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Introduction by Ann


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


Matthew and his
wife Samantha are both managers at an auto dealership.  Both are kind of
competitive, but Matthew usually wins.  That may be about to change, however. 
See, Matthew’s doctor wants him to take some pills for his heart.  These pills
have a possible side-effect that could make it harder for Matthew to get a
certain part of his anatomy to, uh, work properly.  Naturally, Samantha is
supportive and everything goes well.  Nothing to see here.


 


Actually, it’s
not going to be that easy for poor Matthew.  For one thing, to Matthew’s
annoyance, his wife gets a kick out of his growing impotence.  And with her
being the only one who knows how to make him hard, she starts to see this as an
opportunity to rebalance the scales a bit.  And then the real problems start as
it becomes apparent the pills have another side-effect no one knows about.  Oh
Oh.


 


This is the
first in a series, though I don’t know how many parts will be in the series yet
– probably three, maybe four.  That will depend on how quickly things
“develop.”  I am expecting an alternate Blue Book ending as well.  In terms of
what’s in this story, think of it this way:  they’re round and pretty and they
jiggle.  Enjoy!


 


With love,


Ann :)


 


Don’t forget to sign
up for my newsletter


https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website

















Prologue


—o—


 


Matthew glanced
over his shoulder at his wife.  He blushed deeply.  This was so humiliating!  Was
she smirking at him?!  He felt so helpless, so insignificant, so emasculated. 
He was a manager, just like her.  No, he was above her.  They both knew it. 
Their job levels were the same, but it was clear everyone saw him as higher
ranked.  But now?  This?!


Embarrassingly, Matthew’s
shrunken penis grew hard beneath his tight skirt.


His nipples were
erect too, even through the bra.  He was tempted to put his arm across his
growing breasts and push the nipples back into place, but he couldn’t do it. 
Not with everyone watching.  Not to mention, he knew it wouldn’t help.  They
would just pop right back up.


Matthew turned
bright, bright red.


Meanwhile, Samantha
waved coyly to her husband.  Then she blew him a surreptitious kiss and slipped
into the big conference room with the other managers.  It was time for the
Monday morning sales managers meeting and she would be leading it instead of
him.


Matthew
shuddered helplessly before reluctantly turning toward his own group.


He watched
several of the women slip into the small conference room ahead of him.  He
smoothed his tight skirt and followed the other women through the door, his high
heels echoing like hammers off the tile floor, as did the heels of the other
women before him.  It was time for the weekly secretarial/receptionist
meeting.  He would not be leading this meeting.


He couldn’t
believe things had come to this!

















Chapter One: “Doctor’s
Orders”


—o—


 


Matthew thrust
into his wife one final time before both collapsed together.  They now lay on
the bed panting.  Matthew’s penis slowly returned to its flaccid state.  His
wife, Samantha, lay next to him chuckling softly.  Her nipples were still erect.
 She radiated satisfaction.


“That was great,
baby,” she said.  She rolled into his arms and kissed him.


Matthew winked at
her.


They lay in each
other’s arms for some minutes as their hearts calmed and they caught their
breaths.  Matthew watched his wife’s chest move up and down, her firm breasts rising
and falling.  Her nipples were still erect.  They were tall and stiff.  He knew
though that their stiffness was an illusion and they would bend easily at the
will of his fingers.


He thought about
playing with them.


His penis
started to grow hard once more.


Samantha saw
this and laughed.  “Hard again?!”  She slid one hand onto his penis and wrapped
her fingers around his stiff shaft.  She stroked it several times and then
kissed him.


He hesitated in
kissing her back, however; he had something difficult to tell her.  It had to
be said though.


“So I was at the
doctor yesterday,” he said.


Samantha wiggled
his penis slowly, toying with it.


“He wants me to
take these pills.  They’re supposed to be good for my heart,” said Matthew
cautiously.


Samantha
shrugged her shoulders.  “Then take them.”


“The thing is...
they have a funny side effect.  May have.”


Samantha let go
of his penis and looked at him uncertainly.  His obviously cautious tone told
her this was something to be worried about.  “What kind of side effect?”


“It doesn’t
happen to everyone.  So it might not even happen to me.  Probably won’t. 
Shouldn’t.”


Her worry grew. 
“What is it?”


“And it only
lasts while you take the pills.  I’m only supposed to take them for thirty
days.”


“What is it?”
she insisted.


Matthew
blushed.  “Well, in some case, they can make you, uh, kind of, uh, soft.”


“Soft?”


“Soft.  Like— soft,”
he said and he motioned to his penis.


Samantha raised
an eyebrow.  “You mean like— impotent?”


“Uh yeah.”


“So you wouldn’t
be able to—”


He blushed even
deeper.  “Maybe.”


Samantha
laughed.  “Is that all?”


“What do you
mean ‘is that all’?”


“I thought you
meant something serious.  Something life threatening.  It’s not the end of the
world when that doesn’t work.”  She motioned toward his deflating penis
with her eyes.


Matthew pursed
his lips.  It was a bigger matter to him somehow.  A man without a working
penis, after all, wasn’t a man.  Indeed, how many times had he and his friends
dismissed some guy as “dickless” or some customer as “having a small dick”?  The
idea this could be him was truly emasculating.  He sat up straighter, leaning
his back against the pillows.  “I was thinking about not taking them.”


Samantha furrowed
her brow.  “What?  You need to take them, right?”


“My doctor wants
me to... yeah.”


“Then take
them.”


“But impotence—”


“It’s your
heart!”


Matthew bit his
lip:  it was his manhood.  “It won’t bother you that I, uh— you know.”


“Can’t get it
up?”  Samantha shook her head.  “Of course, not!”


“I thought it
might— bother you.”


Samantha rolled
her eyes.  “Men!  Of course it’s not going to bother me.  I love you whether
this thing works or not,” she said and she wiggled his penis, making it throb. 
“You all really think your penises are that important,” she added with an
annoyed dismissiveness.


Matthew took a
deep breath.  This was a relief.  He had worried about telling his wife.  She
definitely liked sex, and the idea he couldn’t provide it to her had worried
him.  Even more though, he worried how it might feel to have his wife know this
emasculating secret about him.  The idea was humiliating to be sure.  But she
didn’t seem to share his thoughts on the matter.  He was just about to tell her
he loved her when suddenly, as if in slow motion, an odd smirk grew upon his
wife’s face.  She even began to glow with this strange sense of amusement or
perhaps something even naughtier, Matthew wasn’t sure which.


Matthew instantly
felt insecure.  “What?”


“Nothing.”


“What?”
insisted Matthew.


Samantha
blushed.  She absentmindedly fingered his now-flaccid penis, teasing another erection
out of it.  What she did not say was that the idea of Matthew losing his
manhood for a bit actually appealed to her.  She felt terrible thinking it, she
told herself – though she was simultaneously becoming wet – but she liked the
idea of taking him down a notch... neutering him.  They had the same
job, same income and same marriage, yet he always seemed to have the upper hand
over her.  He always got his way.  He was always more important.  It would be
nice for once, she thought, to have the upper hand over him.  What wife didn’t
want a little of that now and then, she asked herself?  The idea that his dick
wouldn’t work would give that to her; it made her feel... superior.  She
didn’t say that though.  Instead, she said:


“I was just
thinking... there could be a silver lining to this,” she said this coyly as she
toyed with his penis.  She was pushing it back and forth with one finger,
watching it yearn for more.


“How can there
be a silver lining?” asked Matthew suspiciously.


Surprisingly,
Samantha had an answer to this.  “I’ve heard that when you can’t come, the
tension builds and builds and builds.  Each moment you can’t come makes you
want it more.  Then, when it’s over and you finally get to come, it’s supposed
to give an incredible orgasm.”


“Where did you
hear that?”


“Some of the
girls,” said Samantha.


“This is
what you girls talk about in the break room?” laughed Matthew cynically.


“Sometimes,”
chuckled Samantha.


“And how do they
know this?”


“One of the
girls.  She says her boyfriend can’t always get it up.  She teases him to try
to make it happen.  That causes all this tension to build up.  When he finally
comes, he literally has explosive ejaculations.  It’s supposed to give an
incredible orgasm.  And if he can’t come for long periods of time, it’s
actually supposed to be like the first time all over again when he does.”


She did not tell
her husband that the reason this man could not come was that his girlfriend
kept him in a chastity device.  This created great buzz among the women in the
office.  She also didn’t tell him the other part, which is that her having
control over her boyfriend’s orgasms gave her nearly absolute control over
their relationship.  Samantha always found that part arousing.


Matthew
considered this for a moment.


As crazy as it
sounded, that actually appealed to Matthew on a visceral level.  He loved it
when his wife teased him when they were in the bedroom.  He loved the
anticipation.  The glancing touches, the little feints, the thrilling little
false starts which took him higher and higher until he was near bursting.  And
when he finally came, he came powerfully.  So he recognized the power of
delayed gratification and denial.  What she was suggesting, he imagined, would
lead to a far more powerful explosion.


And if it truly was
like the first time... wow!  He could still recall the first time he’d come. 
He’d been in the bath.  He was younger, though he didn’t remember how old
exactly.  He’d recalled touching himself.  It had tingled.  He didn’t really
know why, it just felt good to touch.  So he kept touching it.  He squeezed
it.  He pulled it.  His penis felt utterly alive.  Every feeling was new and
exhilarating.  So he kept pulling it.  And then it happened.  It was like an
epiphany.  He’d never known anything could feel like that.


These days, it
felt great to come, but he knew the feeling too well.  It no longer had that
newness where he felt every single stroke, every flexing of every muscle, where
every single second was raw and fresh.  If he could recapture that, even once,
that would be incredible.  Indeed, to his surprise, he was actually getting
aroused by this very strange idea.


“Maybe there is
a silver lining,” he told himself.


Still, the whole
thing bothered him.  It was his competitive sense that bothered him.  As much
as they would deny it to everyone else, he and Samantha were in competition
with each other and they both knew it.  Competition for what?  Well, that was
harder to say.  The answer was nothing and everything.  They never openly
acknowledged any competition, but they competed over everything.  They competed
for salary.  They competed for promotions.  They competed for what to watch on
television.  They competed to have the more exciting car.  They competed
through their sports teams.  They even competed to be on top in the bedroom. 
He almost always won, but she never stopped trying to beat him.


The idea of
being impotent, even for only a few weeks, set his competitive sense on edge. 
For those weeks or whatever it took for the pills to wear off, he would be less
of a man, and his wife would have this over him.  He would be weakened...
emasculated... and she would know it.  What’s more, she had no such defect. 
That made him lesser than her and her greater than him somehow.  What greater
statement of power could a woman have than holding this secret over her husband
that he was impotent... wasn’t fully a man?  He shuddered at the idea.


And why did his
wife want this anyway?  Sure, she wanted him to be healthy, but there had to be
more.  He could see it in her blush and in the smile she struggled to
suppress.  She wasn’t thinking about some silver lining for him, she liked
something about this.


“And what do you
get out of this?” he asked.


Samantha
shrugged her shoulders.  “I just think it could be fun,” she said.


“What could be
fun?”  His tone bordered on the suspicious and the incredulous.


Samantha
smirked.  Then she moved her face closer to his penis and blew on it as her
fingers danced their way up and down his shaft.  This made his penis throb and
his heart race faster.  She slowly started stroking him.  “It could be fun
teasing my poor, little impotent husband.”


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  “But if it happens, we can’t have sex,” he said.


“There are alternatives,”
she said indifferently.


Matthew
considered this for a moment.  The embarrassed glow was gone.  Her voice seemed
normal.  Maybe he had imagined her desire to see him impotent.  Either way, he
should do what his doctor wanted, he knew that.  And his wife didn’t seem
troubled by it, so he could do it.  “All right.  I’ll take the pills.  It’s not
likely to happen anyways.”


 


—o—


 


Matthew and
Samantha were at the dealership where they worked the next morning.  The
dealership was large, with multiple car brands housed in adjoining buildings. 
Matthew and Samantha had offices in the main building.  The building was all
silver metal and chrome, wood and copious amounts of glass with new cars strategically
placed around the showroom floor.  A series of offices with glass walls lined
an upstairs walkway and a back corridor.  Sales people had smaller open offices
which ringed the showroom.  One receptionist, Rhonda, sat by the front
entrance.  Another sat at the service desk in the rear.  Two secretaries worked
near the finance department in the back corridor.  The service department was
in the back of the building and could be reached through a wide hallway meant
to entice guests in the service area to come examine the new cars while they
waited.


Everything was
tile.


Ericson, the
general manager and Matthew and Samantha’s boss, called a pre-opening meeting
at the large glass conference room upstairs.  This included five salesmen,
three secretaries, two members of the finance team, the service manager and
Matthew and Samantha.


Matthew ran into
Samantha as he left his desk.


They walked
together.


Samantha’s high
heels sounded sharply off the tile floor and echoed off the glass and metallic
walls.  She wore a dark red skirt suit and tall black pumps.  Matthew wore a
dark gray suit, white dress shirt and colored tie.  Everyone at the dealership
wore suits and skirts.  As they neared the conference room, Samantha held out a
single pill between her fingertips for him to take.  Her nails extended beyond
the tips of her fingers about half an inch each and were painted red.


“What’s that?”
he asked.


“Your pill,” she
said with a wink.


Matthew
blushed.  He was supposed to start taking the pills this morning and continue
for thirty days, but he hadn’t.  He’d left the pill on the counter, still
uncertain about taking it.  She clearly found it.


“I can’t take it
now,” he said, nodding toward the people around them.


“Why not?”


As silly as it
sounded, Matthew didn’t want anyone seeing him take the pill.  Somehow, it felt
like they would know what it might cause and he didn’t want them looking at him
knowing he was possibly making himself impotent.  He wasn’t going to tell his
wife that though.


“I’ll do it at
home,” he said.


Samantha nudged
him again with the pill as they came to within steps of the conference room. 
Most of the rest were already assembled.  Others were coming behind them.  Matthew
glanced over his shoulder.  Rhonda was coming up the stairs, slowed by her
skyscraper heels.


“I—”


Samantha put her
hand on his arm and moved in to peck him on the cheek.  As she did, she slipped
the pill into her husband’s hand.  Then she winked and she stepped into the
room and moved to the right side of the white-laminated oval table to sit
down.  He sighed frustratedly and followed her in, moving to the opposite side
of the table.  Ericson sat at the head of the table.


As Ericson called
the meeting to order, Matthew thought about the pill wedged in his palm.  He
was nervous.  Was this a good idea, he wondered?  He definitely didn’t like it,
but he needed to do this.


Matthew finally took
a deep breath.  Then he reached for the pitcher of water at the center of the
table and one of the glasses that was stacked there.  He poured water into the
glass and brought it to his lips.  The pill was wedged between his fingers.  He
surreptitiously slid the pill into his mouth and then took a big swig of the
water, washing the pill down.


It was done.


Across the
table, his wife was smiling.


 


—o—


 


Matthew drove
Samantha and himself home from work that night in his new sports car.  He
pulled into the garage and they headed inside.  Coming through the kitchen,
Samantha removed her heels, lifting her legs behind her one at a time and
pulling her pumps off her feet.  Her tight red skirt made this difficult, but
she had years experience.  Matthew pulled off his tie.


“I hate wearing
ties,” said Matthew.


“Try wearing
heels,” countered Samantha.


“The curse of
being a woman.”


“Spoken like a
sexist.”


“Just a
realist,” said Matthew.  “Men wear ties, women wear heels.  You can’t fight
it.”


“Something tells
me heels would vanish off the face of the Earth if men had to wear them,” said
Samantha sourly.


“But we don’t,”
chuckled Matthew.


The couple made
their way to the bedroom to undress.  Once there, Matthew pulled off his suit
coat and unbuckled his pants as Samantha unzipped her skirt and let it fall to
the floor before unbuttoning her blouse and tossing it over a nearby chair. 
She now wore only tan stockings, a garterbelt, lacy white panties and a
matching lacy white bra which her breasts filled beautifully.  Matthew was down
to a pair of paisley boxers, dark socks, and his white dress shirt.  Samantha
came over and started unbuttoning the shirt.


“How’s the
pill?” she asked coyly.


“In what way?”


“Everything
still work?” she asked with a wink and she slipped her hand down to his boxers
where she found his penis in the process of growing erect.  Her fingers latched
onto it.


“Ha ha,” said
Matthew, though he suddenly felt very insecure.  “First, of all, it’s not
likely to happen,” he added defensively.  “Secondly, I think you’re far too
excited about this.  You know that if it stops working, you won’t get to use it
until it starts again, right?”


“That’s what
plastic is for.”


Matthew rolled
his eyes and laughed, recovering his calm.  “You’re insane,” he said jokingly. 
He wrapped his arms around her shoulders and pulled her close.  She could feel
his erection press into her belly.  “But just in case you’re right, we should
use it while it still works.”


Samantha
smirked.  “Like a dying man’s last request?”


“Never let an
erection go to waste.”


Her smirk grew. 
“All right... but I get to be on top this time.”

















Chapter Two: “What Was That?”
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A week passed
and nothing seemed to be happening.  In fact, Matthew had all but forgotten
about the possibility since everything kept working well.


Samantha had
not.


Each night,
Samantha surreptitiously checked her husband’s penis and found it still got as hard
as ever.  Although she was happy for him, she was, admittedly, disappointed as
well.  She had been looking forward to getting to poke him over his “manhood”
not working, but it seemed that would not happen.  As they got ready for work
Monday morning, however, things began to change.


 


—o—


 


Matthew stepped
into the shower.


He let the warm
water run down his chest and across his face.  He ran his head beneath the
spray and let it soak his hair.  He poured shampoo into his hand and rubbed it
into his scalp.  Meanwhile, his wife stood before the mirror doing her makeup. 
She was adding mascara at the moment.


“The new inventory
should be coming in today,” said Samantha.


“Anything good?”
asked Matthew as he worked the shampoo through his hair.


“We got two of
the sporty models, but one is light blue.  Doesn’t look right.  We’re going to
have a hard time selling that one.  Three of the high end SUVs, but not fully loaded. 
One of the low-end two-doors.”


“That’s it?”


“That’s it.”


Matthew moved
his shampoo-covered hand to his torso and spread the suds across his chest.  “I’d
like to get more top end—”  Matthew seized up mid-word.  He seized up because
as he ran his hand across his chest, it slipped over his right nipple and the
nipple suddenly stung as if he’d been poked by a needle.  It was almost an
electrical-shock feeling.  It was nearly incapacitating.


“Me too,” said
Samantha, who was unaware of what was happening to her husband.  “Our numbers
would be higher if we got better inventory from the manufacturer.”


The stinging
ended as suddenly as it started.


Matthew caught
his breath.  He was still speechless, but he wasn’t frozen anymore.  What had
just happened to him?  He looked down and saw that his nipples were standing up
beneath the suds that were slowly sliding down his chest.  How could his
nipples feel like that?  What had it been?  Why were they standing up?


“We should see
if there’s some way to improve our inventory,” continued Samantha.


Matthew braced
himself and then cautiously touched his chest.  Nothing happened.  Whatever it
was, it seemed to have passed.  He poked his chest again, more forcefully. 
Still nothing.


“Don’t you
agree?” asked Samantha as she slipped an earring into her ear.


“It must have
been a pinched nerve or something,” he thought.


He felt his
chest again.  His areolas were sore now.  His nipples were uncomfortable too
standing up.  They felt... exposed.  So he put his fingers upon his chest and
he pressed them down.  They disappeared back into the fleshy areolas, but then
popped back up once he removed his fingers.  This was really strange.  This had
never happened before.  Besides, he was a man.  Men’s nipples don’t get hard. 
Rarely, at least.  Why were they hard?


“Don’t you
agree?” repeated Samantha.


Matthew now
realized this was the second time she had asked that.  “Oh, yeah,” he said,
uncertain what she had asked.


“Can we do
that?” she asked.


“Do what?”


“Get better
inventory.”


Matthew
shrugged.  “Maybe,” he said noncommittally.


