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Introduction by Ann

	—o—

	Dear Readers,

	I’ve always enjoyed stories where wives take over their marriages and feminize their husbands. This is such a story, only with two couples. In this story, Max is tricked into entering a bet to prove that he can live as a woman for a week. Max’s submissive wife Debbie is furious when she hears about this bet, but she soon learns that maybe it’s not so bad after all. Meanwhile, Will finds himself forced into the bet by his wife Samantha, who is angry at Will after catching him doing something he shouldn’t be doing. She’s about to make a significant change to their marriage.

	This volume contains both parts of the story at a specially discounted “combo” price.

	I hope you enjoy it!

	With love,

	Ann

	
Wager Into Womanhood

	Part One

	
Prologue

	—o—

	Will Morton looked doubtfully at the tiny pink panties the young woman held up. They were very sexy, but that only made it worse somehow. He laughed nervously and shook his head.

	“Do it!” pleaded the young woman, whose named was Stephanie.

	“I don’t think so,” he said uncertainly.

	“It would be so hot!” said the young woman.

	Will shook his head again. “I’d rather not.”

	“Oh please!” she begged.

	Will began to tremble. He really didn’t want to put on the panties, but he always struggled to tell women “no.” In fact, this was his biggest secret, something he worked very hard to keep hidden: something inside him wanted to obey women. That’s how he ended up here. The young woman was the neighbor’s eldest daughter and she had been pursuing him for weeks. He had resisted as best he could, but today, his strength finally failed him and he gave in to that little voice that said to give her what she wanted. That same voice was now telling him to slip into the panties.

	“I’ll make it worth your time,” purred Stephanie.

	“I can’t,” said Will. “I really can’t!”

	Stephanie leaned back against the couch and spread her legs leaving only a tiny portion of her loose pleated skirt to cover her own panties. She braced herself by jamming her high heel into the couch. She slipped her other foot into Will’s lap, where the sole of her shoe touched his erection through his slacks. Then she started massaging her ample breasts with her hands through her white blouse. She even ran the pink panties through her cleavage before blowing him a kiss.

	Will struggled to find the strength to resist. “I— I don’t think I should be doing this,” he said. “My wife—”

	“It would be soooo sexy,” said the young woman and she tickled his erection with her shoe.

	Will pushed her shoe away, but it came right back. “My wife!”

	“What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her,” said Stephanie.

	Will took a deep breath. “I— uh, I— my wife—”

	“Do it for me?”

	“But—”

	“They’re only panties,” said Stephanie.

	Will shuddered. He was losing the battle. He needed to refuse, but something inside him wanted to surrender to her. And the fact she would humiliate him by putting him into panties oddly made him want it more. He dug down deep once more and shook his head.

	“No... I can’t,” he said.

	“Sure you can,” she replied coyly.

	“We shouldn’t even be doing this!” he exclaimed and he waved his hand around wildly.

	Stephanie giggled and placed the panties in his hand. Will felt himself melt and weaken further. They were so soft, so feminine, and she was so sexy. She was so aggressive too. Will couldn’t resist women like that.

	Her eyes latched onto Will’s eyes. His strength withered.

	“Slip them on... for me,” she said.

	Will let out a half-giggle. His will power had failed him. “All right,” he said nervously. Will stood up and unbuckled and unzipped his pants. He let them fall to the floor. When he stood up straight again, Stephanie tickled the top of his erection with the toes. He then pushed his briefs down his legs. He stepped out of the pants and briefs. His erection now stood out freely and fully exposed. Stephanie again tickled it with her toes.

	“They seem a little small,” said Will as he examined the panties.

	“They’re supposed to be tight.”

	Will nodded his head and slipped the sexy pink panties up his legs until they covered his throbbing erection. The panties did little to control his erection, but they did at least cover it in a sheath of pink cotton.

	“Better?” asked Will. He turned around once to model the panties.

	The young woman lay back, spread her legs and pulled up her skirt; she wore matching pink panties. “Much better,” she said.

	—o—

	Samantha Morton kicked off her heels and tossed her keys onto the small table in the entryway to her home. It had been a long day at work. Her clients were driving her crazy. All she wanted to do was take a bath and relax. She set down her purse and started down the hallway toward the kitchen to find her husband.

	“Hey baby,” said Samantha as she entered the kitchen.

	The kitchen was empty, however.

	“I wonder where Will is,” she said. “He’s usually in the kitchen.”

	Samantha left the kitchen and started down the other hallway toward their bedroom. She thought perhaps her husband was taking a nap. As she approached the bedroom, however, she heard noises coming from within. Impossibly, it sounded like Will wasn’t alone!

	“Who could be with him in the bedroom?” asked Samantha.

	Samantha slowed to a crawl as she wasn’t sure what she was about to see. When she reached the bedroom, she carefully pressed her face against the door and peeked through the crack. What she saw shocked her. There was Will on their bed with some... some... some woman ! Even worse, Samantha recognized her.

	“Oh my God! It’s the neighbor’s girl!” gasped Samantha.

	Then she got another surprise.

	“He’s even wearing her panties!”

	Samantha clenched her fists. She intended to storm in there and let Will have it. She wanted to scream words like “bastard” and “cheater” and “divorce.” But an idea stopped her. That idea was simple: she wanted revenge. She wanted to make him feel like she felt right now!

	So Samantha unclenched her fists. She took out her cell phone and she started taking pictures.

	“He’s going to pay for this,” she said with intense determination.

	
Chapter One: “The Wager”

	—o—

	Max sat in the soft leather chair at the private club reading the Daily Times. Max had joined the club a few months back after making a good deal of money opening restaurants all over town. He told his wife he saw this as an excellent marketing opportunity, but the truth was he saw membership as a status symbol and it made him feel important to be here. Hence, he often spent his evenings at the club reading the newspaper and just generally being seen. Little did he know, however, how much being at the club this particular night would change his life.

	“Your drink, sir,” said the club butler.

	“Thank you,” replied Max and he took the drink from the silver tray.

	Max returned to his newspaper. As he skimmed the front page, Rachel Blair rose from a nearby sofa. Rachel was a former surgeon who had parlayed her skill into national fame as a cosmetic surgeon to the stars. She was a little older now that she had retired, but she was still gorgeous, and she excelled at accentuating her natural beauty with stylish clothing.

	As she passed Max by, Max watched her curvy rear, the feminine shape of her calves, and the delicate way she balanced in her towering high heels. He felt an erection growing.

	“What are you looking at?!” demanded Rachel suddenly.

	Max jolted, but she wasn’t speaking to him. To the contrary, she spun on her heels in the opposite direction until she faced the man sitting across from Max. His name was Will Morton. Will had joined the club when he married his wife, Samantha, who was already a member. At first, Will didn’t want to join the club. He thought the club sounded stuffy and he didn’t see the purpose, but Samantha talked him into it. Well, more accurately, she made it clear that he was to join the club whether he wanted to or not. Thereafter, he accompanied his wife to the club whenever she went. She was here tonight chatting up several other members who were clients of her firm.

	“Me?” asked Will nervously.

	Max disappeared behind his newspaper.

	“Yes, you , and your friend behind the newspaper too,” growled Rachel. “What is wrong with the both of you? Every time I move anywhere in this club, you two stare at my body. That’s rude!” By this point, several other members were watching the exchange.

	“I’m sorry,” said Will sheepishly.

	Max pulled his newspaper closer to his face.

	Rachel continued angrily: “Not only is it rude, but it’s sexist too. Do you have any idea how hard it is for women to get respect when men like you treat us like sex objects?”

	Will blushed.

	Max, however, furrowed his brow and lowered his paper. Rachel had pushed one of his buttons. “Oh, give me a break,” exclaimed Max snidely. “You think that just because someone looks at your butt that wipes out whatever respect you think you have? Respect is earned, lady, and if it can be destroyed by having a stranger look it you, then you never had it.”

	“Spoken like a man,” retorted Rachel.

	“Proud of it. And as a man, I don’t go in for self pity.”

	“Self-pity? Hardly. You have no idea what women go through!”

	Max shook his head dismissively. “It’s just as hard being a man.”

	Rachel rolled her eyes. “I feel so sorry for the poor oppressed male,” she said sarcastically.

	“Hey, we face the same challenges you do, they just come in different forms,” said Max defensively.

	“Ha! I don’t see you needing to deal with men leering at you all the time. I don’t see you being judged on your looks. If a woman’s ugly, then no one wants to talk to her. If she’s too pretty, then everyone assumes she can’t have a brain. And if she gets too old, then she becomes practically invisible. That’s not even a concept you men face – being too old.”

	By this point, Will’s wife Samantha had drifted over to see what all the commotion was about. She was not in a great mood when it came to Will at the moment and when she saw that he was part of this, her mood darkened considerably. “What are you thinking, Will?” she growled to herself.

	Meanwhile, Max fired back at Rachel. “Men face all kinds of discrimination too.”

	Rachel made a sour face. “Oh please! Besides, it’s not even just discrimination women face. Women face challenges all the time that men don’t. Try wearing high heels.”

	“Try wearing a tie,” countered Max.

	“Try wearing pantyhose,” replied Rachel, “and a bra.”

	“Why is it that every woman I know likes to complain about how hard it is to be a woman?” asked Max of Will.

	Will shrugged his shoulders in response, which brought an angry scowl from his wife.

	“Must be a feminine weakness,” added Max, intending to tweak Rachel.

	“Weakness?!” growled Samantha and Rachel both.

	“If the shoe fits,” said Max smugly.

	Rachel glared at Max as Samantha glared at her husband for not disputing Max’s comments. Rachel then folded her arms and tapped her foot against the tile floor. She had dealt with guys like Max her entire life and it struck her now that maybe getting a little payback might be fun and cathartic, and she knew exactly how. Max’s inability to turn down a bet was legendary at the club, and with everyone watching there was no way he could refuse the ironic little wager she had planned.

	“Do you know what?” asked Rachel.

	“What?”

	“Women are so much tougher than men there’s no comparison. You have no idea. I’d bet that neither of you two could last a day as a woman,” said Rachel to Max and Will.

	Max was too agitated to sense her trap.

	“Ha! Women have nothing on men when it comes to toughness,” countered Max. “Women are weak and give up at the first bit of opposition.” Max didn’t fully believe this, but he was hoping to get under Rachel’s skin.

	Rachel smirked. Max had walked right into her trap and didn’t even know it. It was time to drop the hammer. It was time to trick him into dressing as a woman and making a fool of himself. She would see how he liked it when everyone was staring at him as he tried to hide his assets behind a skirt that was too short while balancing on heels that were too high and too delicate. She would show him!

	“Prove it,” demanded Rachel.

	“Prove what?”

	“Prove that men are tougher. Take my challenge.”

	Max looked temporarily confused. “What challenge?”

	“Like I said, I’ll bet you can’t make it one week dressed as a woman,” said Rachel. She felt a rush saying this.

	Max furrowed his brow. “Why would I want to do that?”

	“Don’t you want to stand by your claims? Or do you want to admit to being a coward and a blowhard? How about it? Do you want to admit that you aren’t tough enough to put up with the things women face and that you couldn’t last a week in my shoes?” asked Rachel snidely.

	Max glared at her and then waved his hand dismissively.

	Rachel continued. “You made some big claims, little man. Are you going to back that up or not?”

	If Max had thought about it, he would have been dismissive to Rachel and walked away, but he wasn’t thinking... he was emoting. He never could turn down a challenge, and Rachel was laying it on thick, tweaking Max’s ego something fierce. Admit that she was superior ?!! NEVER!!! Max’s mind and body burned. He was losing his sense of judgment, especially as he realized for the first time that the other club members had gathered round them to listen to all of this. There was no way he could let them think he was afraid!

	“What are you suggesting?” asked Max suspiciously.

	“A simple bet,” said Rachel. “You spend a week dressed as a woman. And I don’t mean pants and flats. I mean feminine : heels, dresses, bras, hose and makeup are all required. You report here every night to prove that you’re in compliance. If you last a week, then you win. I’ll admit you were right. If not, then you prove my point that women are superior.”

	Max noticed more club members gathering around. That meant backing down was getting harder for him by the moment. In fact, it was already too late for him. He was stuck.

	“What are we betting?” asked Max.

	Rachel smirked. She could see the anguish in his face. She knew he couldn’t resist this bet, even if it meant humiliating himself by dressing as a woman. She almost had him.

	“What are we betting?” repeated Max anxiously.

	“Don’t get your panties in a bunch. I’ll let you know in a minute,” said Rachel calmly as she walked over to a shelf and picked up a piece of club stationary. She took out a pen and wrote on the stationary. She folded the stationary in half and called over the club butler before returning her attention to Max.

	“What is that?” asked Max.

	“I just placed a very generous figure on this piece of stationary. If you win, I’ll give you this figure,” she said.

	“Let me see it,” said Max.

	Rachel shook her head. “If you want to see this, then you need to win.”

	There was an approving murmur from the crowd. The club was famous for daring wagers and big money bets. It was a point of pride to be involved in one, and it was considered cowardice to refuse one. Max knew this and he knew that the only way to win the respect of the other members was to accept this bet sight unseen. That worried him greatly, but he wanted their respect desperately.

	“Is it a deal?” asked Rachel.

	“What do you get out of this?” demanded Max nervously.

	“Satisfaction.”

	“Or humiliation,” said Max.

	Rachel chuckled. “I suppose... possibly. Is it a deal?”

	Max felt hundreds of eyes judging him. There was no way he could back down with everyone watching, but was that wise? What had she written on the stationary, he wondered?

	“It has to be a big number. If she’s going to make such a big deal about it, it must be huge,” he assured himself. “I could use a big chunk of change right now.” He ran his tongue over his lips. “And, how hard can it be? It’s really no different than putting on a costume a few times. If she’d said to wear a bunny suit for a week or dress like a pirate, I wouldn’t care. How is this any different?”

	“Well?” asked Rachel confidently.

	Disappointment began to appear in the eyes of those surrounding Max as he delayed. Whispers started. Each whisper was like a deep pin prick in Max’s spine and ego.

	Max took a deep breath.

	“Deal,” said Max before he even knew it. He stuck out his hand.

	The warm feeling of triumph filled Rachel. “Then it’s agreed,” she said and she grabbed his hand and shook it. The crowd erupted in applause. “To win, you both just need to last one week dressed from head to toe as women.”

	“Both?!” exclaimed Will and Max simultaneously.

	“I’m not involved in this,” protested Will.

	“Oh yes, you are,” blurted out Samantha.

	Will turned to face his wife. She could be domineering, but there was no way he would agree to this. “No way, honey,” said Will and he shook his head.

	Samantha stepped closer to her husband. As she did, she pulled out her phone and flipped open her photo gallery. “You’re part of this,” said Samantha. “You’re going to do this.”

	“I will not.”

	Samantha clicked on a photo to make it larger. It showed Will on top of Stephanie. He was wearing Stephanie’s pink panties. She showed it to him. “You might want to reconsider.”

	All the color left Will’s face. He shot a horrified look at his wife. “Honey, maybe we should talk about this somewhere privately?” he said and he laughed nervously as if he were trying to dismiss this whole thing as some sort of joke but wasn’t quite sure how.

	“We will later... rest assured ,” she said coldly.

	“But—”

	“In the meantime, tell Ms. Blair that you agree to be part of the bet.”

	Will seemed to shrink before everyone. “Yes, dear,” he said meekly.

	Max gritted his teeth. “Oh great. So whether or not I win depends on him lasting a week?”

	Samantha shot Max an angry look. “Are you saying my husband can’t do this?”

	“The fact he needs you to speak for him pretty much proves it, doesn’t it?” countered Max condescendingly.

	“Ok, Mr. Tough-Guy,” growled Samantha. “If you think you’re better than my husband, then why don’t you put your own money on the line? I’ll bet $10,000 that my husband can last longer than you can.”

	Will looked horrified. “Honey—”

	“Not now ,” growled Samantha.

	Max folded his arms. “Ten thousand is hardly a vote of confidence. If you really think he’s that tough, then why not make it a $100,000?” he asked snidely. He meant to scare Samantha. No one would bet a hundred thousand dollars on something like this, right? So he never expected her to take this offer seriously. And when she refused, he would accuse her of backing down and Will would be out of the contest.

	But then she took the bet.

	“Fine! $100,000, winner takes all,” exclaimed Samantha.

	The crowd instantly roared its approval as Max’s jaw dropped. He felt like he’d been punched in the stomach. She should have been scared away, but now he faced the prospect of betting $100,000 because of his bravado. Even worse, he didn’t have the money! Indeed, he had borrowed against all the equity he had to open a new high-end restaurant. What would he do if he lost?

	Max looked around at the crowd. Every eye was on him. They were expecting him to accept this bizarre wager as well. Once more, he couldn’t back down with everyone watching though he desperately wanted to. He would just need to make sure he won.

	Reluctantly, Max nodded his head. “You’re on.”

	The room burst into applause.

	“So we have a bet,” said Rachel to Max and Samantha.

	Max and Samantha nodded their heads in agreement. Will cast his eyes to the ground; he looked like he would vomit. Rachel then handed the folded stationary to the club butler with instructions not to show it to anyone until Max, Will, Samantha and Rachel all met here again and declared a winner for the wager. The parties then went their separate ways. They would return in one week to start the bet. If Max and Will lasted one week, then Rachel would lose. But the winner would not be known until Max or Will quit.

	As Max returned to his chair, the adrenaline began to fade from his system. His mind became sharper again. Only then did he start to realize what he had really done. This was going to be embarrassing. It was going to be difficult too. He knew nothing about dressing like a woman and, despite his belief that it would be just like wearing a costume, there was a heavy embarrassment factor to it. Somehow, dressing as a woman would be more embarrassing than dressing as a rabbit. That idea discomforted him now and made him nervous.

	What’s more, he felt nervous about the money. What if he lost? It was possible after all. For while Will looked to be a weak competitor – “Seriously, he lets his wife speak for him!” thought Max – Max realized that might actually be an advantage in this kind of contest... what if his wife didn’t let him stop? 

	“This could have been a mistake,” he told himself.

	Only time would tell.

	
Chapter Two: “Max Tells His Wife”

	—o—

	Max’s wife Debbie noticed right away that something was bothering her husband when he came home. She knew her husband’s moods quite well, and the way he was acting told her that he was distracted by something troublesome. Of course, she also knew not to say anything at this point as that would just make him direct his anger at her. So she fixed him a drink as he changed out of his suit and into something more causal. When he returned to the living room in jeans and a light sweater, she handed him the drink.

	“How was your day?” asked Debbie benignly.

	“It was fine,” said Max. He swallowed the drink and handed her the glass for another. As she prepared another drink, he looked her up and down. She was dressed the way he liked, in pearls, a dress and heels. Today’s dress was light blue with a wide skirt which stopped just below her knees. On her feet were white, high-heeled sandals with very high heels. “You look nice.”

	“Thank you,” said Debbie.

	“What’s for dinner?”

	Debbie handed Max the second drink. “I was hoping we could eat out.”

	Max shook his head. “No. I want to eat here. Make that beef dish, with the broccoli.”

	“But—”

	“We’ll eat here.”

	“Yes, Sir ,” said Debbie with a hint of sarcasm. Even though there was no doubt Max was in charge in their relationship, she didn’t like him issuing orders. It made her feel less like a wife and more like a servant whenever he did that. In any event, she went to the kitchen to cook dinner.

	Max followed his wife toward the kitchen. He loved watching her walk in heels. To his mind, there was something about heels which made a woman so sexual. The shaking, the jiggling, the swaying was all thrilling. That clicking sound heels made as a woman walked across hard surfaces was intoxicating to him. It was erotic movement put to sound. Heels also sent the right messages. They signified that the woman had made herself helpless for her man; a woman in heels can’t run away, she’s at his mercy. It was like telling the world she was ready to be taken. This was why he wanted his wife in heels, because it made her so incredibly exciting.

	Debbie made her way down the hallway. Click click click click! 

	Max’s penis grew as she tottered before him. His eyes focused entirely on her feet as her heels lifted ever so slightly within the sandals and then came back down. It made him think of her pussy for some reason.

	“How was the club?” asked Debbie over her shoulder. Click click click click! 

	“It was fine,” said Max after taking a moment to snap back to reality.

	“That’s good.” Click click click click! 

	“Something odd happened to me today, though,” said Max.

	Click! Click! Debbie slowed and turned to face her husband. “Oh?”

	His eyes came back up fast to her face. “Yeah. It’s pretty funny actually,” said Max, though his tone suggested that it wasn’t the least bit funny. This was clearly what had troubled him.

	Debbie stopped. “What was funny?” she asked.

	Max hesitated. He had spent well over an hour trying to figure out how to handle this moment with his wife. At first, he debated not even telling her, but then he realized he could never pull this bet off without her knowing about it; there just wasn’t any way he could buy women’s clothes, keep them in his closet, change into them each night he needed to go to the club, and then return home without his wife figuring out something was going on – his plan was to change before going to the club rather than actually dressing like a woman during the days.

	He also realized that he really needed her help. He knew nothing about dressing like a woman, so he needed her to show him what to buy and how to wear it so he could pass this Rachel woman’s test.

	Hence, he needed to tell her.

	That said, he didn’t want her laughing at him. That didn’t fit his ego well at all. Nor did he want this becoming some big joke at his expense, and he certainly didn’t want her to be able to hang this over his head at some point in the future. That made this a very delicate matter.

	After considerable thought, Max decided that the best way to handle this was to tell his wife, but to downplay it as a sort of joke. Unfortunately, the idea of dressing like a woman made him nervous, and downplaying it would prove difficult.

	“Let’s get dinner started,” said Max and he motioned his wife toward the kitchen.

	“All right. Do you mind if I change first though?” asked Debbie.

	“Why? You look great.”

	“I know you like me dressed like this,” said Debbie, “but this dress really isn’t made for housework or cooking, and these heels are killing my feet.”

	Max shook his head. “No, I like you dressed like this.” Max then kissed her on the cheek before slapping her on the butt: SLAP! “Now go!”

	Debbie felt annoyed, but did as she was told. Click click click click! A moment later, Debbie entered the kitchen and made her way to the refrigerator. She began pulling out ingredients for dinner. Max entered the kitchen behind her. He remained about ten feet away. He twisted his lips.

	“So, anyways,” said Max and he hesitated again.

	Debbie instantly tensed up. She had realized right away that her husband was having a hard time telling her something. That wasn’t a good sign.

	“There was this woman,” continued Max.

	Debbie gritted her teeth. The mention of a woman immediately brought to mind the idea that he was having an affair. She braced herself for whatever was coming next, and she lingered before the refrigerator with her back to her husband so she didn’t need to look him in the eyes when he brought down the hammer.

	“Oh?” she said.

	“Yeah. She’s this crazy woman at the club,” said Max. “I mean really crazy.”

	“I see,” said Debbie coldly. Her voice shook, though Max didn’t notice. She still hadn’t turned around.

	“Well, the funny thing... I mean, it’s kind of funny, but that doesn’t mean it is funny, if you know what I mean? Anyways, long story short, we got into this argument. She started it, of course. I was sitting there minding my own business, when suddenly, she started complaining and everything,” said Max. His words were confused and he stumbled over them. His mouth was dry. He hated the idea of telling his wife how this story ended, but he had no choice because he needed her help.

	Debbie’s tension, meanwhile, was fading into curiosity. It was obvious that Max wasn’t talking about an affair, so what was he talking about? Had he been kicked out of the club perhaps? Debbie wouldn’t mind that. He spent too much time there and they really couldn’t afford it. She closed the refrigerator and slowly turned to face her nervous husband.

	Max rubbed his throat.

	“Go on,” said Debbie.

	Max forced a chuckle. “So, I’m sitting there, minding my own business, like I said, and this crazy woman comes up and starts arguing with me about how hard she has it because she’s a woman. I’m thinking, ‘Seriously? How hard is it to be a woman? You just do a few chores and let your husband take care of you.’”

	This made Debbie cringe. She felt a sense of despair grow inside her. She really did not like Max denigrating her or other women, but he never stopped. It made it hard for her to put up with him at times and it made it even harder for her to justify to her friends why she stayed with him.

	“Well,” continued Max and he chuckled nervously, “I told her that its too bad about her being a woman and whatnot and... well, from out of the blue, she well... she challenged me and this other guy to a bet.”

	Debbie raised her eyebrow. “A bet?”

	Max rubbed the back of his neck. “Yeah, a bet.”

	Debbie suddenly knew where this was headed. She knew her husband’s inability to turn down a challenge of any sort. That frustrated her as it had gotten him into more than one tight spot in the past. Based on his nervousness, this sounded really, really bad. Debbie tensed up and wondered what her husband had agreed to do. She braced herself for some really bad news, but she had no way to guess what was coming... not in a million years.

	“What kind of bet?” asked Debbie cautiously.

	Max sipped his drink again to buy himself time. He was finding it really hard to tell his wife what he had agreed to do, it was that embarrassing. In fact, the closer he came to his reveal, the more he realized just how stupid this bet had been. Why had he ever let her trick him into this?

	“What kind of bet?” asked Debbie again.

	“Well... she, uh... she bet me and this other guy that we couldn’t, uh,” said Max before sipping his drink once more. He blushed. “See, the thing is, she’s full of crap and I couldn’t let her get away with making us look like fools.”

	“What did you bet?” Debbie’s tone displayed a rare impatience.

	“Plus, she’s rich and she’s putting up a lot of money if she loses.”

	“What did you bet? ”

	Max licked his dry lips. It was time to face the music. He forced himself to look his wife in the eyes. He let out a laugh as if the whole thing were a joke. Then he said, “We bet that we could last more than a week dressed as women.”

	Debbie’s jaw dropped. She couldn’t believe she had heard what she had heard. Had she heard it? Did her husband really say that he had agreed to dress like a woman for a week to win some bet? That couldn’t be. Not her husband!

	“What did you say?” asked Debbie incredulously.

	Max twisted his lips. “We bet that we could dress like women for a week.”

	Debbie let out a loud laugh, which oddly made Max’s penis grow erect. She then shook her head. This had to be a joke, it was so ridiculous. “You’re kidding, right? You’re not serious.”

	Max felt very small at the moment. He shook his head.

	Debbie couldn’t believe what she heard. “You’re really serious?”

	Max nodded his head.

	“Oh my God!” exclaimed Debbie with a laugh. “My husband ... in a dress!”

	Max felt even smaller. This wasn’t at all how he had seen this going. He expected her to be a little upset, but to fall into line. Instead, she had essentially laughed in his face. Heck, she had literally laughed in his face.

	“This isn’t funny,” said an embarrassed Max. His face turned bright red.

	Debbie snickered. “Oh yes, it is.”

	“No, it’s not.”

	“Yes, it is. You, my darling husband, have agreed to dress as a woman for a week... one week... as a woman! And you don’t think that’s funny? That’s the definition of hilarious!”

	Max’s erection started throbbing away for some reason. “It’s not like I want to do it. It’s just a bet.”

	“Is this a joke, really?” asked Debbie.

	Max shook his head once more. “No.”

	“So you’re actually planning to prance around for an entire week in skirts and high heels and makeup and God knows what else?” asked Debbie still incredulously. “Why?”

	“To prove that women don’t have it as tough as she thinks,” said Max firmly, almost aggressively. “She said that women have it tough. We said they didn’t. She said they did. We said they didn’t. Then she said, ‘prove it.’”

	“So you suggested this?”

	“No, she did. We asked how we’re supposed to prove that and she said we should dress as women for a week. She said we couldn’t do it, that we couldn’t handle being women.”

	“She played you, Max,” said Debbie.

	Max didn’t want to believe the obvious. He shook his head once more.

	“She’s just trying to humiliate you, Max,” added Debbie.

	“Well, the joke’s going to be on her! She’s putting up a ton of money to do it, and I’m going to win that money.”

	Debbie raised an eyebrow. “How much?”

	“A ton!”

	“How much?” repeated Debbie.

	Max bit his lip. This was another area where perhaps he had not made the best decision. “I’m not sure,” he admitted, “bu—”

	“You’re not sure?! ” exclaimed Debbie incredulously.

	Max cast his eyes to the ground. “No. She wrote it on a piece of paper and we never got to see it before we needed to agree.”

	This seemed crazier and crazier to Debbie all the time. “You never got to see it? You don’t even know how much the bet is for?”

	“Well, no, but I know it’s a lot!” added Max.

	“Really? How do you know that?”

	“Because she’s rich and this is a bet at the club and she would look bad if she didn’t put a big figure on there. She needs to bet a lot or everyone will look down on her.”

	Debbie was stunned. For all of his business acumen and his need to dominate everything around him, Max could be remarkably stupid and naive at times, and this was perhaps the worst example she had seen yet. “And how much did you bet?”

	“I didn’t bet her anything,” said Max.

	“Well, at least there’s that,” said Debbie snidely.

	“So like I said, the whole thing is stupid, but we’re kind of stuck—”

	“Why don’t you quit, Max?”

	“Quit?”

	“Yes, quit and save yourself the humiliation.”

	“It’s too late to back out,” said Max.

	“How can it be too late? Just quit. Just walk up to her and apologize for being rude and tell her you can’t do this bet. Simple. It saves you an incredible amount of humiliation.”

	Max hesitantly shook his head. “I can’t.”

	Debbie stared at her husband for several seconds. Of course, he could quit, she told herself, so why was he refusing to quit? “You’re really intending to go through with this?”

	“Yes.”

	“So I’m going to have to see you dressed like a woman for the next week?” asked Debbie unhappily. She didn’t like the idea at all. In fact, the idea of her husband putting on women’s clothes bothered her a lot. She hadn’t married that type of man. She had married a manly man. This... this was not something she wanted to consider.

	“I’m afraid so.”

	Debbie loudly exhaled her frustration.

	“There’s more,” said Max in a barely audible whisper.

	Debbie folded her arms. “Go on.”

	Max swallowed hard. “I need your help.”

	“My help?! My help with what?”

	“With, uh... well, dressing like a woman. I don’t know anything about being a woman. I need you to help me dress.”

	Debbie was shocked. “You want me to turn you into a woman?!”

	“I wouldn’t put it that way, but I need your help to pull this off. I don’t know anything about dresses and shoes and makeup and that garbage!” exclaimed Max defensively.

	Debbie glared at her husband. Maybe she couldn’t stop him from humiliating himself with this stupid bet, but there was no way she was going to help him do it! No way! This was his problem, not hers. She was about to tell him that too when it suddenly dawned on her that the best way to handle this might be to pretend to go along with it, but then to make the experience so unpleasant for him that he dropped the whole thing.

	“Maybe I can get him to quit,” she told herself.

	She played this out in her head for a moment and saw several chances to make this intolerable. She could do this!

	“Fine,” she said. She said nothing more.

	Ironically, this single word stung Max worse than if she had gone on a diatribe. It was a judgmental word which seethed with contempt and disdain. This unsettled Max. He wasn’t used to Debbie judging him. She normally just accepted his decisions and did what he told her. This one word felt different. It worried him. Still, he needed her help, so there was nothing he could do about it at the moment.

	“Good. I’m glad,” he said. “There’s one more thing though. I don’t want you telling anyone about this.”

	Debbie let out a harsh laugh. “You think I’m going to tell people? Do you really think I want to be known as the wife with the cross-dressing husband?”

	“I’m not a cross-dresser!”

	“Said the man who plans to spend the next week in a dress.”

	“I’m not doing this because it turns me on, I’m making a point,” he said.

	“You’re making the point in a dress. Do the math, honey. What are people going to think?”

	“Well, they’re wrong,” asserted Max.

	“And you think that will change their minds?”

	Max shook his head. “No one’s mind is going to need changing because this is all going to be kept secret. Other than you and me, I don’t want anyone knowing about this.”

	Debbie chuckled.

	“What’s so funny?” demanded Max.

	“What about this other guy? You kept saying, ‘we’ throughout your story, so I’m assuming there’s another guy whose been dragged into this. He knows, right?” asked Debbie.

	Max became annoyed. He hated the fact that Debbie could be so insightful at times, especially when she wrong-footed him. “Yes, they know, but they’re part of the bet.”

	“They?”

	“He and his wife. She was there too.”

	“What about the woman who made the bet? She’ll know,” said Debbie.

	“Yeah, she’ll know. But that’s it.”

	“And I assume the others at the club will know. I mean, you’re going to do this at the club aren’t you?”

	“Yes,” admitted Max grudgingly.

	“That’s a lot of people, Max. A lot of people. It isn’t much of a secret if hundreds of people know about it, is it? Imagine if they start telling their friends. And then they tell their friends and they tell their friends. You could become a minor celebrity before you know it... famous for putting on a dress. ”

	Max shuddered. “Drop it,” he growled.

	“You’ll be lucky if the local news don’t cover you.”

	“I said, ‘Drop it.’”

	“I can see the headline now: ‘Local restaurateur’s cross-dressing secret!’” said Debbie with a mocking laugh.

	Max shuddered at the thought, but dismissed it. “That can’t happen.”

	“Why not?”

	“Club traditions. Secrets stay within the club.”

	Debbie chuckled. “I hope you’re right, Max. I hope you’re right.”

	“I am,” he said uncertainly.

	Debbie heard the uncertainty in her husband’s voice and she realized she had won an important victory: she had unsettled him. Now she needed to make the whole thing sound unpalatable and then she was sure he would quit.

	“So when does this silly bet begin?” asked Debbie.

	“The end of the week.”

	“And what exactly do you need me to do?”

	“I need you to help me dress like a woman. You need to help me find dresses and whatever else I’ll need and show me how it all works because you understand all of this and I don’t,” said Max.

	“How it all works?”

	“Things like makeup. I don’t know anything about that!” said Max defensively.

	Debbie sighed. “All right. Then we should head upstairs so I can take your measurements and test out some makeup schemes. We’ll need dresses, panties, heels, pantyhose, bras, makeup and more, enough for one week.”

