about. You’ve been forgetting who’s in charge around here,

	Paul. The next time you think that you can just make decisions without my approval, remember this moment.

	Remember how silky and soft the dress felt, and how sexy it felt to stand atop those amazing shoes. Remember that, and then remember that the only way you ever get to wear that again and the only way you ever get to see it, is if you please me. Offend me, and I’ll take away your sissy week and your sissy clothes.”

	She patted him on the cheek as she said this. Then she walked off.

	Paul grabbed for his erection. He wanted to stroke himself off. He needed to cum right now so badly as the memory of what the dress and heels felt like danced so prominently in his mind. Unfortunately, one of the tools Amanda insisted upon to ensure that Paul respect her authority prevented him from touching himself... it would only be removed during his two weeks.

	“Ug. Why can’t it be May already?” he whined.

	For the next month, Paul had dream after dream about being blindfolded while wearing that dress and those heels. His mind was desperate to figure out what they looked like. It was like torture. Amanda had proved her point exceedingly well.

	—o—

	As already mentioned, it was now May 4th. Amanda stood before Paul’s collection and pondered what she should let him wear. She would have pondered what to “make” him wear, but she knew better than that – he was dying to wear everything in this closet and he would happily wear it all the time if she let him.

	She ran her fingers over the dresses.

	“Oh, this one!” she said and she pulled out a dark-yellow floral dress she had bought two months prior. “I can’t wait to see Paula in this.”

	Amanda looked through the lingerie and panties and stockings. She grabbed several items. Then she grabbed the floral dress and the perfect heels for that dress. She closed the secret door again and returned to the bedroom, where Paul was blowing on his nails.

	“Almost done?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Amanda set down Paul’s clothes on the bed. She then returned to the closet and got clothes for herself. She placed those on the bed and then stripped out of her normal clothes; she always dressed up during these two weeks.

	Not only did she enjoy dressing up, and this was the perfect reason to do so, but she felt it gave her more authority over Paul if she wore a tight dress and heels rather than jeans and flats. If Paul was going to dress as her submissive sissy, then she would counter him by dressing as a sharp, powerful woman... not a comfortable housewife.

	“My nails are dry,” said Paul.

	“Good,” said Amanda. She picked up the pink panties she wanted Paul to wear tonight. These were a bright pink with little white flowers on them, and they had a bow on the front of the waistband. They matched the pair in her pile. “Come kneel before me.”

	Paul walked over to his wife and kneeled before her as she sat on the bed. She crossed her legs and slid her dangling foot beneath his testicles. She moved it up and down, gently bouncing his testicles on her toes.

	“Have you been a good boy all year?” she asked.

	“I have, Mistress.”

	“Good enough to earn the right to wear big girl panties now?”

	Paul blushed. Although he felt strongly drawn to women’s clothes, it still bothered him to talk about it.

	Somehow, it felt unmanly and humiliating to talk about it, feelings that strangely didn’t seem to affect him when he just wore the clothes. Amanda had picked up on this some time ago and she now liked to humiliate him a bit by making him talk about what he was wearing and why. She believed a strong dose of humiliation was essential to putting him into the submissive mindset.

	“Yes, Mistress. I have earned the right to wear big girl panties,” he said.

	Amanda shook her head and frowned. “You earned the right, did you? And what other rights do you have, girly?” she asked pointedly. As she did, she bounced his testicles upward a little harder.

	Paul immediately realized his mistake: he had no rights this week. Whatever he got or got to do or was made to do was Amanda’s decision entirely. She was his Mistress and he was merely her toy for the next two weeks.

	Unfortunately, he often struggled with getting into the right mindset when their vacations first began because submission didn’t come naturally to him. In fact, he really didn’t like it at all. It humiliated him and made him feel weak and helpless and nervous, feelings he told himself he did not like. In fact, he often assured himself, he really only agreed to be submissive so he could wear women’s clothes. His wife disagreed with this, but it was what he believed.

	“I’m sorry, Mistress. I forgot. It’s your decision if I have earned the privilege of wearing big girl panties,” he said.

	“Yes, it is. And if I want, I can refuse to let you wear them, can’t I?”

	Paul cringed. She did have that right, but he so badly wanted to wear them. “Please don’t refuse to let me wear panties!” Amanda reached around and slapped his butt hard.

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	It stung, particular where her ring struck his rear. He grimaced.

	“Answer my question!” she demanded.

	“I’m sorry, Mistress. Yes, you have the right.”

	“And what rights do you have, Paula?”

	Paul felt a tingle run down his spine. She hadn’t called him ‘Paula’ in months. It excited him. It also made him even more desperate to put on the panties. He had been yearning to wear women’s clothes for months now, but he knew he couldn’t. Then, in the last couple weeks, as this day approached, his yearning became an obsession. It got so bad that he couldn’t look at a single woman without wondering what it would feel like to wear her clothes.

	His secretary’s wardrobe in particular became an obsession of his. So if Amanda denied him now, it would drive him crazy. It was bad enough that he was so close to being allowed to finally get dressed and yet his wife was still stretching this out, but to be denied completely would have been horrible. Unfortunately, he had agreed that he no say in the matter. That was the deal. So his wife could deny him if she so chose.

	“I have no rights, Mistress,” he said. In his head, however, he screamed, “Please let me put on the panties!!”

	“And if I decide that you don’t get to wear anything but drab old boys clothes, what will you do?”

	Paul cringed even more. He felt helpless and desperate. He wanted to beg her to let him finally dress, but he knew he couldn’t. Instead, he correctly said, “I will do as you command,” though he thought: “Please don’t do that!”

	Amanda smiled. “Good girl.” She went to hand the panties to her husband, but then pulled them back at the last second, leaving his hand hanging in the air... empty. “Actually, you do need to be punished for your impudence. I just can’t have you getting away with trying to be in control. You need to learn to be completely submissive and if I let you wear these, then that lesson will be lost. So I’m not going to let you wear the panties tonight.” She dropped them to the floor before him.

	Paul watched them fall to the floor. He looked down longingly at the panties so close before him on the floor and he almost cried. He had wanted to wear the panties so badly, but now they were denied to him. It took all of his strength not to reach out and grab them.

	“Thank you for correcting me, Mistress,” said Paul sadly.

	Amanda smirked. “At least you remembered that,” she said. Then she reached for the matching bra and held that out for him. “Put this on,” she said to his great relief. Clearly, she hadn’t meant to keep him from wearing other feminine things.

	“Yes, Mistress!” he said and he smiled. He grabbed the bra and slid it around his chest. This was the first feminine item he got to enjoy since last May. It felt so good. It felt so natural. He almost cried.

	Meanwhile, Amanda stood up and grabbed the bright pink panties from her pile. She slid those panties up her legs and into place. “Aside from the panties, which you may not wear, I’ve decided that we’re going to dress as twins tonight... at least in part,” she said.

	Paul loved the idea. He felt his erection throb.

	Amanda took the matching bra and slipped it around her chest as well. Her enormous, firm breasts fit it perfectly. Paul’s flat chest, by comparison, struggled to fill the small A-cups of his own bra, which was padded to give him small breasts.

	“What should we put on next?” asked Amanda.

	“It’s your choice, Mistress.”

	Amanda laughed. “I know it is,” she said and she patted him on the head like a dog, “but I do want to hear you beg me to wear the next item. So go on, sissy. Tell me what you want to wear. Tell me how it will make you feel. Then beg me to let you wear it.”

	Paul shuddered. This always humiliated him as well. He wanted to wear the clothes because they made him feel feminine, which was somehow comforting. It made him feel complete. He didn’t understand it, but that’s what it was. But he hated sharing information like that because it felt a bit like a superhero telling the world what his

	weakness was. Still, if he wanted to wear more than just a bra, then he would need to play this game, and unfortunately, his wife knew enough about him that he needed to be truthful.

	“Mistress, will you please let me wear a garter belt and stockings. It would make me feel feminine and sexy to be allowed to wear those things. Please, Mistress. I beg you. I will do anything you ask!” Amanda felt her pussy tighten and get extremely wet. Seeing her domineering husband on his knees, begging to wear stockings and a garter belt filled her with a surge of power. She instantly felt strong and dominant and on top of the world. She loved that feeling.

	“But Paul, why would a big strong man like you want to feel feminine?” she asked in mock surprise. She was taunting him a bit, which made him feel small. Still, he was expected to answer.

	“It makes me feel complete, Mistress,” said Paul and he bit his lip.

	“Complete? How complete?”

	Paul blushed deeply. It was hard enough to admit this to himself, much less anyone else. “I’m not sure, Mistress. It just feels like a part of me.”

	Amanda patted him on the head again... and tickled his testicles with her toes. “You may put them on, sissy boy.”

	Paul trembled. He had waited for this moment for so long. He grabbed the bright pink garter belt from the bed and slid it around his waist. He buckled it tightly and then made sure the garters hung properly. Next, he took the tan stockings and rolled up the first one. He slid that over his toes and unrolled it up his foot. Then he slowly pulled the stocking up his leg. He had missed this so much! The feeling of the silky material against his freshly shaven leg was magical. That alone was enough to make his erection throb, which made him desperate to stroke himself off, but he wasn’t allowed. Indeed, even though his penis had been removed from its cage, only Amanda was allowed to touch his penis and only she could decide when he could finally cum.

	“Thank you, Mistress,” he said breathlessly as he shuddered from the tingling feelings racing through him.

	Then he repeated the process with the other stocking, before attaching the garters to each stocking. He was so hard his penis seemed to vibrate.

	Amanda laughed.

	This made Paul blush, though it oddly felt appropriate to him that she would laugh. Part of him wanted her to laugh for some reason; he didn’t like to think about that too much, so his thoughts returned to the joyous feeling of the lingerie and the stockings he was wearing and what was still to come. He eyed the sexy dress. He couldn’t wait to slip that over his head and smooth it down his body. He could feel the soft material caressing his body now.

	“Do you know what, Paul? You have sexy, girlish legs. Maybe I should keep you in skirts after these two weeks are up. I’ll bet your employees would love to see you tottering around your office in a skirt and high heels!”

	Paul blushed even deeper and felt a rock in the pit of his stomach. The idea of being exposed to his employees sent a chill down his spine. That would be ugly as he would instantly lose their respect and they would no doubt mock him greatly in retaliation for the harsher tones he’d taken with them over the years.

	“I’ll bet your secretary would love that, wouldn’t she?” asked Amanda with a giggle. She reached out and took the head of his penis between her fingers. She slowly fingered his erection with her thumb.

	Paul shuddered. This felt amazing. He was desperate to cum.

	“What do you think she would do to you, Paul?” asked Amanda.

	Paul cringed at the thought. His secretary was a great secretary precisely because she had the strong will and firm disposition to not let anything get in the way of what needed to be done. He imagined that if she caught him in a skirt and heels that she would quickly put him in his place and he would effectively be working for her after that.

	“I think she would take over, Mistress.”