Meanwhile, he
put his hands upon his nipples once more and stepped under the stream of water to
rinse away all the soap.  He hoped this would calm his nipples.  The warm water
seemed to help.  He turned off the water, grabbed his towel and stepped out of
the shower to dry himself.  While he did, Samantha moved to the bedroom.  He
followed moments later.  She was already dressing when he arrived.  Today, she
wore an almond-colored pencil skirt and tall, brown stiletto-heeled
slingbacks.  She tucked her white blouse into her skirt as he came to the
bedroom.  Her pink bra was visible through the back of her blouse.  Matthew
loved that sight.


Matthew grabbed
his socks from the drawer and sat down to slip into them.  As he sat, Samantha climbed
onto the bed behind him.  Moving in the pencil skirt was awkward, but she came
up behind him on her knees and threw one arm across his chest and dropped the
other into his lap.  His penis rose to attention and she slipped it between her
fingers and stroked it several times in quick succession before kissing him on
the cheek.


“Sexy,” she
whispered in his ear.


Matthew melted warmly
at the smell of her perfume, the feel of her body on his back, and her
breathless voice.  His whole body swelled with arousal.  Well... not
everything.


Something was
wrong!  Matthew realized it immediately.


His penis, which
should have shot to attention when she touched him and whispered in his ear,
had risen but did so indifferently.  And when she grabbed his erection, it
should have been as hard as it got and throbbing like mad.  Instead, his
erection was suspiciously nonchalant.  Worst of all, even as she stroked it, it
was starting to deflate!


He was going
soft!


Matthew filled
with dread!  Had it finally come?  Was this what he’d feared?  He thrust his
hand into his lap to remove his wife’s hand and hide his failing erection from
her.  Fortunately for him, she chose that very moment to pull away from him and
finish getting dressed.


She hadn’t
noticed.


Matthew was
taking no chances, however.  He shot from the bed and snatched his boxers from
the little bench where he’d laid them.  He yanked them up his legs, hiding his
flaccid member.  Then he grabbed his pants, also from the bench, and yanked those
up his legs as well.  His disgrace was hidden.


Or was it?


As he looked
down to make sure his non-erection was indeed hidden, he noticed with some
embarrassment that his nipples were hard again.  This was so strange.  Why were
his nipples doing this?  Both here and in the shower?  Men’s nipples just don’t
do this, he told himself, and he became embarrassed that Samantha might see
them and make fun of him.  He covered his chest with his arm, pretending to
scratch his arm, and he cast a glance over his shoulder.  Samantha was slipping
her feet into her slingbacks and double-checking her hair in the mirror.


“I’ll see you in
the kitchen,” she said.


“Y— yeah, sure. 
I’ll be there in a minute.”


Matthew watched
her leave.  Then he immediately pulled his arm away and saw to his relief that
his nipples were down again.  They were fine.  Thankfully.  Now he turned to the
big problem: he yanked down his pants and examined his penis.  It looked
normal, just soft.  He tugged on it.  He squeezed it.  He played with it.  It
stayed flat.  A shudder raced through him:  his penis was flaccid!


“This can’t be,”
thought Matthew anxiously.


He pulled on it
once more.  Nothing.  He took a deep breath.  He imagined his wife’s breasts in
his face, their feel against his fingers, her rigid nipples beneath his lips. 
His penis started to tingle, and maybe started to rise... maybe not.  He didn’t
wait to find out for sure.


“It’s fine,” he told
himself.


Then he immediately
yanked his pants back up and grabbed a shirt from the closet.  A few moments
later, he was in the kitchen pouring himself a cup of coffee and telling
himself everything was all right.  Nothing was wrong.  It had just been
his imagination.


He knew better
though.


 


—o—


 


As they walked
through the dealership to their offices that morning, the dealership seemed
different somehow to Matthew.  It felt bigger.  The people seemed different
too.  More confident.  More distant.  It was truly a strange experience for
him.  How could his worry about his penis not getting hard make the world seem so
different?  He didn’t even know if there really was a problem!  He might just
not have been excited.  Maybe the shower softened his nerves or tired him out? 
Maybe being worried put too much strain on his veins?  There was no proof that
he was actually impotent; it had only been soft the one time.  And it wasn’t
like that changed who he was anyways, did it?


“I’m just being
paranoid,” he told himself.


Yet, he felt different. 
Less confident.  Smaller.  Weaker.  And that made him insecure.  It worried him
too.  If this was how he felt just because his dick had been a tiny bit soft
one morning, how would he feel if he really did become impotent?  He never
should have taken those pills.


He disappeared
into his office and kept a low profile.


By noon,
however, the insecurity had started to fade and his confidence returned.  Indeed,
the further he got from the moment, the more he told himself it had all been
some misunderstanding.  He had gotten hard after all, hadn’t he?  It had
just faded a bit.  That happens.  And then he got hard watching one of the
secretaries flirt with one of the salesmen.  She kept touching her throat and
brushing her fingers past her breast as she popped one foot in and out of her
high-heeled shoe, letting the heel tap against the tile floor.  He imagined
running a hand along her silky nylon-clad leg and wondering what her stiff
nipples looked like, and that made him grow.


It was a relief:
he had gotten hard.


Soon, everything
seemed to be back to normal, apart from an annoying itch on his chest near his
right nipple.  That seemed to be a hangover from whatever had happened in the
shower... maybe an allergic reaction to the shampoo.  Either way, it was
annoying.  So were his nipples, which seemed to keep popping up and rubbing
against his dress shirt, an irritating feeling.  Prickly.  That had to be the
result of the same allergic reaction, he decided.  Fortunately, it stopped by
mid-afternoon and had been forgotten all about it by the time he drove Samantha
home that night.  It seemed everything had been a false alarm.
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They were home
again.  They entered the bedroom to undress.  Matthew had all but forgotten
about his erection issues.  Samantha had never known.  Everything seemed
normal.


“What a day!”
said Samantha.  “Did you see that hot rod?”


“Hot rod?”


Samantha pulled
her blouse off, leaving her pencil skirt, heels and bra in place.  “Some guy
brought it to the shop for electrical work.  He’s done a great job restoring
it.  It was gorgeous.”


Matthew shook
his head as he pulled off his tie and shirt.  “I didn’t see it.”  His chest was
sore around his areolas and looked a little puffy.  It had to be that allergic
reaction.  What else could it be?  He tossed his shirt onto the bed and then
ran a finger over the soreness.  It was tender.


“You weren’t
around much today,” said Samantha.


“I was
distracted,” said Matthew, still examining his chest with his back to his wife.


Samantha
smirked.  


“I know what
will keep you focused,” she said slyly.


Samantha
tottered over to her husband in her tall heels, her unrestrained breasts
jiggling with each heel strike.  She came up behind him and slipped her hand
down his pants.  As she did, his penis started to grow into her hand, but then
stopped before it even got halfway hard!  Samantha’s eyebrow shot up even
before Matthew realized what had happened... or had not happened.


Matthew’s
stomach dropped.  Was it possible?  Had it really happened again?  Once
in the morning was one thing, but staying soft now?  A second time in one day? 
With his wife playing with him?  There was no way this was a coincidence!  He
felt an overwhelming panic seize him.  He started to reach for his wife’s hand,
thinking that maybe if he could get her hand away, she would not have noticed
he had remained soft.  Just as he was about to grab her, however, his penis
slowly started to expand.  He could feel it.  A normal erection!


He breathed a
tremendous sigh of relief.  His tension fled.


When he turned
to face his wife, however, there was something knowing in her eyes.  He
shuddered.

















Chapter Three: “They
Don’t Get Hard That Way”
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The next few
days were difficult for Matthew, to say the least.


First and
foremost, the idea he was becoming impotent proved shockingly emasculating for
him.  When he first heard about impotence as a possible side-effect, it had
embarrassed him for sure, but he was in no way prepared for the feeling of
inferiority that came with it.  Whenever he expected to get hard and failed,
his mind instantly questioned his manhood.  Sometimes, it suddenly hit him as
he was talking to others at the dealership – especially Rhonda, who always
dressed so provocatively, or to the salesmen as a group as they would often
talk about women and tell crude jokes.  It was similar to what he felt at the
office that first day, but many times stronger.  He felt like he was no longer a
man and like everyone could see it.  He felt like a fraud.  So he found himself
hiding in his office a lot.


He also couldn’t
get that look in Samantha’s eyes out of his head.


It had only been
a glint, a tiny glow within her eyes.  Maybe it wasn’t even real, but he had
seen it and it spoke volumes to him.  It told him that Samantha knew what was
happening.  She knew that his failure to get erect had been the beginnings of
this side-effect, and it told him that it excited her.  That had sent a shudder
down his spine and it made him wary of her now.


Making this
worse, Matthew had expected her to rub this in, but she hadn’t.  She had said
nothing.  She never even mentioned it.  Instead, she just smiled knowingly at
him from time to time now.  This was driving his insecurities wild, and he
began to view each expression of interest in having sex with suspicion and
worry.  In fact, he began to shy away from sex.  What if he couldn’t get it up? 
He wasn’t sure he could face her if that happened.
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For the next day
or two, Matthew did his best to deflect Samantha’s sexual attentions.  At the
same time, he kept watching his penis.  Try as he might, he couldn’t get it
very hard.  Finally one night, he couldn’t get it hard at all.  He lay on the
bed in his pajama bottoms, trying very hard to get it to grow, but it just lay
there, flaccid and helpless.  He thought of everything he could think of to
turn himself on, but nothing worked.  He rubbed it, pulled it, and squeezed
it.  Nothing happened.  He imagined all manner of things he’d done to Samantha
and she had done to him.  Still nothing.  It would not grow hard.


He was impotent.


He swallowed
hard.


A moment later,
Samantha appeared at the bedroom door.  Matthew tried to keep his growing
impotence a secret, but she knew.  She knew that first night when it didn’t get
hard in her hand that everything was starting and she knew what he was doing
right now.  The idea that he was becoming impotent fascinated her.  She didn’t
know why exactly, but it did.  To a degree she put this off to thinking it
would be funny(fitting?) to take him down a notch, especially as this wasn’t
supposed to be permanent or harmful.  A dose of humility would do him some
good... and her.  But there was something more about this.  To her surprise, she
was aroused.  She really hadn’t expected that, but it was true: the idea of
her husband losing his erections turned her on.  And the more he tried to hide
the fact, the hornier she got, especially with him avoiding sex with her just
to hide his growing shame... or non-growing shame.


Tonight, she was
determined to play with it, one way or another.


Samantha stood
at the door in a light-blue baby-doll nightie and metallic silver mules.  Her fingernails
and toenails were painted red.  Her erect nipples poked out the teddy.  Her
firm butt cheeks curved beautifully beneath the see-through baby-doll.  She
wore no panties.


“Hello there,
stranger,” she said.


Matthew tensed
up.  He knew what she wanted.  Could he deliver?


Samantha
strutted across the room up to the bed.  She lay down next to her husband and
kissed him on the lips.  He still didn’t grow.  She kissed him again,
passionately, and ran her fingers through his hair.  Still, he didn’t grow. 
Finally, she slipped her hand down inside his pajama bottoms.  She grabbed his
balls and penis and ran both through her hand before squeezing and pulling.


Nothing
happened.


Was it possible
he was truly impotent now?  The prospect excited her.


Samantha gave
his balls another squeeze.  He still didn’t grow.  This was starting to make
her wet.  At the same time, she subconsciously noticed his tiny erect nipples
and something inside her wanted to kiss them.  So she leaned her head toward
his chest and she stuck out her tongue and she flicked his nipple with her
tongue.


A strange
feeling came over Matthew.  If softness could be a feeling, this was it.  A
warm, comforting feeling radiated through his chest and made his whole body
feel soft and tingly... weak, but reveling in it.  His penis started to grow in
his wife’s hand because of it.


Matthew was
suddenly confused.


Before he could
really think about it, his wife brushed his nipple again with her tongue before
pressing her warm, moist lips against his areola and playfully biting his
nipple.


Ahhhhhh!


Matthew’s eyes
shot open as a shock raced through his chest.  Her bite stung, but not in the
normal way of a sting.  This was like electricity crackling through the tissue,
tissue he never knew existed before!  It was the kind of pain he’d felt when
his wife had scraped her nails across the head of his dick – sharp like a
razor’s edge against his flesh, but at the same time intensely pleasurable.


He gasped!


His penis shot to
full erection.


“Finally,” said
Samantha with a chuckle as she felt his erection.


She playfully
bit his nipple again and tugged on it.  Matthew writhed beneath her, though she
didn’t see it as her eyes were closed.  Finally, she let go of his nipple and
backed off.  She glanced at his erection tenting up his pajamas and then at her
husband pressed backward hard into the pillow and mattress as if his whole body
was trying to get away from her.  This was curious, she thought.


She recalled the
series of events:  flaccid, touch, flaccid, kiss, flaccid, nipple, erection. 
Coincidence?  Causation?  It seemed impossible to her.  She’d bitten his nipples
in the past and touched them all the time but never gotten a reaction before. 
Why would this generate a reaction now, especially with seemingly nothing else
working?  It had to be a coincidence, didn’t it?  No doubt.  She must have
scraped his penis with her nail, she thought.


She let that
thought go and focused on his penis again.  She started stroking.


Meanwhile,
Matthew was only now recovering from her bite and he was shocked!  His nipples
had never been sensitive before, but this had been insane.  He’d never felt
anything like that.  Well, maybe in the shower, that was similar, but not
nearly as strong.  What was happening to his nipples, he wondered?


Samantha stroked
Matthew earnestly, but little by little, she saw that his penis was starting to
shrink.  She tried everything to make it stay hard, but nothing seemed to
work.  How had she gotten him hard in the first place if she couldn’t keep him
hard now?  This seemed wrong to her.  If he was impotent, that was one thing,
but she had gotten him hard.  So why wasn’t he staying hard?  


“This makes no
sense,” she told herself.


Or did it?


She had a very
strange thought suddenly.  What if it wasn’t her hand touching his penis which
finally made him hard?  What if it was something else?  What if it was her hand
touching his— No, that can’t be, can it?  He’s a man, she thought:  they
don’t get hard that way!


She decided to
test it, this strange theory.


Samantha slowly
pulled her hand from his sagging penis.  She looked up at him and smiled.  Then
she slipped her hand upon his belly.  She kissed him on the lips, peeking down
at his soft penis as she did.  Nothing happened.  She then slowly slid her
fingers up his chest to his nipples.  As her fingers approached the outer edge
of his areola, she saw his penis start to stir.  It looked like a balloon
starting to inflate.  She drew her fingers a hint closer yet.  His penis was
now standing up, but didn’t look super hard.  She kissed him on the lips once
more, and then she slowly pulled her fingers away from his chest.  Sure enough,
his penis began to deflate!


“Interesting.”


She slid her hand
over his chest now and ran her soft fingers around his areola in a giant loop,
letting the edge of her sharp red nail scrape the flesh.  Matthew tensed up and
started writhing beneath her.  He seemed paralyzed with pleasure and pain and
his whole body trembled.  More importantly, his penis shot up once more with
determination.


Samantha smiled
wickedly.  She knew now what was happening.  It made no sense, but for some
reason, touching his nipples made him hard.  Nothing else seemed to work, even
touching his penis directly.


It was time to
have some fun with her husband.


Samantha dove down
on his chest and bit his nipple... hard.  Matthew’s penis exploded to
full erection.  It throbbed in her hand to the point she could feel it like a
pulsing pipeline or hose squirming like a living organ.  She stroked it and
again and then again.  As she did, she licked the tip of his nipple with her
tongue and then tugged on the nipple, which was firmly wedged between her
teeth, pulling the small mound of swollen flesh several millimeters from his
chest.


Matthew gasped
and pre-come came dripping out.  His heart raced.  His penis throbbed.


Samantha tugged
a little harder on his nipple.


Matthew spread
his legs and began writhing on the sheet.  He gritted his teeth.  His back
arched.  His chest heaved!  His breathing was sharp and shallow and obvious. 
His fingers clawed at the sheet.  His penis pulsed.  This was going to be an
intense orgasm.


...and then
Samantha pulled her lips from his nipple.


“Honey,” she
said coyly.


Matthew’s heart
was pounding.  He had been so close to coming and still thought it might happen. 
“Wh— what?”


“I want to drive
tomorrow.”


Matthew’s
eyebrow shot up.  She was asking this now?!  “What?”


“I want to drive
tomorrow.”


Matthew shook
his head on instinct.  He always drove them.  He liked driving.  What’s more,
he liked driving his brand new sports car.  His wife had a luxury SUV, but it
felt sluggish to him.  He liked his car and he liked being the one behind the
wheel.  And what did this have to do with him coming anyway?


Samantha slowly
stopped stroking him and instead began toying with his penis by pushing it
around with her fingers.  The rhythm that had built so strongly within Matthew
started to fail; it was a yearning feeling like reaching for something that was
moving away.


“See, honey,”
said Samantha, “I think I should drive... since I’m the only one who can make
you come.”


A chill raced
down Matthew’s spine.  This was what he had dreaded for days now, his wife trying
to take advantage of the situation.  He instantly became defensive.  “How do
you figure that?”


“I am the only
one who can make you hard.”


As if on cue,
his penis deflated.  He blushed.  Still, he said, “That’s not true.”


“It is true.”


“I can get hard
anytime.”


“Oh?  You can?”
said Samantha in mock surprise.  “Well, then you don’t need me to help you
finish, do you?  I’ll just leave you to it then.”  She kissed him on the
forehead, pulled herself away, and rose from the bed.  She started slapping her
way to the door on her mules:  CLICK-SLAP!  CLICK-SLAP!  CLICK-SLAP!


Matthew bit his
lip, hard.  She was playing with him, he knew it, but he also knew –
even if he didn’t truly want to admit it – that she was right.  Try as he
might, he hadn’t been able to maintain an erection.  If he wanted to come, and
he did very badly, then he needed to give in on this.  And that is what she
wanted, he knew that too.  This was his wife flexing her new muscles, muscles
built from the power she had over him as the only person who could help him
come.  She was telling him that if he wanted to come, he needed to play by her
rules.  Part of him wanted to reject this.  That part didn’t want to give up
any power to his wife, even this tiny bit by letting her drive.  Worse, he
suspected that by giving in now, he would only encourage her to abuse this
power further.  But he did want to come.  In fact, not being able to get an
erection was starting to turn coming into a need in the same way that denial
could turn anything into a desire, especially since he wasn’t sure if he might
lose this ability all together soon!  So in that split second before she
vanished, leaving him flat and flustered, he rationalized letting his wife
drive – after all, he had let her drive from time to time before – “it can’t
be that bad.”


“Wait,” he said
before he even realized it.


Samantha
stopped, but didn’t turn around.  A wicked grin crossed her face.  “Yes?”


“You can drive
tomorrow.  We’ll take your car.”


Samantha
smirked.  She saw his little trick to maintain some semblance of control; she
wasn’t going to let him do that.  “I want to drive yours.”


“My sports car?”


“Our sports
car.  It is in both our names.”


Matthew blushed
deeply.  “Fine.”


Samantha smiled
at her victory.  Her whole body was alive with energy and power.  She felt like
she could do anything.  It was an incredible feeling, an erotic feeling.  “All
right,” she said.  She returned to the bed.

















Chapter Four: “At Work”


—o—


 


Samantha said
nothing about the prior night as they dressed for work and had breakfast the
following morning, but Matthew could sense a change in her.  She seemed more aggressive
somehow... more sure of herself.  This made him uneasy.  His unease got even
worse when he watched helplessly as his wife climbed into the driver seat of his
new sports car.  Watching her slide into the seat and then having to meekly
slip into the passenger seat of his own car next to her made him feel small and
weak.  He felt emasculated.


Matthew buckled
his seatbelt and watched his wife adjust the mirrors.  She checked her lipstick
in the mirror and brushed back a loose strand of hair.  Then she leaned over
and playfully kissed him on the cheek.  She winked at him.  Then her fingers
with their dark-red painted nails wrapped themselves around the steering wheel
as they might his erection.  He oddly felt a moment of jealousy.  Then he
glanced down and watched her high-heel encased foot press against the brake
pedal.  Today she wore black open-toed slingbacks with wide open toes letting
him see each of her toes.  Her toenails were painted the same dark red as her
fingers.