	Max blushed and tapped his foot nervously. “Uh, we may need more than that.”

	Debbie raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

	Max took a deep breath. “The bet might run longer than one week.”

	“Might?”

	“There’s two parts. To win the money from Rachel, we need to go at least one week. But then it becomes winner take all between me and the other guy,” admitted Max cautiously.

	“What do you mean winner takes all?”

	“The one who lasts the longest wins it all.”

	Debbie’s jaw dropped. “You’re kidding?! So this could go on forever?”

	“No! No way!” exclaimed Max dismissively.

	“Why not?”

	Max shook his head. “This other guy... he’s weak. His wife forced him into this. He won’t last the week. He’ll drop out right away.”

	“What if his wife won’t let him drop out?”

	Max bit his lip. He didn’t have an answer for that.

	“Max, why don’t you just quit now before this spins out of control? You don’t need this woman’s money. Seriously, is it worth it to humiliate yourself just to prove a point? Is it worth it to humiliate us? How are you going to go to work looking like a drag queen? What are our friends going to say?” Debbie’s voice was steeped with frustration and each reason to quit just poured out.

	“We’ll just avoid seeing them for a couple weeks,” suggested Max.

	Debbie furrowed her brow. “You can’t leave the restaurants unattended for two or three weeks. That would be chaos. And what if it takes longer? What if it takes a month? Also, I’m not going to avoid seeing my friends for a month just because you’re wearing a dress.”

	Max shook his head. “No, no, no! I won’t be wearing women’s clothes at home or at the restaurants! I’m only going to change into them at the club before each of the check-ins.”

	“That won’t work, Max. Being a woman isn’t like slipping into a costume. You can’t just put your woman on and take her off again as you please.” She paused and took a deep breath. “Max... please drop this stupid bet.”

	Max cast his eyes downward. “I... I can’t quit,” he said.

	“Why not?”

	“I just can’t,” he said, dismissing her question.

	This was the point where Debbie always gave in and let Max handle things as he saw fit. But this time was different. This time, she realized she held the upper hand. He needed her to help him. That gave her the advantage. “If you expect me to put up with a cross-dressing husband, and especially if you expect me to help you do it, then you better tell me, Max. Now tell me the truth!” insisted Debbie. “Why can’t you just quit?”

	“I, um, I kind of bet some money,” said Max and he winced.

	“How much?”

	“See, things got a little carried away and everyone started asking about what everyone should bet and all that and I wanted to scare her and so—”

	“How much? !”

	Max took a deep breath. “I put down a hundred thousand.”

	Debbie’s jaw dropped. “A hundred thousand?! We don’t even have that much!”

	“Of course we do. My restaurants are worth a fortune.”

	“They’re all leveraged, Max. You told me that yourself. You said you borrowed against them all to open the new one!”

	Max didn’t know what to say. She was right: they didn’t have the money to lose this bet. That’s why he had no choice. No matter how awful this bet sounded, and right now it sounded like a real nightmare to him, he had to go through with it and he needed to win it. But explaining that to his wife was another thing. For one thing, he was in charge and he didn’t like having to explain his decisions, as that weakened his status. For another, he saw that Debbie was ready to tear his arguments apart and he didn’t like that at all – the only thing worse than needing to defend himself was needing to defend himself when he was wrong.

	So he said nothing.

	Debbie glared at her husband. She was right and they both knew it, but he was trying to avoid admitting that. Debbie now sighed. She had let her husband lead their relationship up to now, and she had often regretted it. While Max had done well overall, she got the sense that was more because of luck than skill, and that Max was always dancing on the edge of disaster. This time, he had danced too far. This time, he had let his ego put everything they owned at risk. Maybe, she thought, it was time for a change. Maybe it was time she took over and put an end to these disasters. Could she do that though?

	
Chapter Three: “Samantha Talks To Will”

	—o—

	A very different discussion was taking place at the home of Samantha and Will a few miles away. Samantha had fixed herself a drink and sat in the living room gathering her thoughts. She intended to take full advantage of this opportunity to get her revenge on Will for his affair. Will, on the other hand, hovered across the room, waiting for the next shoe to drop. Samantha wasn’t saying anything, however. To the contrary, after a few moments thought and drinking half her drink, she picked up a newspaper and started reading it. Her silence made Will very tense.

	“I’m sorry,” said Will after a few seconds.

	Samantha said nothing. She just flipped through her newspaper. Will’s tension increased. He really wished she’d yell at him or something. Her silence was almost terrifying.

	“It was a mistake,” added Will.

	Still silence.

	“I won’t do it again,” he said.

	Yet, Samantha remained silent and Will felt himself shrink.

	“She meant nothing to me.”

	“Honestly, William, she’s the neighbor’s daughter!” spat out Samantha disgustedly.

	Will blushed. He had no defense. He knew that.

	A lengthy silence followed.

	“Well, I understand why you did it,” said Samantha finally.

	Will raised his eyebrow. He hadn’t expected that. He had expected something nasty, something violent, something damning. He had not expected understanding of any sort. “You understand?” he asked doubtfully.

	Samantha turned the page in her newspaper again. “Yes, I understand,” she said without looking up, which made Will feel insignificant. “You fooled around with her because you want to dress like a woman—”

	Will’s jaw dropped. “I what?!” He shook his head. “I do not want to dress like a woman!”

	“Of course, you do. You were wearing her panties.”

	“She asked me to. I didn’t want to do it!”

	“There’s no reason to lie, Will.”

	“I’m not lying. She asked me to do it. I really didn’t want to do it! ”

	Samantha folded her paper and set it on her lap. She finally looked up at her anxious husband. “That would be unfortunate. See Will, I am taking it on faith that the reason you were with this young woman was that she would do something for you that you were afraid I would not – that being to let you satisfy your yearning to wear women’s clothing.”

	Will started to shake his head.

	Samantha continued in a cold, harsh tone. “That, I can forgive. If I am wrong in my assumption, however, then I must conclude that you were having an affair because cheating is in your nature. If that is the case, then I think a divorce would be required, wouldn’t you?”

	Will bit his lip. He didn’t know what to say. Did she really want him to admit to a desire to cross-dress or face a divorce?

	“Of course,” continued Samantha, “I’m sure you would like to avoid the divorce seeing as how our prenuptial grants you nothing... and how the publicity of why I would divorce you, finding you in another woman’s panties, would be very bad for your reputation.”

	This was a blow Will hadn’t expected and he nearly swooned. He would be ruined if that became public. What’s more, he had given up his job to take care of the house when they married. What would he do for a living now? Even if he could break the prenuptial – which he suspected he couldn’t as his wife was an attorney – how long would it take? How would he live in the meantime? Clearly, admitting to cross-dressing was the better option. Besides, what was the harm in it?

	“All right,” he said and he swallowed hard. “That’s why I was with her.”

	“Because you wanted to cross-dress?”

	“Yes,” said Will. “I wanted to cross-dress.”

	Samantha chuckled. “As I suspected,” she said. She looked Will straight in the eyes, causing him to shrink. “Fortunately, now I know. So you don’t need to hide your fetish from me anymore. Now you can become the woman you’ve always wanted. I’ve even gotten you a good excuse for starting with this wager.”

	“Honey, I really don’t want this—”

	“Clearly, you do.”

	Will shook his head. “Honestly, I don’t.” He knew he couldn’t deny having wanted to cross-dress or he risked a divorce, but he had another thought on how to escape this. “The thing is, I thought I would like it. Then I tried it with Stephanie... and it wasn’t that exciting, so I’m kind of over it.”

	“Oh nonsense. You just did it wrong.”

	Will looked at his wife nervously. This was all going wrong fast. “I uh—”

	Samantha waved her hand at him as if to dismiss whatever he intended to say. “Don’t worry, darling. I’ll take charge from here on out. You just do everything I say and I’ll see to it that you get to live out your fantasy.”

	“But—”

	She wagged her finger at him. “Just don’t disappoint me, or I might have to conclude that I was wrong about you, darling, and I’m sure neither of us wants that, do we?”

	Will had no idea what to say.

	Samantha meanwhile chuckled cynically and rose to her feet. She walked to the door. “I think this is going to be a lot of fun,” she said. With that ominous remark, she left.

	Will stood there staring at the door. “What now?” he asked.

	
Chapter Four: “Dressing Max”

	—o—

	Max and Debbie had moved to their bedroom.

	Finding out that Max had bet a hundred thousand dollars unnerved Debbie. They simply could not afford to lose. Hence, while she didn’t want to see her husband feminized, she now knew they had no choice. She needed to do her best to make sure he won. That meant breaking him of any delusions he had. He needed to know that this would be difficult, uncomfortable and embarrassing. He also needed to know that she would not let him quit no matter how difficult, uncomfortable or embarrassing it became. The problem was, she wasn’t sure she had the strength to do that. She had never had much control over Max and she wasn’t exactly the dominant type.

	“Please get naked so I can take some measurements,” said Debbie.

	Max knew this was coming, so he stripped himself naked with little complaint and put his clothes aside. Debbie then grabbed a tape measure and started measuring his body. She started with his arms and his torso. Then she checked his neck before moving down. He felt a little nervous as Debbie examined each part of his body. He didn’t like being observed so closely.

	“So what do I need to do?” asked Max to break the silence.

	“What do you mean?”

	“To pass as a woman. I get that I need a dress and heels, but what else? Some lipstick? A wig?”

	Debbie snickered. “Oh Max. It’s not that simple.”

	“How so?”

	“It’s just not. You’re going to need a dress and heels, yes. Obviously. Lipstick and a wig, obviously. Makeup. Panties. Stockings. Those too. You’ll need a corset and a girdle as well—”

	“Wait a minute. Why a corset? A girdle? You don’t wear those.”

	“I do sometimes.”

	“Yes, but not all the time,” countered Max.

	“That’s because I have a feminine body. You don’t. You need the corset to give you a feminine hourglass shape so you can fit properly into a dress and look the part. You’ll need a girdle too to finish the hourglass shape. Without those, you’ll look like a man wearing his wife’s clothes.”

	Max bit his lip. “We definitely don’t want that.”

	“Not if you’re going to function as a woman,” said Debbie.

	Max missed the word “function.” He said, “Fine, I’ll wear a corset.”

	As Max said this, Debbie felt a strange sensation arise within her. It was like a physical feeling of warmth combined with excitement and a sense of incredulity. She couldn’t quite articulate what this feeling meant to her, but she knew that Max was weakening himself and thereby giving her power by agreeing to this. It made her feel, for lack of a better word, bolder.

	Max didn’t notice the change within his wife. Nor did he worry yet about the things his wife was talking about. He worried about the embarrassment factor, but that was about it. Max had never worn heels before or a corset so he had no idea how uncomfortable they could be. He also still thought of womanhood as a costume one could simply slip in and out of as needed. So none of this worried him as much as it should have.

	“What else?” asked Max.

	“Jewelry, makeup, maybe some fake glasses, a wig... or maybe I’ll work with your hair.”

	“My hair? How?”

	“There are some things we can do with your hair—”

	“Like what? I thought we were getting a wig.”

	“We can get you a wig, but those are uncomfortable and they rarely look real. It would be better if we gave you a Pixie Cut. You hair is just long enough and that might be best to make you look naturally feminine and make it harder to recognize you,” said Debbie.

	“But a wig I can take off, a new hair cut I can’t,” countered Max. “Beside, it doesn’t matter if the people at the club recognize me. They already know who I am. So a wig would be fine. Then I can take it off when I turn myself back into a man for the day.”

	Debbie felt her chest tighten when Max said this. It was clear to her that he still didn’t understand the commitment this would take from him to win this bet. She needed to explain this to him. “I don’t think you fully understand what it’s going to take to pull this off, Max.”

	Max furrowed his brow. “How so?”

	“You can’t just throw on a dress like you would a costume and be convincing as a woman. If you want to pass, then you need to do a lot of things that can’t just be turned on and off like some switch flipping back and forth.”

	“Why not?”

	Debbie sat down on the bed and crossed her legs. She twisted her foot in its high-heeled sandal in a circular motion. She also shook her head dismissively, which made Max feel insecure. “Because you can’t. Max, you can’t just snap your fingers and say, ‘Now I’m a woman.’ Being a woman requires a lot of practice: practice walking, practice standing, practicing posture and how to carry yourself, practicing your voice, your mannerisms and your attitudes. Women act completely differently than men in every situation. You can’t just turn that on when you want it and turn it off when you’re done with it.”

	“But—”

	“What’s more, you can’t just throw on the clothes and be convincing as a woman. I can because I AM one, but you can’t. You’ve got years of masculine habits to break and years of feminine experience you need to make up. I’ll bet you can barely stand in heels, much less walk in them, much less walk seductively. When you sit, you need to know not to show off your panties beneath your skirt. I’ll bet you’ve never thought about that. You probably have no idea that women worry about that every time they move their legs. You’ll need to learn to move without ripping off your bra too or throwing your dress into a mess.”

	Max’s head was spinning from his wife’s assault of new concepts, none of which he had considered when he made this bet... a bet which suddenly seemed rather disastrous.

	She continued: “You’re going to need to get used to the corset—”

	“Used to the corset? What do you mean?” demanded Max. The corset didn’t interest him so much per se as he felt overwhelmed and he wanted to stop her continuing to list all the issues he might face. The mention of the corset just gave him a convenient place to stop.

	“The corset is going to give you the physical shape you need to pass as a woman,” said Debbie.

	“Ok,” said Max uncertainly.

	“It does that by squeezing your body into the right shape,” continued Debbie, who was make Max’s head spin. “That means it’s tight and it limits your range of motion. Let me tell you, Max, the corset will make the biggest difference, but it will exact the biggest cost... except for maybe the heels.”

	“Cost? What do you mean?”

	“You’ll find out. My point is that being a woman is a full-time thing. If you try to do this part-time, you’ll make a fool of yourself and you’ll lose. You’ll look like a man in drag at best, and then we go broke!”

	Max shook his head. “But I can’t do this full-time. What about the restaurants? I can’t show up there dressed as a woman! I would lose the respect of my staff and, without that, I can’t run them!”

	“You’ll look more like a fool trying to pass as a man,” said Debbie.

	Max was taken aback by this rather odd comment. After all, he was a man. How could he have a problem “passing” as a man? That made no sense to him. “What are you talking about?”

	“Well, Max,” said Debbie in a sort of frustrated tone as if she expected him to know this already. “There are things we need to do to make you passable as a woman, which can’t just be undone whenever you decide you want to change back into being a man.”

	“Like what?”

	“It doesn’t matter. The point is that we need to do some things that will look really strange if you try to dress as a man.”

	“We’ll just have to skip those,” said Max.

	“We can’t, Max.”

	“Yes, we can. That’s how it’s going to be. Now help me get started,” said Max.

	Debbie glared at her husband. This was how Max usually “put his foot down,” and she knew that he wouldn’t listen to reason after this. If she wanted to change his mind, she would need to make her point differently. Fortunately, she knew exactly how to do that.

	“All right,” agreed Debbie calmly. “Let’s get started. Why don’t you go shower and shave your body?”

	“Which part?”

	“Everything from your face on down.”

	Max furrowed his brow. “My chest?”

	“Yes. Your chest, your arms, your legs, your genitals,” said Debbie.

	“My what? Why?”

	“Because women don’t have hair in those places.”

	“But no one’s going to see my genitals,” said Max.

	Debbie suppressed her smirk. There was no reason he needed to shave his genitals to pass as a woman, but she wanted to make this as difficult for him as possible. Not only was she very upset about being put into this position, but he always made her dress so fastidiously regardless of the appropriateness of the circumstances, so she decided to take a few liberties with him as a sort of revenge now that the shoe was on the other foot. This was one of those moments. Making him shave his genitals would be her little joke and it would be a reminder to him of what he had gotten himself into.

	Still, she needed to give a reasonable explanation for making him do this, so she said, “If you don’t shave it, then you’ll have a strange looking lump when you wear a dress. It’s going to be hard enough to hide your penis even without hair, so go shave it all off.”

	Max looked doubtfully at his wife. “The hair will be enough to create a bump?”

	“Yes.”

	Max wasn’t sure he believed this, but it made a certain sense and it wasn’t like Debbie would mislead him, so he decided it must be true. Hence, Max stripped off his clothes and went to shower. A minute or so later, he stood under the warm water rubbing shaving cream over his right leg. He held the razor to his leg.

	“It’ll grow back,” he told himself.

	He pulled the razor down his leg, cutting off the hairs as he went. When the water hit his leg, it washed all the hair down his leg and down the drain. Max repeated this until his leg was hairless and smooth. It felt unnatural to him. It felt wrong. It felt unmanly and it sent a cold chill racing down his spine for some reason.

	“What have I gotten myself into?” asked Max.

	He shook his head and smeared shaving cream on his chest next.

	—o—

	After Max finished shaving, he returned to his wife in the bedroom. She ran her fingers over his body to make sure it was hairless. It was. This actually made her wet, especially when she saw his shaved penis. It looks so much smaller without hair. It felt like she had shrunk it, which made her giggle.

	“What’s so funny?” asked Max.

	Debbie blushed and shook her head. “Nothing. You just look silly without your hair.”

	Max glared at her. “That’s it, I’m done,” he protested.

	“Oh come on, Max. You’ll need to develop a thicker skin than that if you want to win this thing. Now come sit down so I can test your makeup.”

	“Test my makeup?”

	“Yes, I need to know what will work on you,” she said and she motioned toward the vanity.

	Max sat down.

	When he did, Debbie instructed him to keep his knees together and his legs tucked beneath his chair with his ankles crossed. “You need to think about that now,” she said. “You don’t want anyone looking up your skirt.”

	Max pushed his legs together tighter.

	Debbie then bent over the vanity and moved her fingers from bottle to bottle and tool to tool until she found a set of base coats. She took several of these and held them up to Max’s face to see how the colors might mesh with his skin tone. Then she examined some lipsticks and a few other items. Finally, she picked up a vial of hot, bright red nail polish.

	“Time to paint your nails,” said Debbie.

	“Do we have to?”

	“If you want to be a woman, then you need painted nails. And if I’m going to paint your nails, then I need to know what colors will work on you and which won’t. Every woman is different.”

	“Fine,” grumbled Max.

	Debbie pulled the bench from the front of the bed over to her vanity and sat down before her husband. She shook the polish and opened it. The room immediately filled with the acidic smell of the polish.

	“Strong smell,” said Max, though he thought, “Feminine smell.”

	“Yes, it is.”

	Debbie took his left hand and started working on his nails. Soon enough, each of his nails was painted a fiery red. She then turned her attention to his right hand and painted those nails as well. Next, she did his toes. As he waited for those to dry, she added a gel finish. This would make it very hard for him to remove the polish without her help.

	Max unhappily watched his wife paint his nails. Yet, as each slowly turned red, he felt a tingle vibrating within him. For some reason, this seemed to be turning him on. This was shocking to him. It was also, he realized, something he could never tell his wife.

	If only his penis had gotten the same message. It grew erect in his lap.

	Debbie noticed.

	“Something you want to tell me, Max?” she asked half-jokingly.

	Max blushed bright red. “No. It’s nothing.”

	Debbie reached down and tickled his erection. “It doesn’t look like nothing to me.”

	“It’s nothing. It really is.”

	This whole thing suddenly struck Debbie as funny. It was funny that she was dressing her husband as a woman. It was funny that he had gotten himself into this. It was funny that he had an erection. And it was funny that it seemed to bother him so much. She let out a little laugh and told herself, “Maybe a little embarrassment would do him some good.”

	Debbie now wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

	“It seems to me that dressing like a woman turns you on, Max. Is that true? Should I dress you like my little girlfriend from now on when we make love?” She giggled.

	“It does not turn me on!” exclaimed Max aghast.

	She wiggled his erection. “This says otherwise,” she said and she started stroking it. She started slowly, but picked up speed quickly. Max squirmed in the chair. Her hand felt so good, but the things she was saying were highly embarrassing.

	“Please stop,” he said, though he said it without conviction.

	“Does my little Max like being a girl,” cooed Debbie, ignoring his request.

	“Stop that,” repeated Max with only little more conviction.

	She stroked even faster now. This made Max breathe harder. “It’s ok, baby, you can admit it.”

	“There... there’s... nothing... nothing to admit,” said Max between hard breaths.

	“Sure there is. You can tell me all about how it excites you to be pretty and feminine.”

	“It does not!”

	“Oh, well, then I guess I’ve made a mistake. I guess I should stop,” she said and she let go of his erection.

	Max’s body jerked. He had been so close to cumming and suddenly it all stopped. All that glorious pressure vanished in an instant and he went from feeling high and happy to frustrated and forgotten. He wanted very much to tell her to continue, but he didn’t want to send mixed messages. This was difficult enough to share with his wife without giving her a green light to toy with him.

	“Stop playing around and get on with the makeup,” said Max.

	Debbie snickered. “Are you sure?”

	“Yes,” grunted Max.

	Debbie shrugged her shoulders and returned to work. She painted his lips, put mascara and eye shadow on his eyes, put blush on his cheeks and used foundation to even out his skin tone. It took several tries, but she slowly zeroed in on how to do his makeup. Then she decided to make sure he couldn’t back out as he had threatened several times. She pulled out tweezers and began yanking out his eyebrow hairs.

	“Ouch!” exclaimed Max. “What are you doing?”

	“I’m cleaning up your eyebrows.”

	“That hurts.”

	“You can handle it, dear. Women do much worse to themselves in the name of beauty,” said Debbie indifferently. Her tone helped make this all seem rather routine to Max. In truth though, this was anything but routine. Debbie planned to shrink and shape his eyebrows until they were thin and highly arched and very feminine. That way, he couldn’t appear in public dressed like a man without his eyebrows drawing the attention of anyone who saw him. That would prevent him from trying to go back to being a man, or so she hoped.

	A few minutes later, he had feminine eyebrows. He didn’t know it yet, but it was true. She then went to work on his hair. After putting him in curlers and trimming a little here or there, she created a fairly decent Pixie Cut.

	“Time to put on the heels,” said Debbie next.

	“Fine,” said Max.

	Debbie handed her husband some tan stockings, and then sat down on the bed next to a pair of strappy black sandals she had picked out already. They were sexy and they would prove difficult for Max to walk in because of the tall narrow heel. That made her smile.

	“Pantyhose?” asked Max, looking at the nylons in his hands.

	“Stockings,” said Debbie. “Slip those on.”

	Max sat down on the bench at the foot of the bed and held open the first stocking as if he were about to jam his foot into a sock.

	“Hold it!” said Debbie.

	“What?”

	“You’re going to ruin that stocking. You need to roll them up before slipping your feet into them or you’ll cause them to run. After rolling one up, then you slip your foot inside and you pull it up and unroll it at the same time.” She mimicked how to roll up the stockings.

	“Ah, ok,” said Max.

	He did as Debbie showed him. He rolled up the first stocking and slipped his foot into it. He then pulled it up, unrolling it as it slid up his leg. Interestingly, as he pulled it up his freshly shaved legs, there was a friction-like feeling that he found oddly exciting. Fortunately, this time, his penis did not become a telltale erection.

	“Very pretty,” said Debbie of his stockinged leg.

	Max flashed his wife an unhappy look and pulled the other stocking up his other leg. Again, he felt a thrill as he did. To cover up this surprising feeling, Max said, “I don’t need any comments from the peanut gallery. Let’s stick to winning the bet and stop with the little digs.”

	Debbie shook her head dismissively. He was so thin-skinned she wondered whatever made Max think he could win this bet. In any event, she handed him a light-blue garter belt. “Now this,” she said.

	“What’s this?” he asked.

	“It holds up the stockings.”

	Max looked at the piece of lingerie in his hand. “Does it need to be so feminine?”

	“Sadly, the store was all out of male garter belts, darling,” said Debbie sarcastically.

	Max ignored her joke and slipped the belt around his waist. Debbie then showed him how to latch it closed and how to attach the garter straps to the stockings. When it was all in place, Debbie actually thought that Max looked kind of sexy in it, with his soft feminine legs, the contrast of the light blue against his tanned skin, and his erection standing out before him. She was surprised she felt this way.

	“Now come the heels,” said Debbie.

	Max had never worn heels before so he had no idea what to expect. He knew that many women complained about heels, but that many more wore them all the time. He was admittedly curious to see what the big deal was.

	Debbie held out the sandals for Max. They were strappy black sandals with a four-inch heel and a double strap around the ankle. Max took them and turned them around in his hands. There was something naughty about touching them, especially knowing he would be slipping into them. As he examined them, he thought they were surprisingly light. They were well-worn too. Indeed, he could see his wife’s toe prints in the leather.

	“I’m really going to wear these?” thought Max.

	A wave of tingly excitement and shame raced through him as he fingered the outline of her toe prints. This tingle was the same tingle he had experienced when he slipped into the stockings only much stronger. Naturally, his erection returned much to his chagrin!

	Debbie saw it and laughed. “Max!” gasped Debbie jokingly. “Are you excited by something? What could it be?”

	Max turned bright red and dropped his hands to cover his erection.

	Debbie continued poking her husband’s ego. “Could it be the heels? Oh my! It is the heels! I had no idea wearing women’s clothes turned you on, Max. But I guess that explains why you always want me to wear high heels and dresses, doesn’t it?” asked Debbie with a laugh.

	“It does not turn me on!” growled Max defensively.

	Debbie looked at his erection and smirked. “Anything you say, dear,” she said smugly.

	This made Max burn with shame. “It doesn’t turn me on!” he insisted.

	“Oh, of course not,” said Debbie with more than a hint of sarcasm.

	Max shuddered. He didn’t like the sense of disrespect he was getting from his wife. He found that disquieting, especially as her behavior was essentially her mocking his manhood. This was something he had never experience from her before and it worried him.

	Debbie then winked at him. “Don’t worry, darling. Your secret is safe with me!”

	“Let’s get on with it,” said Max coldly.

	Debbie shrugged her shoulders and pointed at the high-heeled shoes in his hands. “Go ahead.”

	Max sat down on the bench to put the sandals on his feet. As he did, his erection stood up at a forty-five degree angle in his lap. He ignored it, even as he felt Debbie’s eyes boring into it. He bent over and held one of the shoes out before him. Then he curled his toes and slid his foot between the straps and down along the curve of the shoe until his toes popped out the open-front of the shoe. It felt odd that his foot was being held at such a strange angle. Finally, he buckled the strap at the ankle.

	It fit.

	A chill passed through Max as he saw his foot in a high-heeled shoe. He was wearing a woman’s shoe. That was humiliating. What was worse, he could feel his wife’s eyes latched onto his face. He looked away and tried not to think about what these shoes represented because he didn’t want to feed his erection and he definitely didn’t want the shame of seeing what was written in his wife’s eyes.

	“Now the other one,” said Debbie in a commanding tone.

	“Yeah, I know,” he said sourly. He grabbed the other shoe and repeated the same process. When he finished buckling the strap on that one, he set both feet on the floor before him, wide apart. It was an odd sensation having his heels elevated, pushing all the pressure of his legs onto his toes.

	“Let me give you some tip—” said Debbie.

	“I can do it,” said Max. That was his ego speaking.

	Debbie snickered and folded her arms. “All right. Be my guest.”

	Max brought his feet together and tried to push himself off the bench. He was determined to show his wife that he could do this. Unfortunately for him, his first attempt proved a dramatic failure as his ankles buckled as he started to rise and he lost his balance and came crashing right back down on his rear.

	“Problem?” asked Debbie.

	“My foot slipped. That’s all,” said Max. He then tried to stand up again, but lost his balance once more. He now looked up and saw the smirk on his wife’s face. “This is my first time in heels!” he growled defensively.

	“That’s a relief,” said Debbie snidely.

	Max took a deep breath and tried once more. This time he moved slowly and he spread his feet wider to give himself a solid base upon which to balance. It worked. He made it to his feet.

	Debbie applauded condescendingly.

	Max rolled his eyes to tell Debbie that he wasn’t affected by her mocking commentary, though on the inside, her humiliating digs were making him insecure. The last thing he wanted to do, however, was to admit to her that she had found a soft spot she could poke. As the husband, he wasn’t supposed to have soft spots.

	“Now walk across the room,” said Debbie.

	Max was a little leery of this, seeing as how hard just standing had been, but he had to do it.

	“Stay loose,” he told himself. “You can do this.”

	Max took the first step. It was a tentative step, but it was a step. Then he took another and another. He was less than graceful. He looked a bit like someone trying to walk through a muddy field trying to avoid getting dirty. Max knew this wasn’t good enough, so he changed his style for the next pass. This time, he kept his legs as rigid as possible and he essentially marched in slow motion. His heels struck the hardwood floor and echoed with each step.

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	“You look like you’re marching,” said Debbie.

	“This isn’t exactly easy.”

	“Oh? I thought it was,” said Debbie with a chuckle.

	Max ignored her and started across the room again. His effort was no better. He still looked like he was marching and, at times, he looked like he would collapse. He seemed to be one tiny misstep away from disaster.

	“Would you like some help?” asked Debbie.

	“Of course, I would!” snapped Max. His frustration had gotten the better of him. “I don’t know anything about wearing women’s clothes or these stupid heels! That’s why I asked you to help me, remember?!”

	Interestingly, Max’s outburst brought Debbie an odd sense of calm. She’d never felt this way before when Max became upset, but this time, as he became more frazzled and frustrated, her sense of power and control began to grow. That sense of power made her calm.

	“All right, Max. Here’s how you walk in heels—”

	“Oh joy,” said Max sarcastically.

	“Do you want my help or not?!” snapped Debbie.

	Max was taken aback. Debbie had never spoken to him like that before. Part of him wanted to say something to put her back in her place, but he knew he needed her and he knew it wasn’t wise to upset her at this point. He let out a frustrated breath. “Sorry. Go on.”

	Debbie felt a surge of power. Max had backed down!

	“All right,” she said. “When you walk, move your legs from the hips and keep your legs straight. Don’t lead with your feet. See,” said Debbie and she stood up and demonstrated. “Come down on your heel and then bring your toes down. Arms at your sides.”

	Max watched her. Then he tried to mimic what she had done. He improved.

	“Better,” said Debbie as her husband made his way across the room in the heels.

	“See? I can do it,” said Max when he finally stopped.

	Debbie shook her head dismissively. “Oh Max, it’s going to take more than three or four barely adequate steps to show that you can walk in heels. You’re going to need at least an hour’s practice just to be sure you can walk in heels without falling on your face. Then it will probably take another couple more hours before you can walk with any normality. And then it will take a few days of careful practice before you can walk with any femininity. Honestly, you need to stay in heels as much as possible from now on just to get used to them.”

	“Forget that!” protested Max.

	“You don’t have a choice, Max. If you don’t get used to these shoes, you’re going to lose one hundred thousand dollars.”

	Max cringed.

	“Fine, I can do this,” he said.

	Max started across the room once more, determined to show his wife what he could do. After a few steps, however, his ankle twisted and caved in. He stumbled and went down hard, landing in an upside down heap. His erection, now the highest point on his body, stood up like a flag pole atop a mountain.

	“I see you’re still hard,” said Debbie.

	“It happens,” growled Max.

	“It seems to happen a lot more now that you’re cross-dressing.”

	Max said nothing.

	Debbie crouched down and touched his erection with her fingers. “You’re never this hard for me.”

	Max blushed. “Will you be serious?”

	Debbie rose up again as Max sat up. “All right, Max. I am being serious. I watched you wobble a couple steps and then fall on your face. If you do that at the club, then you fail. You need to fix this, and it’s going to take a lot of practice and I don’t know that you are understanding that.”

	“Why do I need to wear heels anyways? Why don’t we give up on heels and go for flats?”

	“We’ve been over this.”

	“I know,” said Max. “But if it’s this hard, why don’t we go for low heels or something to make this easier.”

	Debbie snickered cynically to herself. Since their marriage, Max had become increasingly insistent that she wear dresses and heels. She called this her “dress code.” What’s more, it wasn’t just any old dress or heels. He wanted elaborate dresses and really high heels... all the time, even when they weren’t particularly appropriate. Here was her chance to return the favor, and there was no way she was going to let this opportunity pass. High heels it would be.

	“What was it you told me a few months back, Max?” Debbie asked herself. “You said, ‘When it comes to heels, the higher the better.’ Well, I hope you like taking your own advice!”

	Debbie sighed as if this decision was a difficult one. “I’m sorry, Max, but you will never pass as a woman without heels,” said Debbie.

	“But lots of women wear flats,” protested Max.

	“Yes, women do. But they look like women and they carry themselves like women. Whether they wear flats or heels or strap boxes to their feet, they look like women. You, on the other hand, look and act like a man. You’ll need all the help you can get to pull this off, and that means you can’t wear flats, you can’t wear pants, you can’t go without makeup. You, my darling husband, need to be a girly girl if you want anyone to think of you as a girl at all.”

	Max considered this for the moment. She was right. He knew that. He didn’t like it, but she was right. But he wasn’t sure he could even wear heels. It had been so difficult and even now his toes were hurting and his calves felt stretched; how much worse would it get?

	“You know,” he said softly, “maybe we should quit.”

	Debbie glared at her husband. “Quit?!”

	Max nodded his head.

	“You bet our life savings, Max. We can’t quit. We have no alternative but to go forward with this and win it because of you! ”

	“Maybe we can—”

	Debbie knew she needed to be particularly firm in this moment. She could not let Max try to quit. If she did that, he would consider this whole thing hopeless and she would never get him to do what he needed to do to win. If that happened, they would be doomed unless the other couple was ready to quit too, which seemed unlikely based on how much they’d bet and the fact the wife was in control.

	“Forget it, Max,” growled Debbie.

	“But—”

	Debbie pointed at his feet. “Get up and start practicing!”