	“Take over from a big strong man like you? How could that be?” asked Amanda. Then she smirked. “Oh, that’s right, because you’re really a weak sissy deep down aren’t you and you need to obey women. I’ll bet she’d love to humiliate you too, wouldn’t she?” Amanda was surprised to discover that she was making herself wet.

	Paul too was surprised to discover that he was getting increasingly hard. His face turned bright red. “Yes, Mistress, she would.”

	“Maybe we should play secretary and boss this week. Would you like that?”

	Paul’s face lit up. That was one of his key fantasies! “Yes, Mistress!”

	Amanda laughed. “You want to be my sissy secretary?”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“I guess you really are weak and submissive, aren’t you?”

	Paul bit his tongue. That was an admission he did not want to make. He struggled to respond. Amanda saw this and snickered. She liked seeing the conflict. She loved the idea that he struggled so much with the submission.

	She wanted him to be strong. Yet, she also wanted him to have the one secret weakness because she wanted to be the one woman who had this strong man under her control. She felt her pussy soak her panties.

	She shook his penis. “That’s ok, sissy, you don’t have to admit it. We both know the truth. And if you’re afraid of your secretary, then I’ll just have to send you to work like this and you can go ask Karen Clark, your faithful VP, if you can be her weak little sissy assistant instead; she can protect you. You can tell her that your wife said it was ok for her to dominate you. What do you think? I’ll bet Karen would love to know the truth about her supposedly macho boss,” added Amanda.

	Paul’s penis was throbbing wildly now.

	Amanda re-crossed her legs and balanced her elbow on her knee, with her arm outstretched toward his penis.

	She casually held his penis between her fingers now and bounced it around as her wrist moved around as she spoke, but she didn’t stroke it or squeeze it. This would keep Paul excited, but prevent him from building up the rhythm he needed to cum.

	She continued: “I seriously should make you promote her and then have you work beneath her. You could call it part of her training. I would get a real kick out of seeing you needing to answer to a woman at work.” She laughed.

	Paul’s face turned so bright red that it almost seemed he would burst. Amanda clearly had found a soft-spot to attack and she was enjoying seeing her feminized, “macho” husband squirm.

	“Maybe I’d even let slip about your little sissy hobby. Then you would burn with humiliation every time she looked at you. Can you imagine how humiliating that would be for you?”

	She laughed again.

	Paul continued to squirm.

	Amanda let go of his erection and leaned back. She brought her foot up again and took his erection between her toes. She stroked his throbbing erection with her toes for several seconds. “Once she knows about your special place in our relationship, then I could tell her that she needs to keep you under her thumb at the office for me! Can you imagine how humiliating that would be for you? Would you like that, dear?” asked Amanda.

	In his head, Paul screamed “No!” as visions of the humiliating things that would happen to him filled his head. But he knew the right answer, so he swallowed his pride and his fears and he said, “The decision is yours.”

	And as much as he hated it, he knew that there was a grain of truth to this answer. That thought made him shudder and he tried to push it out of his mind.

	“Well, perhaps someday,” said Amanda wistfully. A moment later, a strange look came across her face. She chuckled and she leaned forward. “Do you know what, Paul? I think you actually like being submissive. You do, and I’m going to prove it to you,” she said.

	Paul looked like he would explode, so Amanda gave him permission to speak. “I don’t! I hate being submissive!”

	Amanda chuckled again and she patted the head of his penis with her hand; he had not cum. “No, you actually do. Like I said, I’ll prove it to you. In the meantime, tell me what you would like to wear next, sissy husband of mine.”

	—o—

	Paul took a deep breath and cleared his mind of the humiliation of being placed under Karen Clark or his secretary. That took him a moment. He was still trembling from the adrenaline rush he felt from Amanda’s taunting. Nevertheless, he focused on the bed. Lying on the bed was still a dark-yellow floral-pattern dress and dark-red snakeskin high-heeled sandals. He had never seen either before, but he couldn’t wait to wear both now!

	The dress was beautiful and classy and the sandals were gorgeous. He wanted to strap his feet into those so badly.

	“Mistress, can I wear the dress please?” he asked in a submissive tone.

	Amanda smiled and kissed him on the lips. “Sorry dear. We have places to go first, and I can’t let you wear your cute little dress yet.” As she said this, Amanda rose and went to the closet. She came back with a white dress shirt, a sharp black-checkered suit, and a red tie. “Put these on.”

	Paul looked at his clothes with a mixture of disappointment and fear. Where were they going? What would they be doing? Would someone make out the bra and stockings he wore beneath his suit?

	“Hurry up,” growled Amanda when Paul didn’t move quickly enough, “or I will make you wear the dress!”

	Again, she slapped his ass hard.

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	SLAP!

	Once again, it stung and his testicles swung from the shock.

	As Paul dressed, Amanda went to her closet and pulled out a short black dress. She rarely dressed up these days, but she always dressed sharply and sexily during her two weeks in charge. This black dress hugged her curves and showed off her body. She paired this with black high-heeled pumps with a two-inch platform and just over a five-inch heel. She looked incredibly sexy.

	Amanda walked back out to the bedroom carrying her pumps in her hand. Paul was just slipping on his jacket. He looked sharp in his suit, though Amanda noticed with a laugh that his bra was quite visible beneath his shirt before he slipped on his jacket. She also noticed glimpses of his tan stockings at his ankles at times.

	“This is going to be interesting,” she said with a laugh.

	Paul looked confused.

	Amanda sat down on the bed and held out her pumps for him. She smiled sweetly. Paul kneeled before her and took the pumps. He took her right foot first and slipped the pump onto her foot.

	“What I was laughing about,” she said as he slipped the shoe on her foot, “was that your bra is visible beneath your shirt. So you better hope I don’t make you take off your jacket. Also, I can see your tan stockings at your ankles when your pants ride up.” She paused. “You could be in for an interesting night, sissy boy.”

	She winked at him.

	Paul blushed. The idea of public exposure terrified him, but it also excited him as it had been one of his many fantasies. Nevertheless, he didn’t want it to happen for real. He hoped Amanda didn’t either.

	After Paul slipped the other shoe on her foot, Amanda stood up and grabbed her purse. “Let’s go,” she said.

	 

	 


Chapter 3: “The Drive”

	 

	Paul and Amanda walked to their garage. Her heels echoed off the cement, causing Paul’s erection to grow.

	Amanda drove a silver-gray SUV, and Paul drove a large black luxury sedan, a Bartley LS. Both cars were in the garage. Amanda never drove the Bartley. This was because the car was always with Paul, and whenever they went somewhere together, he drove.

	Indeed, she had noticed over the years that it seemed to be vital to Paul’s ego to drive. Tonight would be different, however. Tonight, he would be the passenger.

	“I can’t wait for dinner. I’m starving,” said Paul.

	Amanda smirked.

	Paul pulled the keys from his pocket and started toward the driver’s side of his Bartley. He clicked the button and the doors unlocked and the seats automatically moved back for easier entry. He grabbed for the door handle.

	“What do you think you’re doing?” asked Amanda suddenly.

	Paul stopped and turned to face his wife. “Aren’t we going to the restaurant?”

	“Yes, we are,” said Amanda and she snatched the keys from his hand and walked right past him. She opened the car door. “But I’m driving. Get in the passenger seat, Paula.”

	Paul ground his teeth as he watched his wife sit down on the seat with her high-heel encased feet together and then swing them into the car. She closed the door and started the car. This bothered him. He hated being a passenger and he didn’t like other people driving his car, but he had no choice in the matter, so he took a deep breath and he walked around the car and sat in the passenger seat.

	Amanda had never done this before and it made him nervous now.

	“Buckle up, girly,” said Amanda.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Paul buckled his seatbelt and Amanda pulled the car out of the garage.

	“Where are we going?” he asked.

	“You’ll find out when we get there,” she responded.

	“But—”

	“Stop, Paula!” growled Amanda. “I told you that you will find out when we get there, so stop asking me for more information. I will tell you what you need to know and you will be satisfied with whatever I choose to share with you.”

	Paul bit his tongue. “Yes, Mistress,” he said with a hint of defiance.

	Amanda furrowed her brow. The first night was always the most difficult when these weeks began. Paul was used to being the big CEO whose orders went unquestioned, and he struggled with the idea of letting Amanda take charge. Indeed, over the years, she had found that she typically needed to punish Paul severely the first night for even the slightest infractions to get the most compliance out of Paul over the rest of the two weeks. If she didn’t, he would try to stay in charge the whole time. It was time to make him respect her authority.

	“I don’t like your tone, Paula,” she started.

	“I’m sorry, dear,” he replied immediately.

	Amanda glared at him in the mirror. “First of all, Paula, I wasn’t finished speaking. Don’t you dare interrupt me again. Secondly, you are to call me ‘Mistress,’ not ‘dear.’ And third, it’s too late to apologize. You showed me disrespect and I cannot let that pass.”

	Paul bit his tongue. She was right. He wasn’t accustomed to taking commands and it wasn’t easy for him to change that. It wasn’t like flipping a switch. But that was the deal they made and he had agreed to honour it. He just needed to suck it up and accept his submissive status for the next fourteen days.

	“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said sincerely.

	“That’s better, Paula. But you still need to be taught a lesson. Put your hands in your lap and sit silently for the rest of the drive. I don’t want to hear a word out of you unless I command you to speak first. Got it Mr. Know-It-All?”

	Calling him “Mr. Know-It-All” was a shot at Paul’s ego. He always needed to have the last word and that drove Amanda crazy. That was why ordering him to remain silent was such a sweet punishment. Indeed, inwardly Paul was quite upset. Remaining silent and not speaking his mind was very, very difficult for him, and Amanda knew this. Nevertheless, Paul hoped that Amanda wouldn’t push him too hard in that regard.

	His hopes were dashed.

	After a few moments driving in silence, Amanda smirked. “It’s kind of nice not having you trying to tell me everything,” she said.

	Paul rolled his eyes.

	“Don’t you dare roll your eyes at me, sissy!” growled Amanda.

	Paul bit his tongue.

	Amanda continued. “It must be killing you though... staying silent.

	Imagine having to let your wife speak.”

	She laughed. “Heaven forbid, you might learn something!”

	Paul bit his tongue. Yes, he liked to have the last word, but he wasn’t nearly as bad as she was making him out to be. Amanda could read this on his face and she laughed again. Clearly, her choice of punishment was very effective.

	“How unmanly you must feel just sitting there in forced silence. Let’s hope your dick doesn’t fall off,” she said and she laughed again.

	Paul glared at her.

	“Not that you ever get to use it.”

	That stung. It wasn’t Paul’s idea to keep his dick locked in the chastity device, and he certainly didn’t like it.

	That was Amanda’s idea. She reasoned that controlling when he could ejaculate would give her tremendous power over him, and so far she had been proven right in that. Just a hint that she might let him out was enough to get him to shower her with attention. Of course, it also gave her the added thrill of watching the intense struggle within him during these two weeks when she unlocked him, which she always did the moment their vacation began, and then told him to hold off touching himself until she allowed it. Giving him such free access to his penis and then making him hold himself back was amazingly fun to watch.

