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Introduction by Ann


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


Rhonda! 
Now Rhonda knows who he is.  Ouch.  Things keep getting harder for Matthew all
the time.  Indeed, something tells me Rhonda isn’t the type to just wish him
well and let things go.  This could be a problem.


 


This is part three
of the series.  In this part, Matthew must deal with Rhonda, who very much
enjoys the idea of having her boss by the balls.  He must continue to navigate
a treacherous office without getting caught, as well as dealing with his
changing status at home.  What’s more, the changes keep coming even though he’s
stopped the pills.  This part will include more breast growth, a still-shrunken
penis, female domination, power exchange, some foot play, a chastity device,
spanking, erotic humiliation, the word “shemale” and more twists and turns.


 


I said before
that I wasn’t sure how many parts this series will have.  I’m pretty sure now
it will be five.  Anything less won’t do justice to the characters, as there is
a lot still to happen and much for them to learn.  As I also said before, there
will be a blue book ending too.  I’ll give more details on that next time.


 


I hope you enjoy
Part Three!  As always, let me know your thoughts at  annmichelle@ymail.com!


 


With love,


Ann :)


 


Don’t forget to sign
up for my newsletter


https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website

















Chapter One: “Little
Bossy”


—o—


 


“You don’t want
Ericson to know.”


 


Rhonda’s face
positively glowed.  This seemed surreal.  Impossible.  This was her boss, a man
accustomed to ordering her around, a man so confident of his power he took it
as immutable, as a measure of their comparative person worth even.  Yet, here
he was, cross-dressed and sissified, cowering on his knees before her in his
skin-tight, silver-white maxi-skirt, dark-red sweater, and cherry-red platform
mules, pleading with her to keep this secret from Ericson.  She didn’t know why
he needed to keep this secret – or how Ericson couldn’t know about him prancing
around as ‘Marti’ – but she knew what this meant:  her boss has been delivered
into her hands.  This was too good to be true and then some!  This was the sort
of thing secretaries dream about, especially this one.  She smiled smugly.


“My, my, my,”
said Rhonda.


She casually dropped
Matthew’s wig to the floor next to her.


“Isn’t this
interesting?”


Matthew licked
his lips nervously.


Rhonda slowly
closed the door to the closet behind her.  She looked down at her sissified
boss in his impossibly tight skirt and tall heels with his unexpectedly
feminine shape.  He looked amazing.  In fact, he’d fooled her for some time
now, but now she knew.  She folded her arms across her chest, covering her
breasts with their erect nipples, beneath her satiny metallic-blue blouse.


“So tell me, why
are you dressed like that?” she chuckled.


Matthew swallowed
hard.


He could think
of no way to talk his way out of this.  He could see in her eyes what she had
concluded and she was right:  Matthew needed to keep this a secret.  She may
not have known the specifics of why he couldn’t tell Ericson, but she didn’t
need to know the specifics to know she had him over a barrel, and over a barrel
she had him indeed:  if she told Ericson she had discovered him, Ericson would
fire him in a heartbeat.  He’d already said so.  He would humiliate him on the
way out too.  Matthew would never work again either, not if word got out that
he had pretended to be a female receptionist at the dealership... and it
would.  Samantha might still get a job, but he wouldn’t.  And how long
would it take even for that?


Maybe he could
reason with her, he told himself.  Maybe there was some residual obedience in
her.  “Listen, Rhonda—  It’s— it’s not what you think.”


Rhonda
chuckled.  “Oh?”


Matthew
blushed.  This wasn’t working, but he had to try.  He needed to assert some
authority over this situation, over her, so he could gain some control. 
“I’m still your boss,” he said as firmly as he could.


Rhonda’s smirk
told him she wasn’t buying it.  “Is that so, Marti?”  She practically
giggled his name.


“Yes.”


“Last I recall,
you were assigned to work for me.  That makes me your boss.”


He tried to
reason with her again.  “Rhonda—”


“Miss Rhonda,”
she corrected him.


Her words struck
like a dagger in Matthew’s hopes.  What was she thinking?  He couldn’t call his
secretary “Miss”!  A mere receptionist!  That would be incredibly demeaning. 
He was her manager, regardless, wasn’t he?  He had told himself he was still a
manager, the manager, no matter what Ericson had him doing at the
moment.  Suddenly, he wasn’t so sure.  Worse, there was something oddly sexual
in this demand which made him feel dirty... and horny.