	Max was stunned. His wife had never spoken to him like this before in his life. He had no idea how to respond, especially because she was right and because he needed her to pull this off. Then a strange thing happened. Without Max realizing it, he rose to his feet and started walking across the room, back and forth in the heels. He was in shock that he had obeyed his wife’s command without even considering it consciously.

	At the same time, Debbie was just as shocked that he had obeyed. She hadn’t really expected him to obey. The fact he did was stunning. And as she watched him totter across the room, each step filled her with a warm glow.

	“I actually bossed Max around,” she thought, “and it felt good.”

	
Chapter Five: “Samantha Feminizes Will”

	—o—

	Will tottered toward the spare room holding one garbage bag in each hand. The bags contained the last of his male clothes. They would be locked in the room with Samantha having the only key. He was naked except for a pair of high-heeled stiletto pumps and a throbbing erection.

	“But what if someone comes to the door?” he asked.

	Click click! Click click! Click click! Click click! The sharp heels on his high-heeled stiletto pumps echoed off the hardwood floor. Samantha’s wedge-heeled sandals did too, but not as strongly. The sound actually excited Will.

	“You will answer it,” said Samantha.

	Will stopped and stared at his wife. “But they’ll see me!”

	“Yes, they will.”

	“But what if they recognize me as a man?” asked Will nervously.

	Samantha shrugged her shoulders. “I recommend you do your best to avoid that happening.”

	“But how do I do that? I’m going to look like a man no matter what I do?”

	“You’d be surprised what a little shapewear and some makeup can do.”

	Will took a deep breath. “Honey, this is really too much. I am so incredibly sorry for what I did. Can we please stop this now before something horrible happens?” asked Will.

	“Something horrible? Like what? Like your wife discovering that her husband is secretly a cross-dresser and needs to throw himself into the arms of our neighbor’s daughter to engage in his fetish?” asked Samantha almost calmly.

	Will blushed.

	“Or did you mean something else, darling?” asked Samantha.

	Will looked down at his erection and the high heels beyond. “I meant more along the lines of someone catching me dressed like that. Think about what that could do to your image.”

	Samantha snickered. “My image? Don’t you mean your image?”

	Will felt like he’d been caught for some reason. “I’d say both our images.”

	Now Samantha laughed. “Oh Will. My image is perfectly safe unless I start taking you to work in drag and introducing you as my husband. Neither my clients nor anyone from my office comes to our house unless I invite them and you won’t be recognizable out on the street.”

	“On the street? You want me to leave the house dressed like a woman?!” gasped Will.

	“Of course. How else will you go to the club to prove that you’ve complied with the bet? And what about things like buying groceries and taking care of the house? None of that’s going to stop just because you’re dressed as a woman,” said Samantha.

	Will shuddered. “You want me to go out dressed as a woman?”

	“As I said.”

	During this discussion, Samantha had been slowly walking back toward their bedroom. Will followed her. As he walked, the shocks from his heel strikes passed through his body and made his erection bounce with each step. His continuing erection at the threat of feminization was a source of embarrassment to him. The idea of being turned into a woman should not have excited him. Even more to the point, Samantha had conspicuously avoided mentioning it yet, and Will just knew she would bring it up at some devastating time.

	“I’m going to lay out some clothing for you in a moment,” said Samantha. “As I gather it, I want you to stand right here,” she said and she pointed to the floor before the bed, “and masturbate. ”

	Will’s jaw dropped. “Do what?”

	“You’re going to masturbate.”

	Will had never done that in front of anyone before and he found the idea horribly embarrassing. That said, to his surprise, it also turned him on to expose himself in this manner to his wife, though it embarrassed him more at the moment than excited him. “I, uh, I’d rather not.”

	“It doesn’t matter. You will.”

	“W— why?”

	“Because I said so and because that’s enough for you now,” said Samantha.

	“Enough?”

	“Yes. My word should be enough to make you act.”

	Will shook his head doubtfully. “I don’t think—”

	“This isn’t up for debate, Will,” said Samantha.

	Will pursed his lips and glared at his wife. “Just because you think I’m a cross-dresser doesn’t mean you can make me do anything you want—”

	“Actually, I think you will be surprised how much power it gives me,” said Samantha. She casually walked over to the phone in their bedroom and picked it up. “Shall I call your sister? Your mother? Shall I tell them I caught you cross-dressing?” As she said this, she dialed a number.

	Ring!

	Will heard the phone ring. His heart leapt inside his chest. “What are you doing, darling?” he asked nervously.

	Ring!

	“I’m going to tell your sister that you’re a cross-dresser,” said Samantha casually.

	“You can’t!” gasped Will.

	Samantha smirked. “Of course, I can. And you’ve given me no reason not to.”

	Ring!

	“Hello?” said a voice Will knew well over the phone.

	“Please don’t,” whispered Will.

	Samantha put the phone to her ear. “Good afternoon, Carol. This is Samantha. How are you?”

	Will’s sister said something he could not hear.

	Will shook his head and repeated, “Please don’t!” He was sweating now and began trembling.

	Samantha pointed her long finger at Will’s erection and mouthed “go on.” Into the phone, she said, “I’m good. I just discovered something funny I thought I would pass along. Do you know our neighbor? Do you know their daughter Stephanie?”

	All the color left Will’s face. “She’s really going to do it!” he gasped to himself. He immediately grabbed his erection and started stroking.

	Will’s sister spoke again.

	Samantha watched Will masturbate for several seconds. A smug look appeared on her face. She made an excuse to Will’s sister and hung up the phone. Then she told Will, “Don’t stop masturbating. That was your one warning. Next time, there will be no second chance.”

	Will nodded his head.

	“And from now on, you will do what I tell you without question.”

	“What do you want?” asked Will. He continued to masturbate.

	“Don’t be silly, Will. You know what I want. I’m going to dress you as a woman and train you to mimic being one because I want to win this contest. What’s more, I want to humiliate you. I want you to feel how I felt seeing you wearing Stephanie’s panties,” said Samantha in a tone that was both hostile and sinister and yet cold and calm at the same time.

	“I’ve said I was sorry.”

	“That’s not enough, Will,” said Samantha and she looked at her husband as he stood before her in the heels with his feet wide apart as he stroked his erection. He presented such a ridiculous, hilarious and exciting image.

	“How much will be enough?”

	Samantha snickered to herself. “You have no idea, darling,” she thought. To him, however, she said, “We shall see. Now hurry up and finish.” She then went to the closet and started pulling out clothes she wanted Will to wear.

	Will watched this in utter humiliation. It seemed to make his erection even harder. He didn’t tell his wife that, however.

	“Of course, you’ll need a nice dress,” said Samantha and she pulled a body-hugging blue dress from the closet. She hung that over her arm and moved to a dresser. “You’ll need some panties to match the dress and a bra.” She pulled matching blue panties from the drawer. The panties were thong panties with a bow on the front. She tossed the panties to Will, who was still masturbating. “Put those on.”

	Will let go of his erection and caught the panties. They were so tiny compared to his briefs. They were thin and silky and very soft. They were unlike anything he owned. What’s more, they were embarrassing. These were panties, women’s underwear . He was a man. He wasn’t supposed to wear these. Yet, he was going to wear them, and that felt humiliating.

	It also strangely felt exciting.

	“Okay,” he said. His mouth was dry. His body trembled.

	Will spread the panties open and held them out before him. He stepped into the right hole first and then the left, being careful not to poke the panties with his high heels. Then he reluctantly pulled them up his legs. This made him tingle within and he felt weak. He felt weaker than he had ever felt before. It almost made him ill how weak he felt.

	“I didn’t say you could stop masturbating,” said Samantha.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Will.

	He took a deep breath, grabbed his erection and started stroking again. This was embarrassing, but there was this strange feeling within him. It was the feeling he sometimes felt where he wished the woman he was with would simply take him and control him. In this case, the feeling made him want his wife to humiliate him further. Indeed, if his wife asked him right now to do anything to him, he would have let her. He knew this was all a bad idea, however. He needed to pull himself back together before he did something stupid.

	He kept stroking and tried to find some inner strength.

	Samantha, unaware of the opportunity she was missing to further her power over her husband, returned to the dresser. “And now a bra,” she said. She pulled a bra in the same color as the panties from the drawer. This was a balconnette-style bra which would lift whatever flab he had on his chest to try to form the appearance of breasts. “This should help, though it would be better if you had real breasts.”

	Will turned around so Samantha could put the bra in place.

	Samantha felt his chest and nipple from behind and chuckled. “Maybe I’ll ask my doctor how to make that happen. I think I’d like to see you with breasts.” It wasn’t clear from her tone if she was being serious or if she was joking.

	Will trembled at the idea of his wife giving him breasts.

	Samantha slipped the bra around his torso. She then tried to work the little flab he had into the bra to create breast shapes. It worked to a degree, and he now appeared to have small mounds on his chest. With the right dress, he would appear to be a flat-chested woman.

	“Bigger would be better, but these are good for now,” she said.

	Will looked at what appeared to be enormous breasts on his chest and cringed.

	“You need to hurry up and finish masturbating so I can put on your dress, darling,” said Samantha.

	Shame washed over Will that she spoke so openly about him masturbating. Ironically, this made it harder for him to finish because it robbed him of his focus. “Can I stop?” he asked.

	“No. Finish,” said Samantha.

	Samantha moved her vanity chair right before him and sat down. Her face was less than a foot from his erection now. She laid the dress she had chosen right across her lap and she gave him an indifferent, almost bored look, which only made his performance issues worse.

	Will stroked himself... and stroked himself. Somehow, he couldn’t get his erection to cooperate. It was hard. It was excited. But being watched so closely just kept him from being able to make it cum.

	“Will you hurry up,” said Samantha impatiently.

	“I’m trying,” said Will.

	“If you don’t cum soon, I’m going to lock your dick away and you’re not going to cum for months. Now hurry up!”

	This threat shook Will, but made his erection jump.

	Samantha giggled upon seeing this. “Oh, you like that, do you?”

	Will shook his head. “No.”

	“But you do. I saw your dick. It shook and grew at the thought. You like the idea!”

	“I don’t!”

	“You do, you really do. The idea of me taking away your dick turns you on!” She laughed out loud. “This has been an interesting day. I always knew you were weak, but I never knew you were this weak, or that you wanted me to dominate you like this! Amazing! My husband is a sissy submissive!”

	Will shook his head, but it was futile. Samantha wasn’t listening.

	“I may need to rethink this whole thing!” she said.

	Will felt himself shrink. His secret was out, essentially. “Now what?” he asked himself. As he did, his erection finally got the rhythm it had been lacking. It took only a couple pumps before hot, white fluid shot out of his penis. It landed in Samantha’s waiting hand.

	“Caught you,” she said to it and she giggled.

	“Honey, listen,” said Will. He was going to say that he wasn’t really submissive and that he definitely wasn’t a sissy, but she never gave him the chance.

	“Stop talking,” she ordered.

	Will froze.

	“I know the truth about you know, Will. You’re a submissive sissy and that’s how I’m going to treat you. So you can stop trying to change my mind or take back whatever power you think you had.”

	“But I’m not—” he protested.

	“Is that so?”

	“I’m really not,” said Will.

	An evil glint appeared in Samantha’s eye. “We shall see,” she said. Then she held out her hand before her as if she were catching rain. In her palm was Will’s cum. “Lick this out of my hand.”

	Will looked at her hand. He was repulsed. “No way.”

	“You will. Do you know why?”

	“You’re going to threaten me to make me do it,” said Will sarcastically.

	Samantha shook her head. “No. Because you want to.”

	Will shot her a skeptical look. “That I do not.”

	“Oh yes, you do. Now that I know your secret, you can do all kinds of things you always wanted to do, but never could before just because you have the excuse that I can make you do it. This is one of those. So do it,” said Samantha.

	Will continued to shake his head, but his penis was growing erect again.

	“In fact, I’ll bet you’re hoping I order you to do this right now.”

	Will swallowed hard. She was almost right. He wasn’t hoping she would order him to do this so much as he was finding himself curious how it would feel to be ordered by her to do this. Could he really do it?

	Samantha rose from the chair and raised her hand to his face. It was now inches away from his mouth with the pool of cum gathered in the middle of the palm. “Go on. You know you want to.”

	“I really don’t want to,” he told himself.

	She moved her hand closer. “Just one little stroke of the tongue.”

	Will tried to look away but that submissive feeling had returned and he felt both loathed and loved, a warm, squishy feeling in which he found himself wanting to obey the orders of his wife to especially humiliating ends. Licking her palm would fit that bill perfectly.

	Samantha slowly moved her hand to his lips. Will stuck out his tongue. She moved her hand even closer and he dipped his tongue into the sticky mess. It tasted salty and gummy. Will pulled his tongue back into his mouth.

	“Take it all, darling,” whispered Samantha.

	Will wanted to resist very badly, but couldn’t. He stuck his tongue out again and again and licked his wife’s hand clean.

	“Good girl,” said Samantha.

	This sent a shudder racing down Will’s spine.

	“I want you to remember this moment, Will. The next time you feel your pride rising up and telling you to be a man or to resist me, remember this moment. Remember how you gave in. Your days of being a man are over.”

	Will shivered. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	
Chapter Six: “Max’s Weekend”

	—o—

	The following morning, Debbie went to the mall and bought several items for Max. Specifically, she bought skirts, dresses, blouses, shoes and lingerie. Everything else they needed she could get from her own closet. While she shopped, she told Max to practice in the heels. To make sure he did this, she promised that he could remove the heels for the weekend if he proved to her that he had mastered them by the time she came back. She knew he would never pass that test though.

	He failed.

	Max sat at his wife’s vanity table rubbing his sore feet. The black high-heeled sandals were parked before him on the floor. He had spent two hours practicing while she was gone. His toes felt crushed from having all of his weight on them and his arches burned. His calves burned too, but the pain from his toes drew most of his attention. He realized that wearing these shoes for several hours each day would be intolerable, especially over multiple days.

	“You really want me to wear these all day?” asked Max.

	“Not just today, but every day. You’re going to wear them every waking moment of the day from now on until you win this contest,” said Debbie.

	“But they’re killing my feet!”

	“That’s why you need to keep wearing them.”

	“That doesn’t make any sense,” protested Max.

	“Yes, it does. The longer you wear them, the more your body will adjust and the sooner they’ll become more comfortable.”

	This made sense to Max and he accepted it. He didn’t stop to think what kind of adjustment this could mean. He didn’t think about what would happen to his body to make these shoes comfortable. Nor did he think how such a change would affect the rest of his life. All he knew was that he didn’t want to wear them, but Debbie wasn’t going to let him out of it.

	Debbie set the shopping bags on the bed and began pulling things out of them. They needed to go to the club Sunday night and that gave her just two days to train Max. She needed to start with posture and getting him used to wearing dresses. So she pulled a yellow sundress from the first bag and tossed it to her husband.

	“What’s this?” he asked.

	“It’s a dress. Put it on.”

	“Now?”

	“Yes, but let me put this on you first,” said Debbie and she held up a white leather corset. She walked behind her husband and slipped the corset around his torso. She put it into place and then began pulling on the strings that would close it. Much to Max’s surprise, the corset became rather tight rather quickly and just kept getting tighter.

	“I think that’s tight enough,” said Max.

	Debbie snickered. “Don’t be a baby, darling.” She pulled even harder.

	“I really think it’s tight enough. It’s getting hard to breathe!”

	“Well, hold tight, dear, we’re not done,” said Debbie.

	Debbie placed her knee in the small of her husband’s back and yanked as hard as she could. As the laces tightened those extra few centimeters, she watched with satisfaction as his torso was squeezed into a feminine hourglass shape... or least something approximating that.

	“Ouch!” coughed Max. “I can’t breathe!”

	Debbie tied off the corset. “Take more shallow breaths. Now sit down.”

	“I really can’t breathe,” complained Max.

	Debbie put her hand on her husband’s shoulder and guided him back onto the seat by the vanity. When he was seated, he did his best to catch his breath. As he did, Debbie crouched down and slipped the black high-heeled sandals back onto his feet. He offered no resistance. Debbie closed the buckles, knowing he would never be able to reach them to unbuckle them until he became much more used to the corset.

	“All right, darling. Stand up,” said Debbie.

	“I can’t. I can’t breathe.”

	“You can breathe, now stop being a baby. Stand up, Max.”

	“Fine,” grumbled Max. He took as deep a breath as he could manage and he stood up. This wasn’t easy in the heels and the corset, but he did it.

	“Now hold still,” said Debbie.

	Debbie took the yellow dress and dropped it over his head. The dress slid down his torso and right into place, snug against the corset. It would not have fit without the corset, and it felt very restricting to Max. Then, without warning, she whipped out her phone, stepped back and aimed its camera right at her husband.

	“Say cheese!”

	Max saw the camera phone and raised his hands to hide his face. “Whoa! Hold on! What are you doing?”

	Click!

	“I’m taking your picture,” said Debbie.

	“No! Don’t!”

	Click!

	“Calm down, Max. I just want some pictures to remember the moment my husband became my wife.”

	Max shuddered at hearing this. Her disrespect was growing and he was starting to think she was enjoying this. That worried him. He would need to do something soon to rectify that situation.

	“Oh look who joined us,” said Debbie.

	This shook Max out of his thoughts. “What? Who?!”

	Max’s head snapped around the room looking to see who had somehow managed to enter the room. But Debbie wasn’t talking about a person. Indeed, she pointed at his crotch, where his erection had tented up the dress significantly. Max blushed bright, bright red.

	“You know, Max, it’s getting pretty obvious this turns you on,” said Debbie.

	“It is not!”

	“Then tell me why you get hard every time I put in some new bit of women’s clothing!”

	Max had no answer. He was sure he wasn’t turned on by this. There had to be some other explanation. He just didn’t know what it was, and he decided this wasn’t a good time to speculate about it. Instead, he decided, he needed to put an end to this whole like of attack. It was time to put Debbie back in her place before this whole thing got out of hand.

	“That’s enough,” said Max firmly.

	“What is?”

	“I’m your husband. I’m the man of the house—”

	Debbie chuckled. “You don’t look like that right now.”

	Max froze. His wife had never spoken back to him before. He wasn’t sure how to proceed. He decided to be more forceful. “Will you be serious, or I might just have to take you over my knee!”

	Debbie glared at Max. He had from time to time done that to her and she never enjoyed it. Some women did, she didn’t. In fact, the first time he did it, they were in bed together and he suggested it as something kinky and fun that “everyone was doing.” She had not enjoyed it much and let him know. The next time, he did it without asking. That truly annoyed her. Since then, he’s done it several times, each time without warning and despite her objections. That didn’t seem to matter to Max, however. This time, though, there was no way she was going to let him spank her, not now that she had the upper hand.

	“Watch it, Max,” she growled ominously. “That’s not going to work anymore.”

	Max was taken aback. She had never been that forceful with him before. He wasn’t sure how to respond, especially with his restricted mobility in the heels and corset making it impossible for him to follow through, so he played it down. He let out a fake laugh. “I was just kidding, honey.”

	Debbie glared at him for a moment longer and then let the matter drop. “It’s time you start practicing.”

	“Practicing what?”

	“Being a woman.”

	Max bit his lip. “How do I do that?”

	“I’m going to write down a list of assignments and you’re going to do them.” She held up her hand to stop him commenting. “Not only that,” she continued, “you’re going to maintain feminine dress and mannerisms throughout. Do you understand? You will walk like a woman, sit like a woman, carry yourself as a woman. I don’t want to see anything masculine.”

	“I understand,” said Max.

	“I will watch you and I will point out anything masculine that needs to be fixed. Do you understand?”

	Max reluctantly nodded his head.

	“All right, then. Let’s start with something simple. I want you to go to the kitchen, make a sandwich and then sit in the living room and eat it. I’ll watch you,” said Debbie.

	Max did as he was told.

	Things did not go well. No matter how many times Debbie warned him, Max kept spreading his legs as he walked. This gave him an ungainly marching appearance when he walked in the heels. It looked exactly like a man trying to make a mockery of wearing heels so everyone around him would know he was doing this under protest. Then he would plop down without worrying about his dress or his posture. He flailed his arms around like a robot. His posture was all wrong. He also moved aggressively, not smoothly.

	She tried correcting him repeatedly, but the corrections never took. He would try to do as she said for a few minutes and then he would revert right back to his male mannerism. It didn’t seem to matter what they tried, nothing worked.

	
Chapter Seven: “A Negotiated Settlement”

	—o—

	Debbie could take no more. She watched Max stomp across the floor holding a purse as one might carry a diaper and then crash down onto the couch with his dress bunched up and his legs crossed like a man, with his left foot, still in its high-heeled wedge, planted on his right knee. Max’s dress had ridden back to his hips and she could see the pink panties she had given him plainly. She sighed. This wasn’t working. She had tried so hard to get Max to act more femininely and yet he reverted to this mockery of womanhood every time she stopped pushing. The worst part was he wasn’t even resisting.

	“We’re going to lose this,” she told herself. “I need to do something.”

	Debbie scratched her cheek and considered her options. She had none, really. She was at a loss for ideas of how to make this work. Nothing seemed to help his training.

	“What else can I do that I haven’t done?” she asked herself.

	Then it struck her!

	She rose to her feet and found the club registry which contained the addresses of each of the other members. There they were: Samantha and Will Morton. Debbie grabbed her purse and told Max to keep practicing.

	“Where are you going?” asked Max.

	“I’m going to see Samantha Morton.”

	“Why?”

	“She’s a woman. There’s no way she wants to see her husband feminized either. I’m sure I can talk sense into her,” said Debbie to herself. “It’s time we put an end to this stupid bet!”

	With that, she left Max to practice.

	Samantha and Will’s house was located at the end of a closed street in a nice neighborhood. Their house backed against a small wooded area. Debbie parked in the driveway and made her way to the front door. She rang the bell. A moment later, a woman in a black skirt suit and spike heels appeared at the door. Her blouse was open enough that Debbie could see her bra; her nipples were hard. This gave Debbie the impression the woman had just started making love moments before.

	Debbie blushed.

	“Can I help you?” asked Samantha. She seemed confused. She buttoned her blouse.

	“Hi, I’m Debbie Holmes... Max’s wife,” said Debbie.

	Samantha’s face displayed a moment of shock. “Oh, ok. What can I do for you?”

	“Could we speak inside?”

	“Uh, yes, of course,” said Samantha uncertainly.

	Samantha led Debbie to the living room, where both women took a seat on the couch. Samantha seemed rather suspicious, which Debbie took to mean Samantha was embarrassed by the bet just as she was. The reality, however, was a little different. In reality, Samantha was nervous that Debbie had come to end the bet. That was the last thing Samantha wanted as the bet offered her the ideal means for punishing Will for his affair.

	“What can I do for you?” asked Samantha.

	“I’d like to talk about this bet.”

	“Okay. What about it?”

	“I wanted to talk to you about ending this bet before it spins out of control,” said Debbie.

	And there it was, thought Samantha. She clenched her jaw. She was not going to let this bet end, no matter what this woman wanted! It was time to find a way to stoke the fire. “Spin out of control? How? Is Max having problems adjusting?” asked Samantha.

	Something about Samantha’s tone instantly worried Debbie. “I don’t mean out of control really. I just mean that this is a silly basis for a bet,” said Debbie cautiously.

	Samantha shrugged her shoulders. “All bets are silly on some level.”

	“True, but this one seems really silly.”

	Samantha said nothing.

	“Don’t you think so?” asked Debbie.

	Samantha shrugged her shoulders. “So is Max trying to quit?”

	Debbie recoiled on the inside as it occurred to her that Samantha was fishing for information, not engaging in genuine discussions. Debbie now realized that coming here might have been a mistake and that she needed to be very careful about what she said next.

	Samantha snickered. “Max must really be worried.”

	Debbie bit her tongue. This was not what she had expected nor was it what she wanted. She had expected the woman to be agreeable to ending the bet, but clearly, Samantha had no intention of ending this affair. “No, Max is fine,” said Debbie.

	“Oh? I’m surprised.”

	“Surprised, why?”

	Samantha put a smug look on her face. “Well, it seems obvious he won’t be able to handle the bet.” As she said this, she swept her arm forward for emphasis and accidentally knocked over a shopping bag, spilling the contents – a collection of sex toys she had bought earlier. She was horrified and immediately babbled something about these being training devices to help Will with the contest, which seemed better than saying she had bought them to humiliate her husband.

	Debbie’s mind seized upon this. “She’s using those to train her husband?! If she’s using these things, then so am I!” She whipped out her phone as an embarrassed Samantha dropped to the floor and hectically started jamming the toys back into the bag. When she finished, she rudely showed Debbie to the door. Debbie didn’t care, however. She now had a photo of each and she knew what she needed to buy.

	It was time to go shopping.

	—o—

	Samantha returned to her bedroom carrying the bag of toys a few minutes later. Her husband stood in the corner with his hands tied behind his back. He wore a white corset, white panties and white high-heeled sandals, which he found rather embarrassing. Even more embarrassing though, was the leash. After dressing her husband in the corset and heels, she tied a leather dog collar around his penis and his testicles. Being tied around both at the same time meant he couldn’t just yank it off. He would need to unbuckle it, which he couldn’t do with his hands tied. Then she attached a pink leather leash to the collar and she walked him to the corner, where she hooked the leash over a chair. He was stuck. If he tried to walk away, the leash would stop him after a couple feet and then yank on his balls, an uncomfortable slightly scary feeling for him.

	That was the way Samantha left him when the doorbell rang.

	Now she had returned.

	“That was interesting,” said Samantha as she walked back into the bedroom. “That was your buddy Max’s wife. She must think he’s going to lose the bet because she wants to stop it.”

	Will perked up. Could this be the end of the bet? Would she now set him free? That would make him very happy.

	“I sent her packing, of course,” said Samantha.

	Will’s hopes came crashing down. “But why? Why not end it?”

	“Ha!” laughed Samantha. “Are you kidding?”

	“But if she wants to end it—”

	“That’s exactly why we keep going! She’s worried she’s going to lose. Why would I stop when she’s just given me such a clear indication that we’re going to win? No, my sissy-to-be husband, we’re going to win this. What’s more, I intend to humiliate Max in the process.”

	Will swallowed hard. “How are you going to humiliate Max?” he asked nervously.

	“I don’t know yet, but I’ll think of something.”

	Will felt a shudder race down his spine. Not that he cared about Max; in fact, he barely knew him. But ever since Samantha had caught him in his affair, she had come to truly enjoy humiliating him, and Will worried that she might combine her desire to humiliate him along with her desire to humiliate Max. This also worried him that it might mean he would be stuck like this for some time.

	Ding Dong!

	The doorbell rang once more.

	“That better not be that woman again,” said Samantha and she stormed out of the room.

	Will thought about leaving the corner – in fact, he thought about fleeing generally – but decided against it. Besides, it wasn’t like he could get far with his hands tied behind his back and the leash and collar around his penis. All he could do was wait and see what happened.

	As before, Will heard voices in the outer room... women’s voices.

	Will waited nervously for whoever this woman was to leave. He wasn’t worried about getting caught because he knew Samantha would never expose him like this, but it still made him nervous to have this woman (or women) so close.

	Then Will got the shock of his life.

	“Come this way,” said Samantha as she entered the bedroom.

	Will spun around to see who was coming though the door. He saw their maid Brenda enter the bedroom. Will almost passed out.

	“You know my husband, of course,” said Samantha.

	Will’s heart stopped as he saw Brenda’s face contort in shock before a sort of gloating expression replaced it. And the more her face took on this glowing, gloating appearance, the greater Will’s shame. He desperately wanted to flee now... if only he could.

	“The Sir is certainly interestingly dressed,” said Brenda.

	Will’s penis jumped to its most erect.

	“Yes, he is.”

	“Is this— I mean— what is he doing?”

	Samantha let out a cynical laugh which made Will’s penis start throbbing. “I’ve shown this to you Brenda for several reasons. First, this is how you will be seeing my husband from now on, and I didn’t want you surprised when you came to work next and you saw him in a dress.”

	Brenda snickered and looked at the corset and panties. “He’s not exactly in a dress right now, Ma’am.”

	Samantha smiled. “He will be soon.”

	“Honey, can we please discuss this?” asked Will nervously.

	“Be quiet dear, the grown ups are talking,” said Samantha, causing Will to wilt. She then turned her attention back to Brenda. “As I said, my first goal was to show you how my husband will dress from now on. My second goal was to make it clear that my husband no longer has any authority over you. You work for me, not him, and he will answer to you.”

	“You mean I’m... I’m—”

	“Yes, you’re in charge when I’m not here,” said Samantha. “My husband will follow any order you give him from now on.”

	“Honey!” whined Will. The women ignored him.

	“Any order?” asked Brenda suspiciously.

	“Any order. Even sexual ones,” said Samantha.

	Brenda’s jaw dropped. “You’re fine with me giving Will sexual orders?”

	Samantha took Brenda’s hand and pulled her over to the utterly humiliated Will. She placed Brenda’s hand on Will’s erection. Brenda’s fingers then wrapped around the erection.

	“H— honey!” exclaimed Will.

	“Be quiet, dear,” said Samantha.

	“This doesn’t bother you?” asked Brenda as she held firmly to Will’s erection, which seemed to be larger than her boyfriend’s.

	“No, not at all.”

	“It seems to bother him.”

	Samantha shook her head. “Actually, it doesn’t. He’s a sissy pervert who likes it when women dominate him and abuse him. No doubt he’s incredibly happy about all of this.”

	“I am not!” gasped Will, who had never been more humiliated in his life... or more excited.

	Again, the women ignored him.

	“That brings me to the third point. He needs to learn to stop seeing himself as a man because he isn’t really one and it’s time he accepted it. I would like you to help with that in any way you can,” said Samantha.

	Brenda looked confused, but her pussy was incredibly wet.

	“So treat him like the inferior creature that he is, like something beneath your heels,” added Samantha.

	Will thought he might pass out. He couldn’t believe his wife would say such a thing or do such a thing. Had she really just told their maid to humiliate him and strip him of his manhood? This couldn’t be real... could it?

	Yes, it was.

	Samantha untied the leash from the chair and handed it to Brenda. “Why don’t you take him for a quick walk and then bring him back? I have a few more toys to use before I can finish dressing him.”

	“Take your husband for a walk... like a dog?” asked Brenda.

	Samantha nodded her head.

	Brenda looked at the leash in her hand and giggled as she realized it was attached to his penis. It took her a moment to accept this. When she did, an enormous smile crossed her face.

	“All right. Come on, Sir,” she said.

	Will shuddered. Somehow, being called “Sir” when everyone knew the title was impotent was worse than if she had called him “dog” or “bitch” or something nasty or meant to be humiliating. Calling him “Sir” was a reminder of what he had been and how far he had fallen. It made Samantha giggle uncontrollably for a moment.

	“Honey, please,” pleaded Will.

	Before Samantha responded, however, Brenda yanked on the leash and Will had no choice but to totter after her as she walked him out the bedroom and down the hallway.

	“I can’t believe you let your wife do this to you,” said Brenda.

	“I didn’t have a choice,” protested Will.

	Brenda laughed. “No choice? Of course you had a choice. You could have been a man and stood up and said, ‘No, honey, I won’t let you turn me into your sissy girl.’ But you never said that, did you?” She tugged on the leash forcing him to speed up as they made their way down the hall.

	“I really couldn’t,” said Will.

	Brenda stopped and grabbed his erection. “That’s because you’re a sissy. A real man would have said no.” She tugged the leash again and they started moving once more. Will was incredibly embarrassed.

	“Look, Brenda—”

	“Oh no, don’t call me ‘Brenda,’” said Brenda. “Call me ‘Madame.”

	Will felt himself shrink. This was getting worse all the time. “Yes, Madame.”

	Brenda snickered. She marched Will another few feet down the hallway before stopping once more. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft again. Then she pulled him toward her, almost causing him to fall in the tall heels he wore. “You are so hard,” she said. “So very hard.”

	Will wanted to yank his erection away, but there was no chance of that. She was firmly in control and there was nothing he could do about it. “It’s just an erection, it doesn’t mean anything,” he said defensively.

	Brenda laughed. “You can tell yourself that, but women know better.”

	“It really doesn’t mean anything! It happens all the time.”

	“It means you’re excited by all of this,” said Brenda.

	She felt his erection, rubbing it between her fingers and feeling its silky skin. She was very excited to be doing this. She slowly moved her hand down to his scrotom and wrapped her fingers around his balls. They were light and felt delicate.

	“I have your balls in my hand, Sir,” she said with a giggle. “They’re so warm and soft.”

	Will blushed, but didn’t respond. He didn’t know what to say.

	Finally, she let go and they tottered back to the bedroom. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! When they reached the bedroom, they found that Samantha had opened all the toy boxes and had laid the toys out on the bed. It was quite a collection. It scared Will, in fact.

	“What is she thinking?” he asked himself nervously.

	“Bend him over the dresser,” said Samantha.

	Brenda marched Will to a waist-high dresser and pushed him down onto it until his torso lay across the dresser. She spread his feet to help him balance. Then, for fun, she yanked down his panties all the way, pulling them off one foot, but leaving them wrapped around the other ankle and his high-heeled sandal. She then tied his leash to the dresser to keep him from moving away. She placed her fingers against his balls, which hung freely between his legs and gave them a push so they would swing.

	“There,” said Brenda with a giggle. “He’s ready, Ma’am.”

	Samantha smiled. “So he is.” She held up two butt plugs. One was considerably larger than the other. “What do you think, Brenda?”

	Brenda smirked and pointed to the larger one.

	“Why that one?”

	“I would think you should always use one that is larger than his own penis,” said Brenda. “Let him know that his penis isn’t the biggest in the house anymore. I think that would help him understand his place.”

	Samantha chuckled. “Excellent thinking.”