	“Too bad you can’t speak your mind right about now. I’m sure there are some things you would love to say to me!” she said with a giggle.

	Paul pursed his lips.

	“Oh, don’t look so upset, darling. You should revel in your forced silence. Think of how submissive you must be to let your superior wife order you to remain silent!” She laughed again.

	He made a sour expression.

	“Oh, that’s right; you don’t think you’re really submissive. Well, you are, sweetie,” she said and she squeezed his thigh. “You’ll see. I’ll prove it to you. Then you can embrace it.”

	Amanda laughed once more. Her laughter cut through Paul and made him feel small and weak. And that feeling made him rock hard. Paul couldn’t explain why, nor did he understand it. Why would something he hated so instinctively turn him on so much? He didn’t know. Could she be right about him being submissive? No, he didn’t believe that. Amanda saw the worried look on his face as he worked this out in his mind. She patted his thigh.

	“You just sit there quietly, Paula, and don’t worry your pretty little head about anything,” she said.

	Paul blushed. Being treated like a little girl only intensified his frustration... and his erection.

	—o—

	They drove in silence for some time. Occasionally, Amanda would break the silence with some innocuous comment. As required, Paul sat in silence. Soon, her comments became more personal and Paul found himself feeling very tense that he wasn’t allowed to respond. Unfortunately for him, Amanda noticed his tension and decided to push him even harder.

	“You know, catching you in my clothes was the best thing that ever happened to our marriage. I’m sure you agree,” said Amanda with a laugh.

	She merged the car onto a major road.

	“I think it helps you realize that you really aren’t the boss at home, even though you think you are. That’s a good realization because you are too weak to be in charge of our family.”

	Paul felt his eye twitch. He definitely wanted to respond, but he couldn’t.

	“Yes indeed. You are a weak, sissified man. Best to let your big, strong, superior wife make all the decisions. Seriously, you are smart to agree to that. A man needs to know his limitations and it takes a... well, not a strong man per se, but it takes courage for a man to admit that he needs his wife to control him.” Amanda felt her pussy tingle and become very wet as she said these things.

	Paul’s face burned bright red. He felt extreme tension and utter humiliation that he couldn’t respond.

	Amanda patted him on the thigh again. “Don’t worry, little boy, I’ll protect you and take care of you.” When she said this, Paul looked like he was either going to explode or curl up into a ball and die. Amanda laughed.

	They drove further.

	Amanda started again: “I have to say, I really find it funny that it turns you on to wear women’s clothes. If I

	didn’t know it, I would never guess that you’re like that. I mean look at you, you look like a normal man. Who would have guessed?” She smirked at him. “I wonder what it is that you need in women’s clothes. What does being a sissy give you? Maybe I should make you explain it to me.”

	Paul cringed. That was the last thing he wanted to talk about. For one thing, he wasn’t even entirely sure himself why it turned him on to wear women’s clothes. It just did. It always had, and he didn’t know why. Even more to the point though, it humiliated him to talk about it. Yes, it was a part of him, but it just wasn’t something he felt comfortable talking about. It was too personal in a way.

	Amanda continued. “I’ve been thinking about why you like this, and I’ve come to some conclusions. Do you know why I think you do it?” she asked, though this question was rhetorical as she had forbidden Paul from responding.

	For his part, Paul was struggling not to respond at the moment. His tension was visible. This made Amanda very wet. She could see

	Paul struggle to remain silent out of the corner of her eye and in her glances in the rear view mirror. The fact he was clearly so desperate to respond, but kept his mouth shut because of her order, made her feel super powerful and strong. She controlled Paul, that was a fact, and that fact turned her on something fierce.

	Amanda giggled.

	“I’ll bet it’s killing you to sit there silently right now, isn’t it?” she asked with a laugh.

	Paul shifted in his seat and ground his teeth, but he didn’t respond.

	“I’ll bet you’d love to speak your mind right about now... to tell me off.”

	Paul nodded his head.

	“That’s cheating, Paula. No more head shakes or anything else. I don’t want you communicating a single thought without my permission. Nod your head once to confirm that you understand my instruction.”

	Paul nodded his head once.

	Amanda snickered. “Good girl. Now, should I tell you my conclusions or should I not, I wonder.”

	Paul cringed. It was very, very hard for him not to respond to comments about himself, particularly comments about this aspect of his personality. Thus, he wanted to respond so badly that it almost burst out of him. But he knew that would be a mistake. For these two weeks, his role was to obey her without question and that is what he needed to do. And since she had forbade him speaking, all he could do was listen and hope that his wife gave him a chance to speak his mind at some point.

	“I think I will tell you,” said Amanda.

	Paul took a deep breath and braced himself. He was sure this would be emasculating.

	“Really, I find it fascinating that you like to dress like a woman because—” She stopped mid-sentence as their destination came into view. “Oh. We’re here!” she said with a smile and a wink.

	Paul was left hanging. Part of him was happy that the car ride was over and that he had been spared her speculation about his weakness. But another part of him was actually quite curious how that sentence she left hanging would end. In any event, there was nothing he could do about it. This was her week and she was in charge. All he could do was do what he was told.

	Meanwhile, Amanda had moved on to discussing the restaurant. “I’ve heard this is an exquisite restaurant,” said Amanda. “They’re supposed to have amazing Italian food.”

	Paul had heard the same, and wanted to confirm her opinion, but he wasn’t allowed to speak. Again, that bothered him. He liked having the last word in all things, and right now he wasn’t even allowed any word.

	Amanda pulled the car up in front of the restaurant. This wasn’t a restaurant they frequented, because it was nearly forty minutes across town from their home, but she’d picked it for that very reason: it was highly unlikely that anyone they knew would be there. That gave her a little more freedom to play with Paul than she would have had in their own part of town.

	“All right, subby. Get out and wait for me on the curb like a good little girl,” said Amanda as she stopped the car before the valet stand. She climbed out of the car, as did Paul.

	Paul went to the curb and stood there waiting for her. He felt stupid waiting as Amanda dealt with the valet.

	Making it even worse, there was just a hint of flirtation in her manner with the young man. It wasn’t enough for the valet to notice, but Paul noticed and his face burned red that he was helpless to stop her. This made him feel helpless.

	Amanda finally came over to him and took his hand as if he were the woman in their relationship. She led him to the front door. As they approached the door, Amanda gave Paul further instructions.

	“You will act normally tonight unless I say otherwise,” said Amanda.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“Remember that I am in charge and you will defer to me in all decisions. Got it, Paula?”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“I would hate to need to discipline you in a restaurant. That would be very embarrassing for you,” said Amanda. She paused before adding, “And don’t think I won’t do it.”

	Paul suddenly felt sick. He had no doubt that Amanda would make good on her threat, at least to some degree, if he didn’t follow her orders to the letter. That meant he better get used to following her orders again immediately if he wanted to avoid public humiliation, something he did desperately want to avoid. And with him wearing feminine underwear and stockings beneath his suit, the humiliation she chose to inflict could be extreme.

	They reached the front door. Amanda opened it and motioned Paul to enter, again as if he were the feminine partner.

	“After you, Paula,” she said a little too loudly.

	Paul shuddered but walked through the door. As he did, Amanda pinched his butt. He blushed and prayed that no one saw this humiliating display of submission. He could tell right now that it was going to be a difficult dinner.

	He had no idea.

	 

	 


Chapter 4: “The Restaurant”

	 

	“Welcome to Plazzo,” said the young woman in the tiny dark-red dress and the matching spike-heeled sandals. A long string of pearls hung from her neck. “Do you have a reservation?” She had asked this to John.

	“Yes, it’s under Dane,” responded Amanda. That was Amanda’s maiden name.

	The young woman looked at her computer, found the name and walked Amanda and Paul back to a darkened booth in the corner.

	Amanda sat down first and then she motioned Paul to sit down as well; he had waited for her to do this because this was something he knew she required – he could not sit, stand or leave a room without her permission. The young woman seemed to catch this and raised an eyebrow, but said nothing. Instead, she handed menus to both, she told them the name of their server, and she left.

	A moment later, their waitress arrived. She was a perky young woman in a man’s white dress shirt, black slacks, a short black apron, and mid-heeled black wedge heels. She seemed quite friendly.

	“I’m Kathleen. I’ll be your server tonight. Can I start you with a drink?” asked the waitress.

	“Yes, I’ll have a white wine,” said Amanda. She looked at Paul to ask him what he would like, but he was already speaking to the waitress.

	“And I’ll have—” started Paul.

	“My husband will have a water,” said Amanda firmly, cutting Paul off mid-sentence.

	Based on her expression, the waitress clearly took note of this strange moment, but she said nothing. Instead, she promised to return with the drinks in a moment and she left.

	“What did I tell you?” asked Amanda once the waitress was gone. Her tone was icy.

	“I—”

	“You are to defer to me completely,” growled Amanda. “I make ALL decisions this week. That means you don’t order something without my permission. Got it? What part of ‘ ALL decisions’ don’t you understand, Paula?”

	Paul bit his lip nervously.

	Amanda continued. “And since you tried to violate that rule and since you clearly need to be reminded that you have no independence, I have decided that you won’t be having anything to drink tonight except water.”

	Paul grimaced. He really didn’t like hearing that. He loved having wine with dinner, especially with the rich menu this restaurant had.

	But it was his mistake and it was his wife’s right to punish him. Hence, now he would be stuck drinking water and he would need to accept that. Not only that, but now he needed to apologize to his wife too and thank her for punishing him! He really disliked that... though, oddly, it made his penis even harder. This was again something he did not understand. Perhaps his wife was right that he was turned on by submission. He didn’t want to believe it if it was true though.

	“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said in a low tone across the table so no one else could hear him. He noted that his penis throbbed as he said this. That made the colour leave his face. “Oh no!” he thought. “Could she be right?”

	“And?” asked Amanda coldly.

	“And thank you for correcting me by making me drink water,” he said.

	“Good girl,” said Amanda, though she clearly was not satisfied.

	Paul felt very tense suddenly. He wasn’t tense that Amanda was still upset. He was tense because he was starting to wonder if his wife had been right and that troubled him. Fortunately for him, events distracted him from his thinking as the wine and water came a moment later. The waitress dropped those off and promised to be right back to get their orders.

	Amanda set down her menu and sipped the wine. “Mmm, it’s too bad you won’t be drinking wine tonight.

	This is excellent,” she said.

	Paul bit his tongue and buried his face in the menu. He didn’t want to think about the wine, so he focused on the food instead. Everything looked good and he was having a hard time deciding, but eventually he got it down to three or four dinners in particular that he wanted to try. He flipped through the menu one more time and then made his decision. Again, he forgot his submission to his wife.

	“I think I’ll have the veal cutlet,” he said.