She pressed the
triangular part of the sole of her shoe against the pedal and slowly let it
out.  The spike heel of her shoe dangled in the air.  Her foot was visible
through the open back of the shoe.  Her toes spread slightly in the open-toed
front.  There was something emasculating in this sight, letting a woman in such
a shoe take control of his car.  It made him feel submissive.


The car began to
roll.


Samantha backed
out of the garage and started down the street.  As the car effortlessly made
its way toward the office, Samantha slipped her hand into his lap, as he had
often done to her.  It felt like an emasculating gesture.  She was telling him
she was in charge.  Matthew shivered.


“Hopefully, this
is all she wants,” he thought once more.


It wasn’t.
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Unlike Matthew,
who was feeling weaker by his surrender, Samantha was positively glowing.  She
liked winning.  She liked the sense of power this gave her, and she wanted
more.  So she decided to take full advantage of this newfound power.  Thus, all
morning long, she kept taking liberties she never got to take before.  She took
Matthew’s favorite pen, for example, and when he started to object, she just
smiled at him.  She never had to say a word, they both knew she had him by the
balls quite literally.  Later, she dropped one of her assignments on his desk,
giving him coy “innocent-girl” eyes and another promise of reward.  She even
asked, and got, a new vase that had been meant for his office.  And when he
went to test the new arrivals, something he always saw as the high point of his
week, he found her already doing it.


“I do that,” he
said.


“Oh, I didn’t
realize,” she said with a sly wink.  Then she kissed him, dragged her fingers
across his crotch, and walked off with the keys.


Matthew could
only shudder and assure himself it was worth it.  These were minor things after
all and she would get bored.  He could put up with this for now, he told
himself.


Around eleven,
they both attended the morning production meeting.  Ericson was going over the
sales figures for each salesman and the overall numbers, including the
inventory figures.  The numbers were good, but not great.  Ericson wasn’t
happy.  He wanted better.


“You all need to
try harder.  Our numbers are soft,” said Ericson.


Matthew’s phone vibrated
silently on the table in front of him.  He glanced at it.  He’d gotten a text
from his wife, who sat directly across from him.  She was looking at Ericson,
not at her husband, but there was a smirk on her lips.


“Soft like
something else I know,” she had written.


Matthew blushed. 
“Ha ha,” he responded with a sour emoji.


“We need to find
a way to get the numbers up,” said Ericson.


“Among other
things,” wrote Samantha.


“Pay
attention to the meeting,” responded Matthew.  She replied with laughing
emojis.


“We need better
inventory,” said one of the salesmen, Warren.


“Easier said
than done,” said Samantha.  She was in charge of inventory management for the
dealership.


“Can’t we just
order more?” asked Warren.


“Manufacturers
are falling behind right now.  They’re rationing inventory, and cutting
corners, which is why we don’t have more and what we do have isn’t ideally
equipped.”


“We should still
ask for more,” said Warren.  “What can it hurt to just submit requests for
more?”


“Nothing in life
is free,” interjected Matthew.  “If we ask for more, there will be a price and
it may be a price we don’t want to pay.  Focus on selling what we have rather
than hoping for more ideal conditions.”


Another message
followed a moment later.  “Are you excited for tonight?”


Matthew raised
an eyebrow.  “Should I be?”


“Maybe.”


A warm thrill
radiated through Matthew at the thought.  This was what he wanted.  This was
why he had put up with the little humiliations and liberties.  But then came
another message.


“Of course,
nothing in life is free,” she wrote, repeating his words.  “Maybe I
should make you beg first.”  Samantha added a winking emoji.


“Not funny,”
replied Matthew.


“I guess
we’ll see.”


Matthew
blushed.  “Focus on the meeting.”


“You sell what
we have,” said Ericson, who wasn’t know for his tact.  “We’ll do what we can to
get more, but this is what we have, so this is what we sell.  That’s your jobs
and if you can’t do it, then you don’t need to work here.  I’ll find someone
who can sell.”  The meeting broke up a minute later.  On the way out, Samantha
smiled at her husband slyly, but said nothing.
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“Get naked,”
said Samantha when they got home.


Matthew’s heart
raced.  “I’ll go change,” he said.


“I didn’t say ‘go
change’,” said Samantha suggestively as she wrapped her hands around his waist
and pulled him to her.  She started unbuttoning his dress shirt.  “I said, ‘get
naked.’”


Matthew smirked
at her playful yet commanding tone.  He pulled off his jacket and then finished
unbuttoning his shirt as Samantha unbuckled his belt.  He pulled his pants down
and his underwear followed, exposing his penis to the cool room air.  It was
small and soft.


He was naked now
except for socks.


Samantha moved
him backward to the couch and pushed him down.  He lay back into the cushions. 
He spread his legs expecting her to follow.  Instead, she moved across the room
and grabbed a chair from the dining table.  She set it before him and sat down,
crossing her legs and letting her shoe dangle from her toes.  She was still
dressed for work in a frilly white blouse, loose dark grey pleated skirt, and the
tall black open-toed slingbacks.


“Still soft, I
see,” giggled Samantha in a fake stern tone.


Matthew blushed.


She brushed her
hand over his soft penis.  It didn’t rise.  “Good thing for you, I can help
with this.”


Matthew’s heart
began to beat faster.


Samantha put her
fingertips on his belly.  He shuddered warmly, though his penis still did not
rise.  His nipples did rise though, which sent an uncomfortable shiver through
his spine and filled him with embarrassment and excitement.  Samantha, on the
other hand, giggled.


“Is it cold in
here?” she chuckled.


Matthew blushed. 
He didn’t understand why this kept happening and it was embarrassing that his
wife not only had seen it, but had noticed it and now actively commented on it.


Samantha ran her
fingers down to his penis, sliding her fingers over it, barely touching it.  Matthew
shuddered again at her ephemeral touch and closed his eyes.  His heart was
racing.  His breathing became more labored.  He was so excited... but still didn’t
get hard.


“Your little guy
doesn’t want to play,” she said with a faked pout.


She fingered his
penis now.  It felt good to Matthew, but it still didn’t bring an erection.  He
was so perplexed!  She had gotten him hard the other day, so she should be able
to get him hard now, right?  And it was so exciting when she touched him.  It
felt so good.  He was so horny.  So why wasn’t he hard?  Was it possible the
medication had finally made him completely impotent?  The idea made him feel
weak.  And it was worse that his wife knew.


Samantha, on the
other hand, knew he wouldn’t get erect from what she had done.  She had already
proven that to herself.  For all practical purposes, her husband was impotent,
an idea she found surprisingly satisfying.  Even better though, she knew the
one way she could still get him up, something she found even more entertaining. 
How many women could control their husband’s penises through their nipples?


It was time to
have more fun with him.


“Oh no, it looks
like you can’t get it up, honey,” she teased.


Matthew shrank.


“Can you imagine
what the boys at the dealership would think?”


He shrank even
more.  He filled with all the thoughts of being weak and unmanly he’d
experienced at work.


“Or the girls,”
added Samantha.


Matthew bit his
lip.


“Hmm,” said
Samantha.  “Let’s try something else.  Maybe your little guy is just kinky.”


Samantha pulled
her hand away and sat back in the chair.  She shook her foot before popping her
slingback off her heel and letting the shoe dangle from her toes.  She let it
swing several times before curling her toes and letting it slide off her toes
to the floor.  She then straightened her leg, raising her nylon-covered foot to
his body.  She placed it against his thigh and brushed her toes along his
thigh.  Then she slid her stocking-covered foot up his thigh until her toes
touched his balls.  He could feel her soft, warm toes press against his skin. 
She then bounced his balls upon her toes.  It felt amazing, but he still didn’t
get hard.  Her foot then continued to his penis, which remained small and
flaccid and timid.  She played with it, with her toes, but it didn’t budge.


She kept moving
her toes up his body over his belly to his chest.  As she reached his chest,
she ran her toes over his nipples and suddenly he shuddered and trembled and
his penis started to rise!


His penis
started to rise!


“Oh, somebody
likes that.  Do my feet turn you on, honey?” she giggled.  “Should I make you
worship my feet?”


He shook his
head.


She had other
ideas though.  She slid her foot from his nipples and placed her toes before
his lips.  Matthew could smell the leather of her pump still lingering in a mix
with the muskiness of sweat caught in her stocking.


“Kiss my toes,”
she said.


He shook his
head.  He was not going to kiss his wife’s foot.


“Kiss them, honey. 
Kiss them if you want me to get you off.”  She pressed her toes against his
lips.


Matthew really
didn’t want to kiss his wife’s toes.  That was demeaning.  And he knew she was
doing this to toy with him, to show that she could make him do this:  it was a
statement of power.  He wanted to refuse, to put an end to this behavior before
it got out of control, but he was too excited about his erection.  He decided
to humor her, at least until he came.  Then he would reassess.  So he pursed
his lips and he kissed her toes very briefly.


Samantha felt an
incredible surge of power course through her as his lips touched her toes and
he planted his kiss.  In fact, she got wet from it.  Up to now, these little
power games had been amusing to her, entertaining.  She thought it was fun and
funny to take advantage.  She liked the feeling of having power for once.  It
was a freeing feeling in a way, like finishing a project.  But now suddenly, it
was more than that.  Now suddenly, it was arousing.


She blushed.


She smiled to
herself.  Then she glanced at his chest.  It looked swollen.  The flesh beneath
his areolas was swollen and puffy, looking almost like small mounds compared to
the flat terrain it had always been, and the nipple itself, apart from just
standing tall, had grown slightly in size and possibly length.  She didn’t know
what had caused that but didn’t really think about it yet:  so his chest was
swollen, she thought?  It was probably a side-effect of the medication.  After
all, if it could make him impotent, couldn’t it likely do this too?  Sure, why
not, she told herself dismissively.  Either way, this was her ticket now.


She pulled her
foot from his lips and moved it back down his body to his chest, where she
pointed her toes and ran her big toe in a circle around his areola, brushing
his nipple with her toenail.  Each touch sent a thrilling jolt down his spine,
each thrill was reflected on his face.  His penis started to stiffen again.


“So you do
like my feet after all,” she giggled.


He blushed.


“Don’t worry,
honey.  I won’t tell anyone.”


She flicked his
nipple with her big toe.  He winced, but didn’t object.  In fact, he visibly
withered.  She then rubbed her toe in a circle around the nipple and watched as
his penis started throbbing to the rhythm her toes made.


“I guess you’ll
want to start coming on my toes from now on?” she teased.


She tweaked his
nipple making him wince and wither again.


“Or maybe in my
shoes.  Maybe I’ll even let you pick them out from now on.”


Matthew blushed,
but his mind was elsewhere than objecting.  He had been so horny all day, even
without realizing how horny he’d been, and he was so horny now that he could
not resist.  He slipped his hand down to his penis, wrapped his fingers around
his shaft and started stroking.  His whole body swelled with each stroke,
surging as his penis throbbed.


“Tut, tut,”
said Samantha, chiding him.


She pulled her
foot from his nipple, causing his erection to short circuit.  It frustratingly
started to soften again.  Then she pushed his hand away from his penis with her
foot.


“Not yet,” she
said.


Matthew
reluctantly withdrew it.


Samantha smirked
evilly.  She flicked his nipple with her toe once more.  His erection jumped to
full staff.  And as her toe danced across the swollen material, his penis throbbed. 
It was starting to happen, only she backed her foot away from his chest once
more.  She brought her leg back to the chair, kicked off her other slingback,
and braced the bottoms of her feet against the chair in which she sat,
spreading her legs.  She pulled her skirt up to her waist, exposing her
stocking tops and garterbelt, and pulled her panties to one side.  She draped
one arm over the back of the chair.  Then she ran the pointer finger of her
other hand around her exposed lips.


“Nothing is free
in life,” said Samantha again repeating what Matthew had said at the meeting.


Matthew glared
at her.  “You said—”


“After this.”


Matthew groaned
to himself.  His wife was getting really good at adding demands before she
would make him come.  It was frustrating.  It also made him uneasy.  He wasn’t
used to his wife having this level of control over him, but she had it.  It
made him uncomfortable to be under anyone else’s power, especially hers. 
Oddly, it also seemed to add this other feeling he couldn’t quite identify, but
it turned his stomach upside down.  If he didn’t know better, it was like
arousal and it seemed triggered by the idea of his own helplessness... it
couldn’t be arousal though, he knew that.  Either way, that heightened his
unease.


Still, he wanted
to come very badly.


And he had done
this before, though not under these circumstances.


So he slid off
the couch and slipped to his knees before his wife, between her legs.  Matthew
looked up at her.  He felt a tinge of embarrassment at being on his knees
before her.  He put one hand upon each of her shins and then moved his face
between her legs.  As his face approached, he could smell his wife’s familiar
smell.  His tongue dove in.


Samantha melted.


His tongue moved
left, right, up and down, in and out.


“This is how
life should be,” moaned Samantha.


Matthew
continued, faster and faster, deeper and shallower, in and out, up and down. 
His tongue found her fleshy button and circled it, over and over, making his
wife shuddered and moan.  She grabbed the back of his head and pushed him
harder against her.  His tongue pressed harder and harder.  Each stroke, each
swipe, each pass made her shudder ever harder.  Suddenly, she tensed.  She sat
up straighter.  She stiffened.  She began to tremble.  She began to shake.  She
sucked in air.


“More, more!”
she said.


And then she
gasped.  Her body froze for an instant, and then it seemed to collapse.  As it
did, her juices flooded Matthew’s tongue and his lips.  His chin was covered. 
She had come, and hard.


Matthew pulled
his face away and his head from beneath her skirt.  His wife was giggling
softly.  He looked up at her face, past her erect nipples which she had been
fingering apparently, and saw her smile at him.


“Your turn,” she
said.


Matthew thrust
himself back on the couch and spread his legs.  Something about this struck
her.  She didn’t know what it was, but she suddenly had an idea.


“Wait,” said
Samantha.


“What?”


Samantha
snickered.  “Well,” she said and she stood up.  She stepped away a few paces
and raised her loose skirt.  She slipped her fingers inside the waistband of
her panties.  “Since your little guy isn’t working, and you can’t really take
me like a husband normally takes a wife—”  She worked her panties down her
hips.  “In fact, you can’t really take me like a man at all—”  She let her
panties drop to her ankles.  “More like a woman, actually—”  She picked up her
panties.  “So I was thinking,” she said and she held out the panties toward
him, letting them dangle from her fingertip, “you should wear these while we do
this.”


Matthew’s brow
furrowed deeply.  “You’re kidding.”


Samantha’s smirk
hardened.  “’fraid not.”  She was really enjoying her newfound power.


“Honey,” said
Matthew sternly.


“If you want me
to continue,” she said, leaving the rest of the threat unsaid.


Matthew glared
at his wife.  Why in the world did she want him to wear panties?  He would feel
like such a fool!  It was bad enough he needed her to help him get it up!  Did
she need to add this little humiliation?  His pride rose within him and he told
himself he would refuse.  What’s more, his brain was screaming not to do this. 
This was another power play and a big one at that!  This wasn’t just driving
his car or stealing his favorite pen.  If he gave her this, she could take
everything.  He would not wear panties.  He could not.


“Forget it,” he
said.


Samantha took a
moment, seemingly to reflect.  Then she said, “Sad.”  As she did, she slowly
pulled her finger away withdrawing the panties.  Then she picked up her shoes
and casually walked off to the bedroom to change.


It was to be a
test of wills apparently.

















Chapter Five: “Battle of
Wills”
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Samantha wasn’t
sure what had led her to demand that her husband slip into panties, but she
had.  It had seemed fitting somehow, especially with him getting turned on by
her playing with his nipples – “I should have made him wear a bra,” she laughed
to herself afterwards.  Either way, she had said it, he had refused, and his refusal
turned this into a focal point of the power struggle between them.  Now it was
a matter of principle and she wasn’t giving in.  This time, she told herself,
she held all the cards: she was the only one who knew how to get him hard and
she was going to use that!  Now she just needed to get him to break.  It was
time to tease him into submission.
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The next day at
work, Samantha kept touching her husband’s rear whenever she walked passed
him.  She could see it made him shudder excitedly each time.  She never
mentioned the panties or sex, however.  She wanted what was unsaid to become
larger by its obvious omission.  At one point, she saw him near the coffee
machine and she came over to give him a lingering kiss.  As she did, she
slipped her hand upon his soft penis and playfully squeezed it.  She could see
him wither as she did.  Then she smiled and walked away.


She never said a
word.


In the
afternoon, she actually came into his office ostensibly to get him to look over
a sheet of numbers.  As she stood over his shoulders pointing at the things she
wanted him to see, she placed her chin upon his shoulder and slipped one arm
around his side.  She then kissed him on the side of the neck and dropped her
other hand to his crotch.  Rather than touching his penis, however, she pulled
her hand back at the last second and ran it up his chest, where she toyed with
his nipple with her fingertips for less than a second before rising again and
stepping away.


It had been
enough.


She saw him
blush red and adjust his posture to account for his erection.  She knew that if
he could, he would have whipped it out right there and stroked himself... or
ask her to do it.


“It’s too bad
you don’t want me to help you,” she whispered in his ear.


Then she
tottered out, using her most seductive walk.
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Later that
evening, she struck again.  After they got home, Matthew went to shower.  He
was tense from the day, and very horny from his wife’s repeated teasing, and he
thought a shower might help to relax him.  As he stepped into the shower and
lathered up his hair with shampoo, however, he felt his wife’s hand touch his
side.  Then he felt her other hand on his other side.  Then he felt her press her
naked body against his.  She had stepped into the shower with him.


Matthew spun
around slowly and embraced her.


They kissed.


She ran her
hands up and down his back.


He began to
think that maybe she was going to give him what he wanted after all!  The idea
of putting on panties was forgotten.  The idea of being with his wife now
controlled his mind and he was ready.  He had gotten so horny!  He just needed
her to work her magic and make him hard.


“Hmmm,” he
purred.  “I like this.”


She kissed him. 
“I’ll bet.”


Her hand drifted
down and cupped his balls.  She squeezed.  Then her fingers skipped over his
flaccid penis and tickled his surrounding thighs.  Normally, he would have been
hard by now, but it just wasn’t happening.  He blushed with embarrassment and
felt less a man.


“Aww, not
excited?” teased Samantha, knowing he wouldn’t be.


Matthew blushed
even more.


Samantha then
brushed her fingers over his penis.


“Come out and
play,” she giggled.


Matthew tingled at
her touch and felt the blood race before her fingertips, but still nothing
happened.  He blushed even more and felt even less a man.  Samantha then kissed
him and ran her hand up his belly toward his chest.  As it approached, all the
nerves in his chest fired.  His nipples popped up.  They began to tingle.  No...
they began to ache.  His penis started to stir.  It even started to grow
just a bit.  His breathing became harder.  His chest began to heave.


But as her
fingers reached the very outer border of his chest, an area that had becoming
increasingly swollen of late, she slowly pulled her fingers away.  She could
see the frustration shake him as if he’d hit a brick wall.


“It’s too bad
you don’t want to play,” she said breathlessly.


She kissed his
lips.


Then she pulled
her hands away and stepped out of the shower, wrapping herself in a thick white
towel.  Matthew stood in the shower, his nipples erect, his penis deflated, his
body so horny it might explode, and watched her walk off to the bedroom.


They were just
panties, right?
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By the time
Matthew stepped from the shower and toweled himself off and returned to the
bedroom, Samantha had changed into a pink nightie, pink panties, and pink
wedge-heeled slippers.  She sat at her vanity painting her fingernails.  She
was painting them white.  Matthew stood in the doorway, wrapped in the towel,
trembling and weak.  He’d made a decision.  He knew he was blinded by
horniness, but they were just panties he told himself.  It wasn’t like she was
making him dress like a woman or play the part.  They were just panties.  Just
cloth.  And it wasn’t like anyone would ever find out.


“I— uh,” he
started to say and he paused.


Samantha
smirked.  “Go on.”