	The two women walked over to Will, who was both anxious and deeply humiliated. This was so far beyond anything he ever expected that he had no idea what to say or think at this moment.

	“Hold still, dear,” said Samantha.

	“What are you going to do?”

	“I’m going to make a woman out of you,” she said with a chuckle.

	Will felt his wife place once hand on the top of his butt. She used her fingers to spread his cheeks. He felt cold air flowing over his crack. She placed the large plastic dildo up against the crack. It was slick and coated in lubricant.

	“Please don’t do that,” said Will.

	Samantha didn’t answer. Instead, she slowly pushed the plug through his crack. Will’s entire body tensed up and tremendous pressure instantly filled his rear. This was unlike any pressure he had ever felt before. It was powerful, uncomfortable, and shameful.

	“Ahh! Please take it out,” gasped Will.

	“Don’t be a baby, Will,” said Samantha.

	Samantha pushed the plug even deeper. As it went, it seemed to grow larger and larger until it felt to Will that it was way too large to fit! Indeed, he was sure his entire rear could take no more.

	“How big is that thing?” he asked nervously.

	“It just feels larger than it is.”

	“Couldn’t you use something smaller?”

	Samantha laughed. “This is only a little larger than what you used on me,” she said and she squeezed his shaft and stroked it a couple times, causing precum to drip out. She then pushed the plug even deeper until it stopped.

	“Huh. It’s stopped,” said Samantha.

	Brenda stepped forward and put her hand on the plug. “He’s just tense. You need to wiggle it a bit from side to side to work it through. Then it will go.”

	Samantha let go of the plug and let Brenda handle it. Brenda wiggled the plug, a little at first, but then more and started pushing it forward. The idea that his maid was inserting this plug humiliated Will beyond anything they had done to him so far and made him very, very hard. At the same time, the pressure increased as the plug slowly worked past the area where it had been stuck and pushed deeper into Will.

	Will was starting to breathe hard from all the sensations flooding him. His penis was throbbing. It was building a sort of rhythm inside him, and with each push of the plug, that rhythm picked up speed and strength.

	Push... ugh... throb.

	Push... ugh... throb.

	Push... ugh... throb.

	Push... ugh... throb.

	Finally, Brenda pushed the plug and it broke free of the obstruction. All the pressure vanished as it entered a wider chamber. As it did, the rhythm reached its peek and Will’s penis shot off. It sprayed hot, white fluid all over the front of the dresser against which he was leaning.

	“Oh, he likes it,” said Brenda with a laugh as she watched his cum drip down the front of the dresser.

	“Apparently, he does,” said Samantha. “But look at the mess he made on our dresser!”

	“I’ll get a cloth, Miss,” said Brenda.

	Samantha shook her head. “No, he can do that,” she said and she tossed a pair of day-old panties onto the dresser before her husband’s face. “He can use those to wipe the dresser down and then he can wear them.”

	Brenda smiled.

	Will almost cried. This was not good.

	
Chapter Eight: “Debbie’s New Training Methods”

	—o—

	As Samantha and Brenda put Will through his paces, Debbie sat in her car outside “Gettin’ Up” the local sex toy shop. She was looking through the photos she had taken of the items that spilled onto the floor at Samantha’s home and she was trying to guess how each item could help Will’s feminization. When she figured out how an item helped, she added it to her list. When she had a complete list, she went inside the store to buy what she needed. Max was in for a bit of a shock when she got home.

	—o—

	“You’re kidding,” said Max as he looked with horror through the bag of items Debbie had brought back with her. He had expected her to return with news that the bet had been canceled, not with a shopping bag full of sex toys.

	Debbie shook her head.

	“There’s no way I’m agreeing to this,” added Max.

	“You don’t have a choice,” said Debbie. Her confidence kept growing and it was becoming easier and easier for her to tell her husband what to do.

	“How do you figure that?”

	“This is the only way to win,” said Debbie.

	“Winning isn’t everything.”

	“Trust me, Max. I’ve tried everything I could think of to help you, but none of it’s working.”

	“I am trying,” said Max.

	“I know you are, but it’s not working. You can kind of do it when you concentrate, but the moment I stop pushing, it all goes wrong again. These things,” said Debbie and she shook the shopping bag, “will help fix that. They will force you to do it right.”

	Max furrowed his brow. He didn’t like the idea. Before he could speak, however, Debbie spoke up once more.

	“You put our life savings on the line, Max. It’s time to step up and do what it takes to win. And if Samantha thinks these things will help train Will, then we’re going to do the exact same thing.”

	Max couldn’t argue with this, so he reluctantly nodded his head.

	Debbie smiled. Her victories were coming much easier all the time now. She emptied the bag onto the table and started looking through the items. The first thing she grabbed was a pair of tiny padlocks.

	“Sit down,” she told her husband. “I’m going to put your shoes back on.”

	“Ug,” said Max, but he plopped down into the chair.

	Debbie crouched down before him. She picked up the high-heeled shoe Max had removed and she slipped it back on his foot. Max closed his eyes and shook his head; he was sick of heels. Hence, he didn’t see Debbie thread the strap through the buckle and then push the arched metal bar at the top of the first padlock through the leather strap and around the buckle. When she closed it, the strap was effectively shut and the shoe was locked onto his foot. She then locked the other shoe onto the other foot as well.

	“And now this,” said Debbie.

	Max looked down just as Debbie attached the first of two cuffs to his ankle.

	“What are you doing?”

	“I’m limiting your range of motion. This will keep you from taking the giant, manly steps you’ve been taking and from spreading your legs when you sit,” said Debbie. She clicked the second cuff into place.

	“You think this is going to work?”

	“I do,” said Debbie.

	“All right,” said Max reluctantly.

	Debbie attached a sixteen-inch chain to each of the cuffs. This chain would prevent Max from separating his feet or legs by more than sixteen inches. This would help him maintain the smaller posture of a woman and walk like a woman.

	“Okay, stand up, Max,” said Debbie.

	Max tried to stand up, but he struggled with his balance. He had gotten used to spreading his feet several feet apart to stand up so he had maximum balance in the heels. With the chain in place, he could no longer do that, and standing up with his feet so close proved difficult. He managed, but it would take a lot of practice to make that happen smoothly.

	“See, Max,” said Debbie confidently. “A woman can do that with her feet completely together. You can’t. You’re struggling even with sixteen inches to work with. That’s why we’re doing this. This is going to stop you from cheating and make you keep your feet together until you learn how to do it.”

	Max said nothing. He knew she was right.

	Debbie next picked up what appeared to be a white leather shirt. She slipped it over Max’s head and helped him work his arms into the sleeves. It was a tight, difficult fit. When Max got the shirt in place, he realized that it reduced his range of motion considerably. The sleeves were sewn tightly to the body all the way down to his elbows. This meant that he could only use his arms from the elbow down. What’s more, the sleeves could be latched or tied to further limit the motion of the wearer.

	“I don’t think I like this one,” said Max.

	“You’ll get use to it, dear.”

	Max tried to pull his arms from the shirt but found he was stuck. “Seriously, help me take it off.”

	“Not until you’re trained.”

	“Trained how? What is this supposed to do except make me nervous?!” demanded Max anxiously. He kept tugging helplessly at the shirt.

	“You need to learn to keep your arms by your body,” said Debbie.

	“Fine, I’ll do it.”

	“I’ve already asked you dozens of times and you failed, Max. This shirt will make you hold yourself properly. Don’t worry, darling, it will soon be muscle memory. Then you don’t have to worry about it.”

	Max felt a growing sense of unease. He felt uneasy that he couldn’t remove the shirt. He felt uneasy that his mobility was slowly being taken away. He felt uneasy that Debbie was likely more physically powerful than he was the way he was dressed, and he felt uneasy that she seemed less and less subject to influence. Worst of all, though, he felt uneasy that these training methods might actually work. The last thing he wanted was for feminine motions to become part of his “muscle memory.”

	“Now it gets tricky,” said Debbie.

	“Now?” repeated Max cynically.

	Debbie ignored his tone and walked him over to the desk. He walked very gingerly and tried his best to keep his feet together, but he still jerked the chain several times as his feet moved too far apart. Keeping his feet this close together and the balance that required was definitely going to be difficult, but he had no choice now.

	When they reached the desk, Debbie carefully tipped him over it until his upper body rested on the desk. The rest of him remained standing. Then she pulled his panties down, exposing his rear.

	“What are you doing?” asked Max nervously.

	“I knew each device had a purpose, but it wasn’t always clear what the purpose was. This one took me the longest to figure out,” said Debbie. “But the more I thought about it, the more I realized what this was for and how important it is.” As she said this, Debbie picked up a long, thick butt plug with a ring on the end. She held it up for Max to see.

	“What are you doing with that ?!” asked Max.

	“Exactly what it looks like.” She made a motion as if she were sliding it up into something. Max knew immediately what that something was. He cringed.

	“No way! Not my butt!”

	“Yes, your butt, Max.”

	“Forget it! I’m your husband, untie me. I forbid you to stick that thing inside me!”

	“You don’t have any choice in this, Max,” said Debbie.

	“But why? What could possibly be the point to that thing?”

	Debbie held up the butt plug again. “This is going to help maintain your posture. You slouch and lean and spread into space like most men. This devise is going to keep you nice and small. It’s going to keep you from plopping down in your seat without thinking about things like smoothing out your skirt first. It’s going to make your moves delicate.”

	“Stop being crazy,” said Max.

	Debbie let out a small laugh and said, “Get ready, Max.”

	She placed the plug against his rear and began working it into his hole. Max jolted as he felt the plug start to push past his hole. He’d never felt anything like that before and it scared him. Not only was it uncomfortable... not only did it feel positively huge... but it felt wrong. He was a man! Things didn’t go inside there!

	“Stop!” exclaimed Max nervously.

	“Why?”

	“I don’t want this. Stop it now!”

	“We need to do this, Max.”

	“Stop it! Take it back out or I swear I’ll bend you over my knee and spank you until you can’t sit down anymore,” growled Max.

	For an instant, Debbie thought she might have pushed too far. Then she remembered how much she disliked being spanked by him. It was demeaning. It was humiliating. It was painful. And then, as if a light shined down upon her and gave her a moment of insight, it suddenly occurred to her that her husband was entirely helpless to carry out this threat. She could do anything she wanted and he couldn’t do anything about it.

	“Oh my,” thought Debbie, who felt a wave of warmth overcome her. She giggled.

	“Stop laughing!”

	“You want to spank me?” asked Debbie knowingly.

	“You heard me,” said Max.

	Debbie continued to chuckle. “Spank me? You mean like this?” she asked and she raised her hand high in the air before bringing it down fast and hard. It landed dead center on his butt. SLAAPPPPP! 

	Max was stunned.

	Debbie felt elated. She had just spanked her husband. She had emasculated and humiliated him and it felt... good. She raised her hand and let fly again.

	SLAAPPPPP!

	“Stop it!” exclaimed Max.

	She didn’t. SLAAPPPPP! 

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	Max shuddered. He had no idea how to handle this. He’d never been helpless before and no one had ever done this to him before. It wasn’t something he was mentally prepared to take. Wives just don’t spank their husbands. Of course, wives don’t dress their husbands as women either, yet somehow both seemed to be happening to Max at the moment.

	“You need to learn to obey!” said Max.

	Debbie smiled. “No, you need to learn to obey, darling,” said Debbie.

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	Max winced. She kept hitting the same spot and it hurt.

	“If you’re going to be a girl, then I’m in charge. You need to learn to start taking orders from me,” said Debbie. Something inside her had changed, she could feel it, and these thoughts were now pouring out of her.

	“Obey you ?!” gasped Max who couldn’t believe he was hearing this.

	“You heard me, little girl,” said Debbie.

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	Max’s rear was starting to warm up and to sting, but more significantly, his penis was growing erect. It was humiliating, but there was undeniably something exciting about this.

	Of course, Debbie noticed. She laughed. “Hard as a rock again!”

	“It just happens,” protested Max.

	Debbie grabbed his penis and gave it several strokes. “Hardly, Max. You’ve gotten rock hard every time I’ve added some bit of woman’s clothing and now you’re rock hard because I’m spanking you like a little girl. Face it, Max, you’re turned on by this.”

	“I am not!”

	“Yes, you are,” she said firmly.

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	She struck him with each word for emphasis.

	Max’s erection visibly throbbed with each slap.

	“Interesting,” said Debbie. “You’re so turned on by this that your dick is responding to each strike! Being spanked is actually making you throb! I’ll bet I can make you cum.”

	Max felt like his world was falling apart. How had this happened? The last thing he wanted was to be spanked to orgasm by his wife. The very idea was inconceivable. Yet, that was exactly what was going to happen!

	“I never should have told her about the bet,” he told him.

	The next blow came. SLAAPPPPP! 

	He throbbed. “Honey, stop!”

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	He throbbed again. “Ha!” said Debbie.

	“Honey, please stop!”

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	He throbbed even more. In fact, Debbie now started to adopt a rhythm with her spanking and his penis seemed to follow it. SLAAPPPPP! Throb. SLAAPPPPP! Throb. SLAAPPPPP! Throb.

	Max was breathing hard now. His body was writhing as he lay pinned against the desk. His feet shuffled in his tall heels as best they could with the ankle bracelets and the chain keeping them close. His balls swung beneath him, dangerously close to the blows. Pressure was building inside him. He could feel his penis begin to pulse.

	“Please stop!” he said desperately between gasps.

	SLAAPPPPP!

	Debbie felt his penis. “We’re almost there,” she said with a laugh.

	“Stop!”

	She ignored him. SLAAPPPPP! SLAAPPPPP! SLAAPPPPP! 

	Suddenly, it was too late. Max could feel it start. Nothing could stop it anymore. In a moment, he would be deeply humiliated. He could do nothing about it though. He tried to think of something else... anything else... but all he could envision was himself so curiously bound, in the high heels with his little, supposedly submissive wife spanking his rear.

	SLAAPPPPP!

	He came. He came a lot. He shot his juices out for what seemed like miles as they crashed to the floor. Each shot of hot white fluid felt like defeat. His wife had milked him with a spanking.

	Debbie laughed. “That was hilarious!” she said.

	Max felt incredible shame.

	“This must really turn you on if I could make you cum with a spanking!” said Debbie. Max said nothing. There was nothing to say. Debbie laughed again. “I guess we know what excites you, my little girly husband.”

	Max wanted to shrink away and vanish.

	She ran her fingers over his warm red butt. “Don’t worry, baby. Your secret is safe with me.”

	“Can you get me out of this stuff now, please?” growled Max.

	SLAAPPPPP!

	Max jerked under the surprise and the tension of being struck.

	“Number one, don’t use that tone with me, Max. I’m in charge. I was very serious about that. Until this bet is over, you will obey me. Do you understand?” asked Debbie firmly.

	“Forget it—”

	SLAAPPPPP!

	SLAAPPPPP!

	“Do you understand me, Max? Or would you like to spend an hour standing in the corner just like that?”

	Max bit his tongue. He didn’t seem to have any options. “Fine,” he said.

	“Swear it, Max. Swear that I’m in charge.”

	Max shuddered. “I swear it,” he said.

	“Good. As for number two, we’re not done yet. There are a few more items and then you need to practice.”

	Max grimaced.

	Debbie then took the plug again, which she had set down when she spanked him and she slipped it back between his cheeks. His rear was even tighter now that she had spanked him, but she started to work it inside.

	As before, Max felt the plug start to slip inside and it made him feel emasculated. It also brought with it an uncomfortable sensation as it filled him with pressure. It felt like she had jammed a log or something inside him. And the further she pushed, the greater the pressure became.

	“How big is that thing?” gasped Max.

	“This is tiny,” said Debbie. “Be glad I didn’t buy a bigger one.”

	She kept pushing, and the pressure kept increasing. Max was getting really nervous. He even clenched his fists against the pressure. And then it was gone. The plug had moved past something and suddenly the pressure all vanished. In its place, Max shamefully felt a soft, warm tingle. It felt kind of good.

	Debbie then pulled up his panties again and helped him stand up. Then she pointed to the chair. “Sit down.”

	“With this inside me?”

	“Yes. It’s made for that. You just want to be careful.”

	Max tottered over to the chair. When he reached it, he turned around. He was very conscious of the plug and rather suspicious of it. He slowly, carefully, lowered himself onto the chair, making sure the plug didn’t push farther inside or jam something inside him. It didn’t, though he could feel it. Clearly, he would need to move delicately from now on.

	It all looked rather feminine.

	“Perfect,” said Debbie. “See. This is working already!”

	Debbie then took the white skirt she had bought and she slipped the skirt over Max’s high-heel clad feet. She started working it up his legs. It was tight... very tight. It trapped the plug.

	“Ok, stand up, dear,” said Debbie.

	Max did his best to stand up. He still lacked balance with his feet so close. That didn’t matter for the moment, however, as Debbie helped him up and then finished getting the skirt into place. This took several minutes. The skirt was long, running from his waist to mid-calf, and tight. It was so tight he couldn’t really separate his thighs and he could only walk from the knees down.

	“I can’t wear this,” said Max.

	“Sure you can.”

	“But I can’t move.”

	“You can’t move like a man. You can move like a woman,” said Debbie. “That’s the point.”

	Debbie stepped back to examine her handiwork. Max stood before her almost completely helpless. That made her tingle inside. More importantly, he stood with his feet together, his knees together and he arms down at his sides. When he moved, he took small delicate steps and worked hard to balance. When he sat, he sat down delicately and brushed his skirt back to make sure it didn’t push against the butt plug. When seated, he crossed his legs behind him beneath the chair as he had been taught and he sat with excellent, feminine posture.

	“This really might work,” thought Debbie happily.

	Max, on the other hand, felt completely emasculated. He had felt stupid wearing the dress and heels before, like a man in an embarrassing costume. But now, with his restricted mobility and being forced into feminine motions, he felt like he had been robbed of his masculinity. For the first time, he truly worried where this might head, and he panicked.

	“I don’t want to do this anymore!” he exclaimed. “Take this stuff off me!”

	Debbie snickered. “Calm down, dear.”

	Max struggled against the various bonds. “Take it off!”

	Debbie put her hands on her hips and glared at her feminized husband. He no longer intimidated her in the least. “Do you want another spanking to calm you down, Max?”

	Max blushed. “No, but—”

	“Then calm down, Max.”

	Max took a deep breath to calm himself, but it didn’t make him that much happier. This was all quickly turning into a nightmare. “Listen, honey, can you please take this stuff off me?”

	Debbie shook her head. “No, Max. You brought this on yourself and you need to man up and do what needs to be done until we win this bet,” said Debbie. She walked over to the bookshelf and grabbed two books. “Now we’ll go back through all the chores you did earlier. We’re going to repeat them with better feminine posture and motions.” Debbie held out the books. “Put these away.”

	Max glared at the books for several seconds. If he took those books, then he was trapping himself in doing this. If he refused, he could still possibly get out of this, though Debbie did seem rather determined. Unfortunately, he had little choice. If he did not do as his wife wanted, then he would lose the bet and they would face bankruptcy. It seemed he was stuck.

	Reluctantly, Max took the books and tottered over to the shelf.

	“Good boy,” said Debbie.

	
Chapter Nine: “The Babysitter”

	—o—

	Will was having a miserable week. The bet would officially start Friday and both males would need to check in at the club fully dressed as women. They would be inspected and could then go about their weeks, provided they stayed dressed as women. The prospect of going out in public dressed as a woman terrified him. Even worse, to get Will ready, Samantha was going all out with his training. He was spending every waking moment learning to pass himself off as a woman, and that was humiliating.

	Worse yet, Samantha had brought their maid Brenda into this, and she proved to excel at humiliating Will. Each day, she set about relentlessly breaking him of his manhood and replacing it with feminized submission. She was very efficient.

	One incident in particular really affected Will.

	It was Wednesday. Will wore the tight bondage dress which limited the range of motion for his arms and his thighs. He wore five-inch black pumps, though Brenda had gotten rid of the chain and cuffs today because he seemed to be coming along well with how he walked in heels – he hadn’t been out of them except to shower in days now. His hair, makeup and nails were perfect. Brenda also had attached the leash around his testicles; she held the other end.

	“Let’s work on the living room now, Sir,” said Brenda.

	It still made Will feel weak to be called “Sir” when he was so obviously not in a position of authority. Nevertheless, he could do nothing about it, nor could he resist the tug of the leash, so he followed Brenda to the living room, where his wife sat on the couch reading.

	“Hello, Ma’am. We need to clean in here,” said Brenda.

	“By all means, go ahead,” said Samantha.

	“Start with the duster,” said Brenda to Will.

	Will took the duster and headed straight toward the bookshelf as far away from his wife as possible. Whether he did this consciously or not wasn’t clear, but both women noticed and interpreted this as Will trying to avoid his wife. Samantha actually giggled cynically.

	“I see your ego is still a problem,” said Brenda.

	Will turned bright red. “No, Ma’am. What makes you say that?”

	Brenda laughed. “Oh you know exactly what I’m talking about. You’re ashamed of your new role.”

	Will bit his lip. Of course, he was ashamed of his new role. He was ashamed of all of this. But he wasn’t going to admit that because he had already been told that he could not let shame get in the way of his embrace of womanhood, and admitting it would only lead to some sort of punishment.

	“No, I’m not ashamed,” said Will cautiously.

	Brenda smirked. “Then you won’t mind proving it, will you Sir? Get down on your knees.”

	Will looked to his wife, hoping she would put an end to this, but she was watching intently with no desire to intercede.

	Brenda jerked the leash to get his attention again. “Don’t look at the Madame. She put me in charge of you. You do as I say, now get down on your knees, Sir!” said Brenda.

	Will wanted to resist so badly, but he knew that would be a mistake. He also hoped his wife would step in and put an end to this, but that wasn’t happening either. No, he was going through with this just as he had gone through with a dozen or so other humiliations Brenda had thought up. Will had no choice. He slowly dropped to his knees, though this was rather difficult.

	Brenda grabbed his chin and smiled at him. “Now lean over and start licking my toes.”

	Will looked down at Brenda’s feet in her black mid-heeled sandals. The idea of licking her toes disgusted him. He glanced at his wife again in the hopes that she would put an end to this, but she was too busy giggling.

	“Start,” said Brenda.

	Will looked up at his maid and shook his head.

	Brenda jerked on the leash and Samantha warned him: “I can make this much worse, dear.”

	Will knew he had no choice. He looked down at Brenda’s toes again. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

	As the women watched, Will leaned over and removed Brenda’s sandal. He placed his lips right up against his maid’s toes. They smelled of sweat and leather. He couldn’t imagine kissing these toes, much less licking them, but that was what he needed to do.

	Will took a deep breath.

	He stuck out his tongue.

	He leaned even closer.

	Will placed his tongue on the tip of Brenda’s big toe and slowly ran it up the toe as far as it could go before the shoe got in the way. Then he moved his tongue over to the next toe and repeated the motion. Soon, he was licking back and forth, getting the full taste of dry sweat, and old leather. But there was something else on these toes.

	“This is so disgusting,” thought Will.

	“How does it taste?” asked Brenda with a laugh.

	Will had no idea what to say, so he told the truth. “It’s disgusting.”

	Brenda snickered and looked down. “Do you want to know something?” she asked, loud enough for Samantha to hear.

	Will’s eyes shot up at his maid. What was this, he wondered?

	“I gave my boyfriend a footjob, and made him cum on my toes before I came here today,” whispered Brenda.

	Samantha gasped then burst out laughing. Will stared at her in horror. He felt sick to his stomach. He wanted to scream or run away, but he lacked the strength to do any of those things. All he did was whimper and for the rest of the week, every time she made some threat or raised her voice in giving a command, he remembered this and he surrendered.

	—o—

	In any event however, today was Brenda’s day off, so Will breathed a sigh of relief that today would not be so bad. In fact, without Brenda coming and with his wife going to work, he thought today might be a very good day as he would be left to himself to continue his training – and unlikely proposition to his mind.

	He was wrong.

	“Shouldn’t you finish getting dressed?” asked Samantha. She sat at her vanity table applying her makeup. She wore black suit pants, a white blouse, and a thin golden necklace. Her shiny black spiked-heeled pumps sat on the floor before her.

	“I am dressed,” said Will.

	Samantha looked her husband up and down and shook her head dismissively. “Hardly. You need a tighter skirt and high heels. This isn’t some day off. You’ll be working around the house while I’m at the office.”

	Will looked down at the loose, pleated white skirt he wore and the tan mid-heeled pumps with the chunky heels and open toes. “But these are comfortable.”

	“I’m sure they are.”

	“They’ll make doing the housework easier than wearing something tighter or higher.”

	“I’m sure they will, but comfort is not our goal at the moment. You need to keep training in how to wear women’s clothes properly. There are no short cuts. You need to learn to deal with tight skirts and high heels,” said Samantha as she outlined her lips with a pen.

	“Maybe I could go without tight skirts and high heels,” suggest Will.

	Samantha snickered. “No sissy of mine is going without high heels and tight skirts. That’s how it’s going to be, sissy husband. So stop stalling and change what you’re wearing.”

	Will exhaled his frustration.

	“Now,” said Samantha calmly, but forcefully.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Will. He had started calling her “Ma’am” throughout the week without realizing it. It seemed appropriate when he did it the first couple times. After that, it just became normal.

	Samantha watched as Will walked over to the closet and unzipped his loose, pleated skirt. His motions in unzipping the skirt and the way he walked were both rather feminine. That made her happy.

	With his skirt unzipped, Will let it fall to the ground and then stepped out of it. He was careful not to catch it on the heels of his shoes. He then crouched down and picked up the skirt before hanging it on a hanger in the closet. Then he crouched down and unbuckled the chunky heels and stepped out of those too. Again, each of his motions was feminine.

	Samantha snickered. The extensive training she and Brenda had given Will this week was paying off. He was starting to become passable as a woman.

	“Which skirt should I take, Ma’am?” asked Will.

	Samantha smiled at how submissive his tone was becoming. Even a week ago, she never would have imagined her husband asking that question. She liked where this was headed.

	In any event, Samantha rose from her chair and walked over to her feminized husband. He wore only a white corset, white panties, white garter belt, tan stockings and a white blouse. His penis was hard as a rock and projected out several inches beneath the panties. Of course, his nails were painted red and his makeup was perfect. He wore no wig. She flipped through the dresses until she came to a personal favorite of hers. She pulled it from the closet and handed it to her husband.

	“The red pencil skirt,” she said.

	Will cringed. He had worn this one before on the weekend and it was incredibly uncomfortable. Not only that, it was almost impossible for him to remove by himself. What if someone came to the door? What if he needed to go to the bathroom?

	“Honey, could I wear something el—?”

	“The red pencil skirt. ”

	Will bowed his head. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	Will set the skirt on the bed. He then returned to the closet to get a different pair of heels. This made him unhappy. The tan mid-heeled pumps had been comfortable, but he couldn’t wear those now, and he couldn’t think of anything comfortable that would match this skirt.

	“Which shoes, Ma’am?” he asked.

	“The black ones with the double-ankle strap,” said Samantha.

	Will sighed. He’d worn these too. They were strappy sandals with five-inch heels, a t-strap and a double-ankle strap. They were very hard to walk in and rather uncomfortable.

	“Couldn’t I wear the tan pumps?” he asked.

	Samantha ignored him. Realizing that this was a “no,” Will grabbed the black sandals.

	“Put the sandals on first. I’ll help you with the skirt when I’ve finished my makeup,” said Samantha.

	Will sat down on the edge of the bed and slipped his feet into the sandals. They fit, he knew that, but they were hard to walk in. They had a very high heel, which kept his foot at an unnatural angle and little support despite the straps. He felt like he needed to mince around in these shoes, which was embarrassing, but also admittedly a huge turn on for him.

	“How can any of this turn me on?” he asked himself. He looked down at his toes poking out the front of the sandals. “How much worse can this get?”

	Ding Dong!

	The doorbell rang.

	Will looked nervously to his wife. Who could this be at this hour? In the last few days, the only visitors were Max’s wife, which seemed to give Samantha even more vigor in pursuing this bet, and Brenda, to whom Samantha exposed Will! So who could this be, worried Will.

	Samantha smiled. “Come along, dear,” said Samantha. She moved to the door.

	“Me?” asked Will incredulously. He looked down at his exposed lingerie and his erection pushing out of his panties; he wasn’t even wearing the skirt yet. “Shouldn’t I get dressed first?”

	Samantha shook her head.

	“But what if it’s someone with a package?” asked Will.

	“Then they’ll get a nice tip. Now come along.”

	Will shuddered, but did as he was told. He and his wife started down the hallway toward the front door. Their heels echoed loudly. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! 

	Ding Dong!

	The doorbell rang again.

	“Have some patience,” thought Will sourly. “You’ll get to humiliate me soon enough.”

	A moment later, they reached the door. Samantha grabbed the handle and pulled the door open. To Will’s utter horror, standing on the other side of the doorway was Stephanie... the neighbor’s girl.

	The End of Part One
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Chapter Ten: “Oh My God! It’s You!”

	—o—

	Ding Dong!

	The doorbell rang again, sending a shiver down Will’s spine.

	“Come along, darling,” said Samantha with a smirk. “It’s time to answer the door.”

	Will looked down at his half-dressed state. He couldn’t answer the door! He wore only a white blouse, white corset, white panties, white garter belt, tan stockings, and the uncomfortable strappy sandals with the five-inch heels and a double-ankle strap. He didn’t want to be seen in any of this. What’s more, his penis was hard as a rock and it tented up his lingerie. If he answered the door, whoever it was would see his erection as well.

	“But I’m not dressed,” he complained.

	“You’re dressed well enough,” countered his wife.

	“Can I at least slip into the skirt?” he asked, meaning the red pencil skirt she had just ordered him to wear.

	“No, darling. Come along,” said Samantha.

	“But they’ll see me!”

	Samantha shook her head. “I’m not worried about that,” she said dismissively and she moved to the bedroom door.

	Of course, this didn’t make Will feel any better. He didn’t want to be seen, not dressed as a woman and certainly not partially dressed like a woman. The way he was dressed right now, his lack of a skirt and wig made it obvious that he was a man. That made being seen embarrassing.

	Ding Dong!

	The doorbell rang again.

	“Now,” said Samantha from the door.

	Will cringed, but obeyed because he hoped his wife would soon move beyond her anger and then things could go back to normal. So he set down the red pencil skirt and followed his wife down the hallway toward the front door; she was already dressed for work in black suit pants, a white blouse, and her shiny black spiked-heeled pumps. She had even completed her makeup and put on her jewelry.

	“What if it’s someone we know?” asked Will nervously. “What if it’s the mail man?”

	Samantha didn’t respond. She was ignoring his worries.

	They kept walking. Their heels echoed loudly as they made their way down the hallway: CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! 

	A moment later, they reached the door. Samantha grabbed the handle and pulled the door open without warning to Will. Will had expected a moment to collect himself at least, but now that was denied to him. His mind instantly thought to dodge behind the door, but his body didn’t respond. He just stood there staring out the door. To his horror, he knew the person standing on the other side: it was Stephanie, the neighbor’s girl, and his one time lover. She wore a red skater dress and flat white Converse tennis shoes, giving her an innocent yet mature look.

	“Stephanie!” he gasped. His erection jumped to attention.

	“Will!” she gasped at the same time.

	“I see you know each other,” said Samantha with a laugh.

	Stephanie stared at Will for what seemed like an eternity to Will. He watched helplessly as her eyes took in every aspect of his feminization, starting with the makeup on his face, his pierced ears, his hairless chest, his lingerie and his erection beneath and finally his high heels. He wanted desperately to flee, but couldn’t. He was frozen in place and could think of nothing to do or say.

	“Why are you dressed like that?!” demanded Stephanie finally. Her tone was somewhere between shocked and horrified.

	“It’s not what it looks like,” said Will feebly.

	“Of course, it is. This is how Will likes to dress now,” said Samantha coldly.

	“That’s not true!” protested Will.

	“It is true, William. You may tell yourself that you don’t want this, but the fact of the matter is that you do.”

	Will cringed. It was true that something inside him craved humiliation, but he could never admit that openly. Besides, he didn’t want to believe it was true. “That’s not true! This is all your idea!”

	“How dare you lie to this young woman!” growled Samantha and she immediately slapped his erection with the hairbrush she held; she had carried it from the bedroom without Will noticing. It made a dull thudding noise when it struck his penis: THUD! 

	Will doubled over, more from the shock than the pain. The sting of the blow came an instant later as the shock settled. “I’m sorry, Ma’am!” he gasped through gritted teeth.

	“Tell the young woman the truth, darling,” said Samantha.

	Will knew what his wife wanted him to say, and he was in no position to resist, no matter how much he wanted to. He licked his dry lips. “This is how I like to dress now,” he said unhappily. This was incredibly humiliating and he choked on every word. He’d had sex with this young woman and now his wife was making him “admit” to things that were not true which would emasculate him in her eyes.

	“Okay,” said Stephanie in a tone which meant anything but “okay.”

	“It’s really not what it looks like,” said Will.

	Stephanie put her hands on her hips and shook her head. She was clearly unimpressed.

	“I’m afraid it is what it looks like,” said Samantha. “It’s exactly what it looks like. Will has been dressing as a woman in secret for some time. Now, he’s finally out in the open about it.”

	“No wonder he slipped into my panties so easily,” thought Stephanie.

	Will wanted to scream that none of what his wife said was true, but he knew better. One look into Stephanie’s eyes told Will she believed Samantha anyways and would never believe his denials. Hence, he remained silent and blushed like a little girl caught with her fingers in the cookie jar as a burning shame came over him.

	“I hope this doesn’t change anything,” said Samantha.

	Stephanie considered this for a moment. “No. Not really. In fact, I guess it helps explain it all and, if anything, that makes it easier.”