“Rhonda—” he
started again, more politely this time.


“Miss Rhonda.”


She put her
hands on her hips and spread her legs as far as her tight silver ankle skirt
would allow, balancing one foot on the tall heel of her silver stiletto
open-toed pump.  She wiggled her foot excitedly a couple times.  Her nipples
stood at attention beneath her blouse.


“In fact, I
think we need some new rules,” she added.


“R— rules?”


“Yes, to make
sure we understand each other,” said Rhonda smugly.  “From now on, you will
only speak when spoken to.  I expect you to refer to me as ‘Ma’am’ or ‘Miss.’ 
‘Ma’am’ in front of everyone else, ‘Miss Rhonda’ when we’re alone.  Do you
understand?”


“But— but I’m
your boss.”


“Should we go
ask Ericson about that, bossy?”


Matthew withered
at the threat.  She knew the cards she held indeed.  He fell silent.


“That’s better,”
she said.  “You will obey my orders implicitly, no matter what they are,
without question.  No matter what they are.  Do you understand?”


He opened his
mouth to object, but suddenly thought better of it.


“I expect an
answer, bossy.  Do you understand?”


Matthew licked
his lips nervously.  He knew this was the moment.  Either he stood up to her
and put an end to this or he didn’t.  If he didn’t, he would be admitting he
was powerless to resist and she would have absolute power over him from now on,
even more power than his wife had over him, and Samantha had an embarrassingly
uncomfortable level of power.  He couldn’t imagine how bad it would be to give
Rhonda more.  But even as he considered this, he knew there was no choice.  If
she told Ericson, then he was ruined.


His shoulders
slumped.  He nodded.  “Yes.”


“Miss Rhonda,”
purred Rhonda.  There was definitely something sexual in her tone; it made his
penis grow hard.


“Yes, Miss
Rhonda.”


“Good bossy.”


“What about my
wife?”


Rhonda laughed
incredulously.  “Are you saying she doesn’t know?”


He turned bright
red.  “No, I mean about this.”  He waved his hand vaguely at her and him and
between them.


Rhonda smiled
like a shark.  She got his meaning.  “She need never know if you do what you’re
told.”


“What about
Ericson?”


“Him either.”


Matthew lowered
his head in surrender.  “Yes, Miss Rhonda.”


“Oh, you learn
so fast.  Good bossy!  Now let’s test your sincerity, shall we?”  She pointed
to the floor at her feet.  She was still balancing one foot on the heel of her
shoe with her toes in the air.  “Crawl over here and kiss my foot,” she said in
a tone which dripped down his spine like smoky honey, leaving Matthew both
deeply shaken and highly aroused.  It was a tone which called for his surrender
and yet dared him to fight.


“What?!” gasped Matthew
helplessly.


Rhonda’s smile
grew even more smug if that was possible.  “If you want all of this kept a
secret,” she said, without finishing the threat.  She pointed to her foot once
more.


Matthew was
completely stunned.  This was his receptionist!  He was her boss!  And she
expected him to kiss her foot?  To crawl to her and to kiss her foot!  Like some
sexual submissive?!  How could this be?  This was nonsense!  Just the idea was
utterly humiliating!  What was worse, he knew he was going to do it.  What
choice did he have?  He needed to protect this secret.


She knew it too.


Matthew
reluctantly nodded his head.  A thin chill passed over him.  Then he lowered
himself from his knees to all fours.  He felt like such a fool as he slowly
crawled the three or four steps to where his receptionist stood above him.  Each
inch added to his humiliation.


As he neared, he
could make out the details of her foot all the better.  Her toes stuck out the
fronts of her open-toed stiletto pumps.  They were longer than Samantha’s and
oddly pretty, which somehow made this all the worse.  Her toenails were pedicured. 
They were a bright red with very narrow black-painted tips.


She wiggled her
toes when he stopped before her.


“Go on, bossy,”
she taunted.


Matthew grimaced
and started to lean down.  He slowly brought his face right to her foot.  He
could see now where her toes had worn prints into the insoles of her shoes.  He
could see a tiny chip on one nail and where the pedicure was just starting to
grow out, details he’d never see on his receptionist before.  He could smell
the musky, leather smell of women’s feet and shoes too.  The smell was at once
disgusting and yet arousing.  His submission was arousing too, embarrassingly
so.  He didn’t understand why this could make him hard!