	Amanda raised an eyebrow and looked over the top of her menu. She couldn’t believe he had made the same mistake less than a minute after being punished for the exact same thing. “Is that so?” she asked. She gave no indication in her tone what she was thinking.

	“Yes. That’s the one I want,” he said.

	“Tell me, dear. Before you decided to boldly announce your choice, did you think that maybe it wasn’t your choice just to pick something?” Annoyance now crept into her tone. “Did it dawn on you at all that you needed to

	discuss it with me first and get my opinion?” she asked harshly. She was clearly not happy with his conduct.

	Paul immediately realized his mistake. “Crap!” he told himself. He was finding it much harder than normal to adopt the submissive role. He was about to open his mouth and make a humble apology in the hopes of saving this situation, but the waitress suddenly reappeared at the tableside.

	“Are we ready to order?” she asked. She looked at Paul.

	“Could we have a moment?” he asked.

	Amanda glared at her husband.

	“Sure,” said the waitress.

	Amanda stopped her. “No, we’re ready.”

	The waitress raised an eyebrow. “Ok,” she said doubtfully. The woman turned to face Amanda. She held out her order book. “What can I get for you?”

	Amanda ordered a ravioli dish.

	The waitress then turned to face Paul. Before she could ask him what he wanted, however, Amanda interjected: “Paul, is there something you want to say to me?” she asked.

	The waitress looked from Amanda to Paul and back again.

	Paul looked at his wife and then the waitress and then back at his wife. He blushed deeply. His wife wanted an apology. And he knew that if he apologized, then his wife would let him order what he wanted. If he didn’t, then he had no idea what he would get. Unfortunately, he couldn’t bring himself to apologize with the young waitress standing there. It would just be too humiliating to openly submit to his wife like that before this young woman. So he shook his head instead.

	Amanda didn’t miss a beat. “In that event,” she said, “my husband will have the house salad with the light dressing.”

	Paul’s face burned bright red with shame and humiliation.

	A quizzical look came over the waitress’s face. She looked at Paul. “Is that all?”

	“Yes, that’s all he’ll have,” said Amanda.

	The waitress bit her lip and nodded her head. She wrote the order down. Then she promised to have the food out soon and she left. Clearly, she realized something strange was going on at this table.

	“I hope you enjoy your salad. It’s too bad you let your ego ruin your dinner.”

	Paul grimaced again. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I overstepped my place. Thank you for correcting me.”

	Amanda smiled. Ordering for him had made her wet. Replacing his order with her own had made her excited. Watching Paul struggle with the humiliation of his submission before the waitress had made her super horny. Her panties were soaked and her pussy muscles were tight.

	“It’s going to be an incredible week,” she thought.

	—o—

	Throughout most of dinner, the couple engaged in small talk. Amanda talked about how she wanted to redesign the kitchen and some other things she wanted to do around the house, as well as how much she liked the look of the restaurant. She asked Paul how work was going and what projects he was planning for the summer.

	Then Amanda ordered her second glass of wine. She ordered nothing for Paul except more water.

	“Drink your water, Paul. You’re having two more glasses before we leave tonight,” she said.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied quietly.

	“So Paul, let’s play a game. Take a look around at the other women in the restaurant. Look at the clothes they’re wearing. Then tell me one dress you would love to wear and tell me what about the dress sets your sissy heart afire.”

	Paul blushed. It felt wrong somehow to let his wife know that he looked at the clothes other women wore and could imagine himself in them. That seemed like he was giving away too much that was too personal, like he was surrendering his last private refuge... his mind.

	Still, he didn’t really have a choice, did he?

	“Go on, Paul,” commanded his wife.

	Paul began looking around the restaurant. He tried not to be obvious about it. Everywhere he looked, there were good looking women in gorgeous clothes. So many choices. But as he looked around the room, his eyes zeroed in on one woman in particular. This was a tall blonde with an athletic body. She wore a tight bandage dress with a cut-out back, a pencil skirt around the hips and thighs, and a fishtail bottom. The dress was a shimmering sky blue. It was an amazing dress.

	“Do you see the blonde to your left, Mistress?” asked Paul.

	Amanda didn’t even bother looking. She had spotted the dress long ago. “The one in the fishtail dress?”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“That is an awesome dress. What do you like best about it?”

	“The fishtail bottom.”

	“It is eye catching. What kind of shoes would you wear with it, sissy boy?” asked Amanda a little too loudly, which made Paul blush.

	“I would wear platform sandals with a t-strap. Like the silver ones you have.”

	Amanda laughed. “You really enjoy being a sissy, don’t you? I ask you to tell me a dress you want to wear and to match some heels with it and you light up and jump right in. No real man would do that you know, but you did.” She snickered.

	Paul blushed even deeper.

	This made Amanda pat him on the back of the hand. “It’s ok, dear, I know you’re not a real man.” She downed her wine. “Oh, and while we’re on the topic of shoes, take yours off.”

	Paul looked confused. Had he heard her correctly? It sounded like she wanted him to remove his shoes.

	Surely that wasn’t what she had said! “I’m sorry, Mistress. What did you say?”

	“I said, ‘take off your shoes’,” repeated Amanda.

	Paul bit his lip. Was she serious? If he slid his feet out of his shoes, then it would be obvious to anyone who looked that he was wearing tan nylons. What’s more, anyone with truly sharp eyes would be able to tell that his toenails were bright red.

	“But Mistress—”

	“Now, Paul,” said Amanda firmly. She realized from the nervous look on his face that he was terrified to comply with her command.

	“But Mistress—” he repeated

	Amanda’s lips instantly curled into a snarl and she furrowed her brow. She leaned forward toward her husband. “Do as I say, Paula, and do it now! I gave you a command and I expect you to obey it!” she growled. She tapped the table with her finger for emphasis.

	Paul realized he had no choice and the longer he waited, the worse she would make this. He swallowed hard, took a deep breath, summoned all his courage, and did as his wife ordered: he slipped off his shoes. A moment later, the cool restaurant air tickled Paul’s sweaty toes.

	“It’s done, Mistress.”

	“Good. Seriously, Paul, I don’t like this disobedience you keep showing me tonight. Apparently, I’m going to have to punish you severely to get you back in line. Why is that?”

	Paul hung his head. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I will accept any punishment you believe I need.”

	Amanda looked at her husband and smirked. She felt very turned on right now. She nodded her head. “All right. We’ll talk about it later. In the meantime, slide your shoes over here. I want to be sure you don’t try to cheat and slide them back on,” she said.

	Paul ground his teeth. He felt intensely nervous. Nevertheless, he did as she commanded and a moment later, Amanda felt her husband’s shoes being pushed to her side of the table. She used her own feet to push them next to her feet and resumed the conversation as if nothing unusual had happened.

	Amanda took another drink of her wine.

	“You know, I love these weeks,” said Amanda. “I know you do too. It feels so natural to me to have you kneeling before me, all submissive and sissified. And I’ll bet you feel natural in the same position, don’t you?” she asked, even though she knew he would deny it. And in truth, it was obvious to her that he struggled with the submission aspect of their deal. But frankly, if he didn’t, then it wouldn’t have been as much fun for her. She needed that tension, that resistance, that knowing that she was taming a big strong alpha male rather than just ruling a sissy. In the end though, she knew he liked it, even if he didn’t realize it yet. It was time to teach him more about himself.

	Paul blushed but didn’t respond. He shook his head.

	“You don’t agree?” she asked in mock surprise.

	“No, Mistress.”

	“You think you should be in charge?”

	Paul licked his lips nervously. “Yes, Mistress.” “Yet, I’m the one giving orders. Can you explain that?”

	Paul bit his lip.

	Amanda chuckled. “It’s all right, Paula. You can respond freely so long as you remain courteous and remember your position.”

	Paul took a deep breath. This could be tricky. “You are in charge, Mistress, because of our deal,” he said.

	Amanda smirked. She was ready for this discussion even though Paul didn’t know it. She had been contemplating this for some time now, what she really was deep down and what Paul really was. Was she the deferential house wife or the dominating woman in control? How submissive was Paul really? The more she thought about these things, the more her conclusions surprised her. And she would now use all that thought to bring her husband down a peg.

	“Because of our deal?” she repeated doubtfully.

	“Yes.”

	“But our deal was something you agreed to, was it not?”

	Paul furrowed his brow. This caught him by surprise. “Yes,” he said cautiously.

	“So why would you agree to give me that kind of power if I didn’t deserve it? When you normally enter into deals, do you just hand out power to the other side for no reason whatsoever? Or do you only give them what they have earned?” asked Amanda calmly.

	Paul hadn’t thought about that. He pursed his lips, but didn’t immediately respond.

	“Answer me, Paula. Why would you give me this power if you didn’t see me as your natural superior?”

	Paul felt a shudder run down his spine. What she told him was shocking to him. It sent him into a sort of minor panic as it made him question everything he believed about their relationship and himself, so his ego quickly asserted its best defence: “Well, I mean, I only gave you that power because you could blackmail me.” Amanda shook her head. “Oh, Paul. Did I ever blackmail you?”

	He thought for a moment and then had to admit that she did not. “Well, no.”

	“Did I ever threaten to tell anyone else what I had discovered you doing?”

	“Well, no.”

	“So how did I blackmail you?”

	“Well, maybe blackmail isn’t the right word.”

	Amanda raised her eyebrow. “Then what is the right word?”

	Paul thought for a moment, but he was at a loss for words.

	Amanda pressed her advantage. “The truth is that you saw me as someone who had authority over you, and you wanted me to grant you the right to do something that you feared I would not approve of, which is dressing like a woman. In exchange for my approval, you agreed to surrender yourself to me. That sounds like a voluntary exchange. Why would you do that if you honestly believed you were in charge?”

	Paul looked both confused and somewhat horrified. The things she was saying were ringing true to him even though he had never let himself see that before. “Maybe I am submissive,” he told himself. He shook it off. “No,”

	he told himself before telling his wife, “I only agreed so you would give me what I wanted.”

	Amanda continued: “But if you really were in charge, then you would simply have told me: ‘This is what I want and this is how it will be.’ But instead, you voluntarily gave up all your power to me.” She paused.

	“Interesting, isn’t it?”

	Paul swallowed hard.

	She wasn’t done yet, however. “And why did you need my approval in the first place? Why would you need my approval if you didn’t look up to me as an authority figure in your life? That means, you see me as your superior,” said Amanda. “Now, tell me. Doesn’t it appear that being under my thumb is natural for you?”

	Paul shuddered. Her logic was extremely good and he couldn’t see a flaw at the moment. All he could say in response was, “It still doesn’t feel natural.”

	Amanda laughed. She’d won this easily and she’d given Paul something to consider. She would be curious to see where this led in the future once it had time to sink in. Right now, however, it was time to get back to playing with her toy. “Very well, but you will agree that it feels natural to you to be dressed like a sissy.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he admitted, though it burned him with shame to do so.