“What I mean is,
well—  I was thinking—”  He hesitated again.  How exactly does one tell their
wife they are willing to wear panties for them if they would only get them off?


“Thinking what, honey?”
said Samantha, enjoying watching him struggle.  It made her feel powerful to
see him begging her.  And that is what this was, he was getting up his nerve to
beg her.


Matthew
blushed.  “Well, I was thinking that— you wanted.  I guess, I’m willing to,
uh—”


Samantha said
nothing.  She hungrily watched his eyes in the mirror.


Matthew felt
even smaller.  “I’m willing to wear them... panties.”


Samantha sat in
silence for a moment to let the power of her victory sink in.  Then she
smiled.  A tiny chuckle escape her lips, making Matthew feel even smaller.  She
slowly reached across the vanity to its edge where a pair of panties already
sat waiting as if she knew he would surrender, which of course, she did.  They
were red satin bikini cut panties with white trim.  They were the panties she
had worn that day at work.  She picked them up and casually held them out
behind her, letting them hang from her pointer finger.  She did not move toward
him.  If he was going to surrender to her, it had to be complete: he would need
to come to her.


Matthew blushed,
feeling utterly humiliated.  He swallowed his pride and stepped over to his
wife.  He took the panties from her fingertip and started toward the bathroom
with them.


“You can change
here,” she said.  It wasn’t a suggestion.


Matthew ran his
tongue over his teeth and nodded his head.  Then he slowly pulled the towel
away and tossed it onto the edge of the bed.  He held open the panties before
him and he slipped his feet through their holes and pulled them into place as
he yanked them up his legs.


They felt
weird.  They were silky and tight and tiny.  They felt delicate.  They made him
feel delicate.  That made him blush.


“There,” he said
gruffly to cover this rising sense of delicacy inside him.


Samantha
laughed.  “How cute!”


He blushed
bright red.  What’s more, to his utter surprise, his penis actually started to
grow.  He quickly threw his hands down to block the view to hide this.  “Can we
just get on with this?” he demanded as he blushed very, very deeply.


“Get on with
what, honey?”


“Making me uh,
you know.”


“Come?”


“Yes.”


Samantha
smirked.  “My nails are wet.  We can’t do it tonight.”


Matthew glared
at her.  Had he debased himself for nothing?  “But— the panties—”


“Yes, dear.  And
you look adorable, but my nails are wet.  They won’t be wet tomorrow though, so
you wear those tomorrow and when we get home from work I’ll make sure you
come.”


Matthew’s jaw
dropped.  “You want me to wear these at work?”


Samantha smiled
wickedly.  “Yes.”


Matthew shook
his head.  “I can’t wear these at work.”


“Why not?”


“Because it’s
work.  What would people think?!”


“Are you
planning on telling them?” laughed Samantha.


Matthew
blushed.  “Obviously not!”


“Then what does
it matter.”


Matthew glared
at her.  Logically, she was right.  But the idea of wearing his wife’s panties
– her used panties at that – was just emasculating.  It was almost as
emasculating as his not being able to get it up.  It was unnerving.  What’s
more, he knew she was doing this intentionally.  She was doing this to
demonstrate her power.  It made his skin crawl to surrender to this, and for a
moment, he thought he might refuse.


“Of course, if
you don’t want to,” said Samantha, leaving the rest unsaid.  She turned back to
her vanity and applied the nail polish brush to the next nail on her hand.  As
the brush slid along, her nail turned white behind it.  “It’s up to you.  Take
your time deciding, honey.”  She applied the brush to another finger.  “Just
don’t take too long.  Who knows how long it will be before you can’t get it up
at all?”


Matthew bit his
lip.
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Matthew stepped through
the door into the dealership.  Samantha had driven once again.  She walked
behind him now.  She wore a tight tan dress with a brown belt and brown
crocodile-textured pumps.  He could hear her spike heels strikes echoing off
the tile floor and reverberating off the glass walls.  It sounded like ice
crystals slamming into each other:  CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! it rang.  He
didn’t know why this sound suddenly seemed so significant, but it did.  It
seemed to oppress him somehow.  It made him feel weak.


He had more on
his mind though.


He moved
nervously toward the stairs.  He wore a dark suit and dark blue dress shirt. 
The suit was heavy, made of winter wool, but was it heavy enough?  Did the panty
lines show?


“See you tonight,”
said Samantha and she patted him on the rear before she disappeared down the
hall toward accounting.  CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!


Matthew
swallowed hard and ascended the stairs.  He felt exposed to everyone on the showroom
floor as he made his way up the open staircase.  Could they see them?  He never
should have agreed to this!  What was he thinking?!  He sped up to get to his
office quicker!


At the top of
the stairs, he ran into Rhonda.


Rhonda was a
receptionist with a penchant for tall heels and short skirts and plunging
blouses.  She was gorgeous with a sexy voice and often got erections out of
Matthew and the other men.  The prospect of that terrified him today, even if
it really couldn’t happen; it was amazing how terrifying it felt to wear
panties.  They were just underwear... and yet...


“Good morning,
Rhonda,” said Matthew anxiously. 


“Good morning,
boss,” replied Rhonda as she carefully came down the stairs in her tall heels. 
Her voice was like honey.  It was soft and smooth and it had just the right
quality to set a man’s desire afire.  Which, to Matthew’s horror, is what
happened.  Something about her voice, its sexual quality perhaps, in contrast
to his lack of manhood, touched something inside him and he began to glow with a
mixture of lust and horniness and embarrassment.  This, in turn, triggered an
erection!


He grew hard.


Matthew started
to panic.  Here he stood on this staircase, much like a platform for everyone
in the dealership to see, and his penis started to grow hard inside the
delicate panties.  As it did, it slowly began to tent out his suit pants, which
not only showed his arousal, but tightened the pants around his rear, no doubt
showing his panty lines!  What’s more, his balls slipped out of the panty leg
holes.  They were free now and he had no idea if they showed or not, but he
knew his erection would be obvious!


He turned bright
red and raced past Rhonda as fast as he dared to his office, hoping that no one
saw what had happened or thought his dashing away was unusual.  A moment later,
he reached his office.  He sat down and breathed a sigh of relief.  Maybe, he
told himself, he could just wait here until the day was over.  Then no one
could see his rear.


“Got a minute?”
asked the floor manager, as he stuck his head through the glass door at that
exact second.


“What is it?”


“I need you to
see something.”


Matthew
swallowed hard and nodded his head.  Fortunately, his erection had faded,
though his balls were still unaccounted for having ventured outside the
panties.  He cautiously rose to his feet and followed the floor manager, Karl,
back down the stairs to where one of the floor models was parked.


“We noticed this
last night,” said Karl.  “I figure you’d want to see it because it probably
needs to be fixed.  At the very least, someone should take a look at it and make
sure it doesn’t get worse.”


“What is it?”


Karl pointed to
the ground beneath the parked sedan.  Then he crouched down.  Matthew knew he
would need to crouch down as well.  Unfortunately, he knew this would make his panty
lines show.  He swallowed hard, glanced around to make sure no one was looking at
his rear and he crouched down.  As he did, he could feel his suit pants press
tightly against his rear.  If he was displaying panty lines, this would show
them for sure.


“See those
cracks?” asked Karl.


Matthew saw a
series of cracks along the tile.  It looked as if pressure had broken the tile
down to the concrete beneath.


“We need to make
sure those don’t spread.  Could be the whole foundation,” continued Karl.


Matthew nodded. 
“I’ll get someone on it.”


Behind Matthew,
he suddenly heard the clicking of high heels.  CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!  He
wanted to shoot up to hide his rear but it was too late and that would have
looked suspicious.  He gritted his teeth and slowly rose to his feet as the
woman came up behind him.  If his panty lines were visible, she saw them.


It was Rhonda.


“Can you sign
this, boss?” she asked.


Matthew turned
to face her.  As he did, she smiled at him.  Was there something knowing in the
smile?  He didn’t know, but he thought there might have been.  His nipples
popped up.  He felt sweat pool under his skin.  Strangely, he became super
horny!  He told himself he was being silly, there was no way she would know he
was wearing panties, but he couldn’t shake the thought.  He forced a smile upon
his lip and took the clipboard.  He signed the form without reading it.  Then
he watched her totter off on her unstable heels, heels she had mastered.


“I’ll get
someone to look at those cracks,” he said.
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By the time
Matthew got back to his office, Samantha was there to greet him.  To her
surprise, she could see his nipples pressing out his shirt.  They looked very
much like an excited woman’s nipples.  She found herself instantly aroused and
slowly became quite wet.


“Excited?” she
snickered.


Matthew blushed. 
“That’s one word for it.  Everyone can see these stupid panties,” he groused.


“That’s not
all,” she thought, watching his nipples with a giggly horniness.  He
apparently didn’t know they were visible.


“I never should
have agreed to this.”


“But then you
wouldn’t get your reward,” she said calmly.


“I still should
have said no,” he said defiantly.


Samantha
snickered.  “Well, we can always forget the reward if your have regrets.”


“We should,”
said Matthew sourly.


“All right,”
said Samantha indifferently.  She had called his bluff perfectly.  Her
indifferent tone told Matthew he had gone too far with his protest and he was
in danger of not getting to come.


“Now wait a
minute—”


“Of course, who
knows when you’ll be able to get it up again,” said Samantha innocently. 
Samantha put her hand upon his chest and gently rubbed his erect left nipple,
as she rubbed his penis with her other hand – it was growing erect fast.  “Who
knows how long before you can’t get it up at all anymore?  Or how long that
will last.  It could be a long time, I guess, depending on how long the pills
last.”  She smirked and started toward the door.  She didn’t even need to wait
to hear him back down.  They both knew he was beaten.


She stopped at
the door.


“I’ll do a panty
check a little later,” she said with a wink.


Then she walked
out.  He watched her go helplessly.
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“Are you ready?”
asked Samantha.


“Am I ever,”
thought Matthew.  He was naked, apart from the panties, and sitting on the
couch again.  Samantha was still dressed for work in the tight tan dress and brown
crocodile-textured pumps.  They were in their living room. 


“Yes,” he said.


Samantha slipped
off her heels and sat down next to her husband, curling her feet beneath her. 
She put her hand upon his belly and drew circles with her finger.  She saw his
nipples rise.  That gave her a funny feeling, a giggly feeling.  Her husband’s
nipples acted like women’s nipples.  There was something both funny and
exciting about that.  It gave her a sense of power over him, somehow.  She
couldn’t explain it exactly, but it took him down a level, it took away his
male pride.  Or even better, it put his male pride in her hands, just as
putting him in panties had done.  It stripped his manhood, and that made her
swell with strength.


She ran her
fingers up his belly toward his chest, but then turned them around.  Down they
went until her fingers dipped inside his panties.  They wrapped around his
penis.  It felt so small, so weak, so helpless.  She pulled it out of the
panties.  It looked small too, almost like a child’s she thought.  Had the drug
made his penis smaller?  No, of course not, how could they?  It was just
softer.


She toyed with
his soft penis.  It would not rise.


“It’s so tiny,”
she giggled.


Matthew blushed.


“I’ll bet you
couldn’t even get hard enough to get inside me.”


Matthew shrank.


“What would they
think at the office if they saw this soft little guy?  And what would they
think if they knew you were wearing panties?”


She moved her
hand to his chest again, where the warmth of her fingers filled him with a soft
comfort of sorts.  His whole body relaxed.  Suddenly, Samantha pinched his
nipple, and hard!  Matthew clenched his jaw.  Searing pain shot from his
nipple to every corner of his body.  An instant later, that pain was followed
by a sort of pleasure and an overwhelming sense of arousal.  His whole body
shook.  His balls jerked.  His penis shot to attention and throbbed.  He
gasped.


“Oh, look who’s
hard now,” she said and she let go of his nipple.


Matthew caught
his breath when she let go.


Samantha slipped
her hand around his erection and slowly started to stroke it.  At the same
time, she put her lips against his nipple and ran her tongue over it.  It was
so hard, she thought, like a little pebble!  His penis wasn’t though.  It was “hard-ish.” 
This was the first time she noticed that she hadn’t gotten a true erection out
of playing with his nipples; it was a softer erection.


Matthew didn’t
seem to notice though.  He moaned and pushed back into the couch pillows.


Samantha stroked
him a little faster with her hand.  As she did, she licked his nipple, running
her tongue around the areola and then circling the nipple itself.  She could
feel him throb as she did this.  He still wasn’t super hard, despite throbbing,
but she didn’t worry about it; the pills were making him soft, that was all...
it would pass eventually.


“Oh, that’s it,”
he said and he spread his legs even wider.


Samantha sped up
her stroking.  She started moving faster and faster, creating a rhythm deep
within.  She could feel his penis starting to throb in that rhythm.  She knew
what was coming.  She lightly pulled back her lips while continuing to stroke
him.  Sure enough, she felt him get a tiny bit softer.  He would not come like
this.


“I want you to
wear my panties from now on,” she said.


Matthew’s penis
jumped in her hand.  He blushed with humiliation.  “What?”


“Agree.”


“I can’t.”


She slowed even
more.  “Agree.”


Matthew, having
become desperately horny, nodded his head.


Samantha smiled. 
She put her lips against his nipple again and ran her tongue over it.  Once
again, he was throbbing.  She ran her tongue in circles, pressed it into the
nipple, felt the rhythm build, and the finally scrapped his nipple with the
ends of her teeth.  Matthew shook with each jagged scrape as her teeth crossed
his nipple.  At the same time, he exploded in her hands.  It was a powerful
explosion too.  Days of stored come came shooting out in dollop after dollop,
and each blast was like a clearing of tension through his body.  His body actually
throbbed with each shot.


When it was
over, he crashed into the couch.


Samantha stroked
him a few more times to empty him.  His come was all over the panties he wore. 
She giggled and pulled away.  She rose to her feet.  “Make sure you wash those
by hand, honey,” she said.  She then reached beneath her skirt and pulled down the
panties she wore.  She tossed them next to him on the couch.  “Wear those
tomorrow.”


Matthew twisted
his lips.  “You really want me to wear panties again?”


“If you want to
come again,” she said and she walked off.
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Matthew wore the
panties the following morning.


These were light
blue with little diamond patterns.  They had dark blue trim and a little black
bow on the front.  They were very feminine and he was not the least bit happy
about it.  Wearing panties made him insecure.  They robbed him of his manhood
and, to his mind, his strength.  They made it hard for him to speak for fear
someone might suddenly call out, “Wait a minute!  Are you wearing panties?” 
They made it hard for him to impose his will, for fear the person he ordered
would suddenly whisper “I know what you’re wearing.”  They made him think that
every whisper and every giggle was about him, that the eagle-eyed receptionists
were watching, that he had become an underground joke at the dealership.  In
short, they made him feel like he was hiding a terrible secret, because he was.


Samantha, on the
other hand, had no such problems.  She was enjoying this all out.  All week,
she kept taking little liberties, always with a knowing smile and a giggle...
blackmail with a wink.  She got him to bring her coffee, to take over
assignments she didn’t want, and to defer to her opinion – those moments made
his skin crawl; those were the real evidence of her power.  She drove too...
all week.


Matthew found all
of this embarrassing, but Samantha kept her promise and each night she would
make him come.  It seemed a strange trade, but knowing he could not make
himself hard without her and that he might soon not be able to get hard at all,
his brain decided this was worth it, even as he told himself it was not.  Thus,
each day, he wore his wife’s panties.  Each day, she teased him and took
advantage.  Each day, she made him come.  A pattern was forming.  A pattern
they both knew would only last until he stopped taking the pills.


Then, one night,
something changed.

















Chapter Seven: “A
Growing Issue”
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Matthew lay in
bed beneath the sheet.  He was naked except for the yellow panties which his
wife insisted he wear all day.  He was waiting for her to join him.  She was
putting away her earrings and brushing out her long hair before bed.  She
already wore the pink nightie and pink panties she would wear to bed.  On her
feet were the pink slippers.


“I’ll be joining
the girls for lunch tomorrow,” she said.  “So you’ll be on your own.”


“That’s fine,”
said Matthew.


Samantha ran the
brush through her hair several times.  “Did you see the new red car we got? 
That one’s going to sell fast.  We should put it in the showroom rather than
hide it on the lot.”


Matthew nodded
his head.  He wasn’t thinking about work.


Samantha
finished with the brush and rose from her vanity.  She came to the bed, slipped
her feet out of her slippers, and slid beneath the sheet.  As she did, she put
her hand upon her husband’s chest, who rested on his side facing her.  Matthew winced
the second her hand touched his nipple.


“What’s wrong?”
asked Samantha.


“Nothing.  I’m
just sore.”


“Your chest.”


Matthew nodded
and put his hand upon his chest to rub the area around his nipple.  It was
quite tender.


“Let me see,”
said Samantha.


She pulled the
sheet away, exposing his torso.  Matthew pulled his hand away from his chest. 
Samantha was shocked to see his chest.  It looked swollen for sure.  The areola
was puffy and a little darker than it had been.  The nipple itself stood up
like a little pebble, actually it was bigger than a pebble – had it always been
that large, she wondered?  But most interestingly, the area surrounding the
areola was swollen and enlarged.  It looked like his chest had gotten flabby
and a fist-sized area beneath his nipple was projecting out maybe an inch or
just a little less from the rest of his chest, forming almost a pyramid, though
it sagged slightly with him laying on his side.


“Man boobs?” she
thought.  But it wasn’t.


For one thing,
Matthew had never had man boobs.  Nor had he put on weight recently.  He
definitely didn’t have the “dad bod” of internet fame.  They also didn’t look
like anything she ever saw on a man.  These looked more like something she
recalled seeing on her girlfriends when they were young, as they first started
developing.  Honestly, they looked like the beginnings of breasts!  Real
breasts!  It was really strange.  Why would her husband’s chest look like
this?  It had to be the pills, obviously, but why did they do this?


She touched his
nipple and he squirmed uncomfortably.  This time it tickled in addition to
being sore.


Matthew again
covered his nipple with his hand and pressed it down.  “That’s really sore,” he
said; he didn’t mention the tickle.  “I think those pills are making everything
swell, and my shirt made it worse today.”


“How so?”


“There must have
been too much starch or something from the dry cleaner.  It just kept rubbing
against my chest all day like sandpaper.  At first, it was just annoying, but
now it’s sore.”


“Sore or
sensitive?”


Matthew shrugged
his shoulders.  He didn’t see the difference.  Samantha was curious, however,
so without a word of warning she leaned forward and licked his nipple.  Matthew
felt a wave of pleasure race through him and his penis shot to attention as her
warm, wet tongue tickled the tip of his nipple.


Samantha
giggled.


“Sensitive,” she
said.


She licked his
nipple again as she wrapped her fingers around his erection.  Something was off
with it, but she couldn’t place it and she pushed that issue aside in her mind: 
right now, she was entranced by his nipples.  It was crazy that he had become
so sensitive.  She felt a warm tingly feeling down below at the thought.  Her
husband, a take charge kind of man, had tingle sensitive nipples like a
woman.


Like a woman...
the thought echoed in her head.


She smirked to
herself and the tingly warmth grew stronger and deeper.  Her own nipples rose. 
She toyed with his nipple.  As she did, he writhed beneath.  This made her
chuckle.


Like a woman.


She licked his
nipple now left, right and in a circle.  This made him squirm.  Then she kissed
it before putting her teeth around the whole areola and gently squeezing. 
Matthew actually moaned when she did that!  He moaned!


Like a woman.


Samantha was
utterly fascinated now.  She leaned back and watched him writhe beneath her,
with his swollen chest that looked a bit like girlish breasts and his penis so
erect at being played with like a woman still tucked away inside the little
girly yellow panties.  The thought made her giggle.  It was as if she was
making love to another woman... a not-all-together-unattractive idea to her. 
Indeed, she’d always found the female form more beautiful, especially breasts,
and seeing her husband mimic one was indisputably exciting.