	“Makes what easier?” asked Will nervously.

	“What I asked her to do.”

	“Which is?”

	Samantha laughed. “Stephanie’s going to be your babysitter.”

	Will jaw dropped.

	—o—

	For a moment, Will thought he had passed out, but he hadn’t. His senses had just overwhelmed him and it only seemed to him that he had lost consciousness. He came back to his sense a moment later with the word “baby-sit” still ringing in his ears. Would his wife truly put him in the care of this young woman, his onetime lover, as a babysitter ? It seemed unthinkable.

	“D— did you say, ‘babysitter’?” gasped Will.

	“Of course, darling,” said Samantha.

	Stephanie smirked at her one-time lover.

	“Babysitter ?” repeated Will incredulously.

	“What else would you call it? You can’t be trusted to be here all alone. So when neither I nor Brenda are here, Stephanie has agreed to watch you. She will be your babysitter.”

	“She’s going to baby-sit me?” repeated the stunned Will.

	“Yes. She’ll make sure you are properly dressed and that you behave as you are supposed to... that you do your chores and stay out of trouble. She will be in charge and you will obey her just as you would obey me if I were here.”

	Will felt his stomach fall to his knees. Despite everything he had experienced this week, he never felt more weak or more emasculated than he did at this very moment. The idea that his wife was leaving him in the power of this young woman was just shocking to him. It was shattering.

	Stephanie, on the other hand, laughed at the ridiculousness of it all. “Imagine a grown man needing a babysitter.”

	“Will is special,” said Samantha.

	“Yeah, apparently,” said Stephanie with a snicker.

	“Yes, he’s not much of a man.”

	“I could tell. Will he do this though?”

	“Don’t worry, Stephanie. He’ll obey you. It’s in his nature,” said Samantha. She turned to her downcast humiliated husband: “You like obeying women, don’t you, darling?”

	Will blushed and looked down at her feet. As he did, he felt his penis swell.

	Stephanie pointed at his erection and giggled. “I see that. The idea really turns him on!” She shook her head and smirked at Will. “Don’t worry, little guy. I’ll take good care of you.”

	Will wanted to melt away and disappear.

	“Quite right,” said Samantha. She checked her watch. “It looks like it’s time for me to leave for work.” She slipped her jacket over her shoulders. Then she walked over to the table in the foyer and picked up her purse and keys. “There’s food in the refrigerator. Make sure he doesn’t eat too much... he’s watching his figure. My number is on the card on the table if you need me. I’m sure you can handle it.”

	“I’m sure I can,” said Stephanie.

	“Good. I’ll check in a little later.” Samantha turned to her emasculated husband. “You behave and do as Miss Stephanie tells you.”

	Will blushed, but nodded his head.

	“I want to hear you say you agree,” said Samantha.

	“Yes, Ma’am, I will,” said Will softly.

	“Good girl.”

	With that, Samantha left, leaving her husband in the control of the babysitter... his one-time lover.

	—o—

	With his wife gone, Will watched Stephanie walk into the living room and crash down on the sofa. The skirt of her skater dress flared up as she did, but he couldn’t see her panties beneath. Her sneakers made no sound as she crossed the carpet, but did squeak on the tile. He followed her until he stood before her. She was staring at him with an enormous smirk on her face. It was clear that she found all of this to be immensely amusing.

	“Well, hello there little guy,” said Stephanie.

	“You don’t really believe this, do you?” asked Will cautiously.

	“Why shouldn’t I? Look at how you’re dressed.”

	“This? This is all my wife’s doing. She’s upset at me and this is her punishment. I don’t want to dress like this—”

	Stephanie snickered. “And yet, you are dressed like that.”

	“Yes, but it wasn’t my idea.”

	Stephanie shrugged her shoulders. “That doesn’t change the fact that you are dressed like that. Men don’t dress like that unle—”

	“My wife—”

	“Men don’t let their wives dress them like that, Will,” said Stephanie without sympathy. “Not unless they want to be dressed like that.”

	“That’s not true! Look, Stephanie—”

	“‘Miss Stephanie’,” corrected Stephanie.

	Will winced. “Miss? Now wait a minute—”

	“‘Miss Stephanie ’,” growled Stephanie. “That’s what you will call me from now on, little guy. There’s no escaping that, unless you want to be punished. So let’s hear it, Willow .”

	Will shuddered at being called “Willow.” This wounded his pride and, even worse, it worried him that Stephanie seemed to be engrossed in his wife’s game. “Now hold on. We made love—”

	“Yes, but I didn’t know what for a sissy you were at the time.”

	“I’m not a sissy!” protested Will.

	“Said the little girly boy in high heels and lingerie,” shot back Stephanie.

	“But—”

	“Forget it, Willow, I don’t believe you. Besides, it doesn’t matter. I’ve been hired to watch you and that’s what I’m going to do. And you are going to obey me and be a good little girl for me or I’m going to call your wife and have her come back here and discipline you. Do you understand, little girl?”

	Will stared at his former lover in shock. This was a horrible turn of events. He swallowed hard. “Yes, Miss Stephanie,” he said.

	
Chapter Eleven: “Reporting In”

	—o—

	Max was shocked. He and Debbie had come to the club, as required by the bet. They were here to meet Rachel to show her that Max was ready to pass himself off as a woman for the next week. He expected that this would happen in some private side room away from the other members. He expected to be able to slip into the meeting, let Rachel see him, and then slip back out without anyone else seeing him. But that wasn’t how things turned out.

	“They built a stage,” whispered Debbie incredulously.

	“I— I see that,” said Max. His mouth was dry.

	Max and Debbie stood at the oversized doorway to the main room. Debbie wore an elegant powder-blue pencil dress and white spike-heeled pumps with pointy toes. Max wore a long tan overcoat which covered everything except his stockinged calves and his black open-toed slingbacks. They had a five-inch heel with a half-inch platform and they weren’t the easiest to navigate. Max had lobbied to wear “safer” heels, but Debbie reminded him that they needed to make an impression where they could to distract from the fact that parts of him still looked male.

	Besides, she hoped to intimidate Will and Samantha.

	Beneath the overcoat, Max wore a black pencil dress which ended just below his knees and limited his motions, as did the corset, the girdle and other items. Similarly, his worry about the butt plug Debbie made him wear forced him to move gently, especially when sitting down. All told, the result was very feminine, even if it was forced upon Max rather than natural.

	Max and Debbie looked around the room.

	The room was packed with bookcases, leather chairs and tables covered in newspapers and drinking glasses. It seemed like every other member was in attendance tonight. Every seat was taken. At the center of the room, a raised platform had been constructed. It was built as a series of steps, three in total, and then carpeted in the same rich, red carpet that covered the rest of the room. It was big enough for perhaps six people to stand upon.

	“Have you ever seen this many people here?” asked Debbie.

	“Never,” squeaked Max.

	“Well, this is why we’re here... it’s not like we have a choice. Are you ready?”

	Max didn’t respond, however. Terror had taken him and frozen him in place. He couldn’t bring himself to take one more step into this room. “I— I— we, uh, we need to leave.”

	Debbie knew this was coming. “Oh no you don’t, Max.”

	“But— but—”

	“We need to win, Max. We need to win because you made that stupid bet. So whether you like it or not, you’re going in. There’s just no other choice unless you want to lose everything!”

	“But everyone will see me!” he whispered.

	“Yes, Max. And that’s your own fault. Now come with me.”

	Debbie took Max’s hand and started into the room. Max didn’t move at first, but the tug of Debbie’s hand brought him along. Their high heels echoed off the tile floor as they made their way to where the carpet began: CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! All eyes slowly turned to them.

	“Everyone is watching,” said Max anxiously.

	“Of course they are. That’s why they’re here, darling... to see you... to see how you look as a woman.”

	Max swallowed hard at that thought, but kept walking. As they neared the platform, more and more members started to notice them and each rose to their feet and slowly approached the platform. This gave Max a sense of being surrounded. He squeezed his wife’s hand tightly. He started to wobble in his heels.

	“Stay calm, dear,” whispered Debbie.

	Max took several deep breaths and loosened his grip. He steadied himself again and started walking once more: CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! 

	They reached the edge of the platform.

	“And who do we have here?” asked a gorgeous but older woman in a sharp black skirt suit and spikes as she slowly ascended the rear steps of the platform. It was Rachel Blair, the woman who started all of this. “Hello, Max,” she said. Her tone was tense, choppy, and challenging.

	“Hello, Rachel,” replied Max in a similar tone.

	“I didn’t think you’d have the courage to show up tonight,” said Rachel with a sneer. “I was afraid you might have given up before you got the chance to learn your lesson.”

	“Why would I quit when you seem intent on handing me money?” countered Max.

	Rachel snickered. “You think it’s going to be that easy?”

	“I’m here aren’t I?”

	“Coming tonight is the easy part, Max.”

	“It’s all easy, Rachel. And that’s what I’m going to prove. This whole idea that women have it so hard is garbage.”

	Rachel laughed. “We’ll see how you feel after a week.”

	“No sweat.”

	Rachel smiled. “All right, Max. If you think it’s that easy, then maybe we should up the stakes? Perhaps you’d like to extend the bet? Maybe a month? A year?” asked Rachel slyly.

	Max let out a cynical laugh. He wasn’t going to back down. Before he could speak, however, Debbie put her hand on his shoulder to stop him. This snapped Max back to reality.

	“Don’t do anything stupid,” whispered Debbie to her husband.

	Max nodded his head.

	“Don’t let her goad you into anything.”

	Max nodded his head again. He then turned back to Rachel. “While I appreciate the chance to take more of your money,” he said, “I think I’ll pass. One week is enough to prove you wrong.”

	Rachel scoffed. “‘Prove me wrong’?! Ha! You sure talk a lot for someone who’s still hiding behind a trench coat. Are you ready to expose yourself to all these people?”

	This comment focused Max’s attention on all the club members who had gathered around to watch, and he began to tremble. He had put these people out of his mind by focusing on Rachel, but now she had reminded him of them again and all of his fears of being caught cross-dressed returned.

	“Why are they here anyways?” asked Max. “I thought we were doing this in some private room.”

	Rachel shrugged her shoulders. “I thought differently.”

	“So you just decided to build a stage and invite everyone who belongs to the club?”

	“Something like that,” said Rachel with a snicker.

	“I could object under club rules.”

	Rachel shook her head. “Actually, you can’t. Under the club rules, any wager made at the club can be turned over to the membership for adjudication. That means that I can ask the members to decide if the terms of the wager have been met.”

	Max glared at her. “What? Why? What are you trying to do?”

	An evil grin appeared on Rachel’s lips. “What do you think, Max?”

	“She wants to make this as hard as possible on you, Max,” whispered Debbie in her husband’s ear. “Now you need to stand before the entire club and let them all see how you are dressed. I’ll give her this, she’s devious.”

	“So you’re just trying to make this embarrassing,” said Max.

	Rachel smirked. “No, Max. I’m trying to help you. You need to last a whole week as a woman. If you can’t stand up here and face the members of this club, then you have no chance. Consider it a friendly warning of the difficulties to come,” said Rachel disingenuously. “So how about you stop whining and get up on the platform for all to see.”

	Max burned to meet this challenge, even though he felt terrified and sick at the idea of removing his coat and standing on that platform. So he summoned his courage and he did it. He walked right up to the platform. He tossed open the trench coat and dropped it to the floor, and he stuck his high-heel encased foot on the first step of the platform.

	When Max tossed off the trench coat, he exposed his clothing beneath. All eyes in the club focused on the black sequined pencil dress he wore. It hugged his body. What’s more, thanks to the corset and the girdle and a pair of breast forms Debbie had gotten him, his shape appeared remarkably feminine. It wasn’t quite an hourglass shape, but it was close enough and it brought a dull roar from the crowd mixed with whistles of approval.

	Max’s penis grew hard. Fortunately, he and Debbie had tied it back securely.

	“Very nice dress,” said Rachel.

	Max blushed. “Thanks,” he replied with a hint of snideness.

	Rachel examined his long, red nails, his perfect makeup and his luxurious hair. He had spent a lot of time preparing this look. Even his posture was surprisingly feminine – the result of training and several toys, like the butt plug. This made her very happy/

	“I am impressed,” said Rachel and she theatrically offered him a hand to help him up the steps.

	Max defiantly ignored her hand and ascended the steps himself.

	“So where’s your partner?” asked Rachel when he reached the top.

	“My partner? What partner?”

	“The other guy with the roaming eyes.”

	“He’s here,” exclaimed a woman at the entrance.

	Max knew the woman right away. It was Samantha, Will’s wife. She wore a dark gray skirt suit with black accents and black spike heels. Her hair was up in a tight bun. The overall effect was rather stern and it made Max shudder at the idea of being married to her.

	“She looks like a real ball breaker,” he told himself.

	“Is that her?” asked Debbie.

	Max nodded his head. Then he watched as Samantha strutted into the room. There was something seductive, yet bossy in her walk; it excited him. He saw no sign of Will, at least not initially. As she entered, Max saw something move behind Samantha, hidden in her shadow. It seemed small.

	“What is that?” he asked himself.

	Suddenly, Samantha stepped to one side and Will burst into the light. He looked good. He looked very good. He wore a slinky red evening gown and silver high-heeled sandals which slipped out from beneath the dress as he walked. His shape was surprisingly feminine, the resulting efforts of his corset and girdle – just like Max. His walk, his posture, and his motions were delicate, feminine and seductive.

	“Wow,” thought Max and his erection grew despite himself.

	Rachel laughed upon seeing Will. “Why don’t you join us on stage, sweetie?”

	Will swallowed hard. It was one thing to let his wife emasculate him and humiliate him. It was quite another to stand in front of this massive gathering of people and become an object of their amusement. This was difficult. Yet, it could have been worse. At least these people had no idea of the things his wife was doing to him. All they knew was that he was dressed this way as part of a bet, which wasn’t that humiliating. And as long as he did as he was told, they would never know. So Will started toward the stage as Samantha accompanied him.

	Rachel looked at both men. “I must admit that I am impressed,” she said to the crowd. “I never would have guessed that either of you could be transformed so completely.”

	Will and Max both blushed. Neither saw this as a compliment.

	“That is either a massive indictment of your masculinities or a credit to your wives,” continued Rachel.

	Now Will and Max cringed.

	Rachel then called the crowd to gather round the platform. “Thank you all for coming tonight. As you know, there is a wager at hand. I have bet William and Maxwell that they cannot endure one week dressed as women. Clearly they think they can. Indeed, the efforts they have taken to transform themselves are quite excellent. But this bet is not about appearing to be women, it is about enduring all that women endure for the next week.”

	“Easy,” said Max arrogantly.

	Rachel ignored him. “The reason I’ve asked you all here tonight is that I’m going to let the membership judge the bet. Tonight, it’s up to each of you to decide if both Will and Max are passable enough to start their weeks. If you decide they are, then they will report here again in one week. If they survive the week as women, then they win. If not, then I win.”

	A murmur arose from the crowd.

	“They look like women to me!” said one voice with a laugh.

	“They look like women, but I wouldn’t take them home with me,” said another.

	“Oh yes, you would,” came the reply and everyone laughed.

	Max and Will felt even smaller. They felt hundreds of eyes pouring over every inch of their bodies. They could feel the lust in some of them, and the scorn in others. This was a difficult, humiliating moment for both.

	Rachel held up her hand to quiet the crowd. “Let’s see what everyone thinks.” She held her hand up over Max’s head. “Is Max sufficiently passable as a woman to justify continuing with this bet?”

	There was a rousing round of applause.

	Max was relieved to have passed the first part of the bet, but he felt like a fool too being judged by all these people.

	Rachel now held her hand up over Will’s head. “What about Will?”

	Again, there was a rousing round of applause. This time, it was Will’s turn to feel both relieved and humiliated. He and Max also added nervous to the list now as it wasn’t clear if the crowd had cheered louder for Will or Max. If they had cheered louder for one, what did it mean? Was Max or Will winning? Neither knew.

	Max glanced at his wife. She looked nervous.

	Will glanced at his wife. She looked smug.

	Rachel turned to the two feminized men. “All right, boys, you have one week. Can you survive it as women? Can you stand the unwanted attention, the hands, the belittling comments? You’ve stepped into a new world. Let’s see if you’re strong enough to handle it.”

	Max rolled his eyes. “No problem.”

	Will smiled politely, but said nothing. Both then immediately started down from the platform to their waiting wives.

	“Good luck, ladies ,” Rachel called after them with a laugh.

	Max waved his hand dismissively over his head without turning around.

	Before the two feminized males reached their wives, Rachel waved both Samantha and Debbie to the platform. Both told their husbands to wait for them and they ascended the platform.

	“I wanted to talk briefly to the both of you,” said Rachel.

	Samantha and Debbie glanced at each other cautiously.

	“As I’m sure both of you have realized, this bet is nonsense. Of course, both can spend a week dressed as women. It might not be comfortable for them, but they can do it with no problems. My only purpose here is to give them a little dose of the humiliation they mindlessly inflict on the women around them. I would think a week of embarrassing themselves before family and friends would be enough.”

	Debbie chuckled. She had been right. Rachel just wanted to make a fool of Max for his conduct. It was just too bad so much money had become involved that they needed to take this seriously.

	“Anyways,” continued Rachel, “the reason I wanted to speak to you both before the week got started is that I wanted to point out what for an amazing opportunity this could be for both of you.”

	“What do you mean?” asked Debbie.

	“What do you think I mean? Your husbands will never be more vulnerable than they are this week. They will be humiliated and scared and easily blackmailed. Take advantage of that. Reshape your marriages to be more to your liking.”

	“You want us to— I think it sounds like you want us to— I don’t know.”

	Rachel smiled. “That’s exactly what I mean. You husbands are at your mercy right now. If you ever wanted to change the dynamic of your marriages, to take charge, here is the best chance you will ever have.”

	Debbie blushed. Samantha said nothing.

	“In fact,” continued Rachel, “I’ll make you both a deal. What do you say we forget the bet as it is? Instead, the two of you work to take over your marriages. If you can prove to me that you’ve done it, then I’ll give both your husbands what I’ve written on the paper.”

	“What about the other part of the bet?” asked Debbie.

	“Agree to let it go. This is between you and your husbands, not each other,” said Rachel.

	Debbie and Samantha looked at each other. Neither knew what the other was thinking. Debbie didn’t even know what she was thinking herself. She was enjoying being in charge and she wouldn’t mind holding onto that, but the price seemed fairly steep. Samantha, on the other hand, knew what she wanted. She just wasn’t sure agreeing to end the bet in a week would help her. After all, she was using the threat of losing to keep Will under control.

	Rachel saw their doubt. “Well, think about it,” she said.

	With that, Samantha and Debbie returned to their husbands. Both women had a lot to think about.

	
Chapter Twelve: “Back To Work En Femme ” 

	—o—

	Max opened his eyes and sat up in the bed. It was Monday morning. The meeting at the club the prior night seemed like a bad dream. Unfortunately, it had been real enough. He now had one week until he needed to return and, in the meantime, he had a business to run. It was time to focus on that.

	“Good morning, honey,” said Debbie. She handed Max a cup of coffee.

	“Good morning, dear. Thanks for the coffee,” said Max. “It’s time to get dressed and head off to the office. I’m meeting Karen at the steakhouse this morning to arrange menu changes for the week across all of the restaurants.” Karen was Max’s personal assistant.

	Debbie nodded her head.

	Max sipped his coffee and then set it aside. “Can you grab my gray suit please while I shower?”

	“Your gray suit?”

	“Yes, the one from Flanders & Co.”

	Debbie bit her lip. “But that’s a man’s suit, Max.”

	“I know. I’m a man, remember?”

	“I thought we talked about this, Max.”

	Max scoffed. “You mean me wearing women’s clothes all week?”

	Debbie nodded her head.

	Max shook his head. “Forget it. You saw how good I did last night. That was with just the one weekend of training and a few hours prep. There’s no need for me to stay dressed all week. All I need to do is dress up before we go back in seven days. The rest of the week I can dress normally. So please get my suit.”

	“But what if you get caught?”

	“Won’t happen.”

	Debbie guessed this was coming. Max was vastly underestimating how hard it would be to go back and forth. He was also overestimating how passable he was. He was passable compared to another man, but that didn’t make either passable as women. He was also taking an unacceptable risk in not worrying about getting caught. Still, she knew he would never listen to her, no matter what Rachel had said, so there was no point in trying. Fortunately, she had anticipated this moment and planned accordingly.

	“Honey!” screamed Max a few minutes later.

	“Yes, dear?”

	“Can you come here please?”

	Debbie walked into the bathroom, where she saw Max staring at himself in the mirror. He had scrubbed away all of his makeup and discovered, to his horror, that his eyebrows were practically nonexistent.

	“I can’t go out like this!”

	Debbie didn’t respond. She just folded her arms.

	“I look like a freak.” Max peered into the mirror again. He now noticed that his pierced ears were obvious too, even without earring in them. “My ears! I look like a drag queen without her makeup!”

	“Yep,” said Debbie.

	“‘Yep’?! What do you mean, ‘yep’?”

	“This is what I warned you about, Max. You can’t just go back and forth,” said Debbie almost smugly.

	Meanwhile, Max was going into a panic. “You need to do something!”

	Debbie snickered. “Me? What can I do? I can help you pass as a woman, but that’s about it. I can’t help you pass as a man. If I paint your eyebrows in place, you’ll look even more feminine.”

	Max put his hands on the sides of his head and whined, “What am I going to do?”

	Debbie shrugged her shoulders. “Let Karen handle the restaurants for the next week. You always talk about how good she is. Surely, she can run everything for a week or so, right?”

	“Karen is good, but she’s not that good that I trust her running the place alone. She needs me there.”

	“Then dress as a woman, like I warned you that you would need to do, and go to work.”

	“I can’t. I’d lose the respect of all my staff.”

	“Then don’t tell them who you are?”

	Max cocked his head to one side as a curious look came over his face. “How do I do that and still issue orders?”

	“I don’t know. I’m just thinking out loud,” said Debbie.

	Max’s face suddenly lit up. He snapped his fingers. “I’ve got it! I know how I can do this. I’m going to put Karen in charge, but I’m going to spend the week as her assistant. That way I can be there to run the business and I can stay dressed but no one will know who I am! Well, no one but Karen.”

	Debbie raised an eyebrow. “Is that a good idea?”

	“Sure, why not?” asked Max in a tone which suggested he thought his wife was being naive.

	Debbie bit her lip and said nothing. Max’s tone made it clear that he had made up his mind and he was not going to listen to anything she had to say, not that she really had an objection. She just wanted him to be careful.

	“That might actually work,” said Max.

	Debbie smiled politely.

	“All right,” said Max. “It’s settled. Help me dress in something fitting for an assistant.”

	—o—

	An hour later, Max stood before the steakhouse he owned; Debbie had driven him here as he couldn’t drive in the dress and heels. His knees trembled. It was bad enough being in public dressed in a skirt, blouse and heels, but being at his own restaurant sharpened all of his worries. If he was caught, that discovery would spread like wildfire and then he would have a real problem.

	“Please don’t let anyone recognize me,” prayed Max.

	He walked through the door.

	“Sorry Miss, we’re closed,” said the waiter who was stacking wine bottles in the display as Max came through the door.

	Max immediately tensed up, though part of him felt somewhat calmed that the waiter, named George, hadn’t identified him. He just saw Max as “Miss,” and that was good. Max moved closer to the waiter, though he kept a larger than normal distance in the hope that staying farther away would make identification harder.

	“I’m here to see Karen Nixon. She’s expecting me,” said Max softly in his best feminine voice.

	George shrugged his shoulders. “Ok. She’s in the back.”

	Max followed the young man to the kitchen and then to a small office at the back of the restaurant. He felt like a fool as his high heels echoed so loudly off the hard floor. It was such a feminine sound and here he was making it. What’s more, his loose pleated skirt danced around his legs, projecting a very feminine image. Indeed, Max noticed George glancing over his shoulder at Max’s legs several times. This make Max feel especially vulnerable.

	“Here’s Karen,” said George before taking one more long look at Max and walking off. Max actually felt himself grow hard as the young man devoured his legs with his eyes, and that felt shameful.

	Max shook it off and entered the office. Karen was staring at him with an enormous grin on her face. “Oh my God, Max! You weren’t kidding!” she squealed. “You really are dressed as a woman!”

	Max bit his lip. “Yeah, it’s like I told you.”

	“You mean this bet you mentioned?”

	Max nodded his head.

	Karen snickered. “You know, I didn’t really believe it when you told me. I mean, Max in drag? What could make that happen? A bet? No way! You had to be pulling a prank on me! And how would you look? I had no idea you would look so good! I thought you’d look like some guy in a dress, not like a real woman! This is really impressive.”

	Max blushed. Her compliment seemed to be more embarrassing than anything. He decided it was best just to move forward.

	“Yeah, it’s kind of a surprise,” said Max.

	“I’ll bet!”

	“Anyways, I obviously can’t go out and manage the restaurants looking like this. That would cause all kinds of problems with the employees and a breakdown of authority, and it would make us a laughingstock if the public found out. So I need you to handle all the management functions for the next week or so.”

	“You’re staying dressed like this a week?” asked Karen.

	Max cringed. It sounded so long when she said it that way. Besides, her tone was almost excited. It seemed to Max that she was definitely enjoying this. It might even have been turning her on, and idea which embarrassed him deeply.

	“Yeah, I guess a week,” he said. “I don’t know for sure. There’s no specific length. It depends on how soon the other guy gives up.”

	“How does he look?”

	Max shook his head. He didn’t want to discuss this. “It doesn’t matter. Let’s focus on work. I need you to run the restaurants for me while I’m stuck like this. Since I know you need help though, I’ll come to work and act as your assistant to help you make decisions.”

	“I can do it alone,” said Karen.

	“No, I’ll be here.”

	Karen shrugged her shoulders. “Ok.” She was used to Max’s micromanagement.

	“There’s one more thing,” said Max. “This is very, very important. This needs to stay a secret. It’s vital that no one find out who I am or how I am dressed. Do you understand?”

	“Why?” asked Karen.

	“If this got out and people thought I was a cross-dresser, I would instantly lose the respect of the staff, and that would be bad. But even more importantly, that would damage my reputation and it might drive away clients.”

	“Why would it drive away clients?”

	“Because it would. People wouldn’t want to eat here,” said Max.

	“I don’t think—”

	“Trust me on this, Karen. It would be bad, and we can’t afford that with a new restaurant. Do you understand? It is absolutely vital that this remain a secret,” said Max in his most serious tone.

	Karen shrugged her shoulders. She didn’t see the problem. It was funny to see her boss in drag and he did look rather cute – cute enough to make her wet – but why this would keep customers away she just didn’t see. What she did see though was that Max was really worried about it and that seemed to give her an idea: “If he’s afraid of this getting out, then maybe I can get a raise out of it,” she told herself with a laugh.

	They turned their attention to the menu changes.

	—o—

	Max sat down on the bed and peeled off his high heels. They had made his feet so very sore today as he and Karen ran around the restaurants. His heels were just one of many problems today, though. It had been a long day all around. It was difficult for him to accept Karen in the role of boss, even if she was little more than a puppet for him to issue orders through. He didn’t like giving up any slice of power, no matter how small. He also didn’t like her tone, which became increasingly familiar and sassy during the day. She actually seemed to think she really was in charge at times. Max very rudely put her back in her place at one point.

	“Order the second grade,” George had told her.

	“I think I’m going to order the first grade,” she said.

	“It costs too much.”

	She shrugged her shoulders. “That’s ok. We’ll make up for it with increased orders.”

	“Listen, order the cheaper grade.”

	“Aren’t you supposed to be my assistant? Since I’m boss, I’ll make the decision and I’ll order the better grade.”

	Max remembered turning red with anger and then growling out a message that was roughly, “I’m the boss, don’t ever forget it. Now do as I say,” though the actual version included a few more four letter words. She responded poorly, but she did as she was told, which was all Max cared about. Still, the incident had left him tense.

	“How was work?” asked Debbie.

	“Annoying,” grumbled Max.

	“Really?”

	Max rubbed his sore feet. “Yeah. I don’t know about Karen.”

	“What about her? I thought you liked her. You always told me that she’s an excellent assistant who should be running her own restaurant somewhere by all rights. What happened?”

	Max thought back to having to put her in her place. That had bothered him, but what bothered him more were all the little joking comments Karen had made throughout the day which had made him feel small and insecure:

	“You look so cute in that skirt, Max!”

	“What gorgeous legs you have for a woman!”

	“I think I like you better this way!”

	“You should turn yourself into a woman full time!”

	“I’ll bet your wife is laughing about this.”

	He didn’t want to repeat any of these comments to his wife, however, so he just said: “It wasn’t anything in particular. It was just an attitude. She seemed to take advantage of the situation.”

	“How?”

	Again, Max didn’t want to go into details as the details struck him as embarrassing – Karen had foisted work on him and joked about demanding a raise to keep from revealing his secret. “She just did,” he said. Then he added, “And the waitresses were no better” to change the topic.

	“The waitresses knew who you were?”

	“No. Only Karen knew.”

	“Then how did the waitresses exploit the situation? What did they do?” asked Debbie.

	“They took advantage of Karen.”

	“How?”

	“They just dragged their feet. They complained about everything. ‘My feet hurt,’” mimicked Max in a mocking tone. “‘The customers are being difficult.’ ‘That guy put his hand on my butt!’ Honestly, just deal with it!”

	“Said the man who’s rubbing his feet after wearing heels himself,” countered Debbie.

	“My feet hurt, but I’m not whining about it like they were.”

	Debbie snickered at the irony Max was missing. “It’s not that easy dealing with some of these things, is it, Max?”

	“You sound like that Rachel woman. Anyways, the problem was that Karen was far too accommodating. She let them get away with everything. That’s what happens when you put a woman in charge, I guess,” said Max.

	“That was really sexist, Max,” growled Debbie.

	Max shrugged his shoulder. “I’m just being honest.”

	With that, Max tossed his bra to the floor, climbed into bed and fell asleep. He didn’t even bother removing the corset or his stockings and Debbie wasn’t going to bother removing them for him either. This had been the Max she disliked. This had been the sexist, judgmental and rotten Max. She had hoped that this experience had humbled him enough that this Max no longer showed up, but apparently it hadn’t. So with Rachel’s words ringing in her ears, she decided that perhaps it was time to take over and remake Max in the image she preferred.

	
Chapter Thirteen: “The Sitter’s Boyfriend”

	—o—

	Any idea Will had that he could use his former relationship with Stephanie as her lover to earn either freedom or easy treatment was dashed at their first meeting when Stephanie made it clear that their prior relationship meant nothing to her. Any hope Will had that Stephanie might lose interest in being his babysitter vanished at their second meeting when it became obvious that she was enjoying the role immensely.

	“I leave him in your charge,” said Samantha as she picked up her designer purse and started out her front door on the way to work. “Call if you have any problems with him.”

	“I will,” replied Stephanie, as she dumped what looked like a change bag on the floor.

	“What’s in the bag?” ask Samantha.

	“It’s a surprise. You’ll love it.”

	Will again felt very small. His wife hadn’t even bothered speaking to him; she just spoke to “the baby sitter” about him. It made him feel irrelevant, as if his views didn’t matter.

	With Samantha gone, Stephanie turned to Will. There was an enormous grin on her face. It made Will shiver. “It’s time you got to work, little girl, and did all of your chores.”

	Will bit his tongue. “Look, Stephanie—”

	“Miss Stephanie.”

	“Sorry, Miss Stephanie. Look, Miss Stephanie, why don’t we drop this?”

	“Drop what?”

	“This,” said Will and he waved his hand around the room and up and down his own body. “All of it. The clothes. The game. The Miss Stephanie. Why don’t you stop pretending to be my babysitter and I—?”

	“Who said I was pretending?” asked Stephanie.

	“Well obviously you are. I mean, I’m a grown man. Grown men don’t need babysitters.”

	“Clearly you do.”

	Will furrowed his brow. “How do you figure that?”

	“Well, princess, your wife figures that you do. Moreover, I don’t see any evidence of maturity on your part. The way you look, the way you act, the way you dress. You’re just a silly little girl—”

	“I’m not a girl!” protested Will.

	Stephanie grabbed his erection through his frilly pink dress and his gossamer thin white panties, and she slowly pulled her fingers along the shaft until they slid off again, sending wave after wave of intense pleasure racing down his spine. “Look at the way you’re dressed, Willow. If you’re not a girl, then what else are you? At best you’re a sissy, and sissies need sitters.”

	“But I’m a grown man!”

	“In a little girl dress. Now stop talking, Willow. I’m tired of explaining the obvious to you. Whatever you thought you were, you aren’t anymore. Accept it and embrace it, because it’s not changing.”

	“But we were lovers!” exclaimed Will.

	“Were !” said Stephanie and she stepped right into Will’s face. “And that was before I knew the truth about you. Now I know that you’re just a sad little sissy who likes being dominated by the women around him and needs me to watch him to make sure he stays out of trouble. So stop talking like you’re a man and start working on your chores.”

	Will had no idea how to respond to that. He could refute none of it, no matter how much he wanted to. After all, look what he had let his wife do to him. So he picked up the broom to which Stephanie had pointed, and he started sweeping the hallway. In the meantime, Stephanie went to the living room and took a seat on the big, flat couch. She whipped out a magazine as Will got to work.

	—o—

	Will was dusting everything in the living room as Stephanie sat on the couch reading, keeping one eye on him as he moved around the room. It actually turned her on to see him flutter around in a dress and high heels, but she wasn’t going to tell him that. All he needed to know was that she was in charge. The rest was none of his business.

	“You walk really well in heels. You must have a lot of practice. I don’t think half my friends are as feminine in them,” said Stephanie.

	Will blushed. “Thank you, Miss Stephanie.”