He leaned
closer, the last few inches.


His hands
trembled.  He closed his eyes.  He couldn’t believe he was doing this.  This
was utterly humiliating.  Could he get much lower, he wondered?  He tried not
to answer that, however, because he knew this was only the beginning.  He
planted his lips on her big toe.  He pursed his lips and delivered a very dry
kiss and yanked his lips away again.


“You can do
better than that,” laughed Rhonda.


Matthew winced.  Hadn’t
he shown his submission enough?  He’d done it, after all, the unthinkable.  He
wanted to refuse, to tell her one was the limit, but what choice did he have?  He
licked his lips and tried again.  This time, he planted a wet, full kiss on the
tip of her toe.


He started to
pull away again.


“Suck it into
your mouth,” she said and she wiggled her toe.


Matthew felt a
wave of shame race through him.  He spread his lips and slid her toe inside his
mouth, where it touched his tongue.  It was salty and musky and made his penis
throb


Meanwhile, Rhonda’s
face lit up.  Her chest heaved with excited breath.  Her lips were wet.  This
was amazing!  She had never imagined a moment like this was possible!  She was
in total control of her boss.  Her boss!  Sure, there was her boyfriend,
but this as different.  This was her boss!  She was going to enjoy this!


“Lap it with
your tongue, little bossy,” purred Rhonda.


Her body pulsed
warmly.  She flushed with an amazing sense of power.


Matthew closed
his eyes again and pressed his tongue against her toe, running it up and down
the sides of her toe.  His erection was throbbing inside his panties.  Each pass
made him less a man.  Each throb made him less a man.


Finally, Rhonda
pulled her foot away.  She crouched down and patted him on the cheek.  “I think
we’re going to work together so well.  You’re going to find that I’m a good
boss to work for, as long as you obey.”


“Yes, Miss
Rhonda,” said Matthew helplessly.


“Now go back to
the reception desk.  Stay there until the end of the day,” she said.  She
handed him his wig again.  “Don’t leave without my permission.”


Matthew
blushed.  “Yes, Miss Rhonda.”


She rose to her
feet again.  “We are going to have such fun,” she giggled.


“What are you
going to do?” he asked.


She smirked
erotically.  “Whatever I want.”

















Chapter Two: “Stuck For
Now”


—o—


 


Matthew’s mind
reeled the entire way home.  Being caught by Rhonda had been shocking.  He
still couldn’t believe it had happened, nor could he believe her response.  She
was his secretary!  A receptionist!  Who was she to give him orders?!  And
giving orders with a sexual overtone?  That was terrifying!  Even worse, this
was clearly just beginning.


Should he tell
his wife?


He’d debated
that for hours now.  He decided he couldn’t though; that would be a mistake.  What
could she do to help, anyways?  At best, she could confront Rhonda, but that
would only get Rhonda to complain to Ericson, which would get them both fired. 
At worst... well.  At worst, she would laugh at him and tell him to accept
being this woman’s plaything.  Well, probably not, but somehow his paranoid
mind saw the possibility.  Indeed, his mind flashed a series of smiles and smirks
and giggles by his wife suggesting she was enjoying his emasculation a little
too much to trust her not to add this to the list of guilty pleasures she was
enjoying.  But even if she was outraged, how would he ever live down having
kissed Rhonda’s foot?  That was something his wife never needed to find out
about.  That was another secret he needed to guard forever.


They made it
home.


Samantha dropped
her purse on the kitchen table.  They’d only made it a few steps into the
house.  She turned grabbed her husband’s purse.  She tossed that onto the table
too.  Then she pointed at his crotch.


“Take off your
skirt,” she said.  “Let me see it.”


Matthew blushed
deeply.  He knew what she meant and why; after all, he’d told her about his
erection not going down all day.  He meekly unzipped his skirt.  Samantha then
grabbed the skirt’s waist and pulled it down to his hips as Matthew stood there
helplessly.  She got the skirt to mid-thigh before she hooked her fingers
inside his panties and pulled those down with the skirt too.  With the skirt at
mid-thigh, Matthew’s range of motion was even more restricted as the skirt
forced his thighs together tightly.  Nevertheless, his penis stood out before
him, erect, though his balls remained caught between his crushed thighs.


Samantha fondled
his shaft.


It grew even
more erect.