Samantha pushed
him onto his back and slid between his legs as he typically did to her.  She
was riding him now like a man.  He responded by spreading his legs around her
as she usually did to him.  Then she moved his hands above his shoulders,
essentially pinning his arms above his head.  Putting his arms over his head thrust
his chest forward causing his nipples to seemingly float above a layer of
pyramid-shaped fat which made them look even more breast-like!  They even
jiggled ever-so-slightly.


She was wet.


Samantha kissed
one of the nipples and it wiggled.  Matthew responded by closing his eyes and
moaning.


“How girlish,”
she thought.


She slid forward
so her damp panties rested above his erection.  She could feel it pressing
against her, though it didn’t seem firm enough to enter on its own even if she
did move her panties, or his, which she didn’t.  She slowly slid back and forth
along his shaft as she now played fully with his breasts with her mouth.  His
penis throbbed beneath her, all without her hand or his helping.


She was
incredibly wet by this point.


Samantha licked
his breasts, while squeezing them with one hand.  Then she kissed them on their
nipples.  As she did, Matthew kept writhing beneath her and moaning.  She felt
an incredible sense of power that she and her husband had literally and
figuratively changed places in this.  She was riding him as he typically rode
her.  He was squirming helplessly beneath her, as she typically did beneath
him.  She was doing all of this just by playing with his nipples... his
breasts.


“You’re like a
woman,” she giggled and she flicked his nipple.  He really did remind her of a
woman at this point.  Not just the moaning and the gyrating from her touching
his nipple, but the fact his chest was very much like breasts.  It was like
playing with another woman.


Matthew was too
turned on to object to her comment.


“I guess making
you wear panties was the right call,” she laughed.  She tugged on his nipple
with her teeth before letting go.  He winced.  “I should make you wear a
dress.”


Matthew
shuddered helplessly beneath her, unable to comment because of the overwhelming
feelings rushing him as she tugged on his nipple.


“Would you like
that, honey?”


She kissed his
nipple.


“Do you want me
to dress you up and call you ‘Matti’?” she giggled.


Before he could
say anything, she bit his nipple again and he again winced and writhed.  He let
out a girlish moan and clawed the sheets.  He would have been utterly
humiliated how he acted if he wasn’t so occupied.


Samantha kept
toying with him for what seemed like an eternity before he could clearly take
no more.  Twice now, he had begun to reach for his penis to finish himself and
she had needed to fend off his hand – this was her game and he would play it
her way, she told herself – but now he could take no more and it was time to
see if she could do what no woman could do to any man: could she make him come
just by playing with his nipples?


She wrapped her
lips around his areola and sucked on his breast.  Then she bit his nipple...
hard.


He gasped.


She tugged.


He exploded.


Samantha could
feel his hot come spread all over her lower regions; his panties were soaked,
as were hers.  She was floored, and thrilled.  She’d made him come just playing
with his nipples!  Her mind was afire with thoughts of this.  In fact, she
nearly came herself when this happened.  She was incredibly wet.


Matthew finally
collapsed.  He lay beneath her gasping for air.  “That was incredible.”


She kissed him. 
“And you were a good girl.”
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Samantha lay in
bed that night as Matthew slept next to her wondering why this had been so
exciting to her.  She wasn’t a lesbian.  She didn’t want to be married to a
woman either, nor did she want to turn her husband into a woman.  And yet, she
was incredibly aroused playing with his breasts.  It was just amazing.  Part of
it, she realized was the idea that he was at her mercy.  She had always liked
being in charge before she met him.  And it wasn’t that she didn’t like those things
anymore, Matthew just seemed to have taken over.  It was kind of nice to see
the shoe on the other foot for once and to be in charge again.


But even beyond
that, there was something really sexy about seeing him reduced, for lack of a
better word, to being a woman.  Seeing him being so insecure, so vulnerable in
panties and with girly breasts, sensitive breasts.  It was exciting.  She had
joked about making him wear a dress, but honestly she thought, she would like
to see that.
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Samantha slipped
her earring into her ear the following morning.  She was nearly dressed,
lacking only shoes and a jacket at this point.  She had already brushed her
long flowing hair and applied her makeup.  Behind her, near the bed, Matthew
was trying to button his shirt.  Samantha noticed him struggling.


“What’s wrong?”
she asked.


“It’s worse,” he
responded.


“Your soreness?”


Matthew nodded,
though it wasn’t soreness so much as hypersensitivity.  His nipple tingled to
the point of stinging to the touch, and every time his shirt brushed against
it, he winced and squirmed.  He tried adjusting the shirt before buttoning it
up again.  He moved his shoulders and it happened again.  He grabbed his right
breast and pressed it with his hand to stop the shirt brushing against his
nipple.


“I don’t think I
can even wear this shirt,” he said.


“Let me see,”
said Samantha.


She rose from
her vanity and moved to her husband.  She spread open his shirt and glanced at
his chest.  Her eyebrow rose in surprise.  His chest looked even puffier than
it had looked the prior night, far more breast-like even.  The areola was
definitely puffy and the nipple had to be inflamed because it looked almost
double the size it normally was.  She reached out and brushed it with the back of
her finger.  Matthew dodged away as if she’d tried to tickle him.


“Does that
hurt?”


“Kind of.  It’s
more like a prickly electric feeling.”


Samantha looked
down and saw that he’d gotten an erection as well.  It had tented up his
pants.  “You’re hard,” she snickered.


He blushed.  “I
know.”


“So is it pain
or arousal?”


Matthew
blushed.  “It’s pain,” he insisted sourly and not entirely truthfully.


“Have you tried
a different shirt?”


“This is the
third.  They’re all like this.”  He glanced down and pressed his nipples back
into his puffy areolas only to see them pop right back up.  “I don’t know what
to do about this.”


Samantha considered
this for a moment.  She rubbed her chin.  An idea had come to her.  It was what
she would do.  He wouldn’t like it, male pride and all, but it was the only
thing she could think to do.  He would just need to swallow his pride, she told
herself.


“When I was
younger, I had this problem when I hit puberty.  The solution was to wear a
bra.”


“I’m not
wearing a bra!”


“It will help—”


“I’m not
wearing a bra!”


Samantha
shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t know what to tell you then.  I guess you stay
home.  Call in sick.”


“I can’t,” said
Matthew.  “End of month crush.  Ericson will lose his mind if I’m not there to
process the contracts and titles.”  Matthew hesitated.  “Maybe it will go
away.”


“And in the
meantime, you’re going to be in pain and, apparently, popping erections,” she
countered sarcastically.


Matthew looked
down at his tented slacks.  He bit his lip.


“This is not the
time to let your pride get in the way,” said Samantha.


“I’m not.  Bras
are for women!”


“If you say so,”
said Samantha indifferently.


“How is a bra supposed
to help me anyways?” demanded Matthew.  It was clear the very suggestion had
embarrassed him.  But at the same time, it was clear to them both too that this
might be the answer... the only answer.


“A bra presses
against the breast—”


“I don’t have
‘breasts’!  I have a swollen chest,” insisted Matthew defensively.


“Fine.  It
presses against ‘swollen chests’.  Actually, the ‘swollen chest’ lays against
it.  The pressure and the padding of the bra hold the nipple in place and keep
anything from rubbing against it.  No more sandpaper.  It will also keep your
nipples from showing.”


“My nipples
don’t ‘show’!” gasped Matthew indignantly.


“They have for
some time now, honey.”


“What?!”


Matthew stormed
over to the mirror.  He pulled the shirt closed.  Sure enough, his nipples
poked out the dress shirt like an excited woman’s nipples.  He turned bright,
bright red at his embarrassment.


“This— has
happened before?” he said embarrassed.


“It’s all right,
honey.  You looked cute.”


Matthew shrank
even more.  He had been so worried about showing panty lines and now he found
out he was going around with erect nipples pushing out his shirt like
headlights!  How embarrassing!


“Look, Matthew,
be reasonable: a bra will solve all of this.”


Matthew knew
what she said was most probably right, but the idea of wearing a bra was
humiliating.  A bra!  Men don’t wear bras.  His ego was screaming inside
his brain: no bras!  Still, what choice did he have?  But then it hit
him, an excuse, why he couldn’t do this regardless:  “But you don’t even
have one that will fit me.”


They both looked
at his wife’s beautiful, shapely breasts and compared them to his
puffy-but-tiny “swollen chest.”  There was no way one of her bras would fit
him.  No way.


“Fortunately for
you,” said Samantha, “I ordered one recently and they sent me the wrong size. 
It wasn’t even close.  I just haven’t sent it back you.  It just might fit
you.  Worth trying at least.”


Matthew’s
shoulders slumped.


“It’s either that
or pain, nipples and tented slacks,” added Samantha.


Matthew sighed. 
She was right.  The idea of wearing a bra was just so emasculating.  It was
far, far worse than wearing the panties she made him wear in exchange for
coming.  But he needed to do something.  Sadly, a bra made sense.


“All right,” he
said reluctantly.
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“Don’t say a
word,” said Matthew coldly.


Samantha tried
to stifle her giggle.  It was hard.  Her face was glowing.  She looked like she
was about to burst.  Still, she held up her hand as if declaring her innocence.


“Not one word,”
repeated Matthew.


Samantha ran her
fingers across her lips as if they were a zipper.  The smile was still there.


“And don’t you
ever, ever mention this, not to anyone,” he added.


“My lips are
sealed,” she said, barely hiding her laugh.


Matthew turned
back to the mirror.  He pursed and twisted his lips simultaneously.  A shudder
ran down his spine.  He looked his reflection up and down.  He still wore the
suit pants and his wingtips, but above his belt, he was naked except for a
white bra.  A white bra.  He looked so foolish.


He shuddered
again.


The bra fit at
least.  That was good.  It held his chest firmly in place too.  That was good
as well.  And it seemed to keep his nipples in check too, though not
perfectly.  The question was now if it would protect his nipples from his
shirt... and if it would hide them.


He slipped his
white dress shirt over his shoulder.


So far, so good.


Matthew pulled
the shirt closed and buttoned it from the bottom up.  By the time he reached
the button at his throat, he knew the bra would help.  The shirt moved as his
torso moved but it didn’t scrape his nipples.  They felt nothing but the
satiny-smooth interior of the cups.  He glanced at himself in the mirror.  He
saw no telltale protrusions either.  It seemed the bra would work.


“Of course it works,”
thought Matthew unhappily, almost wishing it hadn’t worked.  The idea of
wearing a bra, even for this, still just eviscerated his masculinity.  What
kind of man wears a bra?  “A man in need,” he told himself, only to be
answered:  what kind of man needs a bra?


“How does it
feel?” asked Samantha, having recovered from her initial hilarity in seeing her
husband in a bra.


Matthew
blushed.  “It’s fine.”


“Is it
comfortable?”


Matthew raised
an annoyed eyebrow.  What kind of question was that, he thought?  What man
thinks about whether or not a bra is comfortable?!  And how could he answer
that anyway?


“It’s fine,” he
repeated sourly.


“Well, good. 
Problem solved.  I just need to get use to my husband wearing a bra,” giggled
Samantha.


Matthew rolled
his eyes unhappily, to hide the insecurity he felt.


Meanwhile, Samantha
grabbed his suit jacket from the closet.  As she did, she turned back toward
him and now saw him from a slight distance.  The bra was visible.  It could
clearly be seen through his shirt!  She bit her lip.  “Uh, maybe you should
wear a darker shirt.”


“What?  Why?”


“It’s visible.”


“What is?” asked
Matthew cautiously.


“I can see it
through your shirt.  The bra.”


Matthew almost
abandoned the project right then and there, only what choice did he have?  The
idea of being seen wearing a bra would be a disaster, but having his nipples
poke up for all to see and finding himself in a sort of stuttering trance
whenever his shirt brushed his nipples would be worse.  At least if he changed
his shirt and maybe kept his jacket on, then he could hide the bra.  He
couldn’t hide the other things.  Still, the idea that the bra had been visible
spooked him.


Samantha got his
dark blue dress shirt.  It was thicker.
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If Matthew
thought wearing panties had been bad, he was in no way prepared for the
embarrassment of wearing a bra.  The panties at least sat quietly hidden
beneath his pants where no one looked.  The bra sat prominently on his chest. 
Its straps ran over his shoulders where salesmen often patted each other in
expressions of good will.  What’s more, the bra moved.  When he twisted or
turned or bent, the straps moved on his shoulders, the cups pulled away or
pulled in.  These were constant reminders of the risk he was taking.  At least
the panties faded into memory throughout the day.  In fact, he’d gone to use
the rest room the other day and didn’t even think about it until he’d pulled
down a pair of girly pink panties.  The bra would always be on his mind.  Also,
panty lines could be mistaken for regular briefs... bra lines could be mistaken
for nothing else.


This all made
for a terrifying day at work.  In fact, it made for a terrifying week.


All week long,
Matthew wore the bra because he needed it – he tested his nipples constantly,
but their sensitivity didn’t seem to decrease.  So he wore the bra in his
office, at meetings, and in face to face conversations with every employee of
the dealership.  He was never not aware of it either; it was constantly on his
mind.  He felt incredibly meek as a result.  Fortunately for him, though, no
one seemed to notice.


This was all
incredibly difficult on his masculinity.  Every day he felt smaller.  He began
to have strange thoughts about being discovered, thoughts which oddly seemed to
add an element of eroticism.  He didn’t understand that, but truthfully didn’t
want to.  He just tried to push it out of his mind; he didn’t want any of this
turning him on.  Then one night, he actually dreamed about it.  He imagined
that his breasts had become huge, much larger than his wife’s, and he wore the
bra without even a shirt to cover it at work and everyone came to him and
fondled his breasts.  He awoke to find himself erect and his hand stroking
himself.


He blushed.


As a result of
these feelings, Matthew became so insecure that he refused to let his wife see
him in the bra, and he refused to let her play with his chest all week.  Consequently,
he also refused to wear her panties and he went back to wearing only his briefs,
which felt awkward after wearing tiny, thin panties so long.  This annoyed
Samantha who found herself rather horny that her husband was so exciting right
now with burgeoning breasts, popping nipples, and easy to tease erections yet
he wouldn’t let her play.  Friday came though and she was determined to have
her fun.
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Matthew walked
into the house.  Samantha followed.  He walked over to their kitchen table and removed
his jacket.  He tossed it over a chair.  Then he unbuttoned his shirt and
pulled it off, also throwing it over a chair.  As he did this, Samantha pulled
off her shoes.  Finally, Matthew reached around behind his back and unhooked
the bra, the same white bra he’d worn all week.  As he did, he felt the
pressure of the bra release, both around his torso and in his chest.  It was
like his chest had been freed.  His nipples were still hard.


“I’ll be so glad
when I can stop wearing these,” he said and he dropped the bra on the chair.


Samantha
snickered.


“What?” asked
Matthew defensively.


“Now you know
how every woman feels.  All you need now is heels and you’ll know what we go
through.”


Matthew winced
at being compared to a woman, though his spine tingled.  “Well, fortunately,
this won’t last.  Today was the last pill.  Soon, everything will go back to
normal.”


“Is that so?”


“Yes.”


Samantha came to
her husband and put her hand upon his chest, cupping the tissue around his
nipple.  It felt larger in her hand, more substantial, but she said nothing. 
“Then we should play with these before they go away.”


Matthew blushed. 
He had so carefully avoided the “b-word” and yet his wife managed to implicate
it with the slightest of efforts, like this time, where “these” screamed
“breasts” rather than “swollen chest.”  It embarrassed him.  What’s more, he
wanted to object that the swelling on his chest was no matter for her
amusement, but at the same time, her hand felt so good.  His breast tingled
warmly and his nipples strained.  His penis likewise was hard, and he felt
horny.  Maybe he could let her get him off, just this one last time before
things returned to normal.


“All right,” he
said finally.


He kissed his
wife.  She kissed him back.


“You should wear
the bra,” she whispered.


Matthew turned
bright red with embarrassment, yet strangely, he found the idea oddly
exciting.  For a moment, he thought about agreeing to it.  Why not, after all? 
She had suggested it, not him, and he could plausibly argue he only wore it to
protect his nipples, right?  No, he decided.  That was too much.  He needed to
protect his manhood, he told himself.


“Maybe next
time,” he said with obvious sarcasm.


He kissed his
wife again and spun her around.  He unzipped her dress and pulled it over her
head.  Then he turned her back and felt her breasts through her bra.  They were
gorgeous.


“If you aren’t
wearing yours, then I’m not wearing mine,” she said with a chuckle and she
reached around behind her own back and unhooked her bra.  She pulled it off and
let it fall to the floor.  Her nipples were erect like his.  They were much
larger than his though.


Samantha now
unbuckled Matthew’s belt.  She unzipped his suit pants and let them fall to the
floor.  Today he wore briefs, as he had refused to wear panties along with the
bra.  His erection tented out the briefs.  She hooked her fingers into the
panties and pulled them down, letting his erection pop out.


It was small.


It was visibly
small.


This was new. 
Indeed, Samantha almost gasped when she saw it.  She had not seen his penis in
a week now, not since he started wearing the bras and had refused to let her
touch him.  Now that she saw it, it was much smaller than it had been even
though it was erect.  She grabbed it.  Whereas her hand normally covered three-quarters
of his shaft, leaving a bit on either end and then his head, her hand now took
the entire shaft in her palm and part of his head.  A quick estimate told her
his erection was at least an inch or two shorter than it had been.  It was thinner
too.


She slipped her
fingers down to investigate his balls.  They were smaller and lighter too.  In
the past, they had been maybe the size of large eggs, now they were more like ping
pong balls, maybe smaller.  They were light too.  Despite not coming for over a
week, they felt empty.


She opened her
mouth to speak, but Matthew began pushing her backwards.  He moved her toward
the bedroom and then put her on her back on the bed.  Should she warn him, she
asked herself.  What would she say?  As she struggled with this, Matthew
climbed on top of her.


“Honey—” she
said, but he kissed her.


Then he started
kissing her breasts, playing with her nipples.  He kissed one as his fingers
worked on the other.  She felt a warmth rise within her and her lips became
slick.  Then he licked one of her breasts.


“Honey, I
think—”


Suddenly,
Matthew put her nipple in his mouth, between his teeth, and pulled on it the
way she had done with him.  She gasped.  Her back arched.  She grabbed the
sheets with her fingers.  She was instantly wet.  Her heart raced.


Matthew reached
down as Samantha recovered and grabbed his erection.  He pushed it toward his
wife’s lips and slipped it inside.  Samantha could feel the difference right
away.  He felt so much smaller and even when he thrust, it didn’t go nearly as
deep as normal.  It was very clear to her that his dick had shrunk.  Even
Matthew noticed.  Everything felt loose to him, a tad overwhelming.  And while
he managed to come, his wife clearly did not.


He blushed at
his failure.


“It’s— it’s the
pills,” he said with embarrassment.


“I know,” said
Samantha sympathetically.


“It’ll come
back.”


“I know.”


He blushed
again.


Samantha
smirked.  “Don’t worry, honey.  There are other ways.”  She then put her hands
upon his shoulders and pushed him downward until his head was at her crotch. 
It was clear what she wanted.  He was too embarrassed to object.
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Both of them had
strange dreams that night.


Samantha basked
in a glorious dream where she sat on a large golden bed dressed in an amazing
cocktail gown and tall golden heels.  She lounged on the bed as if overlooking
her Queendom.  Matthew stood before her ready to serve.  He looked tiny, about
half her size, and he wore a sort of servant’s uniform – a female
servant’s uniform.  It was like a black tuxedo only with a golden tulle skirt
beneath.  On his feet were golden high-heeled sandals.  The top of the tuxedo
was open, revealing his breasts to the nipples.  They were large, like melons. 
His nipples were as large as the erasers on pencils and stood out about an inch
from his perfectly round breasts.  His tiny penis showed beneath the tulle
skirt.  It was erect, but so small she barely noticed.  It had to be as thin as
his nipples were large and about as long as her pinky finger.


She felt
incredibly powerful.


Matthew had a
dream too.  It made him feel anything but powerful.  In this dream, Matthew
walked around the office wearing only panties and a bra.  He had breasts the
size of melons tucked away inside the bra and a giant erection which tented out
the panties.  The panties were pink, as was the bra.  His nipples were enormous
and poked out the bra material.  Everyone could tell that he had an erection. 
They could see his breasts too.