	Stephanie chuckled. “You’re welcome, little girl. Though I don’t know if that’s really a compliment. It wouldn’t be for most men. The fact you think it is probably is more proof that your wife is right.”

	Ding dong!

	The doorbell rang. The doorbell had become quite the nemesis for Will. It seemed that every time it rang, his humiliation got worse. He was certain this would be no exception.

	Stephanie watched him for a second. He seemed frozen in place. “Get that, will you?” said Stephanie.

	“I’d rather not be seen,” replied Will uncertainly.

	“Go answer the door.”

	“Can you do it, Miss Stephanie?”

	“Just do as you’re told, sissy.”

	Will shook his head. He was putting his foot down and wasn’t going anywhere near the door. Who knew who it could be? And no matter who it was, he knew it was going to be embarrassing. “No.”

	Stephanie looked at Will and chuckled. “Did you forget your wife saying that I’m in charge?”

	Ding dong!

	“Does it seem like a good idea to disobey me?” asked Stephanie.

	“I’m not opening that door. Who knows who it could be?!”

	Stephanie exhaled mock frustration. “Fine, you big sissy chicken. I’ll answer it. But we’re going to talk about you disobeying me when I get back. Mark my words, you will regret this. I will not have someone I’m babysitting telling me what they will or will not do when I give them an order.”

	With that, Stephanie rose from the couch and marched off to the front door. Will remained where he was, nervously waiting for her return. He licked his dry lips and wondered if he had pushed too far. Still, he felt relieved that he would not be seen by whomever had shown up at the door.

	He was wrong.

	Will heard the front door open. He heard the sound of voices talking. Then he heard the door close. Next, he heard the sound of footsteps coming down the hallway. Only, these didn’t sound like Stephanie’s footsteps. She wore Keds sneakers along with her white minidress and they made almost no sound. The sound he heard now was much stronger, though not particularly feminine. Could this be a second person? Will was about to find out – he had no escape.

	“There’s the sissy,” said Stephanie as she returned.

	In her hand, Stephanie held the hand of a young man. He looked tough, with broad shoulders and strong arms. They were visible beneath his white silk shirt, just as his strong leg muscles showed through the tight jeans he wore.

	“Who are you?!” gasped Will.

	“Wow! That’s a dude?!” exclaimed the young man, ignoring Will’s question.

	“Oh yes,” said Stephanie.

	“When you said you were babysitting a sissy, you weren’t kidding. I thought you meant some five-year-old kid who liked playing with his sister’s dolls. I didn’t know you meant this!”

	Stephanie laughed. “It is kind of shocking, isn’t it?”

	The young man looked Will up and down with a look that was part mocking, part leering and part fascinated. This made Will feel even more insecure. “What do you do with it?” asked the young man finally. His tone was seething with contempt for Will. Clearly, he saw Will as a joke.

	“I baby-sit him. His wife pays me to make sure he does his chores, stays out of trouble, and behaves.”

	“Behaves how?”

	“She doesn’t want him taking off his girly stuff or trying to act like a man.”

	The young man laughed. “There’s no chance of that.”

	Now Stephanie laughed. “Not really no.” She then kissed her boyfriend on the lips. “So anyways, while he cleans, I thought we might have some fun.” She took his hand and led the young man to the couch. She then sat down and motioned him to join her.

	“What’s he going to do while we do this?” asked the young man.

	Stephanie shrugged her shoulders. “He’ll clean up the house like he’s told... like a good little sissy boy.”

	The young man smirked and then laughed. “All right.”

	Stephanie patted the couch next to her. The young man sat down next to her and then leaned over on top of Stephanie. She leaned back into the couch, wrapping one leg around his rear and resting her ankle on his butt. The young man slid his hands behind her back, propping her up and started kissing her on the neck. As he did, Stephanie reached down and unzipped his pants. She slipped her hand inside and then pulled it back out a moment later dragging his erection out with it.

	Will watched all of this in shock. Did they really have the nerve to do this in front of him? Clearly, they did. He wished it was him making love to the beautiful young woman. It wouldn’t be though. He had had his chance and he blew it somehow. Now he was this... some feminized thing to be used and ignored.

	“Why can’t that be me?” he asked himself wistfully.

	Stephanie looked up. She furrowed her brow. “Bad girl!” she yelled.

	Will snapped out of his dream state and realized he has snuck a hand into his panties and he was masturbating! He yanked his hand back out immediately. As he did, his erection escaped the panties and it stood out before him now. His face turned bright, bright red.

	“I’m sorry!” he gasped.

	“How dare you touch yourself without permission?! Bad girl!” growled Stephanie.

	“Damn that thing’s small,” said the young man in the background.

	Stephanie and the young man sat up. The young man smirked. Stephanie looked angry. She rose to her feet. She grabbed Will by the ear, even as his erection bobbed before him, dripping precum to the floor, and yanked him off balance. She twisted Will’s ear, making him bend even further forward, a difficult manner in which to balance given the high heels he wore.

	“Good girls do not touch themselves, Willow . You need to be punished for that!” exclaimed Stephanie.

	“Punished?” asked Will anxiously.

	“Yes, punished.” As she said this, Stephanie walked Will forward until he stood right before the young man. “Willow needs to be spanked,” said Stephanie to the young man. “I think you should do it since you are the guest.”

	The young man shrugged his shoulders. He seemed indifferent.

	Will, on the other hand, was not at all happy to be spanked and even less so to be spanked by this young man!

	Stephanie yanked Will’s ear, causing him to tip over and fall right over the young man’s lap. As he fell, Will discovered that the young man was no at indifferent as he pretended. Indeed, Will could feel the young man’s erect penis jam into his abdomen through the young man’s slacks and Will’s thin dress. It was embarrassing knowing that his humiliation had made this young man hard.

	“You’ve been a bad girl,” said the young man with a laugh. He slipped his hand beneath Will’s dress and rubbed his but. “A very bad girl.”

	Will cringed and tensed his muscles.

	“What do you say?” asked the young man.

	“I’m sorry,” said Will nervously.

	“I’ll bet you are,” said the young man. Then he raised his hand high in the air. He chuckled. “Get ready, sissy boy. This is going to hurt.” Then he brought his hand down fast and hard.

	CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	The blows came fast and furious and they stung.

	Will lost count after a dozen or so blows. Around twenty, however, Will began to notice that his penis was twitching. It seemed that the young man had slipped into a sort of rhythm and that rhythm was making his erection throb. With the throbbing came the danger of cumming. Will soon found himself praying that he didn’t cum.

	“Please let him stop before that happens,” thought Will.

	The young man showed no signs of slowing down, however, much less stopping: CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 

	As the blows kept coming, Will found himself breathing harder. And even though the blows hurt significantly, all he could think about was his throbbing erection. Soon enough, Stephanie noticed his erection. She slipped her hand between his legs and touched his penis. It was hard as a rock and increasingly damp with precum. She snickered.

	“I should have guessed. The sissy’s turned on by this,” said Stephanie.

	“Turned on?” asked the young man unhappily.

	“Yeah, he’s going to cum any second.”

	The young man pushed Will off his lap, to the floor. “Not on my lap he’s not!”

	“We’ll need to find a new punishment from now on. What am I going to do with a sissy who gets turned on by my punishments?!” asked Stephanie rhetorically, though she aimed her question at Will.

	Will immediately start to scramble to rise to his feet, but Stephanie stopped him cold by placing her foot dead center on his chest and pinning him to the ground. “Not so fast, sissy. Before I let you up, you need to finish playing with yourself.”

	Will’s jaw dropped. This was getting worse all the time. “Finish?”

	“Yes.”

	“Playing with myself?” asked Will incredulously.

	“That’s what I said. Now go on,” ordered Stephanie. “Yank it out and stroke it until you cum.”

	Will said nothing. He had no idea what to say. He did nothing either. He had no idea what to do. He did know, however, that he truly did not want to masturbate before his one-time lover and her boyfriend.

	Stephanie nudged his erection with the toe of her tennis shoe. “Now!”

	Will seemed to grow harder. “Please,” he pleaded.

	Stephanie shook her head.

	Will shuddered with embarrassment. But he knew what he needed to do. He took a deep breath. Then he pulled back his panties further, wrapped his fingers around his shaft and started stroking.

	The young man laughed. “The little sissy’s really doing it!”

	“Of course, she is. She’s a good girl,” said Stephanie in a mocking tone and she rubbed the tip of her tennis shoe up and down Will’s inner thigh. “She’ll do anything we tell her.”

	“Anything?”

	“Yep.”

	“Prove it,” said the young man.

	“Isn’t this proof enough,” asked Stephanie.

	“No. Make him do something gross. Make him do something really sissy. Make him cum and then lick it off the floor.”

	Stephanie shrugged her shoulders. “All right.”

	Will cringed. He didn’t want to do this and especially not for these two. But what choice did he have? If he tried to stop, Stephanie would just call his wife and she would make him do it. Besides, he didn’t want Samantha knowing that any of this had been witnessed by a young man. He hoped Stephanie would keep that their little secret. Heaven knows what his wife would do with that knowledge!

	“You heard Ricky. Stroke faster,” said Stephanie.

	“Yeah, stroke faster, sissy,” said the young man.

	Will did as he was told. He held his erection harder and he stroked faster. He wanted to get this over with as fast as possible. Unfortunately, the situation was just embarrassing enough to turn him on, but too embarrassing to let him cum. So he needed to think of something else. He thought about all the humiliations he had experienced. He thought about how it felt to be babysat by this young woman.

	That was enough.

	Suddenly, he felt that old familiar rhythm. His erection began to throb and pulse. He was close to cumming and he knew it.

	Will kept stroking. He stroked faster now. The rhythm picked up. The throbbing increased. His penis was alive. Will stopped breathing. He arched his back. He spread his legs wider, balancing them on the heels of his high-heeled shoes. His hand flew up and down his shaft like pistons. His shaft was hard and warm and throbbing. And then he felt it. Hot, white cum surged from deep within his testicles and shot out onto the floor.

	“Aw, somebody made a mess,” said Stephanie.

	Will looked at the tiny pools of cum on the floor between his legs. He blushed at what he had done and at Stephanie’s mocking tone.

	“Did my wittle giwl make a mess?” asked Stephanie in a childish voice.

	Both Stephanie and the young man laughed. Will wanted to shrink away until he vanished. He would have no such luck, however.

	“Why don’t you be a good girl and lick it clean?” said Stephanie.

	“Yeah, time to lick it up, Willow ,” said the young man.

	Will bit his lip. He didn’t want to do this. He wasn’t even sure he could do this. This was really humiliating and it sounded disgusting. This might be more than he could make himself do.

	“I don’t think he’s going to do it,” said the young man.

	“Oh he’ll do it. He has no choice, do you sissy girl?” asked Stephanie. She pointed to the sticky white mess on the hardwood floor. “Lick it up, girl. Do as you’re told.”

	Will winced, but still didn’t move.

	“Don’t make me call your wife, Willow,” said Stephanie.

	Will swallowed hard. He really didn’t have any choice. He could refuse, but dressed as he was, the young man could easily force him to do it. He had no balance in the heels, limited range of motion in the corset and the dress, and no strength wrapped up in everything else. He couldn’t call his wife either. In fact, a call to his wife would lead to him being made to do it, of that he was sure.

	Stephanie pointed to the floor once more.

	Will looked at his cum sitting in pools on the floor. He told himself he couldn’t do this. He told himself he would not do what they wanted. Yet, he knew in the back of his mind that he would. And without any ability to stop himself, he leaned forward and did as he was told. He put his tongue on the floor right next to his own cum and he licked it up... and he felt utterly emasculated with every lick.

	Stephanie laughed. “Good girl!”

	Ricky smirked, and then seemed to squirm. Stephanie noticed, and leant over him. She reached for his groin, and her eyes lit up. “You’re hard!” she exclaimed, “watching the sissy eat his own cum has made you hard!”

	“No, that’s not it…” he replied with a slight quiver to his voice.

	“Well what is it? What has got you so excited?”

	“It’s you. The way you’re acting so… so dominant towards him…her…it,” he replied.

	“And you like that? It turns you on? Me being dominant?”

	He nodded wordlessly.

	“Oh my. You do know you shouldn’t have let me know about that,” she smirked. “That puts a whole different face on our relationship. Unzip your jeans, honey. Someone’s getting a sloppy blowjob for revealing their submissiveness.”

	Ricky grinned and hastily unzipped himself. Stephanie reached in and pulled his erection out of his boxers. She leaned forward and placed a kiss on the tip of it.  She then sat up and grinned at Ricky.

	“Seeing as you’ve admitted being subby, I think it’s more appropriate if you beg for a blowjob.”

	“Please, Stephanie, can I have a blowjob.”

	“You can do better than that. ‘Please Stephanie, let me have a blowjob, please let me have plump red lips wrapped around my cock, sucking and sucking until I cum. Not stopping until I cum’ sound better to me. Try it.”

	He rushed the words out, “Please Stephanie, let me have a blowjob, please let me have plump red lips wrapped around my cock, sucking and sucking until I cum. Not stopping until I cum.”

	“Are you sure that’s what you want?”

	“Yes… please.”

	“Definitely?”

	“Absolutely?”

	She laughed. “Ricky, darling, what colour is my lipstick?”

	He frowned. “Pink,” he said with a confused look on his face.

	“And what colour is Willow’s lipstick?”

	A look of horror crossed his face as he realised what she had done.

	“Well, Ricky, what colour is Willow’s lipstick?”

	“…Red…”

	“Willow, get your sissy little butt over here. You and Ricky have something I want you to do…”

	—o—

	 

	Later that day after she had sent a very anxious Ricky home, wearing a red lace panty and bra set belonging to Will under his t-shirt and jeans, Stephanie called Will into the spare bedroom. The change bag sat on the middle of the bed, and she told him to strip.

	“Everything off, even your heels Willow, while I quickly pop out to my car to get a few more things.”

	“What’s going on?” he asked.

	“You’ll find out soon enough, now strip.”

	He slowly started to undress, as Stephanie left the room. His curiosity overtook him, and he decided to have a look in the change bag. Checking through the open bedroom door, he moved over to the bed and examined the bag. It was large, and made of a quilted pale pink vinyl material, with white piping. It was also locked.

	“Looking for something?” Stephanie sneered from behind him.

	Will spun around to see her standing hipshot in the doorway, a frown on her face. “Why aren’t you naked yet?”

	“I… I__”

	“Save it!”

	She stalked into the room and dropped a garment bag and a small carryon case onto the bed. “Carry on, everything off. Now.”

	Will continued to undress, and soon stood in front of Stephanie wearing nothing but a nervous grimace.

	“Hmm…what first? Oh, of course, the hair needs attention.” She opened the carryon and took out a strawberry blonde wig. “Here, try this.”

	Will took the wig and moved over to the mirror. He carefully arranged it over his own lengthening hair, and cringed when he saw it clearly. It consisted of a mass of pin curls, tendrils and feathering. It was quite simply, the sort of long hair a little girl would have. Stephanie moved behind him, and with a pair of pink ribbons, arranged it into two pigtail buns, with the ribbons tied in floppy bows. For good measure, and to emphasize the juvenile hair style, she fastened his fringe back on both sides with hair clips in the shape of pink butterflies.

	“Adorable. You’re going to be such a pretty little girl for your mummy when she comes home from work,” sniggered Stephanie. “Now, let’s get you changed, ready to surprise Samantha.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	Samantha wearily opened the front door. It was late, and her day had been long and, to be honest, draining. She was surprised by Stephanie’s excitement, she had expected her to be bored or even moody after having to ‘babysit’ her ex-lover all day. Part of her reason behind choosing Stephanie as a babysitter for Will was not just to embarrass him, but to also make Stephanie question her own judgement in her choices of partners.

	“Samantha, you’re back! Oh, I’ve got the most wonderful surprise for you!” she seemed almost giddy with excitement. “When you asked me to babysit, I wasn’t sure, but after the first time, I knew I was going to have so much fun!”

	“Ok…ay…what’s got you so excited?”

	Stephanie grinned, and grabbed Samantha’s hand “Come on, I’ll show you,” pulling her towards the spare bedroom “When you asked me to come and babysit again, I decided to babysit”

	Samantha frowned with confusion, “What do you mean Stephanie?”

	Stephanie opened the bedroom door, and pulled Samantha into the small room, “Look,” she exclaimed, almost squealing with excitement.

	“Will?” she gasped.

	Sitting cross legged on the floor, was a vision of  utterly juvenile femininity. Stephanie had transformed Will into a little girl. He was wearing an incredibly childish pink satin and organza dress, with a high waist fastened with a white satin sash just below his breast in a large floppy bow. The skirt of the dress reached his smooth hairless mid thigh, and was filled out with a lace and tulle petticoat, making the skirt stick out almost like a ballet dancer’s tutu.

	Samantha’s eyes widened. “Is that… “

	Stephanie finished her sentence for her. “A diaper cover.”

	“So he’s wearing… “

	“A diaper.”

	“I’ve got to see that. Stand up Will.”

	Stephanie laughed. “He can’t” she led Samantha behind Will so she could see the criss crossed web of pink ribbons binding Will’s ankles to his waist and intertwining his knees. It was finished with an elaborate bow. Will had been held restrained like that for the last two hours, and Stephanie knew that even when untied he would be too stiff to stand without help. “Do you want to do the honours?” she asked, gesturing to the bow.

	Samantha grinned, and replied “Not yet. I want a proper look.” She took her time to examine her feminised juvenile husband. His feet were encased in soft pink satin booties, with a white lace frill around the foot hole, and tied in place with pink ribbons. His hands were similarly covered in single piece padded pink satin mitts, rendering his hands useless. Perhaps the most incongruous part of it was the pacifier though. The large heart shaped pink plastic shield covered his mouth, and was tied tightly in place around his head with another pink ribbon. 

	Stephanie untied it to show Samantha. The teat was the same girth and shape as the glans of a penis, and perhaps three inches long. “Look, can you see just here. There’s a tiny hole in the end. You open up the shield and fill the teat with whatever you want.” She squeezed the teat, and a drop of milky white fluid oozed out. “Ricky’s been really horny of late,” she grinned.

	“What? You mean that Will’s been swallowing…for two hours…Oh my God!” she burst out laughing.

	“Yep. For the last two hours Willow’s been swallowing a week’s worth of Ricky’s cum. But that’s not the only thing.”

	“What else?”

	Stephanie sniggered, “She gave Ricky a blowjob.”

	“Ricky? A blow…” Samantha’s eyes went wide. “Really Will? A blow job?”

	“I… I… She tricked him…me…us.”

	“I don’t care if she tricked Ricky, but you giving him a blow job, that just shows what you really are.”

	Will started to babble on about red and pink lipstick, forgetting that when Stephanie changed him into his little girl outfit, she had removed his red lipstick and painted his lips pink. She had then replaced her own pink with red.

	“Ricky asked for a sloppy blowjob from a pair of plump red lips, and I would have done it, but Willow went ahead and did it instead.”

	Samantha rolled her eyes and snorted. “Is there anything else I need to know about Willow,” she asked archly, using his feminine name for the first time.

	“I did need the loo a couple of times, so she’s had a taste of that too,” she looked embarrassed, “I didn’t go too far did I?”

	“No,” Samantha laughed. “I never thought about that, but that’s okay with me. Any time you want to degrade Willow, feel free. She needs to learn a lesson.”

	“Well there is one other thing… if you want to help me get her to her feet.”

	Between them, they untied the ribbons binding his legs and hauled him to his feet. He wobbled on unsteady legs, and Stephanie reached under the brief skirt of his little girl’s party dress. She pulled down the pink satin diaper cover, covered in rows of frilly white lace, to reveal his diaper. It was pink and white, with little ballerinas and butterflies printed on it. Pulling it down, she said to Samantha, “Have a look at this,” she gestured to the inside of the diaper.

	Samantha grimaced, “Do I need to? I don’t want to see poop.”

	Stephanie grinned “No, no poop. But something much more demeaning.”

	Samantha looked into the diaper, and at first she couldn’t see what Stephanie was talking about. But then she saw it. The milky white fluid. Had Will cum whilst wearing the diaper?

	“Is that what I think it is?”

	“That depends. What do you think it is?” asked Stephanie

	“Is that cum. Did Willow cum in her diaper?”

	“Well it is cum. But not Willow’s cum.”

	Samantha was confused. Then realisation slowly dawned. But how?

	“Is that Ricky’s cum? How? Did you get him to masturbate into Willow’s diaper?”

	“God, no. Willow, bend over,”

	She held him with one arm, and helped him to bend on unsteady legs. Using her other hand, she spread his plump buttocks to reveal his hole. Slowly oozing out of it was a trickle of slimy white fluid. Samantha gasped, “did you get Ricky to…fuck him”

	Stephanie laughed “No. But don’t give me ideas. When I was ‘harvesting’ Ricky’s cum last week, I froze some of it in a mould. Then I just slipped it in Willow before putting her diaper on.”

	“But you said it was two hours ago. Why is it still coming out?”

	“It was a pretty large mould,” she blushed, “it was a naughty birthday present from a girlfriend.”

	Samantha looked at her, with an unsaid question in her eyes. “Go on,” she said.

	“Well.. it was a mould a willy set. The mould was a casting of Ricky’s cock.”

	“So there is a lot of cum to melt, I take it.”

	“Yep. But there’s more.”

	Samantha rolled her eyes. “Why am I not surprised?”

	“I gave Willow some anti diarrhea tablets, so her bowels aren’t trying to force the cum out.”

	“So she’s going to be leaking cum for a while then?”

	“The rest of the night I reckon.”

	“Well we need to make sure she doesn’t make any more of a mess in her diaper.”

	Samantha paused, then seemed to have a lightbulb moment. “Hold on, I’ll be right back. I’m just getting something from the bath room.”

	She quickly headed out of the bedroom, and Stephanie crossed over to the change bag and rummaged around in it. She took something out, and held it behind her back.

	Samantha returned, with one hand behind her back. She brought it out, exclaiming “Tada!” Resting in the palm of her outstretched hand was a tampon.

	Stephanie giggled. “Is that a light flow?”

	“Yes, it tends to be all I need.”

	“Well it’s just as well that I brought this then, “Stephanie replied, holding out her hand. In it there too rested a tampon. “This one’s a night time maxi.”

	Samantha burst out laughing. Her laughter pealed around the room, as she slowly collapsed into hysterical fits of uncontrollable giggling.

	
Chapter Fourteen: “Debbie Takes Over”

	—o—

	With Rachel’s words still ringing in her ears and the distaste of Max’s conduct leaving a sour yet familiar taste in her mouth, Debbie spent the day plotting how to achieve what Rachel had suggested: taking over her marriage. Up to now, any power she had taken had come from Max’s feminization. Hence, she decided that feminizing him further was the answer she was looking for. What she needed to do was to push him far enough that she could control his masculinity and only let him have it when she chose to and on her terms. She wasn’t entirely sure how to achieve that, but she did know that pushing him further into femininity was the first step.

	Thus, she began.

	“I can’t wear this!” protested Max.

	Debbie shrugged her shoulders indifferently. “It’s what you’re wearing.”

	“I’m supposed to be an assistant at a business. This makes me look like some kind of Slutty Barbie or something,” said Max.

	He looked down at the rather sissyish loose pink dress and five-inch spike-heeled sandals he wore. The dress was too short and so loose that it caught every breeze and started to rise to reveal his panties. The heels were very high but lacked much support. This meant he would struggle. It also would make his walk particularly erotic. Overall, the look was both slutty and ultra-girly.

	Debbie ignored his complaint.

	“Honey, I need to change,” he said.

	“No, Max. This is what I want you to wear, so this is what you will wear,” said Debbie firmly. It was time to assert her authority, so she yanked her wedge-heeled shoe off her foot and held it up for him to see. “Are you going to obey or do I need to paddle you again?”

	Memory of Max’s humiliation when she paddled him the day before flooded Max’s mind and drained away his resistance. He knew she could do it – especially with him in these heels. He knew she would do it. He knew it would end with him in pain and deep in humiliation.

	He decided not to fight. “All right,” he said cautiously. “I’ll wear it.”

	“Much better,” said Debbie who squeezed his erection through his dress as a reward for obeying her and to remind him of her power over him. “Now get your purse. I’m taking you to work.”

	Max reluctantly did as she ordered and he picked up the purse she had given him the prior day to carry to work. It contained his makeup, a brush for his hair and all the IDs and documents he carried with him. Debbie then drove Max to the restaurant where he would meet Karen.

	When Debbie returned home, she was determined to cement her power over her husband. The first step she took in that regard involved taking away his opportunity to back out without her permission: she gathered all of his masculine clothes and she put them into garbage bags, which she then hid at the storage unit they rented. Max now had no way to go back to wearing male clothing without her help. He would discover this when he came home.

	—o—

	While Debbie changed his life at home, Max was going through the inventory with Karen at his Italian eatery. Max felt like a fool in the rather sissyish loose pink dress and five-inch spike-heeled sandals. He looked both slutty and ultra-girly too, and he was thankful they were in a back room, unseen by the staff.

	For her part, Karen found his look to be quite a turn on, but it was also a little embarrassing being seen with him this way. And the horny yet shocked looks on the faces of the few staff members who had seen him told her that the look was not something she could allow at work.

	“I think we’re going to need a dress code,” said Karen.

	Max looked up from his journal. “A dress code? Why?”

	“We have an employee who is inappropriately dressed. Their choice of clothes isn’t consistent with the work they need to perform. They’re distracting the other employees. And I would hate for customers to see them and think they represent the image we are tying to project.”

	“Yeah, we can’t have that.”

	“So you agree?”

	“Of course. And if they don’t comply, then fire them,” said Max angrily.

	“All right,” said Karen.

	“Who’s the employee?”

	“You, Max.”

	Max looked confused. “Me?”

	“Yes, you. Look at how you’re dressed, Max! That’s not appropriate for the work place. It’s way too slutty. What kind of restaurant do you think this is? More importantly, what kind of woman are you, Max?”

	Max blushed. “This wasn’t my idea. My wife picked it out for me,” growled Max. He hated the idea that he needed to suffer this humiliation now when he had warned Debbie about the outfit.

	“Your wife picks your clothes?” asked Karen with a snicker.

	“Yeah,” admitted Max anxiously.

	Karen smiled in a way which made Max feel very small. Then she laughed. She laughed deeply and long, with each moment of laughter driving through him like a dagger. “Then I guess I should call her and talk to her,” said Karen. “After all, I can’t have my staff dressing like this.” She snickered again as she said this. This time, her snicker made Max’s penis grow.

	“I’m not staff,” said Max in an embarrassed tone. “And I don’t answer to my wife.”

	“You are now, sweetie... and apparently you do.”

	Max blushed all over at the idea that he was somehow beneath Karen now or that Debbie was in charge of him, though it seemed to turn him on somehow too. Indeed, his penis had charged through his panties and skirt and now pushed both out like a tent pole. He decided to end the conversation before something unwanted happened.

	“Can we just drop this, please?” he asked.

	“Yes, but you’re still not appropriately dressed. You need to dress more professionally tomorrow.”

	“Fine, I’ll be more appropriately dressed tomorrow,” said Max.

	“Good girl,” said Karen with a chuckle, which sent a chill down Max’s spine. He did not like the way she was slowly asserting control. There was nothing he could do about it though as he needed her at the moment.

	—o—

	Max was in quite the mood when he got home again that night. He was angry because he felt humiliated by Karen, though he didn’t particularly want to explain why to his wife. The humiliation of the bet was overwhelming him too. Dressing as a woman was embarrassing and difficult. He didn’t like how it seemed to be affecting his wife either; she was getting demanding. He didn’t like how others he ran into seemed to look past him or ignore him either. It was all just too much and this had all caught up with him.

	“This needs to end,” announced Max.

	“What does?” asked Debbie.

	“All of it,” said Max as he unstrapped his high heels and yanked them off. He tossed them to the floor in the main hallway. “The bet. Dressing like this. Letting Karen run my restaurants. It all needs to end.”

	“We tried ending the bet, Max. That didn’t work, and you trapped yourself too well just to quit. Rachel isn’t going to let you quit and Samantha isn’t going to let Will quit any time soon.”

	“There must be some way to convince them,” said Max.

	“You’re welcome to try, but I doubt it. It struck me that Rachel is quite happy to let you make a fool of yourself and Samantha seems to want this bet to keep going for some time.”

	“There must be some way,” insisted Max.

	Debbie shrugged her shoulders.

	Max shook his head in frustration and marched off to the bedroom. He left his heels in the front hallway.

	Debbie followed him.

	“Well, maybe we can’t end the bet,” said Max, “but I’m done trying to be a woman except for the check-ins. From now on, at home and at work, I’m going to dress like a man again, no matter what my eyebrows look like.”

	“You can’t do that, Max.”

	“Watch me.”

	“You’ll lose the bet. You’ll lose everything, Max,” said Debbie.

	“I don’t care.”

	Max opened his closet. His jaw dropped. His male clothes were gone. “Where are my clothes?” he gasped.

	Debbie sat down on the bed and crossed her leg. She smirked. She could feel a sense of power coursing through her, making her body tingle; she felt amazing. “They’re hidden.”

	“Hidden?”

	“Yes, I hid them.”

	Max started to rifle through the closet. “Where are they?!” he demanded. When he found nothing but women’s clothes in the closet, he tore open all the drawers looking for shorts or underwear or even socks. He found only panties, stockings and assorted lingerie.

	“You won’t find them,” said Debbie calmly.

	Max glared at her. “What do you think you’re doing?”

	“We’ve been over this, Max. I’m in charge now. You’ve even agreed to that though you keep trying to pretend you didn’t. Well, I’m sick of fighting you. So this time, I decided to make the point in a little starker terms. I’ve taken your clothes and you won’t get them back until I decide to give them back.”

	“I want to change back into my male clothing—”

	“Obviously, Max, but I’m not going to allow that until you’ve won this bet.”

	“Allow?”

	“That’s right, Max, ‘allow’. I’m in charge. You obey me now.”

	“But I can’t take this anymore!”

	Debbie shrugged her shoulders. “We need to win. To win, you need to appear natural as a woman. That requires training and practice. Hence, you will be a woman until I say otherwise.”

	Max opened his mouth to object but Debbie cut him off by raising her hand.

	“Further, Max, you will respect my authority from now on and you will behave. Do you understand? If you behave well, then I’ll make this as easy for you as possible. But if you don’t behave, then I’m going to make this as difficult as it needs to be to keep you in line.”

	“‘Keep me in line’?” repeated Max incredulously.

	“Yes, keep you in line.” As she said this, Debbie pulled her wedge-heeled sandal from her foot and began slapping it against her palm as if she were planning to spank him with it... which she was.

	Max was stunned. He could hardly believe his submissive wife would say such things, much less think them. But then, she had become much less submissive of late and he had lost much of his power over her. He decided to change his approach and be more conciliatory.

	“Now honey,” he said.

	“Forget it, Max. Come bend over to show me that you agree,” said Debbie.

	Max shuddered. She really meant it, and this was going to be humiliating. But what choice did he really have? Not only did he still need his wife’s help for him to win the bet, but lately, he had begun to realize that by doing this, he had inadvertently given Debbie the power to blackmail him. She had never made the threat explicitly, but it was there, hanging over everything.

	“Honey, please,” he said.

	“Bend over, Max.”

	Max stared at her for a moment trying to decide if he could make her back off. Unfortunately, he didn’t see how. Then Debbie snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor before her. Max took a deep breath and walked to where she pointed. Then she made him raise his skirt, lower his panties and turn around. His erection stood out before him like an arrow.

	“Bend over and grab your knees, Max,” said Debbie.

	Max closed his eyes and reluctantly bent over until his hands grasped his knees. This projected his butt out toward his wife. He tensed up as she shook her leg excitedly; she still sat on the bed.

	“Consider this the last friendly lesson I will give about obedience,” said Debbie. “After this, the lessons will be much more painful until you get the message. Do you understand?”

	“Yes,” said Max.

	Debbie raised her shoe high in the air and brought it down hard and fast against his exposed rear. It cut through the air and landed against his butt cheek with a loud CRACK!

	CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	The blows came down fast, one after the other. Max lost count of how many times his wife struck him. All he knew was that the shoe stung when it landed and his rear quickly became bruised; there were actually two sole-shaped bruises among several smaller ones. As the bruises grew in number, each new strike became even more painful and as the number of strikes grew the pain became intolerable. Soon, Max was fighting back tears. He didn’t dare walk away though or demand that she stop.

	Finally, Max felt his wife’s warm fingers rubbing his enflamed rear.

	“Obey me, Max, and this will all turn out well. Disobey me and this,” she said and she scraped her sharp nails along his enflamed cheeks causing them to sting again, “will just be the tip of the iceberg. Now get ready for bed.”

	“But it’s only six o’clock.”

	“And? I want you in bed in ten minutes,” said Debbie.

	“I’ll never fall asleep.”

	“Then you can lie there and think about how things have changed.” Debbie folded her arms and tapped her foot against the floor.

	Max reluctantly did as he was told as he couldn’t think of a way out of this.

	
Chapter Fifteen: “A Picture Is Worth A Thousand Worries”

	—o—

	Will’s relationship with Stephanie kept getting worse. Much to Will’s dismay, she liked being his babysitter, she liked humiliating him and she was good at it. She wasn’t as blunt and forceful as Brenda, but she certainly was effective, as she proved every time she sat him. Today would be no different.

	Stephanie smirked from the corner as Samantha gave Will some last minute instructions before heading off to work. She wore a dark gray skirt suit and tall spike heels, which conflicted with the pink babydoll dress and the matching high-heeled pumps and white stockings Will wore. Her looks was mature and professional. His look was girly and child-like.