	Amanda chuckled. “Good. Because if you disagree with that, then just say the word and we can cancel these girly weeks I let you have. Of course, you won’t ever get to feel silks and satins against your skin again, or the restrictions of high heels, but I’m sure you can live without those, right?” She waited for Paul to respond, but he didn’t. “Answer me, Paul. Can you live without those things?”

	Paul blushed even deeper. “No, Mistress.”

	Amanda chuckled. She called over the waitress. “My husband would like another glass of water.”

	The waitress looked at Paul, who still had half a glass of water before him. She wondered what was going on between this man and his wife. It was obvious that the wife wore the pants in the family, but there seemed to be so much more to the story and that made her curious.

	“I’ll be right back with the water,” said the waitress.

	“Thank you,” said Amanda. When the waitress left, Amanda watched her walk away. “She’s cute. I’ll bet

	she wears very cute panties. What do you think, Paul? Do you think she wears cute panties? Would you love to wear her panties?” She laughed and shook her head at her husband.

	Paul felt very small. At times during these two-week periods, his wife would mock his cross-dressing and it always made him feel weak and inferior. At first, he hated it when she did that. But over time, it had come to turn him on. He couldn’t quite explain it, but having her mock this aspect of him somehow was something he needed.

	The best he could figure was that in mocking him, she brought out all the fears and insecurities he felt about it, but since she continued to accept it and continued to love him, that this became a stamp of approval. Interestingly, he also realized that if she had just told him that she was perfectly fine with it and it was all just a normal part of life, then somehow he wouldn’t have felt as loved. It was an ironic contradiction. In any event, he had a question to answer.

	“Yes, Mistress, I’ll bet she does wear cute panties,” he said.

	“What kind?” interrupted Amanda.

	Paul shrugged his shoulders. “I’m not sure, Mistress.”

	“You’re not sure? You? You live and breathe panties, Paul. I don’t believe it. Take a guess, and make it a good one, sissy boy,” she said mockingly.

	“I don’t know,” he said, suddenly feeling deeply embarrassed. An instant later, he realized that he had again failed to maintain his submission; she had demanded a guess and he never gave one. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

	Amanda glared at her husband. “More defiance? Perhaps it’s time to remind you of your place.”

	Just then, the waitress returned with Paul’s water. She set the glass down before Paul. “Is there anything else I can get you?” she asked.

	Amanda looked at Paul and an evil grin crossed her face. She turned back to the waitress. In the process, she knocked her fork off the table. It fell straight down and landed within inches of Paul’s feet.

	“I do seem to need a new fork,” said Amanda.

	She winked at Paul out of the corner of her eye.

	Paul immediately realized what was going on. He cringed. He couldn’t believe his wife had done this and he felt entirely terrified. Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do except sit there and see what happened next. He trembled in fear... and, strangely, in anticipation.

	Without missing a beat, the waitress crouched down to pick up the dirty fork. As she reached out to grab it, she suddenly realized that Paul was barefoot. This struck her as strange as she’d never seen a man remove his shoes during dinner at the restaurant before; by comparison, she’d seen a great many women remove their high heels.

	Even before she finished that thought, however, it dawned on her that Paul wasn’t completely barefoot. Indeed, she almost immediately realized that what she initially assumed had been tan skin was in fact skin covered in nylon.

	“Oh my!” she gasped. “He’s wearing pantyhose!”

	Her jaw dropped.

	She felt a giggle starting to burst forth from her lips, but she stifled it. Then she realized that his toenails were painted red as well.

	“Oh wow!”

	This time, she couldn’t stifle the giggle, though she had it under control again by the time she grabbed the fork. Then she saw that Paul’s shoes were standing by his wife. It was obvious to the waitress right then and there what was really going on. She laughed and rose to her feet again. A huge grin crossed her face.

	“I’ll get you a new fork,” she said to Amanda. “Is there anything else I can get you or your husband?” She spoke entirely to Amanda and completely ignored Paul this time.

	Amanda chuckled. The change in the waitress’s tone and where she looked was obvious. She clearly now saw Amanda as being in charge and Paul as being dominated by her. This made Amanda wet and caused her nipples to rise. Her whole body tingled with the thrill of the danger of what she’d done.

	“Nothing at the moment, thank you,” said Amanda.

	The waitress smiled and left the table. She looked back over her shoulder a couple times as she went. Paul felt each look burn through him. She obviously knew what he was wearing. It was humiliating. He felt so very small.

	“I hope you’ve learned a lesson about defying me,” said Amanda.

	Paul’s face burned red with shame and his body shook with adrenaline. He couldn’t believe what Amanda had done to him. Though, as much as he wanted to be angry at her, he realized that he could have avoided this punishment, so it was his fault. What’s more, he realized that even though this was meant to be punishment and while it had been humiliating, he was hard as a rock and his pants were dripping with cum. Apparently, he had cum as he watched the waitress learn his secret. So it was clear to him now that this had turned him on too. He felt very confused.

	—o—

	The rest of the dinner went reasonably well. The waitress returned several more times to bring Amanda drinks or desert or something else. She even offered her complimentary desert... an offer she didn’t extend to Paul, and in the most humiliating manner.

	“Did you save room for dessert?” the waitress asked Amanda.

	“I will admit to being tempted by the tiramisu, but I’m not sure.”

	“I’ll tell you what. I’ll bring you one on the house,” said the waitress.

	Amanda smiled. “Thank you very much!”

	“No problem, and you’re welcome. You’ll love it. The chef puts cinnamon in it. It’s exquisite! Should I bring your husband another water?” asked the waitress. She never even looked at Paul. This made Amanda wet that the young woman now recognized Amanda’s authority and Paul’s utter lack of independence. It turned her on that the waitress understood Paul’s apparent place in their relationship and was helping to reinforce it. She would be well-tipped tonight.

	Paul too was strangely finding himself turned on by being ignored. “That shouldn’t turn me on,” he told himself, but it was obvious that it had.

	“No, he’s had enough,” said Amanda in response to the offer of more water. She said this without consulting Paul in any way, which made it clear that Paul’s wishes did not enter into the equation of Amanda’s decisions. This seemed to excite the waitress even more.

	When dessert ended, Amanda paid the check. Again, the waitress spoke exclusively to Amanda, with one exception. After thanking Amanda for paying the check, the waitress turned to Paul and asked, “Where do you get your nails done?”

	Paul blushed.

	Amanda laughed. “Answer the young lady, Paul.”

	Paul’s lip trembled. His mouth was dry. “I... I do them myself.”

	Amanda held up her fingernails to show the waitress. “He does excellent work too.”

	The waitress laughed and she left, after wishing both “have a good night, ladies.”

	Amanda then returned her credit card to her purse and she slid Paul’s shoes back to him. “Put those on, Pedi-girl.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” said Paul in an embarrassed tone. When he returned those to his feet, Amanda stood up and then ordered him to stand.

	“Let’s go,” she said.

	A few minutes later, they were in the car headed home.


Chapter 5: “Home Again, Sissy Girl”

	 

	“Home again, Sissy Girl,” said Amanda as she walked back into the house. She had made Paul ride home in silence again; she didn’t want him having a chance to discuss what she had done at the restaurant. Paul followed her into the house. “That was a lovely dinner.”

	“I wouldn’t know,” thought Paul.

	“Did you enjoy your salad?” asked Amanda somewhat sarcastically.

	“Be honest.”

	“Not really, Mistress.”

	“Oh sad! Why not?” asked Amanda. She walked over to her husband and unbuckled his belt as she asked this.

	“The salad was fine, but I wanted something else.”

	“Really? Are you saying there were other things on the menu you would rather have had?” She dropped his pants to the floor and ordered him to slip out of his shoes and his pants.

	“Yes, Mistress. There was lots that looked amazing, but I didn’t get to have any of it.”

	“And whose fault was that?”

	Paul’s face burned red. “Mine,” he said, and he knew it was. If he had not let his ego get to him, he could have ordered a nice dinner instead of the salad, but he couldn’t control his ego and submit to his wife before the waitress.

	“Hopefully, you understand the lesson?”

	Paul bit his tongue. “Yes, Mistress.”

	“What is it? What is the lesson?” asked Amanda. She unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it from his shoulders, revealing the bra which matched the panties that were revealed when she dropped his pants to the floor.

	“That I need to obey you.”

	Amanda shook her head. “Yes and no. The lesson, sweet sissy,” she said and she rubbed his cheek with her right hand and stroked his erection with her left hand through the panties, “is that you have two choices. On the one hand, you can act defiantly and you will get nothing and you will still lose. Your defiance will not succeed.”

	She stroked his penis even faster, which was causing it to get dangerously close to cumming. He had been so primed for this all night that it was almost impossible to touch his dick now without making it cum.

	“Or, on the other hand,” she continued, “you can submit gracefully and I will give you what you want to your heart’s content.”

	Paul felt his penis lurch forward in her hand. Almost before he even knew what was happening, it started to ejaculate. He couldn’t believe the speed with which that had happened, but he was thankful for it. He needed to cum so desperately at this point as he had been under intense sexual tension for several hours now... if not for days actually. This was going to feel so good!

	“Oh thank you, Mistress!” he exclaimed as his penis started to ejaculate. Then something happened... something horrible.

	Amanda stopped stroking him and instead squeezed the base of his shaft really hard. Instantly, the rhythmic muscle action stopped in his erection and everything felt like it had jammed up. It felt like starting a sneeze only for it to stop right before it exploded. Then, a moment later, she squeezed his penis and let go and squeezed again and let go again very quickly. As she did this, Paul felt his cum run out of his penis like a trickle of water might run out of a hose. There was no explosion, no thrill, just dirty, wet panties and humiliation.

	“It’s bed time, sissy,” said Amanda. “Let’s lay out your clothes for the morning and then it’s time to go to bed.”

	Paul felt humiliated, which made him hard again.

	—o—

	It was exactly nine in the morning. This was when Amanda wanted to be woken up, and it was Paul’s duty to wake her up this week. During other weeks, their positions would be reversed. Amanda would be making sure that Paul was awake and getting ready for work. As he showered, she would prepare coffee and breakfast for him, which he would eat after getting dressed. She would then clean up the bedroom, the kitchen and the dishes and make the bed after Paul left for work. Today, however, was not a normal week. Today, Paul would be waking Amanda up.

	Today, Paul would be serving his wife breakfast. Today, Paul would be cleaning up the house after her.

	“Mistress,” whispered Paul.

	Amanda yawned and rolled to her side.

	“Mistress, wake up,” whispered Paul again.

	Once again, Amanda yawned. She also stretched. Finally, she opened her eyes and she saw Paul. She smiled.

	“Good morning, Paula. You look cute,” she said.

	Paul blushed. He wore exactly what she wanted him to wear for this duty. Specifically, he wore frilly pink panties, a matching bra and garter belt, tan stockings, and white high-heeled platform sandals. Around his waist, he wore a see-through lacy apron. On his head, he wore a lacy maid cap. His long fingernails and toenails were still painted from the night before and he wore makeup and dangling earrings. Around his neck hung his collar. The key to the collar lay on a silver platter on the tray Paul held before him. Also on the tray was Amanda’s breakfast and coffee.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” he replied. “Thank you.”