As he moved
around the office trying to give orders, everyone he ran into would start
playing with his breasts, touching them, running their fingers along the edge
of the bra, sliding their fingers into his cleavage, and toying with his
nipples.  He would try to repeat the commands, but they all ignored him and
played with him.  This proved irresistible to him every time and he would reach
down and stroke his penis as they laughed at him.  He’d never felt more
powerless in his life than he did in this dream, or more turned on.  This was
embarrassing and unsettling, but also somehow exciting.  It felt strangely
naughty.  He decided never to mention this to his wife.

















Chapter Nine: “Something
Is Off”
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Matthew knew
something was off the moment he awoke the following morning.  Somehow, he
felt... bloated.  He couldn’t explain it, but his skin seemed softer, like he
had gotten fatter all around and now his body was padded.  As a result,
everything seemed bigger, softer, and rounder.  His rear felt almost bouncy, he
thought.  His chest did too.  Indeed, there seemed to be more flab than ever,
to the point it almost seemed to take a shape... a shape he didn’t want to
admit, a shape which shook when he walked, a shape he might even describe as jiggly. 
He told himself this was all his imagination, but getting dressed seemed to
confirm it.


Matthew pulled
up his slacks.  They fit funny.


Indeed, as he
pulled them up over his hips, they proved tighter, almost snug, and they didn’t
want to slide into place.  It was as if they were a size too small.  They felt
particularly tight going over his rear, which truly felt fatter to him, as if
he’d gained weight overnight and it was all in his rear cheeks.  Of course,
that made no sense, but maybe he’d eaten a lot of salt and was somehow
retaining water, he thought.  That had never happened before, but it could,
right?


Oddly, once he worked
his slacks up over his hips, they fit perfectly around his waist.  If anything,
his waist seemed a little smaller and his pants hung loosely.  It made no
sense.  Why would his waist be smaller if his hips and rear were bigger?  Had
he gained weight or not?  Maybe the dry cleaner did something to his pants, he
thought?


Either way, he got
his pants on and it was time to put on his shoes.  As he started to lower his
rear to the bed to sit down so he could slide into his shoes, his pants became
very tight across his rear and he heard the sound of a seam creak.  It didn’t quite
rip, but it sure sounded like it might.  In fact, he jumped up to stop it!


“What’s wrong?”
asked Samantha who was buttoning her blouse.


“I— I thought my
pants ripped,” he said nervously.


“Oh.”


“They didn’t
though.  It was all my imagination.”


Matthew returned
to the bed and tried again.  His pants were tight across the rear, but nothing
threatened to rip this time.  Once seated, he leaned over to grab his first
shoe.  As he did, a vertigo-like wave of nausea came over him as his chest
seemed to project downward faster than the rest of him as he leaned forward and
then kept moving even after he stopped before halting suddenly with a big yank
on his chest.  In that instant, and only for that instant, he had real breasts
and they were hanging down from his chest.  He shot back up and they vanished
back into the shaking pyramids they had been the night before.


A wave of
weakness came over him at the memory.


Matthew, now
embarrassed, tried again.  This time, he slipped one arm across his chest to
keep it from doing again what it had done before and leaned over to grab his
shoes.  He brought those up to the bed and sought to put those on by crossing
his legs across his knee, even at the risk of potentially ripping his pants. 
Fortunately, nothing ripped.


When Matthew got
his shoes on, he rose to his feet and grabbed the white bra.  Despite wearing
it for a week now, he never had gotten used to it.  It was still embarrassing
to wear such a feminine article and humiliating to need to.  It was even more
humiliating that his wife knew about this.  Maybe if he was doing it privately,
he could get over the feeling of emasculation, but knowing that his wife knew
just felt like a dagger in his manhood.


Either way, he
slipped the bra around his chest, pulled it tightly, closing the hooks.  It fit
strangely, however.  It felt tight all over and part of the flab on his chest
actually spilled out over the top of the cup.  That hadn’t happened before,
though admittedly, it had felt a little tight the last few days.


“I don’t
understand this,” he said.  “It fit yesterday.”


“What’s wrong?”
asked Samantha again, noticing the confusion on her husband’s face.


“Something’s
wrong with this thing!”  He couldn’t bring himself to say the word “bra.”  It
was too embarrassing.  “The straps must have gotten tighter or something
because it doesn’t fit.”


“Let me see,”
said Samantha.  She examined the bra and his flesh spilling over the top.  She
checked the straps.  She checked the hooks.  She pulled on the cup and looked
inside.  “I think you’ve outgrown it,” she said finally.


“What do you
mean ‘outgrown’?” asked Matthew suspiciously.


“Your breasts—”


“Swelling!”


“Your swelling,”
she corrected herself with an eyeroll, “has outgrown this bra.”


“What does that
mean?”


“It means you’ve
graduated from an A-cup to a B-cup, girlfriend.”


Matthew’s jaw
dropped.  “How is that possible?!” he gasped.  After all, he was a man.  Men
don’t grow... swellings!  Besides, he stopped the pills.  The swelling
should be going down, not getting larger.  “My doctor said the side-effects
should start to fade as soon as I stopped the pills!  This isn’t fading!”


“Did you show
her?”


“Show her what?”
asked Matthew even more suspiciously.


“Did you show
her your brea— your ‘swellings’?”


Matthew
blushed.  “Not specifically.”


“Did you tell
her about your penis?”


“What about it?”


“That it’s
shrinking.”


“It’s not
shrinking!” he gasped incredulously.  “It’s just soft.”


Samantha sighed
in frustration.  Men could be so insanely insecure.  He should have told his
doctor both of those, but clearly he was too embarrassed to be seen as not
manly.  There was nothing she could say, however; he would never listen.  “You
should probably tell her.”


“It’s fine!”


Samantha rolled
her eyes again.  “If you say so,” she said annoyed.


Matthew ignored
her tone.  “So what do we do about this in the meantime?” he asked, pointing to
the overly tight bra.


“We buy you a
bigger bra,” said Samantha before sarcastically adding, “and you learn to deal
with having bigger boobs and a tiny dick.”


Matthew blushed
bright, bright red.
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Matthew and
Samantha were in a supply closet at work.  It was one of the only places in the
dealership without a glass wall, so it was one of the only places which afforded
some privacy.


Samantha slipped
her husband the bra.  Matthew glanced down at it.  It was pink.


“Why in the
world did you get a pink one?” he asked.


Samantha
smirked.  Per his request, Samantha had rushed out to buy him a bra as soon as
the clothing store opened.  She had a choice of colors, naturally, but the way
he was acting, she thought he deserved the pink one.  Indeed, all morning his
ego had made him act bossy and ungrateful to compensate for his embarrassment. 
She thought a pink bra might just be a good reminder that he was in no position
to be demanding or domineering.  Besides, the idea kind of turned her on.  In
fact, all of this was turning her on a good deal, if truth be told.  The idea
that her macho husband was tiptoeing around meekly to hide women’s breasts was
actually quite exciting to her.  Not only was the whole thing extremely funny,
in an ironic sort of way – a fitting punishment, but she found the sense of
power it gave her over him refreshing and arousing.  She had actually been
tempted to make him beg for the new bra, but she decided to be good... for now
at least.


“As long as it
fits,” she said.


Matthew pursed
his lips sourly.  Still, he pulled off his dress shirt.  His tie was off
already and lay on a box of printer paper.  He handed the shirt to Samantha.  Then
he reached behind his back and unhooked the white bra.  It came loose, much to
his relief.  It had been so tight.  He pulled it away from his chest and down
his arms.  Samantha giggled at the sight of his breasts popping free.  They
visibly surged forward as the pressure of the bra was released.  They now hung
freely, looking bigger than the prior night for sure.  His nipples were hard
too.


“Excited,” she
chuckled.


“Ha ha,” replied
Matthew sarcastically.


Matthew handed
his wife the white bra, which she shoved into her purse.  At the same time,
Matthew took the pink and held it out before him.


It was very
girly.


Unlike the white
bra, which had largely been utilitarian in function and appearance, this one
was decorative with a scalloped design along the top of the cups and inlaid
flowers forming the base of the cups.  The center point of the bra had a little
pink satin bow.  Higher up, the straps attached to pink heart-shaped metal
rings which came out of the main structure of the bra.  The hooks in the back
were white metal.  Overall, the effect was very feminine.


Matthew blushed
at the idea of wearing this embarrassing thing.


Still, he had no
choice, so he slipped the bra around his torso and he reached behind himself. 
He latched the bra closed.  Then she slipped his arms through the straps, one
at a time, and he pulled the straps into place on his shoulders.  He then
brought his hands around and he adjusted the “swellings” in the cups so they
lay correctly.  Touching his nipples brought on another erection.  Fortunately,
Samantha didn’t seem to notice that.


“Better?” asked
Samantha.


Matthew sighed
in frustration.  It was better.  It was just embarrassing.  “Yeah, it’s fine.”


Suddenly, the
door behind them opened.  Both turned in shock.


“What in the
heck do you think you’re doing?!” demanded their boss.
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The next few
moments were a total panic for Matthew and Samantha.  As bad luck would have
it, Ericson had picked that exact moment to come to the supply closet, a place
he almost never went.  He needed paper and his secretary was out getting him
coffee.  When he stumbled into the small room and saw Samantha and Matthew
standing together, with Matthew wearing a bra, he lost his mind.


“What the heck
do you think you’re doing?!” growled Ericson.  “You’re wearing a bra!”


Matthew was
stunned.  He turned bright, bright red.  This was shockingly embarrassing!  He
had no idea what to say.  Fortunately, or unfortunately as the case may be,
Samantha did.


“He has a
medical issue,” said Samantha.


Ericson let out
an incredibly cynical laugh.  “A medical condition?”


“Yes.”


“A medical
condition that makes him put on bras and hide in the supply closet at my
dealership?!”


“No, he’s got
swelling.  He needs to wear the bra to protect his chest,” countered Samantha.


Ericson
scoffed.  “Bullsh—”  But even as he said this, doubt appeared on Ericson’s
face.  It was clear to him they were trying to make a fool of him:  there was
no such condition.  They were playing some kinky sex game and he caught them...
at his dealership.  But what if they weren’t?  What if there was such a
thing?  The last thing he wanted to do was fire Matthew only to be sued for
doing it because Matthew had some strange but legitimate medical condition.  He
knew this couldn’t be true... but he wasn’t one hundred percent sure.


“What
condition?” he demanded gruffly and he felt like a fool even asking.


“He’s got some
sort of sensitivity in his chest which requires him to keep it padded.  The
only thing that helps is wearing a bra.  So he needs to wear the bra or he’s in
too much pain.”  Samantha knew it wasn’t really pain so much as ecstasy, but she
knew that little detail wouldn’t help.


Ericson glanced
at Matthew’s chest beneath the bra.  He saw what appeared to be swelling.  Or
was it small, budding breasts?  “He’s taking hormones,” said Ericson sourly.


Samantha shook
her head.  “No.”


Ericson glared
darkly at her.  This sounded fake to him.  She was trying to make a fool of
him.  He knew it.  But what if he was wrong?  That feeling of doubt made him
hesitant.  It also irritated him; he didn’t like feeling uncertain.  Ericson
looked at Matthew now, who was blushing bright red at the utter humiliation of
his wife telling his boss that he needed to wear a bra.  He could imagine
nothing more humiliating than this!


Ericson’s face
turned red with frustration.


“You’re trying
to make fool of me, I know that.  But you say this is true.  All right.  Tit
for tat then.  You say you need to wear a bra,” said Ericson and he smiled
cynically.  “If that is the case, then you can wear a bra to work every day
from now on.  But you aren’t going to go around as some sort of half-man,
half-woman thing, disrupting my dealership.  If you want to wear a bra, then
you come dressed as woman, got it?”


Matthew’s jaw
dropped.  “You’re kidding!” he gasped.


“Do I look like
I’m kidding?”


“But Ericson—”


Ericson shook
his head.  “Oh no.  You want to wear a bra in my dealership, then you come to
work as a woman.  If you want to admit that you’re lying and you don’t need to
wear a bra, then you’re fired.  Which is it?”


“But what will
everyone think when I show up looking like a woman?”


“That would be
more disruptive than just wearing a bra,” agreed Samantha.


Ericson shrugged
his shoulders in an annoyed manner.  “All right.  Then you pretend you’re some
other woman.”


“What woman?”
asked Matthew in shock.


“I don’t care. 
Call yourself ‘Candycane’ for all I care.”


“How are they
not going to know it’s me?”


Ericson shook
his head.  “That’s your problem.  You either come as a woman or you don’t come
at all.  You told that stupid story about needing a bra, now you live with it. 
And if you cause even a hint of a disruption, I’ll fire you so fast it will
make your panties spin.”  He glared at Samantha now.  “Both of you.”


With that,
Ericson stormed out.


“Now what do we
do?” asked Matthew.

















Chapter Ten: “Caught”
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Matthew and
Samantha were home again.  They were in the living room, having been sent home
early by Ericson.  Samantha dropped her purse on the table and Matthew dropped
his briefcase next to the couch.  He loosened his tie as she kicked off her
stiletto pumps.


“There’s no
way.  I can’t,” said Matthew.


“You don’t
really have a choice,” replied Samantha.  “We don’t really have a
choice.  I mean, if it was just you, then we could get by on my income for a
bit while you find something else.  But if he fires us both?”  She shook her
head.  “We’ll lose everything.”


“I know, but
this— this is crazy!”


“You’ll just
have to do it.”


Matthew shook
his head.  He blushed bright red at the thought.  Wearing the panties had been
embarrassing enough.  Wearing the bra had been humiliating.  Going full woman? 
A dress?  Shoes?  Makeup?  Hair?  Being seen?!  The idea was terrifying...
and utterly emasculating.  “I— I can’t.  It’s too embarrassing.”  He removed
his jacket.  The new pink bra showed through his white cotton dress shirt.


“You’re going to
have to suck it up, honey.”  Samantha removed her suit jacket now too, laying
it over the couch.  She wore a feminine white blouse beneath and a tight black
pencil skirt that came to the bottom of her knees.  “Besides, you’re already
wearing a bra and you’ve been wearing panties.”


Matthew glared
at his wife.  “That’s different.”


“How?  Those are
women’s clothes?”


“No one knew I
was wearing those,” said Matthew.


“And no one’s
going to know about this either.”


“Everyone’s
going to see me in them,” he countered.


She came over
and kissed him on the cheek.  “Yes, but they aren’t going to know it’s you.”


Matthew
understood that point:  no one would know.  The problem was, he would know.  He
would know what he was wearing.  He would know how low he had sunk.  He would
know that he had emasculated himself.  Dressing like a woman?  Really?  What
kind of man does that?  Even worse, Samantha would know.  These were things
that could not be unseen.  If he did this, even once, she would forever have
that imagine in her head of him dressed like a sissy.  She would think about
that every time she saw him after that.  She could hold it over him forever too. 
His gravestone would one day read:  “His wife saw him in a dress.”  The idea
made him shudder.


And how long
would this last anyways?  One day was enough, but what if Ericson wanted two to
make a point?  A week?  What if it lasted until he found another job?  Who
knows how long that could take!!


Still... what
choice did he have?


Right now, with
no other job available for either of them, he really had no choice.  If he
refused, no more house.  No more sports car.  In the end though, none of this
mattered because it was all academic: it couldn’t be done.


“The problem
is,” he said, making this point, “even if I wanted to do this – and I don’t – there’s
no way to pull this off.  There’s just no way to make me look like a woman.”


Samantha shook
her head.  She’d already considered this.  He was a man, it was true, but with
everything that had happened lately, she thought there was a chance she could
do it.  Indeed, as she had looked him up and down, going over his body part by
part, she saw nothing too daunting, nothing that couldn’t perhaps be massaged
in the right directions.


“I think— I
think we can do it,” she said finally.


“There’s no
way.”


“We won’t know
until we try, will we?”


 


—o—


 


Matthew stared nervously
at the panties in his hand.  He’d told his wife he wouldn’t do this, but after
an hour or so of her nagging at him, asking him how he planned to support the
family when both lost their jobs and telling him with open irony to “man up,”
he finally gave in.  He agreed to let her see if she could make him a passable
non-recognizable woman.  No other promises were made.  This was just a test.


Samantha agreed.


Now he held her
panties.  These were white with pink roses on them.  They were hipster panties
which Samantha thought might hide his balls and penis better than something
skimpier.  He’d probably worn this very pair before, but this time it felt
different.


“What— what do
you want me to do with these?” he asked with hopeless embarrassment.


“You’ve worn
panties before,” she said coldly.


Matthew
blushed.  He had.  This was just really hard on his ego, so he felt a need to
offer some resistance.  He now held them out and stepped into them.  Their
silky femininity made his spine weak and his penis tingle.  Combined with the
embarrassment of putting on panties before his wife, this almost gave him an
erection, though it wasn’t quite enough to overcome whatever the pills had done. 
He pulled the panties up his legs and into place tucking his soft penis inside
them, where it disappeared with only a hint of a bump.


Samantha smiled
to see this.  Not only was she was right that the panties would hide his
manhood, but she also felt a tiny flush of satisfaction at seeing his penis
disappear inside her panties.  It was empowering.  Her nipples rose.


“Now put these
on,” she said.


Samantha handed
him a pair of dark stay-up stockings.  The stockings themselves were silky and
sheer.  The tops were about three inches of elastic.  The toes were reinforced.


“How do I put
these on?”


Samantha glared
at him to let him know she was not going to argue with him about each item.  At
the same time though, she took one back and rolled it into a ball.  Then she
pulled the ball open.


“Slide your toes
into this part, then unroll the stocking as you pull it up your leg.  That way
you won’t put any runs in them,” she said and she handed the balled up stocking
back to her husband.


Matthew blushed
at the idea he was going to wear stockings.  This was the first feminine item
beyond panties and a bra he’d worn.  It seemed a big step, somehow.  Still, he
knew it was just the beginning and he had no choice, so he sat down on the edge
of the bed and he did as she had instructed:  he pointed his toe and he stuck
it into the stocking.  Then he pulled the stocking up his leg.


It was
incredibly silky.


In fact, it kind
of tickled it was so silky.


It was delicate
too.  It felt so very feminine and that embarrassed him.  That made his nipples
pop up and his penis stir, though it lacked the strength to do anything except
be held prisoner by the tight panties.  Oddly, he felt a strange sort of
conflict within himself as this femininity began to contain his masculinity. 
He was embarrassed, yes, but there seemed to be more too.  In a strange,
masochistic sort of way, it was actually rather arousing.


He blushed and
shook off the thought.


“There,” he said
when the stocking was in place.


“Now the other.”


Matthew balled
up the other stocking as his wife had shown him and he did it all again with
the other leg.  When he was done, the stockings hugged his legs tightly and
made him blush with shame.


“Now what?” he
asked harshly to cover the emasculated feelings floating inside him.


Samantha looked
him up and down and smirked.  She wanted to laugh so badly, but she told
herself not to.  She needed to convince him to go through with this and that
meant not making fun of him for the time being.  But in truth, she was
laughing.  Here was her macho husband standing before her in panties, a bra and
stockings.  And as if that wasn’t laughable enough, his penis was tiny and
easily contained by the panties.  Not knowing he had one, you could be forgiven
for not even knowing it existed.  His chest had visible breasts on it too.  Breasts! 
They were small but they looked like breasts.  Even his shape was oddly
feminine at this point.  Indeed, she noticed now for the first time that his
rear looked rather round in the panties, his hips looked larger than they had,
making his waist appear narrower, and all around he lacked the definition he
normally had.  Her manly husband, who saw himself as the natural leader because
he was manly, had lost his manhood and that... that was funny.


It was also
arousing, but she wasn’t thinking about that right now.  She needed to focus on
getting his agreement.


“Now let’s try
some shoes,” she said.


“What kind of
shoes?” he asked nervously.


“Shoes
shoes.”