	For her part, Stephanie wore pink hot pants, a vintage white jersey with the number 88, and her usual tennis shoes. The look was fitting for a young lady and a babysitter.

	She was enjoying the show.

	“I’m off to work. You be a good girl,” said Samantha finally.

	Will cringed. “Can’t she at least call me a ‘good boy’?” he asked himself, though the answer was obvious. It probably wouldn’t have been any less embarrassing anyways. He took a deep breath, swallowed his already-wounded pride, and responded as his wife wanted him to do. “Yes, Ma’am. I will.”

	Samantha kissed Will on the cheek. “Good girl.”

	Will blushed.

	Samantha then turned to Stephanie. “Let me know if he’s any trouble,” she said.

	Stephanie nodded. Then Samantha left. Stephanie then stepped away from the corner and began circling Will like a shark circling its prey.

	“You look very cute today,” said Stephanie.

	Will blushed even more.

	Stephanie ran her hand over his pink babydoll dress and felt the material. Then she stepped closer and touched his stockings. “Very cute. Although,” she said, “you did look awfully cute when you were wearing only lingerie and your erection stood out like a flashing sign, screaming “SISSY!! SISSY!! I take it you like wearing this better?”

	“Yes, Miss Stephanie,” said Will reluctantly.

	Stephanie patted him on the cheek. “Good girl. Good girls like to be dressed. Bad girls show off their pretty panties. Now follow me.” With that, she walked to the living room. He was expected to follow, which he did. “What chores do you have today?”

	Will thought about lying, but he knew his wife had given her a list, so lying would only lead to trouble. Besides, his wife had taken to inspecting his work and she would know what she had ordered and her punishments could be harsh. Hence, Will laid out everything he was to do.

	“Your wife likes to keep you busy, doesn’t she?” asked Stephanie with a laugh.

	“Yes, Miss Stephanie.”

	“Well, good. Get started. Do the kitchen first.”

	“Yes, Miss Stephanie,” said Will unhappily.

	Will tottered off to the kitchen to clean and put away dishes. This was one of the many chores he normally did. Stephanie followed him. She sat down at the small kitchen table and turned on her phone. She took several photos and sent some texts to friends.

	“What are you doing?!” gasped Will when he saw her take a photo.

	“What does it look like? I want something to remember our time together,” said Stephanie.

	“You aren’t sending those to anyone, are you?!”

	Stephanie shrugged her shoulders. “What does it matter?”

	“You can’t do that!”

	“I can do anything I want,” said Stephanie indifferently

	Will ignored her. “You can’t send anyone pictures of me!”

	“Stop me.”

	Will put his hands on his hips, a pose Stephanie thought worthy of another photo, and he said, “I’m going to call my wife. She’ll tell you!”

	Stephanie laughed. “Who do you think told me it would be all right?”

	Will’s jaw dropped. Had his wife truly told this young woman that she had permission to take his photograph? Would she really do that? “I don’t believe you,” said Will.

	Stephanie rose to her feet and held out her phone for him to see. “All right, you want to call your wife and find out?”

	“Yes, I do,” said Will. He reached for the phone, but she snatched it away.

	“Get on your knees first.” She pointed to the floor.

	“What?”

	“Get on your knees ,” repeated Stephanie. She pointed to the floor again and wiggled her phone in his face to taunt him. “Get on your knees if you want to use the phone.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I said so and I’m your babysitter. Now do as I say.” She wiggled the phone once more. “Do you want to call your wife? Do you want ME to call your wife? Maybe I should tell her how you’re disobeying me?”

	Will cringed. This was a significant threat, even if it didn’t sound like it. Indeed, since this all began, he had learned that his wife could be cruel and creative and she had no compunction about punishing him for disobedience. She would certainly punish him for disobeying Stephanie. After all, she made it clear each time Stephanie came over that she was in charge and Will was to obey her.

	“Now get on you knees, Willow,” said Stephanie. “I won’t ask again.”

	Will slowly lowered himself to his knees.

	Stephanie smirked. “Good. Now get down on all fours like a little doggie.”

	Will did as he was told, which made Stephanie laugh. She then crouched down behind him and lifted his dress up over his rear. She pulled his panties down as well, exposing his butt.

	“You wait here just like that, Willow,” said Stephanie.

	“What are you doing?”

	“Just wait. You’ll find out,” said Stephanie. She walked over to the utensil drawer and looked through it until she found a spatula with a round handle. She then returned to Will and crouched down next to him. She turned on her phone and dialed the number Samantha had given her. Then she set her phone on the floor before Will and she moved behind Will with the spatula. Will assumed she would spank him with it.

	Riiiiing.

	Riiiiing.

	The phone rang.

	“Hello,” said the voice of Samantha.

	“Honey, it’s me,” said Will.

	There was silence for several seconds. “What do you need, Will?” asked Samantha coldly.

	“I’m here with Stephanie—”

	Stephanie poked him in the rear. “Miss Stephanie! ”

	“I’m sorry,” said Will. “I’m here with Miss Stephanie, and she... well, she’s been taking photos of me. She says—” Will froze mid-sentence. He had expected that Stephanie might spank him either after the call or possibly during. The one thing he never thought about was that she might place the spatula against his hole and push it inside him.

	That’s what she did though... right at this moment.

	Will gasped and clenched his teeth. He was confused. He was angry. He felt humiliated. Fortunately, the spatula was smaller than other things that his wife and Brenda had slipped into his rear so this wasn’t physically traumatic; it was more the circumstances that shocked him.

	“What’s that?” asked Samantha when Will stopped talking.

	“Um, ahh,” gasped Will as Stephanie jiggled the spatula to push it further inside. He sucked in a good deal of air and tried to steady himself. “Miss Stephanie says you told her that she could take pictures of me as I worked.”

	“Yes, I did,” confirmed Samantha without hesitation.

	“But why?!” exclaimed Will. As he did, Stephanie wiggled the spatula around harder, causing him to gasp, tremble and tighten all of his muscles as jolts of pain and jolts of pleasure shot throughout him.

	“She’s allowed to do as she wishes.”

	“But what if she shows the pictures to someone?! Everyone will know.”

	“So?”

	Will didn’t know what to say. He never expected his wife to allow that. He had assumed(hoped) that after she had some time doing what she was doing, that she would get it all out of her system and things would return to normal. If that was true, then she shouldn’t have allowed Stephanie to take photos. So what did this mean? Will didn’t know.

	“Just do as you’re told, Will. Be a good girl,” said his wife over the phone.

	Stephanie jerked the spatula to the left and then the right inside him, causing Will to feel intense pressure and making him tense up. Then came a wave of pleasure washing over him. This pleasure came at high cost in humiliation. His whole body seemed to go limp.

	“Do you hear me, Will?” asked Samantha.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Will softly.

	“Then do as Stephanie tells you.”

	Will sighed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	—o—

	With her power over Will affirmed, Stephanie decided to have some fun with Will. She intended to create a photo album of Will in various feminine poses. Her boyfriend had given her the idea when he tried to get her to pose for him. She liked the idea a lot, but she didn’t want to be the one posing.

	In that regard, Stephanie began by taking Will to the bedroom, where she looked through his wardrobe. She was shocked at how many feminine clothes and items Samantha had collected for him. She found herself particularly interested in his lingerie and heels.

	“You have some very pretty, very feminine things, Willow,” said Stephanie.

	Will wasn’t sure what to say, so he said, “Thanks.”

	“I think we can put all of these to great use.” She held up a pretty pink balconette bra covered in little bows. It was very feminine and not at all something a man would wear.

	“What kind of use?”

	Stephanie giggled. “I’m thinking of using you to make a photo album. But not just any photo album. It would be a lot of fun to dress you up in all your cute little girly clothes and then take your picture in various pinup poses.”

	Will’s jaw dropped. “Pinup poses?”

	“Yeah, I ran across a website once with a lot of World War II era pinups and they were really pretty hot. It would be super exciting to recreate those with you, especially as you can pass for a pinup model but you’re a man.”

	This was even worse than Will expected. He couldn’t imagine what she could do with a photo album! She could show it to anyone or hold it over his head for years. Will shook his head and tried to voice an objection, but nothing coherent came out. In the end, all he could do was whine, “Please don’t do that!”

	“It will be fun.”

	“Please... please don’t!”

	Stephanie patted Will on the thigh. “Oh Will, don’t waste your breath. We’re going to do this whether you like it or not. So just do as you’re told and try to enjoy yourself.”

	With that, Stephanie gathered several items of lingerie. Then she collected three or four dresses, some short skirts, a sweater and several pair of high-heeled shoes. She took all of this out to the living room and commanded Will to follow her. Once there, she dumped everything in the giant chair and then made him strip naked and re-dressed himself in a rather traditional looking white nightie, white stockings and white high-heeled sandals.

	“I want you to climb onto the couch,” said Stephanie. “Strike a seductive pose over the arm of the couch.”

	Will didn’t move. He was overwhelmed.

	“Don’t mess with me, Willow,” warned Stephanie.

	Will still didn’t move. Stephanie took one of the high-heeled sandals from the pile and smacked him hard in the rear with it: CRACK!! This brought him back to reality and he started to move.

	“On the couch!” commanded Stephanie.

	“Yes, Miss Stephanie.”

	Will climbed onto the couch on his knees and bent over the arm of the couch. Stephanie then posed him with his arms beneath him and his chest thrust forward. Behind him, she made him raise one foot into the air as best he could and she pulled his shoe off and laid it against his foot after she made him point his toe. Then she stepped back and took a photo.

	Click!

	“Perfect,” she said. “Now let’s try another.”

	Will felt sick.

	For the next hour, Stephanie had Will change from one outfit to another and then strike humiliatingly feminine poses. She also had him perform certain action poses, like vacuuming, getting the mop caught beneath his skirt, and dancing. Finally, she demanded a set of more risqué poses.

	Will wore red panties, a red bra, a black peignoir, and silver sandals.

	“Climb onto the couch, on your back and spread your legs,” said Stephanie.

	Will furrowed his brow. “What are we doing now?”

	“We are taking photos and you are obeying my orders, now get on the couch, girlfriend.”

	Will ran his tongue over his teeth before reluctantly complying. As he lay down on the couch, with his head and back propped up by pillows, his erect penis tented up his panties. This was embarrassing, but he had been erect throughout the photoshoot, so this didn’t particularly bother him now.

	“Plant your heels in the couch for balance,” said Stephanie.

	Will did as he was told.

	“Now fish your dick out of your panties and act like you’re stroking yourself.”

	Will blushed. “You’re kidding!”

	“Do it.”

	Will wanted to object but he knew that was destined to fail. Beside, it wasn’t like he hadn’t already posed for enough other humiliating pictures; what was one more, he told himself. So he did. He pulled his erection from his red panties. He wrapped his fingers with their red-painted nails around the shaft of his erection. Then he started stroking.

	“You can do better than that,” said Stephanie. “I want passion!”

	“What kind of passion?”

	“Lean your back into the couch. Arch your back!”

	Will did as he was told.

	“Now spread your legs a little wider. Curl your toes. Point your toes higher toward the ceiling. Spread your shoulders,” said Stephanie.

	Will did all of this.

	“Now close your eyes and start moaning.”

	Will winced. This would be embarrassing, but he would do it. Indeed, a moment later, he started moaning. He felt like a fool, but the process put the right expression on his face and Stephanie started snapping away with her phone.

	“Perfect,” she giggled.

	She would have a sexy photo album indeed.

	
Chapter Sixteen: “A Permanent Solution”

	—o—

	The lunch invitation seemed inevitable and yet came as a total surprise to Rachel. Debbie had asked to meet with Rachel and Samantha so she could discuss the things Rachel had said to them. Part of Rachel had expected one or both of the women to call her about those, but deeper down, she didn’t really believe either would. After all, these were their husbands and it was difficult to imagine either woman doing what Rachel proposed to her own husband. Then Debbie called. And when Samantha agreed to attend as well, Rachel was shocked.

	They met at a local bistro.

	“Thank you for coming,” said Debbie to Rachel. She said the same to Samantha.

	“Delighted to be here,” replied Rachel. Samantha seemed more pensive. “So what made you ask for this meeting?”

	Debbie shook her leg nervously beneath the table causing her high-heeled shoe to dance on the ends of her toes and periodically fall to the ground. When it did, she slipped her foot back inside the shoe, re-crossed her legs, and started shaking it again. “It was your words on the platform actually,” said Debbie.

	“My words?” asked Rachel.

	“Yes. I’ve been thinking about them very hard the past few days.”

	“What about them?”

	“I think you’re right,” said Debbie cautiously.

	Rachel perked up. “In what way?”

	“In the sense that I think you’re right that we should be taking over our marriages right now. I’ve come to see that Max is a better person when he’s under my control than when he’s in charge. And as you said, this bet has given us the opportunity to take over, and I’d like to take advantage of it,” said Debbie.

	Rachel smiled broadly. “Great.”

	“That’s why I called you. I wanted to see what Samantha thought too, if maybe we could reshape this bet to let us do that. I also wanted to see if you could offer us any help in taking over our marriages.”

	“What kind of help?”

	Debbie blushed. “Any kind. I’m not sure how to do it.”

	Rachel and Debbie looked at Samantha. “Would you be willing to remake the bet?” asked Rachel.

	Samantha picked up her drink and slowly sipped it. She watched Rachel and Debbie over the rim of her cup the entire time. She gave away nothing she was thinking, though it was clear she remained undecided.

	“I’m listening,” said Samantha finally.

	Debbie smiled. “All right. What I’m thinking is that we drop the part of the bet that is between us so there’s no fear of a loss of money. Would you agree to that part?” asked Debbie.

	Samantha paused for a moment to consider this. “What would we tell the boys?”

	“As far as the boys are concerned, I think we tell them the bet is still on. That gives us a reason to keep them in dresses,” said Debbie.

	Samantha now nodded her head. “I can agree to that.”

	Debbie smiled at Samantha. “Great! So we end the bet right now.” Both women shook hands on this. Debbie then turned to Rachel. “That brings me to the next part. How exactly do we take over our marriages?”

	Rachel smiled. “I have some things that might help.”

	“Good, because we need something that will give us real control. I’ve have a good deal of control over Max right now, but the problem is that if he just takes off the feminine clothing, then all my power vanishes,” said Debbie.

	“Don’t worry, I have just the thing,” said Rachel.

	As Debbie and Samantha watched, Rachel dug through her purse until she found what she was looking for. From it, she pulled two small devices, made of metal, which were shaped like flaccid penises.

	“What are those?” asked Debbie.

	“These,” said Rachel, “are a means of controlling a man.”

	“How?”

	“Think of it this way. For a man to be a man, he needs constant contact with his penis. Take away his ability to touch himself, to scratch himself, to pee standing up, and to masturbate, and you take away the core of his manhood. Most men will go crazy and do anything to be allowed to do these things again. Well, this device strips him of all of that.”

	“Really?” asked Debbie. She was very curious now.

	“Yes. You slip this on him. Slide his penis inside the device. Close this clasp. Close this lock. Take away the key. He wouldn’t be able to do any of the things we just discussed. In effect, you will have taken away his penis. And as long as you hold the key, you control when he can do any of those things, which means that ultimately, you control him.”

	Debbie smirked. “That’s amazing!”

	“It is. Imagine telling your husband when he can masturbate. Imagine him not even being able to hold his own penis because you have it behind lock and key. It truly is like the literal version of having your husband’s balls in your purse. He will agree to anything for you to take it off.”

	“He would be totally under my control,” said Debbie incredulously.

	Rachel smiled. “That is the point,” she said and she slid one of the devices across the table to Debbie, who picked it up and started examining it even as they sat in the open in the bistro. She then offered the other to Samantha.

	“I don’t actually need it. Will is well under my control and I don’t see him breaking free at this point,” said Samantha. Then she laughed. “But I guess you can never be too sure, can you?” She reached out and took the other device and stuck it in her purse.

	“I wish you both luck,” said Rachel.

	Debbie and Samantha smiled at her, but said nothing. Each was thinking how important it had become to them to be able to control their husbands. Rachel snickered when she saw the far away looks in their eyes.

	“So, shall we order lunch?” asked Rachel.

	Debbie snapped out of her trance and laughed. “Lunch is on me!”

	—o—

	Across town, Will was sitting in the living room on the edge of the couch. Stephanie had given him a five-minute break after he finished cleaning the kitchen before he moved on to his next chore. He had removed his high-heeled pumps and was rubbing his sore feet and toes through his hose. As he did, he told himself that this needed to end. He couldn’t let this continue.

	“This has gone far enough,” he told himself.

	He rubbed his feet even harder and glared at the accursed heels.

	“If I keep this up, I’m going to lose my manhood. Bet or no bet, I can’t let that happen. It’s better to lose some money than end up this feminized creature for the rest of my life.”

	Will looked down at his dress, his painted toenails and his long, red fingernails. He felt a deep sense of shame. Then he promised himself that the moment his wife got home that night, he would finally put his foot down and tell her that he was done playing this game. He would no longer be her feminized play thing. It was time he returned to the role of husband!

	“I’m going to do it,” he said confidently.

	—o—

	Samantha came home to find Will in the midst of a rebellion. He had stopped doing his chores. He had stopped listening to Stephanie. He had removed his heels and refused to put them back on. And the moment she walked through the door, he started telling her that he was done dressing as a woman, that he no longer cared about the bet, and that he was returning to being a woman.

	“This is all over,” he said. “I’m done.”

	“Not until I say so,” said Samantha, who was having none of it.

	Will shook his head. “No. I’m my own man again. I make my own decisions. I am setting myself free. I’m done.”

	“What about the bet?”

	“I don’t care about that anymore. I’m done.”

	“It’s a lot of money, Will. It’s way more than we can afford to lose right now,” she said.

	Will shook his head again. “I don’t care.”

	Samantha put her hands on her hips and glared at her husband. In her heels, she was taller than he was and she looked down into his eyes. This always made Will feel even smaller and powerless. Today was no exception. Indeed, Will felt a sense of intimidation build within him. Normally, this meant he was about to cave in, but not this time, he told himself. He had sworn he would not fold. He would see this through until he had his freedom.

	“Stephanie,” said Samantha.

	Stephanie who stood in the background watching all of this stepped right up next to Samantha. “Yes, Ma’am. Can I help you?”

	“Yes, dear,” said Samantha. She waved her hand up and down her husband’s body. “Take a look at my husband.”

	Stephanie did as she was asked. This made Will very uncomfortable. It made him feel objectified. But there wasn’t much he could do about it. Right now, all of his will power was being spent to maintain his rebellious stance.

	“Give me your honest opinion, Stephanie,” said Samantha coldly. “Do you see anything that suggests that Will is or even could be a man? Is there the slightest hint of masculinity?”

	“No, Ma’am,” said Stephanie with a laugh.

	Will blushed and cast his eyes to the ground. He felt a strange twinge of helplessness and excitement. He tried to ignore this as he knew that feeling would devastate his resolve.

	“I don’t either,” said Samantha. “And yet, my husband is suggesting... insisting even, that he’s a man and that we should respect him as such. How does that strike you, Stephanie?”

	“As wishful thinking.”

	“That’s what I thought as well.”

	By this point, Will felt an inch tall.

	“So what are you going to do with him, Miss Morton?” asked Stephanie.

	Samantha chuckled. “Sadly, I’m not going to do anything.” She opened her purse and pulled out the device. Stephanie and Will both stared at the device in surprise. Stephanie immediately became excited. Will, on the other hand, felt a mixture of terror, excitement and curiosity. “I was going to let Will play with this, but now there’s no point.”

	“What is that?” asked Will.

	“It’s a toy that I thought the three of us could use on you. I’ve heard some men find it quite enjoyable. But since you insist on returning to being a normal, boring husband, there’s really no point now,” said Samantha.

	“The three of us?” asked Will. “You mean you, me and Stephanie?”

	Stephanie furrowed her brow at the idea, but then Samantha winked at her to tell her to go along with this. Stephanie was naturally resistant, but decided to follow Samantha’s lead.

	“Oh yeah, too bad you won’t be Willow anymore,” said Stephanie.

	Will bit his lip. This sounded amazing. So far, his wife and Stephanie had never touched him at the same time. In fact, Stephanie, for all the games she played had never touched him sexually at all. And his wife rarely touched him in a sexual way since his transformation. Here he was being offered a threesome, or so it seemed. That was a hard offer to refuse.

	“Maybe I’m being a bit harsh,” said Will.

	“No, you’ve made up you mind, darling,” said Samantha, “and we don’t want to disrespect your choices.”

	Will licked his lips. “Maybe we could do this one last thing?” he suggested.

	Samantha snickered to herself. Manipulating Will was so simple. “All right, dear,” she said.

	Will shot up straight in his seat. “What do we do?” asked Will excitedly.

	“Strip off your panties and girdle. Then move to the couch.”

	Will did as he was told. He raised his skirt so he could access the girdle and panties. Then he lowered both to his stocking-clad feet. When they were removed, he walked over to the couch and sat down and spread his legs. In the meantime, Samantha told Stephanie what they were doing. Then she and Stephanie came over to him. They crouched down before him.

	“This is really exciting,” said Will.

	“I’m sure it is, darling,” said Samantha. “Spread your legs.”

	Will spread his legs wide, exposing his penis cleanly.

	Samantha opened the device. She took his penis in her hand. Then she worked his penis into the device. It wasn’t easy because he was erect, but she managed. It fit snugly. She then closed the device around his penis, causing a loud clicking sound. After this, she attached the padlock through the loops on the bottom and clicked it closed. She and Stephanie finally stood up.

	This seemed a little odd to Will. Why had they stood up already? He didn’t get much pleasure out of this yet. “What’s next?” he asked.

	“That’s it,” said Samantha.

	Will furrowed his brow. “What do you mean, ‘that’s it’?” he asked.

	“It’s attached. We’re finished.”

	“Ok,” said Will cautiously. “But what happens next?”

	Samantha chuckled. “Next, you put on your heels and you get back to work like a good girl.”

	“But— but— you said we would play.”

	Samantha shrugged her shoulders.

	“Well, if we’re not playing, then I’m done. I’m changing back into men’s clothes,” said Will.

	Samantha shook her head. “I doubt that.”

	Will sat up. “What does that mean?”

	“It means, Will darling, that I’ve now locked up your penis. It belongs to me and you can’t access it without my permission. And if you want that permission, then you better go get your heels back on, apologize to Miss Stephanie, and get back to work,” said Samantha.

	Will started to open his mouth to object, but stopped when his wife put her hand in his face to silence him.

	“One more thing,” said Samantha. “If you give me any garbage about turning yourself back into a man or pretending to be my husband again, I will never take that device off again. You will spend the rest of your life unable to touch your own penis. Think about that.”

	Will swallowed hard. Then he looked down at the device. It was made of metal and it was thick enough that it could not be bent or cut with anything other than metal cutters of some type. The problem with that was that his flesh pushed right against the metal and he would injure himself severely if he tried cutting it. He couldn’t yank it off either because it wrapped back around his penis and testicles, which hung freely from the bottom of the device. In effect, he was trapped unless he could get the key, and he knew that. That meant his wife’s threat was a good one.

	“All right,” said Will reluctantly. “You win.”

	Samantha laughed. “Of course, I do.”

	—o—

	Max made the same calculation Will had and he too determined that he could not remove the device without the key. Like Will, he was trapped. Unlike Will, Max didn’t voluntarily let his wife put the device on him. He had been asleep when it happened. Indeed, Max went to bed without it and woke up with it. It was quite a surprise, and not a happy one.

	“What is this?!” exclaimed Max. He tugged on the device. It didn’t come off.

	“Oh, you noticed,” said Debbie.

	“Of course I noticed something hanging on my dick. What is it?!”

	“That, my dear husband, is insurance. It is insurance that you will obey me from now on.”

	“What?! How do you figure?” demanded Max. He tried twisting the device and discovered that pulling too hard or in the wrong direction started to cause him pain. Hence, he would need to be careful in trying to remove it.

	“Simple, Max. As long as you’re wearing that, you can’t touch yourself. That means you can’t scratch it. You can’t hold it. You can’t play with it. And you will be wearing that until I say otherwise. So if you ever want to touch your dick again, then you better do as I say from now on.”

	Max glared at his wife. “This is really not very nice. It’s not going to work either. Indeed, you haven’t thought this through.”

	“Is that so?”

	“Yes. The first time you open it, I’m free,” said Max.

	“Maybe I shouldn’t open it then,” said Debbie snidely.

	This sent a shiver down Max’s spine. This wasn’t an answer he had considered, as it seemed so impossible. Would his wife really keep this thing strapped onto him forever?

	She continued. “That said, I can open it without you taking it off. The top can be opened and flipped off without removing the base... if I want to . So you are truly trapped until I say otherwise, Max. And while you are, you don’t get to touch your dick unless I let you... not for any reason.”

	These ideas hit Max like a ton of bricks. As they did, he suddenly felt the strangest compulsion to masturbate. He hadn’t wanted to masturbate before, but the fact he now couldn’t gave him a strong desire to do so. Max realized this was just a hint of what was to come. The longer he was unable to touch himself, the more he would feel compelled to do it.

	“So here’s the deal, Max. Consider this little device,” she said and she ran her fingers over the device, “as a prison. It’s a prison for your dick for sure, but it’s also a prison for you. If you obey me in all things like a good little girl, then I’ll let you visit your dick from time to time. If you don’t, then you and your dick won’t see each other for a very long time. Do you understand?”

	Max nodded his head.

	“No, Max. Do you understand? ”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Max.

	And like that, Max found himself trapped even more strongly than before. Between this and everything else she had done, Max realized that Debbie now had him firmly under her thumb and there was nothing he could do about it.

	—o—

	The next few days were incredibly difficult for Max. The cage proved uncomfortable to wear. He was very conscious of it too, especially when he got an erection, which happened often. Beyond the discomfort, he also discovered that he needed to sit to pee, which he found a little humiliating. The worst though was his growing obsession with touching himself. It seemed that each passing hour he wore the device, his desire to touch himself grew until he was thinking about constantly. He was even dreaming about it, and he periodically tried to yank it from his penis even though he knew this was hopeless.

	Then there was Debbie.

	When Debbie first saw the device, she saw it as a means of control. It never occurred to her that it might be exciting to see it on her husband’s penis. Nor did the idea that she controlled his penis and he could not touch it without her permission strike her as particularly erotic at first. When she saw his penis imprisoned in the cage, however, her opinions changed on all of this. Indeed, it turned her on incredibly, and this led her to do something she had never done before. She masturbated before her husband.

	Debbie was naked. Her pussy was shaved.

	Max lay on the bed. His hands had grabbed the bars of the headboard as instructed. He wore a hot pink bra, hot pink panties, white stockings, a white garter belt and white high-heeled sandals. He was erect, but he showed no erection through the panties because of the device.

	Debbie pulled back his panties, revealing the silver cage imprisoning his penis. Being hard, his penis was crammed snugly into the cage.

	“Aw, does somebody want out?” asked Debbie and she ran her hand over the cage. Max could feel her warmth, but not the softness of her skin as the cage prevented direct contact.

	“Of course, I do,” said Max.

	Debbie snickered. “We’ll see. You need to earn it first.”

	“How do I earn it?”

	“I haven’t decided yet.”

	Debbie ran a fingernail along the bars, occasionally dipping it between the bars to gently scratch the skin of his erection. Each time she did that, he shivered. It also increased his frustration as he knew he couldn’t follow up.

	“I like you like this. Maybe I’ll leave you locked up. Then everywhere we go, for the rest of our lives, you’ll know that I control the most important part of you. Imagine how you’ll feel facing your waiters or Karen or our friends having to bear this secret... my wife owns my dick and I can’t touch it. ”

	Max cringed at this, while Debbie became wet.

	Debbie reached down with her free hand and dipped her finger inside her pussy to massage her lips. This made her moan and she half-closed her eyes. She then moved her finger up to her clit and started circling it with the tip of her finger. This felt incredible, and with each pass, she picked up speed.

	“This feels so good. It’s too bad you can’t join me, dear,” said Debbie with a snicker.

	Max suddenly felt very small. He felt his penis try to grow even harder. In fact, it was throbbing and it had ejected pre-cum, making everything wet and sticky. But that was as far as he would get. At the same time, his wife was stroking herself wildly now and she was moaning upon moaning. Suddenly, she arched her back, spread her legs wider and stopped breathing. Then she seemed to exhale all her breath along with a loud moan and she collapsed.

	She had cum.

	Debbie smiled at her impotent husband and stroked his hair for a moment.

	“How about letting me out?” asked Max.

	Debbie’s smile widened as she shook her head. “Nope.” She pointed to her pussy and the thin white fluid that now coated her lips. “Lick me clean,” she said to her husband.

	Max did as he was told.

	
Chapter Seventeen: “Karen Takes Charge Too”

	—o—

	With Max locked in the device, Debbie suddenly became much more controlling. She continued to couch it in terms of winning the bet, but even Max understood that it seemed to go way beyond that. His wife seemed to be taking over everything and re-enforcing her control in the things she already controlled. That meant high heels, shorter skirts, tighter dresses. She even increased the size of the plug she stuck inside him to force him to be conscious of his posture.

	“Why can’t we stick with the one we have?” asked Max. He was on his hands and knees on the bed. His panties were on the floor next to the bed and his dress was pushed up over his rear. He still wore his high-heeled sandals – Debbie rarely let him take those off.

	“Because you’ve gotten use to this one,” said Debbie.

	“So?”

	“So, that’s not good. How’s it going to help if you’re used to it?”

	In truth, little had changed. Max was perhaps a little more comfortable with the plug, but it hadn’t let his posture return to what it had been before the plug. What Debbie wanted was just to make Max even less comfortable to give him a stronger reminder of her power. She thought that a larger plug would fit that bill perfectly.

	“Now hold still, Max,” she said.

	Debbie lubed the plug and placed it against Max’s crack. Its tip found his hole and she slowly pushed it inside. Little by little, it slipped past his crack. When it reached halfway inside him, it was about as large as the prior plug. It still had another few millimeters of width to go, however, and each little push forward after that made Max grunt.

	“How big is this thing?” asked Max unhappily.

	“We’re almost there.” She kept pushing.

	Max winced. “I hope so, it’s getting really tight.”

	“Don’t be a sissy, Max.”

	Max gritted his teeth and began to breathe heavily. The plug kept coming and it kept spreading him wider and wider. The pressure was becoming quite great. “I think this is too large.”

	“It’s not.”

	“It’s really starting to hurt.”

	“Oh don’t be dramatic, Max. Most women have had bigger inside them.”

	“Well, I’m not a woman.”

	Debbie giggled and gave the plug one final push. It slipped inside. “You are now.”

	Max took a deep breath. The pain of this large plug pushing into him ended, but the discomfort remained. Every movement he made, he felt this plug touch something inside him and it seemed enormous. In fact, it felt much larger and much more intrusive than the prior plug, and wearing this was going to be as difficult as wearing the first plug had been that first week. He wasn’t happy about that.

	“Can we—”

	Before Max could finish his statement, Debbie slapped his rear. SLAP! 

	Max immediately tensed up. “Please don’t do that! Not with that thing inside me.”

	Debbie chuckled and used her finger to make a large circle on his butt cheeks. “If you don’t want that, then you better behave, Max.” With that, she lightly slapped his cheek again: SLAP! Then she pushed the plug with her finger in a circular motion, making its tip touch different parts of him. Finally, she told him, “Get dressed, baby girl.”

	It was time to go to bed.

	—o—

	Just as Max and Debbie’s relationship kept changing in ways Max didn’t like, so did his relationship with Karen. It seemed that the longer the feminized Max pretended to be Karen’s assistant, the more liberties Karen took and the more power she assumed. Soon, she was making decision without checking with him which he never would have allowed before. Unfortunately, he struggled to stop her because he felt insecure to the point of powerless the way he was dressed. Complicating this, Karen had begun to casually use the threat of revealing his secret as a means to keep him from standing up to her.

	“Are you done with the inventory?” asked Karen.

	“Just finished,” said Max.

	“Good girl.”

	Max blushed. “Don’t call me that.”

	“Why not? You’re dressed like a girl. It would be weird if I called you ‘boy’. Besides, someone might hear and then how would you explain me calling you ‘boy’ when you are obviously a woman?”

	“Don’t call me either. I’m still your boss, remember?” said Max.

	Karen snickered. “Not at the moment you’re not. Right now, you’re my sexy, little assistant.”

	“Stop it!” said Max.

	Karen laughed and pinched his butt.

	“Don’t do that!”

	“Why? You know you like it.”

	Max blushed even deeper. “Look, I’m your boss.”

	“You’re my assistant... my sexy assistant,” said Karen and she pinched his rear again.

	Max pushed her hand away from his rear. “Stop it! I can change all this back at any point and be your boss again! Don’t you forget that!”

	Karen let out a loud laugh. “I doubt it.”

	Max furrowed his brow. “What do you mean you doubt it?”

	“If you try that, I just might tell everyone who my sexy, little assistant really is!”

	Max shuddered. Was that a threat? Was she serious or was this a joke? Her tone suggested this was a joke, but the joke was very pointed. It was pointed enough that it made the hairs on Max’s neck stand up.

	“Are you serious? Would you really tell people?” asked Max nervously.

	Karen smiled. Then she shoved a clipboard into Max’s chest. “Inventory the meat locker, Maxine ,” she said and she walked off.

	“Wait a minute!”

	“Get to work, assistant. ”

	Max watched her go. He was worried. He was hard as a rock too. This had been humiliating. It had been ominous. It told Max that he needed to end all of this immediately and get back to being a male fast. Unfortunately, he didn’t know how to do that, not with the contest hanging over him and Debbie pushing him further into femininity. Nor did he know how to handle this growing problem with Karen. One thing was for sure though, he wasn’t going to tell his wife about it. He knew that would be a mistake.