	“Oh, that smells so nice!” she said when she caught a whiff of breakfast.

	Amanda sat up and propped a pillow behind her back. Paul set the tray down on her lap. At that point, she noticed the key and she smiled. Then she picked up the fork and began eating the eggs Paul had prepared.

	“Delicious, Paula.”

	“Thank you, Mistress.”

	Amanda sipped her coffee. She closed her eyes and smiled. “I could get use to this,” she said. She set the coffee back down and returned to the eggs. “I have a surprise for you, by the way.”

	“A surprise?”

	“A little gift. You’ll like it. It’s very sissyish and I know how much you like being a sissy.”

	Paul shifted uncomfortably. This was true, but it still felt shameful to hear it said out loud. When Amanda saw this, she reached over and lifted Paul’s apron. She rubbed the head of his erection between her fingers through his panties. Then she stuck her fingers into the panties and pulled them down beneath his shaft, letting the waistband slap against his balls. With his penis standing free, she stroked his shaft several times and kept running her thumb over its head.

	He was hard as a rock.

	“Are you still going to deny this turns you on, girly?” she asked.

	Paul blushed. “No, Mistress, I can’t deny it.”

	“I thought not! Now tell me that you like being a sissy. Tell me that you like it when I make you my submissive sissy.”

	Paul shuddered. Could he admit this? He didn’t even want to admit part of it to himself. He opened his mouth to say what she wanted.

	His mouth was dry. It was difficult to form the words... but they came. “I like it when you make me your submissive sissy,” he said. He couldn’t believe how strange it made him feel to admit this, not only being a sissy, but he was starting to realize that perhaps it turned him on to be submissive too. This realization made him tremble as he said it, which caused his ankles to shake in the heels. He needed to focus to maintain his balance. Walking in heels was no longer natural to him as he was only allowed to do it once per year.

	“It turns you on, doesn’t it?” She asked. She ran her fingertips along the underside of his erection. This sent waves of tingles racing throughout his body and made him shiver.

	“Yes, Mistress. It turns me on,” he admitted. His face turned bright red and his erection began to throb. He would cum soon.

	Amanda laughed. “I told you,” she said. “You like being a submissive, don’t you?”

	Paul blushed and shook his head. He just couldn’t admit that, not that easily.

	Amanda kept running her fingers along the underside of his erection. His penis was shaking and jumping. He was dying to cum and her fingers were driving him crazy. “You can admit it to me, sissy,” she purred. “Just say the words.”

	Paul bit his lip. He was trembling. He still couldn’t admit what she wanted. He shook his head. “I can’t,” he said.

	Amanda started stroking his shaft faster.

	“You can say it,” she purred again.

	Paul shook all over. He was getting really close to cumming.

	“Just say it, baby, and think of all the pleasure you can have.” She started moving her thumb in a figure eight as the rest of her fingers continued tickling his shaft. She could feel his penis throbbing against her fingertips.

	Suddenly, Paul couldn’t take any more. “Yes, Mistress! I admit it!” he exclaimed. He was shocked. The moment the words left his mouth, he felt an intense wave of energy pass over him and he shook all over. He felt scared and yet elated at the same time.

	Amanda laughed. “I told you,” she said.

	Paul looked at his body. He was still trembling. He couldn’t believe he admitted that, not only to himself but to his wife.

	Amanda, meanwhile, smiled at her husband. “I’m very proud of you, dear,” she said.

	Paul felt warm all over. He felt relieved too. And he felt turned on. He felt turned on by the admission and the fact he could now openly embrace everything that turned him on, and he felt turned on because he was seconds away from cumming... or so he thought. Sadly for Paul, in that very moment, Amanda let go of his erection. Paul felt like he’d just run into a wall. He was so close to cumming and suddenly it all ended. Frustration replaced elation, failure replaced victory, and he felt like he wanted to curl into a ball.

	“We’ll finish that later,” said Amanda casually. She patted his penis, leaving it outside the panties, and she returned to her breakfast.

	For the next several minutes, Paul stood at attention within reach of his wife with his erection sticking up beneath his apron as Amanda ate. When she finished the food and only had coffee remaining, she stretched. Then she pointed to the brand new sparkly red nail polish on her night stand.

	“Do my nails,” she said.

	“Yes, Mistress,” replied Paul, feeling a sense of thrill. He took the nail polish and collected the nail kit she kept in the nightstand. Then he pulled back her blanket and sat down on the edge of the bed. He opened the kit and took out the nail polish remover and some cotton balls.

	“Make sure you do a good job. If you don’t, you’ll be punished,” said Amanda.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	As Paul started working, Amanda picked up a romance novel from her nightstand and began reading it.

	Meanwhile, Paul stripped the polish from each of her toenails before taking the new polish and slowly applying it to each of the toenails on her right foot. He applied three coats on each nail, being careful to get the entire nail but not leaving any polish on her skin. When he finished, he blew on her nails until they were dry. Then he spread moisturizer on her feet and began rubbing them. Amanda loved how this felt.

	Paul had a hard-on the whole time.

	“I’m done with your right foot, Mistress,” he finally said.

	“Do the left foot now,” said Amanda without looking up from her book.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Paul took her left foot in his hand and started by giving his wife another foot massage. As he did, Amanda slid her right foot on top of his thigh. Next, she slowly led her toes down his thigh toward his crotch. Once there, her toes found his erection and slid his shaft between her toes.

	“What’s this beneath my sissy maid’s skirt?” asked Amanda. She giggled.

	Paul smiled, but didn’t say anything. He was still desperate to cum and he hoped this would finally be it.

	Amanda rubbed her toes up and down his shaft. She flexed her toes and squeezed his shaft between her big toe and its neighbour. She rested her ankle on his thigh and slowly moved her foot up and down. With his shaft held firmly between her toes, this resulted in her foot jerking him off.

	Paul shuddered. He loved the feeling of her toes jerking him off. They were so soft and warm and their nails were so pretty. He was so ready to cum. Unfortunately, he wasn’t allowed to cum without permission and, so far, his wife hadn’t even given him permission to ask for permission, so he tried not to get too excited even though all of this was incredibly exciting for him. He struggled to concentrate enough to keep painting his wife’s other toenails.

	“Your little dicky is throbbing. I can feel it,” said Amanda. She flipped the page in her book and rubbed her big toe up and down the underside of his shaft. “I know, Mistress.”

	“Are you near cumming?”

	“That’s your decision, Mistress.”

	Amanda smiled. It seemed that finally, Paul was getting into the submissive mindset; apparently the admission helped. “Yes, it is,” she replied. “What I should have said is, ‘Are you ready to cum if I allow it’.”

	“Yes, Mistress, I am.”

	“Good to know. Let me know when you get close.” She immediately squeezed his penis even harder between her toes and started stroking him faster. It was obvious that he was having a much more difficult time concentrating on painting her nails now. Still, he kept working. “Don’t cum without permission,” she warned him.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Paul finished another coat of polish. He had one more to go, but it didn’t look like he was going to make it.

	He was breathing heavily now and his body seemed to be vibrating or spasming. He was very close.

	“Mistress, I am near cumming.”

	“Would you like to cum?”

	Paul breathed a sigh of relief. He thought she would never ask. “Yes, Mistress! I would love to cum!

	Mistress, may I please cum?!”

	Amanda appeared to contemplate this for a moment. Then she turned her attention back to her book. “Let me think about it,” she said. She kept stroking his penis hard and fast between her toes. This kept Paul right on edge.

	Paul bit his tongue. “This is going to be difficult!” he thought.

	As Amanda kept stroking his penis, Paul tried to concentrate on finishing her nails. At the same time, he tried very hard to ignore the amazing feelings being produced by Amanda’s foot sliding up and down his shaft. He couldn’t let himself cum until she gave him permission, but she was making this really, really difficult. He was so close to cumming, and yet, he needed to prevent it. He was struggling now. Amanda saw this and she snickered.

	“I didn’t mean to put you under such stress, sissy,” said Amanda. “Let me see if I can’t help you.” As she said this, she withdrew her foot. The wonderful sensations Paul got from his penis immediately stopped. He felt instantly frustrated. Once again, he had been denied.

	—o—

	An hour later, Paul had finished his wife’s nails, both her toenails and her fingernails. He had also cleaned up her breakfast tray and made the bed. Then, after she showered, he helped her dress. She wore a white pencil skirt, a royal blue blouse, and yellow alligator-skin high heeled pumps. They had a wide open toe which showed off her red toenails.

	“It’s time to clean the rest of the house,” said Amanda.

	“Yes, Mistress,” said Paul.

	Amanda rose from her chair and walked over to her nightstand. She took something Paul could not see from the nightstand and walked over to Paul, who stood before her in the same outfit he wore when he brought her breakfast: frilly pink panties, a matching bra and garter belt, tan stockings, white high-heeled platform sandals, a lacy maid cap and a see-through lacy apron. Around his neck was the collar. Dangling earrings hung from his ears and makeup covered his face. His erection stuck out above his panties and made the apron stand up before him.

	“Do you recall me telling you that I bought you a surprise?” asked Amanda.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“Well, it’s time to give it to you.” She grabbed the ring at the front of Paul’s collar and pulled him toward her. She kissed his lips and then smiled before pushing him back. Then she walked behind him and cuffed his hands together. Finally, she returned to his front and slowly crouched down before him.

	Paul watched as she pushed aside the apron and pulled his panties to his thighs. His penis and testicles now hung clear of restraint. Amanda then slipped a stainless steel band around the base of his testicles and shaft. She pushed it closed, tightening it, until it forced his penis to rise somewhat and stand straighter. Then she clicked it in place and turned the lock. The lock had two hooks hanging from its bottom.

	“Oh yes, you’re going to like this a lot,” said Amanda and she tickled the bottom of his shaft, which made his penis jump.

	Paul felt a shiver run from his erection to his spine.

	Amanda then attached a small silver bell to the first loop. She tapped his penis, causing it to swing from side to side.

	Ding Ding Ding.

	The bell rang, and it would ring whenever his penis moved in the slightest: Ding Ding Ding. That sound almost made Paul cum.

	Amanda laughed when she saw his penis thrust forward. “Careful, sissy boy. You don’t get to cum without permission, and if you cum on this skirt, I’ll paddle you until your butt is so sore you can’t sit down for months!”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Finally, Amanda pulled what Paul recognized to be a black leather leash from a hidden pocket in her skirt.

	She attached the leash to the other loop and stood up straight again. “Come with me,” she said and she walked out of the room, pulling the tottering Paul after her by the leash.

	Ding Ding Ding!

	As they made their way to the living room, Paul struggled to keep up with his wife. Not only were his heels a little higher, and provided less support, but unlike his wife, he was out of practice in wearing them. Not to mention that with his hands cuffed behind his back, maintaining his balance was difficult. Also, his wife kept yanking on the leash unevenly, which jerked him forward randomly.