Samantha went to
her closet.  She crouched down and looked through her collection of shoes.  She
had quite the variety in her collection.  She had flats, wedges, stilettos. 
She had wide heels, chunky heels, and sculpted heels.  She had sandals, pumps,
and loafers.  She had shoes that buckled, shoes that laced and shoes that
simply slipped on.  Open-toes, open-backs, and closed.  Boots, sneakers, and
booties.


So what should
she choose?


“Well,” she told
herself, “it made sense to go simple.  Simple black flats.  They were
feminine.  They would be appropriate for work.  They would avoid the issue of
heels too.”


She twisted her
lips, however.


The problem was,
she wanted him in heels.  It was true.  She didn’t know why entirely, but
something in her liked the idea of Matthew being forced into heels.  She wanted
to see him totter around so helplessly, the big strong male made to be the
helpless sissy.  The idea made her laugh, but it made her feel powerful too. 
If Matthew was going to be a woman, then she intended to give him the whole
experience and maybe make a few points in the process.  She was going to make
him in her image.  He was going to wear heels!


“So what kind of
heels should we start with?” she wondered.


She glanced
around her collection.


“They have to be
appropriate for work.”  This led her away from the more sexy stiletto sandals
and the casual wedges.  “They need to be feminine too.”  She smirked. 
“Delicate and difficult,” she added.  This ruled out the kitten-heels. 
“Something he’ll never forget.”


She picked out three
potential pair.


The first were a
pair of basic black pumps with four-inch heels.  Classic.  Feminine.  The next
were silver sandals with a half-inch platform and a cage design.  These were a
little slutty for work, but Rhonda wore shoes like these.  The last pair caught
her eye though.  These were sharp stiletto slingbacks in a shiny patent black. 
The wicked smile returned to her lips as she imagined him tottering around in
these.  That excited her.


She took the
slingbacks.


“Try these,” she
said.


Matthew
shuddered when his wife handed him the shoes.  She wanted him to wear these? 
High heels?  Sexy high heels?  “Shouldn’t we start with something, uh,
smaller?”


“Smaller?”
laughed Samantha.


Matthew
blushed.  “Like flats or something?”


“Do any of the
women at the dealership wear flats?”


Matthew
shrugged.  He could think of none.  In fact, now that he thought about it,
Rhonda wore really tall heels, as did Krista.  Charlene wore clogs a lot, but
they had platforms and high heels.  Even Samantha always wore stilettos. 
Apparently, no one wore flats.  He bit his lip.


“Try them on. 
If they fit, we’ll go with them,” said Samantha.


Matthew nodded
reluctantly.


Matthew wasn’t
entirely sure how to put these on.  Should he drop them and slip his feet into
them as he’d seen his wife do?  Should he sit down and slide them on his feet
as he’d also seen her do?  Should he raise his leg and slip them on that way? 
He wasn’t sure, so he chose the safest route.  He sat down on the edge of the
bed and raised his leg to his knee and slipped the shoe in place.  When he
brought it back down, his foot felt funny.  It stood at a strange angle and it
stood higher than it normally did.  Even his knee was raised by several
inches.  What’s more, his foot wasn’t as stable as it normally was.  It was
strange.


He slipped into
the other shoe.


He brought it
down.  Now both feet felt strange.  This was such an unusual posture.  Then he
stood up.  It took some effort to make his knees work right at this angle and
to secure the balance, but he got to his feet.  It was certainly harder than he
had expected and it felt undignified, but he managed.  And then he began to
wobble.  He struggled to keep his feet beneath him and his ankles straight.  A
moment later, he had to brace himself against the bed to keep from falling.


“Clearly, we’ve
got some work ahead of us,” said Samantha.


“Right,” said
Matthew sarcastically.  He started to reach down to take off the shoe.


“What are you
doing?”


“I’m taking
these off.”


“No, you don’t,”
said Samantha.  “If you’re going to be a woman, you need to know how to walk in
those and that means wearing them until you’re used to them.”


“But I can’t
wear these!”


“Women wear
these all the time.  Are you telling me you can’t do something every woman on
the planet can do?”


Matthew
blushed.  “How about we try later?”


“We try now.  Now
watch me and do what I do,” said his wife.


Samantha walked
across the room and slipped her feet into her stiletto pumps once more – she
had taken them off when they got home.  She turned to face him; she pivoted
actually.


“Feet together,”
she said and she brought her feet together.  “Chin up.  Look forward.  Don’t
look down.  Now step.”  She took her first step and then brought her other foot
with her, setting them side by side at rest again.  “Walk like you normally do,
only take shorter steps.  You don’t want to take big steps in heels because
you’ll fall.”


Matthew looked
down at his wife’s feet.  She hadn’t gone far, it was true.


“When you walk,
bring your feet forward in a straight line, keeping one in front of the other. 
Don’t stomp off like some wobbly bear like most men.  You are delicate and
feminine.  Walk in dainty, precise steps.”


“I’m not
delicate or feminine,” said Matthew sourly.


“You are now,
honey.  Now watch me.”


Again, Samantha
started across the floor.  This time, her feet were in the heels and she moved
gracefully.  Each step landed directly before the last.  Her feet were straight. 
Her heels landed first, followed by her toes.  She secured her balance with
each step before continuing, preventing any wobbling or even suggestions of
falling.  It looked feminine and confident.  What’s more, the motion this
created in her body was smooth and curvy, not rigid and clockwork.  Her hips
rolled, her rear bobbed, her calves pulsed.  She look strong, confident and in
control.


She stopped. 
“Now you try.”


Matthew took a
deep breath.  This was going to be hard, considering how difficult just
standing had been.  It was going to be embarrassing too.  He didn’t want his
rear bouncy or his hips rolling or his body shaking.  He wanted to walk like a
man.  There was nothing masculine about what his wife had just done.


He took his
first step.  It was a half-hearted step somewhere between what he had seen his
wife do and his desires to still appear masculine.  Then he took another step and
another.  With each step, his ankles shook, his feet wobbled and he nearly
fell.  At the same time, his arms thrashed about trying to maintain his balance
and he felt like he was drunk-stumbling his way across the room.


“That didn’t
work,” he said.


Samantha
smirked.  “Try again.  Do what I told you this time.”


Matthew blushed
at her chastisement.  He nodded his head and tried again what his wife had told
him.  It was better this time, as was the next.  For the next twenty minutes or
so, Samantha ordered him to keep walking, instructing him whenever he deviated
from what she told him.  Little by little, he started to find a rhythm to his
steps.  Little by little, he found his balance.  Little by little, he gained
confidence.  Unfortunately, as he gained each of these things, he also gained a
far more feminine walk than he wanted.


What was worse,
the more confidence he gained, the stronger his stride became.  When he first
started, he’d felt a kind of vibration or aftershock in his chest whenever one
of his tall heels struck the ground.  As his stride grew in strength, this
became more noticeable and more defined.  Soon, he recognized it for what it
was:  his breasts were jiggling inside the bra with each step and the
confidence made the jiggle worse.


His small dick grew
hard.  Yet, as if that wasn’t disturbing enough to him, Samantha didn’t seem to
notice.


“Now come sit down,”
said Samantha finally.  She patted her vanity.


Matthew sat down
in her chair.  He immediately noticed the release of pressure on his toes and
his calves.  His toes felt crushed and his calves felt as if he’d gone through
a workout.  He decided not to say anything about that though.  The less his
wife knew about the conflicting feelings he experienced the better, he thought.


“We need to see
if we can hide your face now,” said Samantha.


“Hide me how?”


Samantha picked
up an eyeshadow brush.  “Makeup.”


Matthew shrank
in his seat.  He wanted so badly to refuse, to tell her that he was finished, to
tell her that this was too much.  But he’d come so far already and he couldn’t
justify the embarrassment he’d gone through if he was only going to quit now. 
Besides, what choice did he really have?  He reluctantly nodded his head.


Samantha dove
right in.


Samantha picked
up a container of something fleshy-toned and spread it on her fingers.  She
then brushed that on his cheeks and forehead and rubbed it in.  As best Matthew
could tell, this changed the tone of his skin, making him look more pale and
more uniform.  She then grabbed a pair of teasers and took him by the chin.


“This will hurt
a little, but beauty always comes with a price,” she said.


Samantha put the
tweezers to his eyebrows and yanked out a hair.  It stung a prickly sort of
pain, but Matthew withstood it without comment.  She took another hair and then
another.  By the time she’d taken half a dozen hairs, Matthew was openly
wincing.


“Are you almost
done?” he asked finally.


“I can stop any
time you like, honey.  But if you don’t want to be spotted, then I suggest you
let me finish.”


“Are you taking
them all off?” he growled.


Samantha let out
a cynical snicker.  “Don’t worry, honey.  You’ll still look like you, but women
don’t have thick, bushy eyebrows.”


“I don’t have
‘thick, bushy eyebrows’,” he said.


“For a woman you
do.”


Matthew pursed
his lips, but said nothing.


Samantha
finished his eyebrows after a half-dozen more hairs.  They still looked like
his, but were now considerably lighter and had a slight arch they didn’t have
before.  This made his face look younger, but not overtly feminine.


Samantha now
grabbed her mascara and added it to his eyelashes.  They became longer and
fuller and much more feminine.  She then took a reddish eyeshadow and told him
to close his eyes.  He did and she brushed the eyeshadow on his lids.  When he
opened his eyes again, the transformation was dramatic.  Between the darker
eyelids, the thicker lashes and the thinner brows, his eyes looked surprisingly
feminine.  Indeed, they didn’t look masculine at all.


For the first
time, Matthew started to wonder if she might pull this off.


“All this comes
back off, right?” he asked nervously.


“Of course.”


Samantha now
applied blush with a brush to his cheeks.  There was just a hint of it, enough
to add some color, but not so much he looked like he wore makeup.  In fact, he looked
quite natural, even though he wasn’t.  She then attacked his lips with a liner
brush and a lipstick.  When she finally pulled her hands away, he saw that his
lips looked fuller – almost pouty – and feminine.  These were not the lips of a
man.  Indeed, the entire face was not the face of a man.  And even more
importantly, this was not his face:  no one would recognize him!


“That’s
impossible!” he gasped.


Samantha
smirked.  She tingled inside.  She had always wondered what her husband would
look like as a woman.  Now she knew, and it was really quite exciting.  She
leaned forward and gently kissed him on the lips.  When he tried to kiss her
back, however, she pulled back.


“Careful! 
You’ll smear your lipstick,” she giggled.


She then kissed
him again.  As she did, she slipped her hand into his lap and felt his small
erection through his panties.


“You’re hard,”
she giggled.


Matthew blushed.


“We can do
something about that later,” she purred.


Samantha removed
her hand and went to her closet.  From it, she pulled a black A-line dress with
a floral print pattern.  She held it out before her.  It was a pretty dress. 
Matthew remembered her wearing it on one of their date nights.


“Your first
dress,” she said with a smile.


Matthew shrank
even more.  “Can’t we do pants?”


Samantha was
about to agree that he could wear pants when something struck her:  she had
been given an incredible opportunity here.  This was an opportunity few wives
ever got.  Up to now, she had bent to her husband’s wishes time and again – not
that he was mean or anything like that, he just felt he should get his way. 
Well, this time, she was going to get her way.  She was going to tell him how
things were going to be.  He was going to bend to her will.  And her
will was that he wear dresses and heels and be girly.  She wanted him girly. 
The idea turned her on.


“No, you need to
wear dresses,” said Samantha.


Matthew groaned,
but agreed.  What else was he going to do, he told himself?  She was the expert
after all.  So he rose to his feet on the unsteady heels and he tottered his
way over to his wife.  She unzipped the dress, raised the dress over his head, and
carefully brought it down into place.  It actually fit like a charm:  between
the bra and his budding breasts, he had a passable female chest.  Meanwhile,
his newly rounded hips and rear helped give him hints of the female hourglass
shape – she hadn’t noticed that part consciously, only that he had a
surprisingly feminine shape all over.  Further, his calves looked feminine from
the strain of the heels.  The makeup made his face the face of a woman.


He looked shockingly
passable!


Samantha dragged
him over to the mirror.  “You, my dear husband, are a woman.”


Matthew stared
in the mirror in horror.  His wife was right.  Except for the hair, he could
easily be mistaken for a woman and certainly would not be seen to be himself,
even by people he knew.


This was
going to work.


A sense of panic
came through him.  Up to now, this had seemed little more than a game because
it couldn’t happen.  Not it suddenly seemed real!  Was he really going to go to
work like this?!  Was he really going to appear before all those people he knew
in a dress and heels?!  What if he made a mistake?!  What if he gave away his
secret?!  The idea made him tremble.  But what choice did he really have,
especially now that it might work?


“What about my
hair?” asked Matthew, looking for any defect.


Samantha ran her
fingers over her husband’s rear.  It made him shudder warmly.  His erect penis
strained.  “I have a wig we’ll put on you in the morning.”  She pulled him closer
and slipped one hand to his chest, where she rubbed his breast, playing with
one of his nipples.  That sent waves of pleasure down his spine.


“In the
meantime, let’s get you out of that dress,” she purred.
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Matthew settled
into the warm water.  It felt nice, that was true, but he wasn’t a bath
person.  Samantha had insisted, however.  She said it was part of getting him
ready, though he didn’t see how.  He wasn’t even sure he was going to do it
yet.  The idea just made him nervous.  Sure, it seemed possible, but wow!  What
an insane idea!  Masquerading as a woman?  Crazy.


“Look, I’m not
sure I can do this,” said Matthew.


He started to
stand up.


Samantha put her
hand upon his shoulder, gently keeping him in place.  She sat on the floor next
to the bath with her legs tucked beneath her.  She still wore her tight skirt
and her white blouse, but had removed her heels.  They were on the floor in the
bedroom.


“It’s all right,
honey,” she said.


“I just—”


“I understand
Matthew, but we don’t have a choice.”  She spoke sympathetically, but firmly. 
He needed to do this.


“Ericson’s an
ass!”


“He is, but that
doesn’t change anything.  If we don’t do this, we both get fired.  We’ll lose
everything.  We can’t do that.  At the very least, you need to do this for a
few weeks until Ericson either changes his mind or we find something else.”


Matthew sighed
frustratedly.  Finding a new job would not be easy, especially in this
economy.  And manager jobs like he had were rare.  Finding two such jobs at the
same time?  That sounded impossible.


“And honestly,
it won’t be that bad,” said Samantha soothingly.


Matthew let out
a cynical laugh.  “How is this not bad?”


“You’re
passable.  No one will ever suspect you’re a man.  No one will know it’s you
either.”


“Except you,”
thought Matthew.


“Besides, what’s
the big deal?  Millions of women dress like women every day,” she joked.  As
she did, she slid her hand from her husband’s shoulder down his chest right
between his budding breasts.  This made his heart skip a beat and sent waves of
teasing pleasure racing down his spine as her fingers came tantalizing close to
his breasts.  His nipples popped up and his penis grew beneath the opaque soapy
waves.


“Ha ha,” said
Matthew sourly, though it was difficult to maintain any negativity with these
feelings rushing through him.  Right now, he wanted to be negative, however. 
He wanted to wallow.  So he told his wife:  “Stop that.”


“Stop what?” she
asked coyly.


She ran her
fingers down and to one side as if to cup his right breast.  Again, her fingers
teasingly traced along the line where his breasts began on his chest, barely
brushing the more sensitive area with a phantom touch.  This made his nipples
strain and his penis throb.


“Stop that,” he
said again, though with far less conviction.


“Aww, you don’t
like it?” she said with a faked pout.


She slid her
fingers lower now, beneath the soapy waterline and down his belly, until they
found his erection.  It was shocking to her how small and thin it felt as her
fingers wrapped around it.  Indeed, even though it was fully erect apparently,
it couldn’t have been much longer than her finger, she thought, and not much
thicker either.  She was surprised it could even feel hard at that size.  She
suddenly wanted to see it very badly.  She wanted to see how tiny, how
insignificant it had become, but she knew she couldn’t.  She needed to convince
Matthew to become a woman for the next few weeks and gloating over his lost
manhood would not help that cause.  So she started stroking it without
mentioning how little his manhood had become or how much bigger that made her
feel.


“I suppose you
don’t like this either,” she said as she stroked it.


Matthew took a
deep breath.  His eyes started to close involuntarily.  This felt so good.  He
spread his legs ever so slightly, sliding down further into the tub.  As he
did, his breasts slipped below the water.  As they did, Samantha saw something
incredible:  his breasts floated.  They actually floated!  Now the tissue
that made up his breasts floated at the waterline, forming two rounded islands
in this ocean of bubbles.  His erect little nipples stood at the tips of these
islands like mini palm trees on some twin desert islands in the Pacific.


The sight made
her positively wet.


She couldn’t
resist, she brought her other hand to his breasts and slowly traced circles on
his flesh with her fingertips.  Matthew let out another womanly moan as she
did.  She felt a tremor inside herself at this.


“No one’s going
to know,” she said again.


She drew another
circle as she slowly stroked his tiny throbbing penis beneath the water.  She
had slipped it between two fingers and was using her thumb along its shaft as
well.  Each stroke made Matthew’s body swell, and Matthew found himself
breathing harder and harder as she stroked.  This was starting to confuse his
mind and his resistance.  Still, he wasn’t sure.


“I— I don’t
know,” he said.


She kissed him
on the lips.  “You don’t have any choice, honey,” she purred.  As she side
this, she drew a soft fingertip across the tip of his nipple, making him
shudder.  His penis jumped in her hand at the same time.  She kissed him again
and then sped up stroking.


“But I’m a man,”
he protested.


“A man with
breasts and a shrunken penis,” thought Samantha.


She scraped her
nail along the edge of his areola making him wince and throb all at once. 
Neither could see it, but pre-come came out of him.  His heart was racing. 
“Sometimes,” she said and she slowly slipped her fingers around either side of
his nipple, “a man has to do what a man has to do.”  She closed her fingers
around the nipple and teased squeezing it with only a hint of pressure before
circling his nipple again.


His heart raced
even faster at the anticipation.  His penis was positively pulsing in her hand
now.  Both were waiting for the moment she squeezed it for real.  His chest was
heaving with sharp breaths.


“And who knows,”
she said and she kissed him.  “You might even come to enjoy it.”


She squeezed his
nipple and gently pulled.  She could feel his body tense up, his back arch, and
his penis lurch into her hand.  At that very moment, she scraped one nail
across the tip of his nipple.


He gasped.


His body shook. 
Then she could feel something hot eject into her hand beneath the water.  He
had come.  She giggled.


“See.”


Matthew lay in
the tub expended for several seconds as he caught his breath.  He said nothing,
but there was nothing to say.  That had been incredible.  It had felt amazing. 
It also seemed to tip the scale, not that he had any choice.  How did it tip
the scale exactly?  He wasn’t sure.  In a way, it seemed to tell him that there
might be a silver lining to this being a woman thing.  In a way, it told him
his wife would not turn her back on him if he did this.  Or maybe, it was just
hard to worry feeling this calm and relaxed.  In any event, he knew he had no
choice.  He knew Samantha was right too.  He was passable.  No one would know
except him and Samantha and Ericson and none of them would tell anyone else. 
It would be humiliating but it would be safe.  And when it was over, when
Ericson got over himself and realized they had not been trying to make fun of
him, things would go back to the way they were, no harm no foul.


“Besides,” he
thought, “Ericson would never keep this up.  He did asinine things like this
and got over them almost immediately.”  In fact, he added, he wouldn’t be
surprised if Ericson sent him home the minute he saw him.  Either way, he was
done with Ericson though.  This was the last straw.  He would start looking for
a new job tomorrow and move on.  This was ridiculous.  For now though, he could
play Ericson’s game.


“So what do we
need to do tomorrow?” asked Matthew.


“We dress you
like we did today and then we go to work.”


“That’s all?”


“That’s all.”


“With the wig?”


“With the wig.”


“What about the
hair on my legs?” asked Matthew, still concerned that there be no mistakes.


Samantha
smirked.  “That’s taken care of.”


Matthew raised
an eyebrow.  “How so?”


Samantha reached
over and picked up what Matthew thought had been a bubble bath; she had poured
it in the water before he got in.  He glanced at it.  The label read:  “Hair Dissolving
Bath Soap.”  Matthew gasped.