	—o—

	Unfortunately for Max, Karen kept pushing the envelop further and further. She went from asking him to do things to ordering him. She want from being careful how she described him to other employees and taking care to hide him away from everyone to using him openly before everyone and calling him her assistant Maxine. The types of duties she gave him became increasingly menial. And the types of decisions she made without his input because increasingly important.

	One day, she pushed it to a whole new level. Karen entered the back office. She wore a black pantsuit, dark blue blouse and black spike heels. She looked very professional. She looked like a manager. Even her posture spoke to authority now. Max honestly found this a little intimidating, especially as Debbie kept dressing him rather girlishly.

	“Did you finish placing the orders for next week, Max?” asked Karen.

	“Yes, just now,” said Max.

	“Good. I’ll double-check them as soon as I get the chance—”

	“Double check? You’re going to double check my work? I’m the owner, remember?” said Max

	Karen ignored him. “As I was saying, I’ll check those later. In the meantime, we have a problem.”

	“What kind of problem?”

	“Anna and Marybeth both called in sick, so we’re short two waitresses,” said Karen.

	“Did you call—”

	“Yes, Max, I know what I’m doing. I’m the manager now, remember? I called all the backups and none of them answered. So we remain two waitresses short. We need to do something about that.”

	“Well, we could—”

	Karen raised her hand to stop him talking. “I have a plan,” she said and she picked up the tablet the waitresses use to record their customer’s orders. She handed the tablet to Max. “You’re going to be a waitress today.”

	“Me?!” gasped Max.

	“Yes, Max. We need someone and you’re available.”

	“But—”

	“Besides, you had me do it a couple times when I was your assistant. Now the shoe is on the other foot and you can do it as my assistant,” said Karen with more than a hint of satisfaction.

	Max shook his head. “I— I can’t. This would be— I can’t.”

	“You can.”

	“But I’m not a woman. I can’t serve customers dressed like this!”

	“Sure you can,” said Karen. “Now get your cute little butt out there and start working.”

	Max still wasn’t sure hours later how everything happened, but sure enough, he had marched out to the restaurant and started taking orders. It was the most humiliating thing he had ever done.

	
Chapter Eighteen: “A Pyrrhic Victory”

	—o—

	The next few days were difficult, embarrassing and worrisome for Max, as both his wife and his assistant-turned-boss pushed him further down the feminine path. But he got through them. And before he knew it, it was Friday night. He had finished one complete week dressed as a woman. He had won the bet with Rachel. If he hadn’t been stupid and made the second bet with Will and Samantha, this would be the end, but he had made that bet. Therefore, he needed to continue pretending to be a woman to beat Will. He had no about the deal the women had worked out or that his wife was misleading him.

	Debbie adjusted the Peter Pan collar on his childish yellow dress. On his feet were a pair of white high-heeled sandals. They had very high heels, just as the dress had a short hem which stopped mid-thigh.

	Max bit his lip. “I don’t think I can wear this.”

	“Why not?”

	Max blushed. “What if I get hard? My dick will stand up under this skirt and it might even pop right out. These panties don’t do enough to hide it. I need to change dresses or wear my girdle.”

	“Your dick is stuck inside the device,” said Debbie.

	“I know, but that doesn’t always help. Sometimes, when I get hard, my dick pushes the device away from my body and it looks like I’ve got a mini-erection beneath my dress.”

	Debbie wasn’t sure if this was real or not. She had seen no any evidence of it and it sounded like something Max had invented to get her to remove the device – he had tried several things so far. Rather than just telling him no, however, she decided to go a different route. “Why would you get hard? Does this turn you on?”

	“No! Of course, not,” exclaimed Max defensively.

	“Then why would you get hard?”

	Max shook his head. “It happens some times.”

	Debbie patted him on the shoulder and snickered. “It’s ok to admit it, dear. I know this turns you on. You’ve been hard as a rock since it began.”

	“I am not,” protested Max, though there was apparently some truth to this and they both knew it. “I just don’t want an accident that causes any embarrassment or causes us to lose the bet, remember the bet?”

	“Of course, I remember the bet,” said Debbie.

	“That’s why I need to wear my girdle instead of the device.”

	Debbie chuckled. “All right, Max,” she said. Then she walked over to her husband’s underwear drawer and rifled through it until she found a rather tight white girdle. She handed it to Max. “Here you go. Put it on over the device. That should keep it from standing up if you get excited.”

	Max looked very unhappy by this solution. Clearly, this had not been the response he wanted. “Never mind. I’ll be ok without the girdle.”

	“No you won’t. You raised a legitimate concern,” said Debbie, “and I want to address your concern, so you will wear the girdle so your thing won’t show when you get hard.”

	“If.”

	“When.”

	Max took the girdle. As he slipped into it, Debbie had another idea.

	“We should do something special tonight,” she said.

	“Like what?”

	“I don’t know. Something to really show you off.” She walked over to the closet and started looking through Max’s feminine wardrobe. After a moment, she smiled and pulled a black sequined evening gown from the closet. “This!” she exclaimed.

	Max cringed. He knew the dress; he’d worn it before. It was a gorgeous dress, but it wasn’t anything he wanted to wear, especially in front of others. The dress hugged his body so tightly that he felt naked the one time he wore it. He felt like every curve and bend on his body showed, from his erection to all the fakery they used to make him look as feminine as it did. What’s more, it was such an attractive dress that it would draw the eyes of all in the room. He didn’t want that.

	“Why that dress?” he asked.

	“To really show off,” said Debbie. “Maybe we intimidate Will and Samantha and cut this stupid thing short. If they think you’re fine dressed like this... maybe even that you enjoy it, then maybe they’ll quit.”

	Max sighed. “I don’t know.”

	“Trust me, we need to push hard to make them want to quit.”

	“I guess.”

	“Either way, you’re wearing it,” said Debbie firmly.

	“Don’t I have a say in this?” asked Max rhetorically to remind his wife that he wasn’t happy about her making decisions for him. She, however, wasn’t going to give him any sympathy on this.

	“This isn’t up for debate, Max.”

	“Now wait a minute!”

	“No, Max. I’m in charge. What I say goes whether you like it or not. Now stop arguing, do as I say, and put the dress on.” She held out the sequined gown for him to take.

	This was yet another key moment and both knew it. Debbie expected him to give in to affirm her new status as being in charge. Max wanted to resist to remind her that he was once in charge and intended so to be again; he wanted her to return to being his submissive wife. So the question became which one would break. The answer, of course, was a foregone conclusion, even if Max didn’t realize it at the time.

	—o—

	Max took a deep breath and walked through the door into the main room of the club. The place was packed. It had seemed that all the members were in attendance last time, but there were twice as many tonight. Max’s toes felt pinched in the black high-heeled sandals he wore. He looked down and saw them poke out just beneath the black sequined gown which wrapped tightly around his ankles. He looked amazing in the dress, though he feared his penis might show through the tight dress. Fortunately, Debbie had let him wear the girdle.

	Debbie walked next to him. She wore a silver gown with a leg slit that made movement much easier for her than Max. She also wore shiny silver pumps with slightly lower heels than Max, which again made movement easier. She had a smug look on her face as she watched Max totter along next to her. She savored the sound his heels made against the marble floor: CLICK! CRACK! CLICK! CRACK! CLICK! CRACK! This was her husband and she had taken his manhood. He was now this feminine creature and she did not intend to let him go. This had been a good night for her.

	As before, a platform had been arranged in the center of the room. Rachel stood atop the platform in a bright red dress and black pumps. She was talking and laughing with several people at the edge of the platform. She looked like a rock star or a queen surrounded by adoring fans.

	“Look at her. Look how happy she is,” sneered Max.

	“She does seem to be enjoying herself.”

	“How can she though? She lost and still she’s loving this,” said Max.

	Before Debbie could respond, they reached the platform and they were surrounded by the crowd. Rachel smiled at them in acknowledgement. She seemed to smirk at Max.

	“I see you made it,” said Rachel. Her tone was almost a taunt.

	“Of course, I did. Why wouldn’t I? I won, remember?” growled Max.

	“Well, if that’s the case, then join me, Max.”

	Max went to put his foot on the first step of the platform only to discover that the tight sequin dress didn’t let him raise his foot high enough. Instead, he need to move almost next to the step and then lift his foot nearly straight up and slide it over onto the step. He looked particularly helpless climbing the stairs like this.

	“Do you need help?” asked Rachel.

	“I can handle the steps myself,” shot back Max.

	Rachel let out a laugh. “I’m sure you can.”

	Max tried again. He felt hundreds of eyes examining every inch of his feminized body and mocking his immobility. Sure enough, this caused an erection to grow. Fortunately, the girdle held it in check. He focused on his feet and made his way up each step. After a few moments, Max was atop the platform with Rachel.

	“You look even sexier up close, Max,” said Rachel.

	Debbie hovered near the bottom step.

	Just then, Samantha and Will came through the door at the other end of the room. Samantha wore a wheat-colored skirt suit and brown spikes. She looked strong and confident. There was little doubt that she was in charge, just from the way the couple stood. It almost had the feeling that Will was a on a leash. He wore a pink baby doll dress and matching high-heeled sandals. Slowly, Samantha led him to the platform and the ushered him to join Rachel and Max.

	Rachel smiled when she saw him.

	“Hello, William,” said Rachel.

	Will blushed. “Hello, Ma’am.”

	Rachel turned to the crowd. “We’re here tonight to acknowledge the end of a wager. A little over a week ago, Max and Will bet me that they couldn’t live as women for a week. I was fairly sure they couldn’t do it. But it looks as if I’ve been proven wrong, as both have spent the last week living and working as women.” Rachel smirked and pinched Max’s butt, making him jump. “Beautiful women indeed. Let’s give them a tremendous hand.”

	The room burst into applause along with a handful of wolf whistles.

	Max and Will both blushed. Max rubbed his butt for show as if the pinch had offended him and he needed to swat it away.

	“So let me congratulate you both,” continued Rachel. She took the time to shake both Max’s and Will’s hands. Then she smugly added, “I hope it wasn’t too difficult for you.”

	“Easy money,” countered Max arrogantly.

	Rachel smirked at him as if she knew the truth. “Is that so? Well, I wish you both luck with the rest of the bet.” She started to turn to walk away, but stopped suddenly. Then she added, “No matter how long it takes.” She snickered. “Let’s hope your bet doesn’t go for the rest of your lives.”

	Max and Will shot each other scared looks.

	Meanwhile, Rachel snickered and started down the steps. “Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” she said and she chuckled.

	“Wait a minute,” said Max. “How much did we win? What’s on the paper?”

	“You haven’t won anything yet, Max. I’ll be back when one of you wins to reveal it,” said Rachel. “I hope you both enjoy your time as women.” With that, she climbed off the platform.

	Max glared at Will now. “This bet needs to end.”

	Will shrugged his shoulders. “I agree. But how?”

	“How about we cancel the rest of the bet and we just split whatever Rachel wrote on that paper?” suggested Max.

	Will shrugged his shoulders again. “I’d like to, but I can’t tell you if my wife will agree.”

	“Well, we don’t really need their approval, do we? Aren’t we men?”

	“I guess so.”

	“Trust me on this; we can agree to end this bet without their approval.”

	At this point, Samantha and Debbie came up on the platform to collect their husbands. Both seemed please. The men assumed it was because they had won against Rachel. They had no idea of the real reason they were pleased.

	“Are you ready, Max?” asked Debbie.

	“Let’s go, Will,” said Samantha.

	“Hold on,” said Max. “We have an idea. We’re going to cancel the rest of the bet and just split whatever Rachel bet.”

	Debbie and Samantha glanced at each other. Then Samantha looked at her husband. There was no mercy in her eyes, no consideration of what Max had said, and no interest in talking about any of it.

	“Come along, Will,” said Samantha and she walked off the platform.

	Will looked at Max and then dutifully followed his wife.

	“The bet?” asked Max.

	Will shrugged his shoulders hopelessly and then disappeared into the crowd with his wife.

	“So much for that,” said Max.

	Debbie nodded her head. “Well, let’s go home,” she said.

	“But we worked it out!”

	“Apparently, you didn’t.”

	Max grimaced. “Fine,” he growled. He and Debbie then made their way back through the crowed toward the door and their car. When they reached the car, Max spoke up once more. “Do you know what I still don’t get?”

	“What’s that?” asked Debbie.

	“Rachel is so smug and seems so happy with the outcome, but she lost. It’s like she thought she won even though she lost,” said Max.

	“She did win, Max,” said Debbie.

	“How so?”

	“I told you from the get go that she was playing you.”

	“But what did she get out of it?”

	Debbie snickered. “Are you serious? You don’t see it? She got two sexist jerks to make fools of themselves for a whole week.”

	Max blushed. He hadn’t thought about that. Indeed, he suddenly wondered if that wasn’t really her intent after all. If that was the case, then she had been rather successful. Either way, this had been a humiliating week Max would ever forget. It had been hard on his relationship with his wife and with Karen. He’d lost both his position of husband and his position of boss.

	“So I guess she did win,” he told himself.

	
Chapter Nineteen: “Oh Waitress!”

	—o—

	Debbie and her friend Jenna were headed to lunch when Debbie realized that Max had left a ledger at home that he needed at the restaurant. She told her friend that she needed to stop by the restaurant to drop off the ledger. When they pulled into the parking lot, Jenna starting begging Debbie to let them eat at this restaurant instead of the one they had been planning to visit. According to Jenna, this restaurant got off to a rocky start, but they “got a new chef a couple weeks back” and the place has taken off. It was now the hottest place in town, supposedly. Debbie found this interesting as there had been no change of chef. The only change was Karen taking over for Max.

	“I’ve been wanting to eat here since I read that article,” said Jenna. “Can we please eat here instead? Please! ”

	“I guess we can,” said Debbie.

	“Great!” exclaimed Jenna.

	“But you know, there’s no new chef. I’m really not sure what the article you mentioned was talking about.”

	“Well, there was some sort of change which really turned the place around,” said Jenna.

	“Ok,” said Debbie with a laugh. She wasn’t sure what this could be. Did it coincide with Karen taking over? Could the article have been a mistake? Had the reporter made up the story to generate a better article? Could it have been another restaurant?

	The women stepped out of the car and tottered inside. Both wore high heels and tight dresses. When they got inside, they were greeted by a young woman who showed them to a table by the window. Debbie sat down, opened her purse, and removed the ledger.

	“I need to run this to Max before we eat,” said Debbie to her friend. “If the waitress comes, order me a glass of water with a lemon. I’ll look at the menu when I come back.”

	“No problem,” said Jenna.

	Debbie grabbed the ledger. Before she could stand up, however, the waitress appeared at the table. She had approached from behind Debbie, so Debbie had not seen her. The voice was unmistakable, though!

	“Good evening, ladies. Can I get you something to drink?” asked the waitress.

	“Max!” gasped Debbie.

	At the same moment, Max realized that he was looking down into the face of his wife. “Debbie!” he gasped.

	“What are you doing here?!” demanded Debbie finally. She realized instantly that this would sound like a stupid question to Jenna and she tried to cover it up. “I mean, I didn’t know you were working as a waitress at this restaurant.”

	Max looked at Jenna and then back at his wife. He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t want to discuss this before Jenna, but he had to say something. “I didn’t really have a choice. Could we discuss this some other time?”

	Debbie smiled as she realized she had her husband over a barrel at the moment. She had caught him in a very compromising situation, and she had a witness. If he did anything she didn’t like, she could simply expose him to Jenna. “No, I think I’d like to discuss it now.”

	Max swallowed hard. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Why are you working, uh, here?” said Debbie. “I thought you were doing bookkeeping work.”

	Max blushed. “Karen re-assigned me.”

	“She did?” asked Debbie with intense curiosity.

	“Yes.”

	“And you accepted?”

	“I didn’t really have much choice.”

	Debbie giggled. “How long have you been working here, darling?” she asked.

	Max shot his wife an evil glance. “Really, I’m very busy, Ma’am. Could I get you ladies some drinks and then we talk about this later . Perhaps after I get home tonight, Ma’am?” said Max, trying not to give Jenna too many hints as to who he might be.

	“How long, dear?” repeated Debbie firmly.

	“Several weeks,” said Max softly.

	Debbie could barely keep from smiling. “You’ve been working here, waitressing , for several weeks?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	Debbie looked Max up and down. He still wore the black dress and black spike heels she had dressed him in when he left this morning. She could see a hint of the cage. She focused on his feet. “Those are gorgeous heels,” she said.

	“Thank you.”

	“They must kill your feet though.” She looked around. “The other waitresses aren’t wearing heels that high. You must really like heels.” She paused to force Max to respond.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

	“But how do you wear such high heels for your entire shift?”

	Max gritted his teeth. “I do my best, Ma’am.”

	Debbie picked up her menu. “Well, I’ll tell you what. I’ll have a water and my friend will have a gin and tonic. Bring us the mushroom appetizer too. We’ll order our main courses when you come back with the drinks.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Max. His tone was cordial, but with a hint of frustration or anger. It wasn’t enough that Jenna noticed, however, as she didn’t know the basis for it as Debbie did.

	“Good girl. Now get going.”

	Max turned and started to walk away. As he did, Debbie smacked him on the rear. This made him blush with humiliation. He could do nothing, however, so he said nothing and he tottered off to get his wife drinks. As he disappeared into the kitchen, his mind was awash in shame and apprehension at what this meant for his increasingly submissive relationship with his wife.

	—o—

	“Sit down, Max,” said Debbie. She sat on the couch.

	Max moved to sit in a nearby recliner, but Debbie stopped him. She pointed to the floor before her.

	“Sit on the floor and rub my feet,” she said.

	Max cringed, but did as he was told. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said and he tottered over to where his wife sat. He kicked off his heels and carefully lowered himself down to his knees. When he was down, his wife raised her legs and planted her feet, still in their heels, right in his lap. Max removed her pumps and started massaging her feet.

	“I’ve given it a lot of thought about you being a waitress,” said Debbie.

	“Look, honey, that was never my idea!” said Max.

	“Rub my feet and be silent, darling.”

	Max blushed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“As I was saying, I’ve given this some thought. I asked around to find out how good you are. I’ve spoken briefly with Karen. I’ve even read some articles from the local paper which talk about the resurgence at your restaurants since Karen took over as manager,” said Debbie.

	“A lot of those ideas were mine,” protested Max.

	“That may be, but I think things are running really well right now and I don’t think we should be rocking the boat.”

	Max furrowed his brow. “What are you saying?”

	“I’m saying that I think we need to leave Karen in charge.”

	“Then what happens to me?”

	“You keep on waitressing, darling.”

	Max’s jaw dropped. “You can’t be serious!”

	“Why not?” asked Debbie.

	“It’s humiliating! It’s difficult! Men pinch my butt. Everyone looks down at me. Karen—” Max hesitated, but then decided not to hold anything back. “Karen is making me do it to humiliate me. She likes seeing me put in a servile position.”

	Debbie laughed. “So do I.”

	Max felt his shoulders collapse. “But honey!”

	“Millions of women are waitresses all over the world. If they can do it, then so can you,” said Debbie.

	“But it’s my restaurant! I’m the owner.”

	Debbie smiled. “That’s what makes this so perfectly ironic.” She rubbed her husband on the cheek. “Look, Max. This is what I want, so this is how it’s going to be. You be a good girl and I’ll let you earn some time off. Earn enough time off and maybe I’ll let you go back to being an owner rather than a waitress and maybe a husband instead of this. In the meantime, Karen’s in charge.”

	Max was stunned, but what could he say? His wife had him by the balls.

	—o—

	Debbie slipped into the booth and asked the waitress to bring her a coffee. Karen, who was already seated, indicated that she wanted one as well. The waitress scurried off to get their drinks.

	“You wanted to see me?” asked Karen.

	“Yes, Karen. I wanted to discuss the business and your role in it,” said Debbie.

	Karen tensed up. She had a suspicion she was going to get fired today, ever since Debbie called and said she wanted to meet with her. She assumed she had pushed Max too far and Max had complained to his wife and now she would be fired. “All right,” said Karen cautiously.

	“I know you’ve got Max working as a waitress,” started Debbie.

	“Here it comes,” thought Karen.

	“Personally, I think it’s hilarious.”

	Karen raised an eyebrow.

	Debbie continued: “I think the role suits him perfectly, especially with how sexist he is.”

	“He can definitely be that,” agreed Karen cautiously.

	“What interests me more though,” said Debbie, “is that I’m hearing tremendous reviews of the restaurants the past couple weeks. I’m seeing that sales are up, as are profits. It seems that you’re a much better manager than my husband.”

	Karen blushed. “Thank you for saying so.”

	“Not at all, you’ve earned it. And that’s what I want to discuss. I’m thinking I want to keep you in your current management role. I want you to keep running the restaurants.”

	Karen smiled. “I accept.”

	Debbie smiled too. “Good. I thought you might.”

	“What about Max?”

	Debbie chuckled. “Frankly, I think it suits him best to continue as a waitress. It seems to be good for him. And you seem to have him well under control in that regard, so I’ll leave that in your hands. Just give me updates and I’ll support whatever you think is best for the business.”

	Karen laughed. “Yes, Ma’am,” she said. “What if he objects?”

	“That’s up to you. Handle it however you think is appropriate.”

	Karen smiled. “I think I’m going to like this!”

	The two women then shook hands. And thus, Max lost his management position and became a waitress full time. Things just kept getting worse for Max.

	
Chapter Twenty: “Winning The Bet”

	—o—

	It had been two months since Debbie officially demoted her husband to waitress. Both Max and Will had become much more accepting of their new positions. It wasn’t so much that they wanted to be these feminized creatures, it was just that they had no choice and they were slowly coming to accept that. In many ways, it was becoming natural for them to be these creatures and they were finding it harder to act like their “real” selves.

	This was all the result of well-built traps by their wives. In addition to the bet, which they mistakenly still thought hung over them, both were trapped in the chastity devices. Neither had access to male clothing or money to buy male clothing. Will was constantly being watched by his maid, his babysitter and his wife, and each of these women reinforced his submissiveness with constant punishments and humiliations until these became a normal, expected part of his life. Max, on the other hand, was dominated by his formerly submissive wife at home and his former assistant at work. At work, he also was subjected to the constant humiliations, degradations, and submissions of being a highly feminized waitress.

	Had things continued this way, it was entirely possible that both males would have lived the rest of their lives as the feminized playthings of their wives. But Debbie wasn’t confident that Max couldn’t simply remove his dress one day and return to manhood. She wanted a stronger guarantee of control. But what could that be?

	“Hello,” said Rachel into the phone.

	“Hi Rachel, this is Debbie,” said Debbie. “I was wondering if I could talk to you.”

	“Sure. What’s up?”

	Debbie blushed, though Rachel couldn’t see this. “I’m worried that the control I have over Max isn’t as permanent as it appears and I was wondering if you knew a way to take it further.”

	An evil smile appeared on Rachel’s lips. “I know one way for sure.”

	Debbie perked up. “Really? What is that?”

	“Why don’t you let me show you?”

	—o—

	Debbie smoothed the front of her skirt. She wore a floral pencil skirt and mint-green sweater. On her feet were mint-green wedges. Max stood next to her in a black evening gown that ended at the tips of his toes. They would peek out when he walked, as would his black high-heeled sandals.

	“I can’t wait for this,” said Max.

	Debbie glanced at the excitement on his face and she chuckled. He didn’t quite understand why they were here. After months of holding the bet over him, she had told him that the bet was finally ending. He assumed this meant that everything was ending; that he would get to go back to being a man, that he would get to go back to owning his own restaurants, and the such. That wasn’t Debbie’s plan however.

	“Are you ready, dear?” asked Debbie.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Max.

	Debbie took his hand and marched him through the door into the main room at the club. The place was packed, even more than the last time. Everyone had come to see what prize had been won and by whom.

	“There are a lot of people here,” said Max nervously and he began to slow.

	Debbie tugged on his hand to speed him up again. “Don’t worry about them, Max. You look fantastic and they have nothing to say about it. Just keep moving toward the platform.”

	Max took a deep breath and then let his wife lead him to the platform. As with the last time, Max needed to turn to his side to get his feet up high enough to make it up the platform stairs because of his tight gown. When he reached the top, he found Rachel; Debbie followed him up the stairs. She was smirking at him.

	“My oh my, how you’ve changed, Max,” said Rachel.

	“Nothing’s changed,” said Max defensively.

	Rachel snickered. “Is that so?”

	“Yes, it’s so. All I have to do is go home, take off the clothes and shower and I’m right back where I was. Plus, I’m richer by whatever amount you wrote on that piece of paper,” he said.

	Rachel snickered again. “That is why we’re here, isn’t it? The mysterious figure I wrote down.”

	“That’s exactly why we’re here. I’m collecting tonight.”

	“How do you know that Will didn’t win?” asked Rachel.

	“How could he? I’m still dressed. I never gave up. That means he gave up,” said Max confidently.

	“Is that so?”

	Max rolled his eyes. Of course it was so. What else could it be? The only reason they were here was because the bet had been won. Max hadn’t given up. He hadn’t stopped dressing. That meant he won. Will must have quit. There could be no other explanation.

	As Max worked this out in his head once more, the back door to the room swung open. In the doorway stood Samantha in a low-cut white sweater dress and almost ice-colored silver-white pumps. She looked incredibly sexy, but also rather cold. More interestingly, however, standing next to her was Will... dressed as a woman.

	“I don’t understand this,” said Max immediately.

	Max examined every inch of Will from his high-heel-clad feet and stocking-clad legs to the short skirt on his minidress to his feminine shape to his curly blonde hair. He looked like a woman. He was dressed as a woman. But why would he be here dressed as a woman if he had given up?

	“Why is he here?” asked Max.

	Rachel waved them over to the platform. Everyone in the club then watched the husband and wife couple seductively make their way to the platform. Will was flawless as a woman.

	“Welcome to you, Will. Hello, Samantha,” said Rachel as they ascended the steps.

	“Hello, Ma’am,” said Will softly.

	Rachel turned to the crowd. “Thank you all for coming. I’m sure you know why you’re here. Tonight, we’re going to declare a winner in this long-running bet. As part of that, I will finally reveal what I promised to give the winner.”

	“It better be good,” grumbled Max.

	Rachel heard this and laughed. “Don’t worry, Max. I’m sure the crowd will be more than satisfied when they hear it.” She then motioned to the club butler to get the paper upon which she had written from the club safe. He did and returned a moment later.

	“Here is your paper, Madame,” said the butler and he handed the paper to Rachel.

	“Wait a minute,” said Max. “Before you read that. Who won?”

	Rachel laughed. “I won, of course.”

	Max furrowed his brow. “How do you figure that?”

	“Look at yourself and I’m sure the answer will become obvious. And as the winner, I intend to bestow this figure,” she held up the paper, “upon both of you if your wives approve.”

	Max looked confused. None of this made sense. “Why would our wives need to approve?”

	Rachel smiled, but otherwise ignored him. Then she took the paper and placed it upon a projector that stood at the edge of the platform and pointed toward an empty wall. She flipped it on. On the wall appeared an outline of an hourglass shape. That is what she had written on the piece of paper.

	“Wait a minute!” exclaimed Max. “There’s no dollar amount written there!”

	Rachel chuckled. “No, there isn’t.”

	“What is that supposed to be?”

	“It’s—”

	“You said you wrote a dollar amount on there!” said Max.

	“No, I said I wrote a figure. To be precise, I drew an hourglass figure,” said Rachel.

	“That doesn’t make any sense!”

	“Doesn’t it?” asked Rachel.

	Debbie suddenly laughed. She knew that Rachel was a famous surgeon. What she had not known until she looked it up was that Rachel was a famous plastic surgeon who specialized in body sculpting. She now understood exactly what Rachel had done. She was offering to perform body sculpting services on the boys to give them hourglass shapes.

	“I accept,” said Rachel.

	“Accept what?!” demanded Max.

	Samantha understood this only a second or two later. She now snickered. “I accept as well.”

	Will looked at her confused.

	“What is going on?!” demanded Max.

	Debbie stepped back from her husband. She looked his body up and down, causing him to follow her eyes with his. Then she held out her two pointer fingers and she drew an imaginary hourglass shape on her husband’s body.

	Max now understood. He was horrified.

	The crowd understood too. They thought this was a brilliant twist and they began applauding uproariously.

	Max shook his head. “No way! You wouldn’t! You can’t!”

	Debbie nodded her head. “The decision’s already been made, Max.”

	“I won’t do it.”

	“You will do it,” said Debbie.

	“There is no way in the world you will ever get me to agree to that!” growled Max.

	
Epilogue

	—o—

	Another month had passed since the last meeting at the club. Talk of the bet was long over, but Debbie and Samantha’s control over their husbands held fast. If anything, it was getting stronger now that both were patients of Dr. Rachel. Dr. Rachel was making good on her promise to give both men hourglass shapes through a variety of hormones and implants. Both now had feminine butts, hips, waists and breasts with more to come. Will’s breasts were enormous, per Samantha’s request. Max’s breasts were more proportional, as that is what Debbie wanted. Neither would be confused for a man, however.

	Debbie was loving the changes.

	“I love your breasts, dear,” said Debbie.

	They were in their bedroom. Max stood before her half-dressed, with his blouse and bra removed and his breasts hanging freely before him for her to play with. She played with them like this almost every day.

	Max blushed. Unlike his wife, he did not love his breasts. To him, they were the embodiment of his imprisonment. Between the device still attached to his penis and the fact he now had breasts he could not remove or even hide, he had lost his chance of being a man again. And between his lack of income, identification and a real job, he had lost his chance of leaving his wife and trying to find someway back to being a man. That was exactly as Debbie wanted it.

	Debbie tickled his nipple until it stood up. It was now about an inch long and as thick as a pencil, though it was larger at the base. Debbie flicked it with her fingernail, which made him jump and then she pinched it.

	Max recoiled and nearly fell over in his pencil skirt and sky-high heels. His penis became erect inside the device; at least, it became as erect as it could now. The hormones Dr. Rachel was giving him made it softer and smaller lately, something Debbie found hilarious.

	Both nipples now stood very erect.

	“There we go. Hello girls,” said Debbie to his nipples. She wrapped her lips around one and gently squeezed it with her teeth. This sent a jolt of pleasurable pain racing through Max’s nerves.

	Max blushed. “Can I ask something, Ma’am?”

	“Of course, dear.”

	“I’ve been good, Ma’am, haven’t I?”

	“Yes, you have dear,” said Debbie as she rubbed his nipples, which was causing him to writhe. “I’ve been very proud of you lately, now that you’ve given up the idea of going back.

	Max cringed at this statement as he hadn’t given up going back at all. It just seemed nearly hopeless now. In any event, he ignored that statement and he asked his question: “Have I earned some time out of the device?”

	Debbie’s hand dropped to the device and stroked it through his pencil skirt. “I don’t know, dear. You’re so good when you’re locked up. I would hate for that to change.”

	“It won’t change, I promise! I’ll be good, Ma’am!” he begged.

	Debbie chuckled at how submissive her husband had become. She kissed him on the lips. “I’ll think about it, dear.”

	The End.

	
Thanks for reading my book!

	I hope you enjoyed it!

	Please leave a review at Amazon.

	Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!

	And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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	Emasculating My Husband:  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince. He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build. Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things. Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be. Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything. Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels! 

	June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Blackmailed Sissy Maid:  Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind. For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the net. He was wrong. Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life. 

	August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Grounded in Heels:  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane. Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes. Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence? 

	April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Feminized Cuckold:  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate? 

	September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	More Than He Bargained For:  Jeff wanted to change his wife. He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes. Only, she found out what he was doing. That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more. His life at home and at the office will never be the same. (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.) 

	March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Feminized By Hypnosis:  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD. Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast. Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them. Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother? Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse? 
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	Humiliation At The Office:  For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects. Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation. Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing. 

	March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	The Writer’s Secret:  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction. Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband. How far would they go? 

	March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Feminized Fiancé:  When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business. When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman. 

	This is the first of two books.

	November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Serving His Fiancée:  This is Part Two of Feminized Fiancé . 

	Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin. Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever! Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is. But does she already know?

	This book concludes the series.

	January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:  Paul Wallace is a powerful man. But Paul has a secret. While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power. What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it. 
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	Satin Falls (Part One):   Satin Falls is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the water supply. 

	Guiding the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race. She decides to get her revenge against male kind by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males. Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to stop her. 

	Part One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

	July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Satin Falls (Part Two):  With all the men of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over. Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of authority and then feminize them for their own good. Unfortunately, none of them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to. 

	Meanwhile, the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.

	August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):  As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them. This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail. At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job. How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes? 

	September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Her High-Heeled Solution:  John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair. With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair: she locks him into a pair of high heels. This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other. Soon events are spinning out of control. What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized. 

	November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School):  The long awaited sequel to Grounded In Heels ! 

	With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam. Can he keep his secret? Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who has plans for the helpless feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time in heels permanent. But her plans might now work out so well this time.

	December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One):  Megan and Mark have a problem. Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not. When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant. Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree. Imagine her surprise when he does. What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up, with an end result that neither of them expected. 

	This is Part One of two. This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.

	May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two):  Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’ But Mark isn’t the only one changing. Megan is about to undergo a major change too. Will Mark get the baby he wants? Will he escape with his masculinity intact? Does Megan want to let him? 

	This Part concludes the story.

	June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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	Miss-ing Billionaire:  Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story. The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it. Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman. Can he do it? Should he do it? 

	August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!
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	A Collection of Short Stories, Volume One: Three Tales of Halloween Magic:  Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet. This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic: 

	They Messed With The Wrong Witch:  Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch. 

	The Magic Ring:  A husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky thing. Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot... and a few other things. 

	I Wasn’t Myself:  A tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife. That’s not the worst part though. The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his! 
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	The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five):  This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.” 

	Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother. To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline. Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

	November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017 No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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