	Ding Ding Ding!

	It felt intensely humiliating to be led around by a leash, especially a leash on his penis, and even worse to feel his wife yanking on it. The bell made it even more humiliating for him. All of this thrilled Paul.

	“You are SUCH a sissy!” exclaimed Amanda with a giggle.

	Ding Ding Ding!

	When they reached the living room, Amanda uncuffed his hands and wrapped the leash around his erection.

	Then she walked over to the couch and sat down. She slipped one leg beneath her and left the other with its knee on top of the other, with her leg and foot hanging down. Her pump dangled from her toes.

	“Get to work, girly,” said Amanda and she picked up a magazine and started reading.

	As his wife read, Paul went to the kitchen and grabbed a feather duster. This was not the most efficient way to dust, but today wasn’t about efficiency. He returned to the living room and started moving around the room dusting. As he did, he fantasized about really being a submissive maid and that made him giggle.

	“Work,” ordered Amanda when Paul spent too much time giggling.

	“Yes, Mistress,” said Paul and he turned and curtseyed to his wife.

	Amanda’s jaw dropped. She couldn’t believe that in all the years they had done this, she had never once made him curtsey. It just didn’t occur to her. But now that Paul had done it, she was instantly hooked. In fact, in that moment, she actually soaked her panties.

	“That was precious!” exclaimed Amanda. “From now on, I want you to do that all the time!”

	Paul smiled. To him, this was all part of being a sissy maid. “Yes, Mistress,” he said and he curtseyed again.

	Doing so felt so right somehow, and it made his penis throb. Amanda too felt thrilled. Her thighs turned to mush.

	“Oh my!” thought Amanda, “that is amazing.” She smiled at her submissive husband: “I think you’ve finally earned a little fun. Why don’t you come over here and masturbate.”

	Paul should have felt embarrassed. Not only was it humiliating that his wife held the power to decide when he could, or could not, cum, but it was even more humiliating that she was going to make him masturbate to do it. Still, he was so desperate to cum that he wasn’t going to argue, so he rushed over to where his wife sat on the couch.

	Ding Ding Ding! Ding Ding Ding!

	“Kneel down, at my feet, slave girl,” said Amanda.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Paul dropped to his knees. Amanda reached out and unwrapped the leash from his penis. She hung the leash over her foot which hung in the air between them. Then she waved at Paul to signal that he could begin, and she picked up her magazine again and began reading.

	“Thank you, Mistress,” said Paul.

	Paul raised his apron and grabbed his penis. He wrapped his fingers around it. The sight of his shaft surrounded by his fingers with their long, red fingernails excited him. He took a deep breath and took everything in. He felt the soft, luxurious material of his stockings and his panties. He felt his feet being held at an uncomfortable, but strangely erotic angle by his high heels. He could sense the heavy lipstick coating his lips, smell the perfume Amanda had sprayed on him, and hear the jingle of his dangling earrings. He felt the tightness of his collar around his neck and the tightness of the ring around his penis. He heard the bell which rang whenever he moved; it would ring furiously in a moment.

	Ding Ding Ding! Ding Ding Ding!

	Most importantly, Paul felt his warm, soft hand squeezing his erection. It felt so good. He smiled at his wife, who paid him no attention, which somehow turned him on even more. He looked her up and down. She was gorgeous. Her outfit was amazing too, and he loved her shoes. He wanted to touch the yellow pump which hung in the air between them and from which his leash hung. He couldn’t help but think how much he wanted to wear her shoes... and her amazing skirt.

	He stroked.

	Ding Ding!

	Then he stroked again.

	Ding Ding Ding!

	Soon, he was stroking fast and furiously.

	Ding Ding Ding! Ding Ding Ding! Ding Ding Ding! Ding Ding Ding!

	“Finally,” thought Paul to himself as he stroked himself harder and faster. “It’s been so, so long. And all the teasing she’s been doing has been driving me crazy! I need this so badly”

	He stroked even more excitedly... up and down, up and down, faster and faster. It felt amazing. He stroked even faster, so fast his hand had reached its limit. His penis was throbbing and vibrating and shook as he stroked it.

	It wouldn’t take long at all for him to cum.

	Ding Ding Ding! Ding Ding Ding! Ding Ding Ding! Ding Ding Ding!

	“Stop!” declared Amanda suddenly.

	Paul felt the word tear through him like a bullet. “Yes, Mistress,” he said through gritted teeth. He struggled to stop and finally had to let go because he couldn’t trust his wrist not to keep stroking. Everything instantly ground to a halt. The rhythm he had built up instantly ended. The waves of pleasure crashed into a wall of frustration. His joy ended.

	“I almost forgot! I promised you some fun as a secretary, didn’t I?” asked Amanda.

	Paul had no idea. He wasn’t thinking clearly. His mind was hazy with remnants of all that pleasure stopped so suddenly and unexpectedly. He felt confused.

	“I did promise! Good thing I remembered!” said Amanda and she smiled.

	“Good thing,” said Paul sadly under his breath.

	Amanda grabbed the leash from her foot. “Come with me, sissy girl,” she said.

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Ding Ding Ding!

	 


Chapter 6: “Spanking Her Sissy Secretary”

	 

	A few minutes later, Paul found himself upstairs. Amanda was laying out an entirely new outfit for him. This was her version of a sexy secretary outfit. It included a dark metallic-blue pin-stripe pencil skirt and a matching jacket with three-quarter length sleeves, a white blouse with a wide open collar, tan stockings, black panties, a black bra and a black garter belt, and cobalt-blue high-heeled platform pumps with an open toe and a slingback. These shoes easily had the highest heels he’d ever worn.

	“Get dressed, Paula,” said his wife.

	Paul quickly stripped himself naked and then pulled on these new clothes. He was excited to wear them.

	Actually, “thrilled” was probably the better word. He’d been dying all year to dress as a woman. And while it was amazing to dress in lingerie and heels and roam around the house playing sissy maid, there was something even more magical about putting on a complete outfit.

	“I can’t wait to see myself in this!” he squealed.

	This made Amanda burst out laughing. “You are SUCH a sissy!”

	Paul’s face turned red with shame. Men, particularly strong and powerful men like Paul, should not be squealing with delight at the prospect of dressing in women’s clothes. The realization that he had done so embarrassed him beyond belief, especially with his wife’s reaction. Still, it was what it was and he felt happy that his wife continued to accept him, even if she did laugh at him. That is what made these two weeks so special for him. This was the one time of year where he could dress in anything and pretend to be as much of a woman or sissy as he wished, and his wife would accept him and humour him.

	“Thank you, Mistress,” he said and he giggled.

	Amanda raised an eyebrow. “Paula, are you giggling?”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Amanda smirked. “It’s a good thing for you this is all just between us. Now finish getting dressed. I have plans for my secretary.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

	Paul slipped the skirt up his legs. It was super tight. It was so tight in fact, that he barely got it up his legs and to his waist. Then, when he got it zipped, he found that he could barely walk because every time he moved one leg forward the skirt would run out of room against the other leg and would stop cold. This meant that, at best, he could move his legs apart a few inches at the knee and less than that at the thigh.

	The heels didn’t help his mobility either. These heels were really high. They were so high that Paul almost wasn’t sure he could even wear them. He felt like his feet were pointing straight down, though that was an exaggeration. The pumps had platforms too, which were just over two inches in height. This was high enough that the front of the platforms had to be trimmed so he wouldn’t stumble trying to walk in the shoes.

	Amanda had never worn heels like these and never would, even if Paul asked her. She did love very high heels and wore them all the time, but these were stripper heels in her book and she wouldn’t be caught dead in them.

	“I’m ready, Mistress,” said Paul.

	Amanda rose from the vanity where she had been skimming a fashion magazine and circled her husband. She looked him up and down, smoothing out his skirt and adjusting his jacket as needed.

	“Good,” said Amanda. “Now fold your hands before you.”

	Paul did as he was told and was terrified to discover a camera in Amanda’s hand. She had never brought out a camera before.

	“Say cheese!”

	“Honey—” started Paul, trying to stop her from using the camera, but he was too late.

	CLICK!

	And like that, Amanda took her first picture of her husband en femme.

	“Honey, wait!” exclaimed Paul.

	CLICK! CLICK!

	Amanda took two more pictures. “What is it, Paula?” asked Amanda. She took more photos from a different angle.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	“The camera! Photos!” he said. He wasn’t sure how to continue. He didn’t want to insult his wife, but he was terrified about the existence of those photos. “Honey, we’ve never taken photos before. Isn’t it too dangerous to take photos?”

	Amanda shrugged her shoulders.

	“But the kids... the people in my office! What if they see them?!”

	Amanda shrugged her shoulders again and took more photos.

	CLICK! CLICK!

	“They won’t see them,” she said. “I’ll be careful. I’ll put them somewhere safe.”

	“You’re going to keep them?!” he gasped.

	Amanda smirked. “Oh yes.”

	“You aren’t going to delete them again today?”

	“No. See, Paul. You start to forget your place as each year grows older. You let all the power I let you exercise go to your head and you start to think that you actually are in charge. Having these will be a nice little reminder for you of your proper place whenever you decided to get too big for your panties.”

	“But—”

	“This is how it’s going to be, Paul.”

	“But—”

	“Stop arguing, Paula!”

	“But—”

	“Do I need to punish you, Paula?! ”

	Paul bit his tongue. “No, Mistress.”

	“Good,” said Amanda. She set the camera down. “We’ll do a complete photo shoot later. But now give me your leash.”

	Paul had been forced to remove the leash from his penis because it wouldn’t work under the pencil skirt; he did leave the bell however. He had set the leash on the bed. He now presented it to his wife. Amanda took the leash and attached it to the loop on the collar he wore around his neck. Then she wrapped the other end around her palm and started down the hallway toward Paul’s home office.

	“Come with me, sissy,” said Amanda.

	Paul struggled along after her, tottering in the heels and wiggling in the skirt. As he walked, his heels slapped against the shoes because the slingbacks didn’t provide sufficient support to hold the shoes firmly in place.

	SLAP!! CLICK!! SLAP!! CLICK!! SLAP!! CLICK!! SLAP!! CLICK!!

	The sound made him hard and his erection pushed hard against the pencil skirt.

	As they walked, Amanda started giving Paul instructions. “I’ve been working on a newsletter for the neighbourhood group. It’s almost done, but I still need to clean up some of the text, make copies and mail those copies off. But now that I have a secretary, you can do the menial tasks for me.”

	Paul grimaced. He loved the “dirty-secretary” fantasy, but he didn’t really want to do the work of a secretary.

	Amanda heard him grimace.

	“Well, if you don’t want to help, then you can stand in the corner as punishment as I call your secretary from work to come here and help me,” said Amanda. She seemed quite serious, and Paul instantly remembered his wife exposing him to the waitress at the restaurant.