“You mean?”


Samantha laughed
and nodded.  “Let’s see how it worked.”


For an instant,
Matthew was terrified even to stand up.  Had his wife really removed all his
hair?  Was that even possible?  What would he look like?  He nervously sat up
and then rose to his feet.  Samantha handed him a thick white towel which he
used to rub his body dry.  As he did, he noticed lots of little hairs on the
towel.  He nervously stepped out to the bedroom and their full-length mirror. 
What he saw was shocking!


 


To be
continued...
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Anything For An ‘A’


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


October 2021 and November 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Becoming Georgia (Part Three: Servitude)


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


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


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


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


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


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


August
2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught By His Roommate


Mitch thought Katie was the perfect woman.  She was
beautiful.  She was innocent.  She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the
way young women should dress in heels and dresses.  So Mitch tricked Katie into
becoming roommates so he could explore her closet.  Unfortunately for Mitch,
Katie would catch him red handed.  That’s when things got really strange for
Mitch.  See, Katie wasn’t as innocent and naive as he thought, and she had
plans for her new sissy!


This
book includes Five Illustrations!!


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,200 word, 140 page
story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced
feminization, pegging, bondage, spanking, and so much more!


June 2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part One)


While Dylan’s wife was away on a business trip, Dylan
decided to spend a little time playing in her closet.  Unfortunately for him,
his wife’s friend Colby catches him.  Naturally, she wants to have some fun
with Dylan, which means blackmail and feminization.  How far will Colby go? 
Will Dylan’s wife figure it out?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 126 page
story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced
feminization, pegging, maid costumes, erotic humiliation, and so much more!


February 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica
at Amazon!
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Caught By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part Two)


Dylan wasn’t all that upset to find himself blackmailed
by his wife’s best friend Colby after she caught him cross-dressing.  After
all, this was the fantasy of a lifetime come true.  But with Colby’s demands
becoming ever greater, Dylan finally had no choice but to try to escape her
power.  So he called his wife.  Yep.  He called his wife!  What will
happen now?  Will she save her husband from Colby?  And will there be a price
to pay for her help?  Maybe Dylan will end up a feminized secretary after all.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,300 word, 127 page
story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced
feminization, milking, oral, chastity devices, maid costumes, erotic
humiliation, and so much more!


March 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at
Amazon!
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Caught In Her Closet


Jimmy always enjoyed cross-dressing secretly when no
one else was home.  Then he gets caught by Christine and her friend.  What will
Christine do with her new step-sissy?


With five illustrations from Ilgor!


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,000 word, 129 page
story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization,
spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!


June 2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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A Collection of Short Stories, Vol. One:  Three Tales
of Halloween Magic


Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and
sweet.  This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of
Halloween magic:


They Messed With The Wrong Witch:  Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never
forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch.


The Magic Ring: 
A husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a
dangerous and tricky thing.  Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up
on the other foot.


I Wasn’t Myself:  The tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife. 
That’s not the worst part though.  The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in
his!


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,000 word volume
includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange,
cross-dressing, gender transformation by magic, partial gender transformation
by magic, transformation into an object, mind control, breast growth, oral, and
so much more!
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A Collection of Short Stories, Vol. Two:  Tales of
Feminization By Hypnosis


Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and
sweet.  This second volume of short stories includes four tales of feminization
by hypnosis!


Save Us Sis!: 
Candice gets a plea from her brother to come save him and their father.  Is
this a joke?  Or is something sinister going on at home?


Controlled By His Roommate:  Dave is about to learn that his roommate Katie has
more control over him than he thought!


The ‘Disappearance’ of Alpha Mu:  A college committee investigates the ‘disappearance’
of Alpha Mu fraternity. Though, ‘disappearance’ might be the wrong word.


Hypnotized Husband:  Diane is shocked when her husband starts dressing like a woman after
he participates in a hypnosis stage show. But all may not be as it seems.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,200 word volume
includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange,
cross-dressing, hypnosis, paddling, and so much more!


September 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender
Erotica at Amazon!
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Dress Coded


Written in the spirit of Grounded in Heels,
this is the story of Charlie Mitchell.  Charlie wants to wear shorts, but the
dress code doesn't allow it.  He tries it anyway, figuring that the worst the
principal can do is send him home for the day.  Boy was he wrong!  Before he
knows it, Charlie finds himself stuck in skirts and dresses and worse.  What
will the other students think?  Will this complicate his run for class
president against his nemesis... Stephanie Mills?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 141 page
story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization,
spanking, and so much more!


May 2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part One)


Richard agreed to help his pregnant wife Christine fit
a dress.  In the middle of doing so, however, his wife’s mother unexpectedly
shows up and catches him in the dress!  The only way for Richard and Christine
to avoid utter embarrassment, and years of nagging from Christine’s mother, is
if Richard pretends he’s really the maid until she leaves.  Unfortunately, his
mother-in-law has no plans to leave.  What’s more, she sees through the charade
and decides this might be a good opportunity to teach Richard some lessons. 
Things may not turn out as anyone expects though.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,900 word, 125 page
story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced
feminization, maid costumes, and so much more!


April 2019 and May 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Two)


Martha’s attempt to teach Richard and Christine a
lesson has backfired. Trapping Richard as Miranda has given him the chance to
see that maybe there is something exciting about being feminized after all. But
will Richard take Miranda as far as Christine wants? And how far will Martha go
to put an end to this charade?


For Mature Audiences Only. This 32,300 word story
includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced
feminization, maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!


June
2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Three)


Trapped cross-dressed by his mother-in-law’s
unexpected appearance, Richard and his wife Christine undertook an
ill-considered deception to keep from having to explain why he was dressed the
way he was. It seemed simple enough. But now Richard finds himself stuck living
as his wife’s maid and every day seems to dig him deeper into the charade. And
as if that wasn’t enough, now his sister-in-law has shown up as well and she
knows his secret! These are hard times for Richard... at least until the
hormones kick in. But then, maybe he's enjoying it? See how things turn out for
Richard and Christine in this lengthy conclusion!


For Mature Audiences Only. This 44,500 word story
includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced
feminization, hormones, shrunken manhood, maid costumes, shemales, and so much
more!


September 2019 and October 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Emasculating My Husband


When I married Mike, I thought I had found my
fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man
you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that
he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little
housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more,
I came upon a hormone cream that would change everything.  Before my plans were
finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 erotic story
is told in the first person by Mike's wife, and includes female domination, forced
feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding, and so much more!


June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Femford School for Girls (Part One)


Lewis Stevens thinks his fiancée is having an affair
at the secretive girl’s school where she works.  He decides to sneak into the
school to find out.  Little does he realize that this girl’s school has another
purpose.  Now he finds himself trapped and going through their program.  Can
his fiancée help him?  Will she want to?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,600 word, 131 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging,
spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much
more!


May 2017 and June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


The Femford School (Part Two)


Each day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School,
he finds himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being
stripped away.  What’s more, Vera has set into motion a series of changes that
will forever alter Lewis’s mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet. 
Only Maria can save him now, but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can
Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,500 word, 138 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging,
spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much
more!


June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at
Amazon!


 


—o—


Feminized and Cuckolded


Brent watches as his new boss Rebecca seduces and
marries his friend John.  Before Brent’s very eyes, she begins to feminize his
friend.  So why doesn’t Brent do something to stop her?  Well, it’s complicated. 
See, he wants her for himself, and if John becomes a girl, that might make it
easier.  This can’t end well.


For Mature Audiences Only.  Told in the first person,
this 32,500 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced
feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, pegging,
potential cuckolding, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!


April
2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Feminized By His
Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough


Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new
wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her. 
Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making
him not a man at all?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing,
paddling, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!


February 2018, March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Feminized By His
Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough


Christopher’s problem is getting worse.  Not only is
his mother-in-law still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his
wife, but now his wife is starting to think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’
escape his increasingly feminine fate?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing,
paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!


March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at
Amazon!


 


—o—


Feminized By Hypnosis


Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least
until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great.  What’s more, Jess
and his father have decided to clean up their acts... to be more helpful. 
They’re even wearing maid uniforms to help around the house.  So why does
something about this seem wrong to Jess?  Can Jess find help to save him from
his evil stepmother, or are he and his father destined to become sissy maids...
or worse?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 144 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, hypnosis, maid costumes,
erotic humiliation and so much more!


September
2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Feminized Cuckold


When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds
himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul
as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even
invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him.
Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 49,100 word, 176 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cuckolding, spanking,
domestic discipline, hormones, and so much more!


September
2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Feminized Fiancé


When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one
of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah
would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business. 
When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers
entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never
want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.  This is the first of two
books.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,000 word, 114 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power
exchange, and so much more!


November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica
at Amazon!


 


—o—


Serving His Fiancée


This is Part Two of Feminized Fiancé.


Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful
Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll
be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight,
Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’,
and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?  This book
concludes the series.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,000 word, 105 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power
exchange, and so much more!


January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1
& 2)


Part One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy:  Megan and Mark can’t agree.  Mark wants a baby, but
Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby,
she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she
will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will
never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and
mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up.


Part Two: How Megan Got Pregnant:  Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’
into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is
about to undergo a major change as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants? 
Will Megan let him escape with his masculinity intact?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity
devices, small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!


May 2016 and June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender
Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Grounded in Heels


My most famous book!  When Sam’s stepmother discovers
the perfect way to keep her stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly puts him at
the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans
to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his
summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?


For Mature Audiences Only. This 42,000 word, 154 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, spanking,
domestic discipline, and a lot more!


April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School)


With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school
as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has
done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by
the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still
finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who
is determined to humiliate him and make his time in heels permanent.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 36,000 word, 128 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis
humiliation, spanking, and so much more!


December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Her High-Heeled Solution


John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her
husband having an affair.  With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious
way to guarantee that John will never have another affair:  she locks him into
a pair of high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and
wife both try to outwit each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control. 
What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best
friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John
gets slowly feminized.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 word, 121 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, erotic
humiliation, pegging, and so much more!


November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


The House On Femford Hill


Would you stay in a haunted house?  What if the house
was known for turning men into women?  Professor Eric Meyer plans to stay. 
See, Professor Meyer studies the strange, the supernatural, and the paranormal,
and he can’t wait to investigate the famed House on Femford Hill, which is
rumored to turn those who stay overnight into women.  Could this be true? 
Professor Meyer intends to find out.


Includes a surprise re-edited story from Crystal
Summers!


For Mature Audiences Only.  Written by Crystal and
Ann, this 38,500 word,  page two-story collection includes female domination,
forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, partial gender
transformation, spanking, small size humiliation, and so much more!


October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica
at Amazon!


 


—o—


Humiliation At The Office


For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated
the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle
the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of
femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his
freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 41,000 word, 153 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power
exchange, maid uniforms, erotic humiliation, breast growth, hormones, shrunken
manhood, and so much more!


March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at
Amazon!


 


—o—


The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five)


This is my epic take on a very classic idea that comes
up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil
“Aunt.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!


Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly
with his stepmother.  To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother
sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine
his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become
a girl.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000
words combined and 726 pages!  It includes female domination, power exchange,
forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis
humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more!


November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, and February
2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


The Making of Danielle, The Illustrations


You may not know this, but there are illustrations
which go with The Making of Danielle series!  It took almost a year to
complete that project, but it was well worth the wait. All told, there are
thirty images total across all five books and they are amazing! They are well
worth adding to your collection.


This book contains each of the illustrations along
with some text to remind you of the scenes they represent. Think of it as an
abridged, illustrated version of the story. I’m also including the original
sketches so you can see how each image developed.


This
book includes 30 Illustrations!!


For Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes female
domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones,
breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling,
and so much more!


June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at
Amazon!


 


—o—


The Story of William, From The Making of Danielle


I’ve been promising to add something special to the
“Making of Danielle” series, and here it is!  This is the story of William and
how he was transformed into Wilma.  These are the things Daniel never knew.  It
is also the conclusion to Daniel’s story.  How does Daniel’s story end?  In
a word:  a wedding.  To whom is the question though!


Fans of Danielle really won’t want to miss this one.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 44,650 word, 177 page
story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing,
foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so
much more!


June 2018 and July 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Miss-ing Billionaire


Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible
story.  The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source
tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.  Unfortunately, the only way
Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman and to
infiltrate the strange world of Ing Co.  But do they know who he is?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,500 word, 116 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing,
spanking, small penis humiliation, hormones, and so much more!


August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at
Amazon UK!


 


—o—


More Than He Bargained For


Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be
more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis
tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to
teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants
and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same. 
(This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 147 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power
exchange, spanking, pegging, chastity, and so much more!


March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at
Amazon!


 


—o—


My Femdom Marriage (Part One)


This is the true story of how my wife took over our
marriage and made me her feminized slave.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 35,200 word, 136 page
autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced
feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation,
threatened-cuckolding, erotic humiliation, and so much more!


March 2018 and April 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


My Femdom Marriage (Part Two)


This is the rest of the true story of how my wife took
over our marriage and feminized me.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,100 word, 126 page
autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced
feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, threatened-cuckolding,
small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!


May 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at
Amazon!


 


—o—


My Lactating Husband (Part One)


What would you do if you started growing breasts? 
That’s the problem Andrew faces.  His life was great.  He had a loving wife and
a good job.  He was even up for a promotion.  Then he took an experimental
treatment meant to grow hair... but something else grew instead.  As his chest
slowly expands into a pair of classic breasts, he finds his wife taking over
and himself demoted.  What's more, his boss wants him to report to work as a
secretary!  Where will this end?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 136 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange,
cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, paddling, and so much more!


September 2018 and October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


My Lactating Husband (Part Two)


Things are really headed in the wrong direction now
for Andrew.  Not only can he no longer hide the “growths” on his chest, but now
he needs to report to work as a secretary... dressed as a woman.  Even worse,
his new boss is not exactly the nicest woman.  How bad can she be though? 
Andrew is about to find out.  Hopefully, he can remember the things his wife
taught him about being a woman.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 108 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange,
cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, paddling, and so much more!


October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica
at Amazon!


 


—o—


Satin Falls (The Complete Story, Parts One & Two
Combined)


Satin Falls
is the story of a small mountain town where the men slowly lose their ability
to resist any command given by any woman after an unknown virus infects the
water supply.  Even worse, advising the women on how to handle this is a
psychiatrist with a grudge against men after her female lover leaves her for a
man.  She decides to get even with malekind by encouraging the women to
feminize their males.


Follow the lives of several couples as they enter this
brave new world of silks and satins and female domination.  And watch as the
fate of the men hangs by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.


This book is the complete story.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 64,500 word, 117 page
story includes power exchange, female domination, forced feminization,
cross-dressing, paddling, breast growth, spanking, and so much more!


July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Short Story:  The Magic Journal


After macho football player Brad ruins Rachel’s date,
she gets even using a magic journal which lets her change his body as she
wishes. Brad is about to learn a lesson he will never forget as Rachel
feminizes him bit by bit.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 13,000 word, 51 page
short story includes female domination, forced feminization, gender
transformation, shrunken manhood, breast growth, spanking, erotic humiliation,
and so much more.


 


—o—


Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer)


Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old
acquaintance of his parents. He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters
worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on
him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a
different view on the matter. Before long, they teach him the meaning of
petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from
there.


For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,500 word, 128 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing,
spanking, domestic discipline, and so much more!


July 2018 and August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair)


Now that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest
of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with the wonderful
Ellie.  Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life
again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan,
however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.


For Mature Audiences Only. This 30,400 word, 147 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging,
and so much more!


August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica
at Amazon!


 


—o—


Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive


Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in
charge, his wife Amanda is the one who really holds the power... ever since she
caught him cross-dressing.  Now she wears the pants in the family.  What’s
more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized,
submissive plaything.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 26,000 word, 90 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power
exchange, spanking, paddling, chastity and denial, oral, erotic humiliation,
and so much more!


November 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica
at Amazon!


 


—o—


Wager Into Womanhood (The Complete Story – Parts 1
& 2)


Max is an arrogant sexist with a submissive wife and
an inability to turn down any bet. Will is a househusband with a dominant wife
who just caught him having an affair. Both of their lives are going to change
significantly when they get tricked into entering a bet to prove that they can
live as women for a week... or longer.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 56,000 word, 209 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging,
spanking, power exchange, and so much more.


September 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender
Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


The Writer’s Secret


The story that started it all!


Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his
agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  If that’s what sold, then he
would give it a try.  Then he told his wife Stephanie.  Soon, he and his loving
wife were experimenting with turning him into ‘Lauren.’  Too late did he
realize how eagerly his wife would embrace the idea of feminizing him.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,600 word, 160 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing,
hormones, breast growth, costumes, spankings, maid uniforms, and so much more!


March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy)


Loren and Stephanie's adventure continues in this long
awaited sequel to “The Writer's Secret”!


As Loren adjusts to living as a woman, his life
becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with
them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an
unexpected dark side and a penchant for blackmail... and she likes the idea of
having a feminized maid.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands
that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and
Stephanie escape these villains?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange,
feminized maids, hormones, shrunken manhood, pegging, threatened cuckolding,
and so much more!


September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


Volume One of the Dominique Silk Collection


This first Volume One of Dominique Silk stories
includes both College Student to Coed and Making Her
Husband Her Maid.


College Student to Coed is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck
when the most popular girl on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even
better, she wants to take him back to her apartment and dress him in her
clothes!  This is a dream come true for Ted, and soon Beth is inviting him over
daily to play.  Unfortunately, through a series of mistakes, Ted finds himself
constantly being exposed in public while wearing women’s clothes.  But are
these really mistakes?  And what is Beth up to?


Making Her Husband Her Maid is a cautionary tale for unfaithful husbands.  As
Diane works hard to support the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid. 
Unfortunately for him, the maid has other ideas and turns the tables on
Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise to come home to find her husband dressed in
the maid’s uniform and high heels, and bent over the couch as the maid has her
way with his rear.  Cameron the playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,250 word, 151 page
volume includes cross-dressing, female domination, forced feminization,
chastity devices, public exposure, pegging, shemales, spanking, bondage, sissy
maids, hormones, erotic humiliation and more!


 


—o—


Volume Two of the Dominique Silk Collection


This Volume Two of Dominique Silk stories is both
parts of Feminized by his Mother-in-Law, the story of Jackson,
his wife Natalie, and his mother-in-law Ruth.  Ruth never thought that Jackson
was man enough to marry her daughter, and when she came to stay with Jackson
and Natalie shortly after their marriage, she decided to prove this to her
daughter... by feminizing Jackson.  Has she miscalculated though?  Soon both
Ruth and Natalie are feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date
with Natalie’s boss and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his
manhood and his marriage?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,000 word, 189 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, small penis
humiliation, blackmail, chastity devices, sissy maid, cuckolding, erotic
humiliation and more!


 


—o—


Volume Three of the Dominique Silk Collection


This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes
both The Sissy House Sitter and Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback.


The Sissy House Sitter begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit
for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for
one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for
Louis who feels an irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really
interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by
Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home
early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.


Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback is the
story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team,
but his body is slowly wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play
just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him
and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She
feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with
better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his
future to be submissive in skirts?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,900 word, 163 page
volume includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing,
domestic discipline, spanking, bondage, blackmail, sissy maids, hormones,
limited M-to-M contact, erotic humiliation and more!


 


—o—


Volume Four of the Dominique Silk Collection


This final Volume Four of Dominique Silk stories
includes the story Not What He Wanted and its conclusion What
He Got.  This story begins with George trying to dominate his wife. 
Things go wrong quickly, however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the
velvet ropes.  Soon, he’s wearing panties at work... and then worse.  As his
wife keeps adding to his feminization, an embarrassing trip to the mall and a
confrontation with his secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s
story fun and exciting as his problems spin out of control.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,600 word, 126 page
story includes female domination, forced feminization, forced cross-dressing,
spanking, paddling, pegging, bondage, erotic humiliation and more!
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