“It’s bigger
again,” she said.  She kept fondling it, looking it over, weighing it in her
hand, judging it.  He felt so objectified.  She suddenly let go and walked
across the kitchen to their junk drawer.  Her heels echoed loudly off the tile
floor.  She opened the drawer and removed a tape measure.  She then came back
to her husband, who shrank with embarrassment when he saw what she intended.


“Let’s not do
that,” he said glowing with embarrassment.


“We need to
know.”


Samantha
unfurled the tape measure, stroked his penis to get it as hard as it would go,
and then ran the tape measure along his shaft.  Her long, red nails obscured
the view of the numbers from Matthew.  They were oval and erotic.  Seeing their
contrast against his penis made his penis throb.


“It’s still
small,” said Samantha, “but—”


“It’s just
soft,” interrupted Matthew defensively.


Samantha
squeezed it between two fingers and her thumb.  “No, it’s almost as hard as
normal.  It just shrunk.  Whatever the medication did, it shrunk your penis,
but it got a little bigger again.”


Matthew
shuddered strongly.  He knew his penis had shrunk, but he didn’t want to admit
it.  He’d told himself it was just soft and that once whatever was keeping it
from getting fully hard was gone, it would be its full size again.  Deep down,
he knew though.  He knew it had shrunk too.  He’d lost maybe an inch.  Maybe
more?  Samantha knew for sure.  He didn’t want to know.


“It— it will
grow back,” he said nervously.


Samantha smiled
kindly.  “I’m sure.”  Then she winked at him.  “If not, there’s always
plastic.”


Matthew
withered.  “We don’t need plastic.  I’ll show you right now!”


Samantha shook
her head.  She pointed toward her crotch.  “This is off limits until you’re
bigger again.”  She squeezed his penis again.  “So, why are you getting hard
suddenly?  I’m guessing the pills have stopped keeping it in check.  Is
anything else changing?”


“Like what?”
asked Matthew with considerable embarrassment.


Samantha glanced
at his breasts.  “Anything?”


He blushed.


Samantha focused
on his penis again.  “We’ll need to get some heavier panties to try to control
it when we go shopping tomorrow.  Can’t have you tenting up your skirt at work. 
That would be bad.”


She stroked it
several more times.  This caused confusion within Matthew, as he enjoyed the
feeling of being stroked immensely, but his mind was otherwise awash in the
shock of being discovered by Rhonda and the worry that having erections might
cause him problems.  He felt a sense of panic suddenly at the idea of going
back to work with Rhonda knowing about him.


“I think we
should stop this,” said Matthew.


“Stop what?”


“This,” said
Matthew running his hands down his sweater and skirt.  “All of it.  I think I
need to tell Ericson I won’t do this anymore.”


“And then what?”


Matthew shrugged
his shoulders.  “Maybe he’ll let me go back to work like before.”


Samantha
furrowed her brow.  “Ericson?  He’s making a point.  He’s not going to stop
until he’s satisfied.  If you go in there and tell him you won’t do this, then
he’s going to become even more adamant, if he doesn’t just fire you – us
– on the spot.”  She shook her head.  “Sorry, honey, but we need to see this
through.”


“Fine, but let’s
stop it at home.”


Samantha shook
her head.  “You need the practice or you’ll get caught.  You got lucky this
week not getting caught.  I don’t think you know how close you came to Rhonda
realizing what you were.”


Matthew
blushed.  “I don’t think you know,” thought Matthew sourly.


“All it will take
is one person to see an unladylike motion and you’ll be caught like that.”  She
snapped her fingers.  “What do you think will happen then?  You’ll be fired, or
worse.”


“Then at least
let’s stop it when we go out.”


“Out?”


“In public.”


“Like when we go
buy clothes tomorrow?” asked Samantha.


“Yes,” said
Matthew firmly.


Samantha
laughed.  “You want to go shopping for women’s clothes dressed as a
man?  That’s going to be fun to watch,” she said sarcastically.


Matthew blushed
even more.  That would indeed be terrible.


“I’m sorry,
honey, but this is how it needs to be until we can find some way out of this. 
But don’t worry, you’ll still be a man when it’s over, even if you have to act
a little girlish in the meantime.”


Matthew turned
bright red.  “Well, I’m updating my resume tonight.”


“You do that,
honey,” she said and she patted his erection with her hand.

