	Paul felt his stomach drop. Being exposed to his secretary would be a disaster. “That’s not necessary, Mistress,” he said nervously. “I will do my best to be your secretary and to do everything you ask quickly, efficiently, and correctly.”

	Amanda smirked. “I’m sure you will,” she said and she gave the leash a little tug, which caused him to lurch forward.

	SLAP!! SLAP!! CLICK!! CLICK!!

	Ding ding ding!

	Amanda laughed. “What a collection of silly feminine sounds you make, girly boy!” She turned and continued down the hallway, once again pulling Paul after her by the leash.

	SLAP!! CLICK!! SLAP!! CLICK!!

	Ding ding ding! Ding ding ding!

	When they reached Paul’s office, Amanda stuffed her end of the leash into the blouse pocket over Paul’s breast. She then walked around the desk and sat down in his chair. She leaned back and put her feet up onto the desk, crossing her legs at the ankle as she did. She then jiggled her top foot at the ankle, which caused her high heeled pump to wiggle and dance on her foot.

	“Welcome to my office. Your desk is over there,” said Amanda and she pointed to a pathetic little desk that was more of a fold-out wooden desk used by a child than anything fitting for a boss or secretary. She bought it specially for today. “Why don’t you go sit at your desk and do what all sissy secretaries do: paint your nails.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” said Paul. He walked over to the tiny desk, which reflected his inferior status. He began to

	feel giddy. This was an exciting fantasy for him. He took a deep breath, smoothed the wrinkles out of his skirt, and sat down. Then, with some effort because of the skirt and the cramped desk, he crossed his legs. He let the leg that was on top hang down and he immediately popped his high-heeled shoe from that foot and let it dangle. At no point so far had Paul felt more completely feminine than he did at this moment.

	He was thrilled.

	“The nail polish is in the drawer,” said Amanda.

	Paul opened the drawer and pulled out the nail polish. He immediately began repainting his nails.

	Meanwhile, Amanda sat at the adult desk and went over the newsletter. When she was ready, she rose, smoothed her own skirt, and walked over to her sissified husband. She gasped when she reached him.

	“Paula! How dare you work on your nails during company time!” she exclaimed in mock surprise.

	This caught Paul by surprise and he was temporarily confused.

	“A good secretary would never paint her nails in the office!” continued Amanda, scolding her sissified husband.

	“But—”

	Amanda folded her arms across her chest and tapped her foot against the hardwood floor.

	TAP! TAP! TAP! TAP! TAP! TAP! TAP! TAP!

	“Don’t try to explain it, Paula. There is no excuse for such behavior in our office!” exclaimed Amanda. She waved her finger at him.

	“But you told me too—”

	“How dare you talk back to your boss?!”

	Paul blushed. “I’m sorry, Ma’am,” said Paul.

	“Sorry won’t cover it. You need to be taught a lesson!”

	Amanda grabbed Paul by the arm and yanked him up out of his chair and to his feet. Paul was surprised how easily that worked, given the ultra-tight skirt and the sky-high heels he wore and those worn by his wife too. In any event, however, he found himself standing.

	“Come with me,” growled Amanda. She began pulling him toward her desk. Paul did his best to follow her, though he remained a good deal slower and more awkward in his tighter skirt and higher heels. Amanda pointed to the front of the desk. “Stand there and bend over the desk,” she commanded.

	Paul felt nervous. He had no idea what would happen next. His heart raced. He daintily stepped up to the desk and bent toward it. As he bent over, he placed his hands on the desk, palm sides down.

	“Spread your legs.”

	Paul did his best to spread his legs apart as far as he could without losing his balance. Because of the tight skirt, that meant he basically needed to spread his legs starting at the knees. Then he turned his feet inwards to maintain his balance. He felt ultra feminine and very silly. Amanda giggled at his stance and felt her pussy tingle at seeing him so restricted by his feminine clothes.

	“Perfect,” said Amanda. “Stay just like that.”

	As Paul watched, Amanda casually walked around to the other side of the desk. She reached underneath the desk, where a yardstick was stored. She removed the yardstick and slowly, calmly walked back to Paul’s side of the desk and stood behind her husband.

	“You’ve been a bad secretary,” said Amanda in a fake scolding tone.

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am. I will try to improve,” replied Paul.

	Amanda snickered. “I should hope so. But I still think you need correction. Don’t you agree, Paula? Do you need to be punished?”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” purred Paul and he shuddered. A bolt of pure warmth shot down his spine to the end of his penis. He couldn’t believe how good it felt to ask his wife to punish him.

	“You have earned this punishment, Paula,” said Amanda and she kissed him on the back of the neck and rubbed his erection, which was straining against his tight skirt. Then, without another word or any warning, she took the yardstick in one hand, raised it into the air and unleashed it on her sissified husband’s rear.

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	“Ow!” exclaimed Paul.

	“Be silent!” countered Amanda. “Take your punishment like a big girl!”

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Paul shook all over at the feel of the impact. His wife was no weakling and when she swung this yardstick, she swung it hard. Moreover, she struck his rear in a soft spot with the metal tip. Hence, it stung like mad, and each blow stung worse.

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Paul sucked air through his gritted teeth. His rear pulsed now from the stinging pain. It felt bright red and inflamed. The more prominent feeling he was experiencing, however, was feeling deeply submissive and feminine.

	Here he was, the sexy, helpless secretary being used by her boss, and he LOVED it! He loved being feminine. He loved the clothes and the tight skirt. He loved being inferior. He loved being submissive. He loved the fact his wife had the power to paddle his rear.

	Amanda had given him something special here and he never wanted it to end... except for the stinging.

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Paul suddenly realized that the feelings of submissiveness and femininity were causing his penis to throb so hard that he almost felt like it could cum without him even touching it; the paddle strikes could be enough.

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	As the blows continued, Paul’s penis began to throb in rhythm with the blows. His penis was swelling and he felt the pressure building.

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Paul felt the pressure in his penis build to the breaking point. It would ejaculate any second.

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	His penis throbbed and pulsed with each blow.

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	“Oh God, yes!” he exclaimed to himself. “Here it comes!”

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	His penis lurched.

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Swoooosh! CRACK!

	Paul felt his penis pull back to explode. One more blow would do it... but the next blow never came.

	Nothing happened.

	—o—

	Paul deflated. He felt intensely frustrated as the rhythm his penis had built faded and vanished. Once again, he had been denied any release and his tension was boiling over. Sadly, there was nothing he could do about it.

	“I hope you learned your lesson!” said Amanda.

	“I have learned my lesson ma’am,” replied Paul sadly. He still held the desk and he trembled.

	“No secretary of mine is going to paint her nails when she should be working,” said Amanda.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	She smacked his rear with her bare hand. “Now come with me, I have a new assignment for you.”

	Paul stood up straight as ordered. His legs felt weak; they barely supported him. His balance too was unsure.

	Coming so close to cumming and then being denied had temporarily drained his body of its strength.

	“This is a very important assignment,” said Amanda and she led him around to her side of the desk. She pulled out her chair. Then she bent over and grabbed her tight skirt. She wiggled it up her thighs to her hips. She reached underneath her skirt and pulled down her panties. She dropped those to the floor, where they pooled around her feet. She stepped out of them and then sat down. She motioned Paul to stand before her where she sat.

	Paul moved between the desk and his wife. He stood facing her.

	“I think you know what the assignment is,” said Amanda. As she said this, she spread her legs wide and placed one foot on each side of the chair. Between her legs, her skirt rode up, exposing her naked crotch. She slid one hand down to her pussy and parted her lips with her fingers.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Paul.

	Paul worked his way to his knees, which wasn’t easy in the skirt and heels. Once there, he adjusted his position so his face would be directly on his wife’s pussy when he bent forward. A moment later, he leaned forward and slid his tongue directly between his wife’s fingers and into her pussy.

	“Oh yes!” exclaimed Amanda.

	Paul moved his lips in and out of his wife’s pussy. Then he licked her lips up and down. He found her clit and tickled it with his tongue too. All of this drove her wild. And for the next twenty minutes, he did this over and over and over, driving her ever higher into a state of ecstasy.

	Finally, Amanda could take no more. Her pussy tightened. Her muscles contracted. Her toes curled inside her shoes. She moaned loudly and then screamed, “Oh yes!” again. An instant later, her juices shot out of her and covered her pussy and Paul’s face. She orgasmed twice in quick succession.

	“Oh my God! That was amazing, Paula!” she exclaimed.

	Paul smiled. It made him happy to have excited her so.

	A moment later, Amanda ordered Paul to raise his own skirt and drop his panties; she did not agree to let him stand up. Paul did as ordered; it took considerable strength to work his skirt up to his hips without standing up first.

	He was also only able to get his panties down to his knees.

	In any event, it was enough. When Paul got his panties to his knees, his erection was set free and it stood out from his crotch like a flag pole. It was super hard and straining as hard as it could.

	“Somebody looks excited,” said Amanda with a giggle.

	She reached down and grabbed his penis between her fingers. She rubbed his head between her thumb and fingers. Then she started pulling on the head. Slowly, she slid her hand down to his shaft and started stroking him up and down.

	Paul shuddered. It felt amazing to have his wife stroke him finally.

	Amanda started stroking harder and faster. It had only been a few seconds, but his erection was already throbbing and building up to an explosion. All the tension he had felt over the past year and especially the tension he felt over the past day and a half swelled his penis to an enormous size. The pressure was intense. Things were unstoppable.

	“Oh look at that!” giggled Amanda.

	A moment later, Paul exploded. Cum shot out of his penis like it came from a cannon right into his wife’s hand. First one shot, then a second, then a third. Her hand was covered in his cum. Finally, Amanda slowed her stroking and then she stopped. Paul’s penis slowly deflated again.

	He was spent.

	“Will you look at that?” asked Amanda. “Look at how much cum your little guy shot into my hand!” She held it up before his face. Suddenly, an evil smile crossed her face. “Lick my hand clean, Sissy!”

	Paul never would have considered this normally, but under the current circumstances, he didn’t even think twice. He leaned forward, stuck out his tongue and licked his cum from his wife’s hand. It was salty, sticky and disgusting... but it was thrilling too to be made to do this.

	“Good girl, Paula,” said Amanda and she hugged her feminized husband. “Let’s go to bed.”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	 

	 


Epilogue

	 

	For the next twelve days, Paul and his wife enjoyed their time together. Paul got his two weeks of feminization and Amanda got her two weeks of open control over her husband. Both felt happy, satisfied and renewed by the time their two weeks were up. And the following morning, both were ready for everything to return to normal. Paul would go back to dominating the business world on behalf of their family and Amanda would return to making decisions for Paul in secret. This was an effective system and both felt it worked. Although, both also found themselves wishing from time to time that they could extend their two weeks or bring Paula out in the open a little more often. In the past they never even considered this. This time, however, both were giving it serious thought.

	Perhaps this year, Paula would appear before May after all.

	The End
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