Chapter Three: “If The
Shoe Fits”


—o—


 


Matthew stepped
through the door from the courtyard into the food court of the mall.  He’d been
here many times before, but not like this.  His heightened senses immediately
noticed the loud ambient noise level and sounds of voices everywhere, the
smells of foods, perfumes and leather, and the echo of his own high-heeled
steps.  Samantha had chosen his outfit both to maintain their deception and for
easy of removal so they could try on clothes.  Thus, he wore a light-blue denim
dress with gold buttons down the front.  The dress ran to mid-calf and was
tight and unforgiving all along his hips and calves – it was actually a little
small for him, but she thought that was perfect.  It had capped sleeves and a
rounded collar.


On his feet were
tall white platform pumps with rounded toes and thick, five-inch heels.  They
had one-inch platforms and offered more support than the shoes he’d worn to
work the past few days, though they still could hardly be called stable,
requiring him to focus on maintaining a feminine walk – within the confines of
the tight dress.  His brown leather purse hung by its strap from his shoulder. 
Somehow, carrying a purse was even more embarrassing than wearing heels.


Samantha walked
next to him, wearing tan slacks, brown cork-heeled wedges, and a loose white
top.  Her brown leather purse hung from her shoulder as well.  She looked
confident.


“Are you sure we
can’t order this stuff online?” asked Matthew nervously.


“We need it for
Monday; it won’t arrive in time.  Besides, women’s clothes don’t work that
way.”


“You order
online.”


“Sometimes, but
I know my sizes.  We don’t know yours.”


“Can’t we just
measure?” said Matthew.


“Women’s clothes
aren’t like men’s clothes,” said Samantha.  “Men’s clothes are in inches.  What
you see is what you get.  Women’s clothes aren’t like that.  They come in sizes
that don’t mean anything.  Women’s clothes have to be tried on.”


Tried on...


The words echoed
in Matthew’s mind like some sort of ancient curse escaping a mummy’s tomb.  He
was doomed.


“Tried on?”
he said weakly.


“Yes, honey,
tried on.  You’re going to be trying on women’s clothes.”


Matthew weakened. 
His pace slowed.


“We don’t know
your size,” continued Samantha.  “And even if we did, women’s clothes are
nonsense.  No two size zeroes are the same and half the women in the world wear
a size zero.  Nothing is cut the same.  Sometimes, you wonder if they ever
fitted their designs on real women.  Shoes?!  Two pair of heels can look
identical but feel like completely different shoes.  And fitting a bra?  Ha!”


“I already have
a bra,” said Matthew defensively.


Samantha bit her
lip.  She was hoping not to mention to her husband that the bra he had was
actually a little small.  Or maybe his breasts had continued to grow.  She
wasn’t sure, but either way, he needed to go up a cup size.  She didn’t think
telling him was a good idea.


Samantha pointed
to a shoe store.  “I think we start with shoes.”


Matthew
stopped.  “Can we at least get lower heels?  Like the slippers.  Those are
comfortable.”


Samantha chuckled
at the idea that her husband thought of three-inch heels as “low” or
“comfortable.”  She couldn’t humor him though.  The tall heels forced him to
act femininely, which is what they needed.  Besides, she liked seeing him
totter around in them... it turned her on.  So she shook her head.  “You need
the tall heels to help hide your shape.”


“But they’re so
uncomfortable.”


“They’re no more
comfortable when I wear them or Rhonda or any other woman.”


Matthew
blushed.  “But they make me feel so stupidly girly,” he admitted.


“And that is why
you need to wear them.”


Samantha took
her husband’s hand and pulled him into the shoe store.  Matthew had never been
in a women’s shoe store before.  He’d been in generic shoe stores which had
shoes for both men and women, but never a store just for women.  And even in
the mixed-sex stores, he’d steered clear of the women’s section.  This was a
different experience.


Matthew stood at
the doorway.


The smell of
leather wafted to his nose and seemed to envelop him.  Everywhere he looked, he
saw feminine colors.  He saw feminine fabrics and materials.  He saw feminine
shapes.  Stiletto heels.  Chunky heels.  Wide heels.  Flat heels.  Wedge
heels.  He saw platforms.  He saw straps and straps and more straps.  Buckles. 
Bows.  There were boots.  Displays at every turn.  At the register was a young
woman.  At a display was an older man.  Both were well dressed.  The older man
came his way.


“Ladies, come
in,” said the man.


“We’re looking
for something work-appropriate for my friend,” said Samantha, pointing to Matthew.


Matthew shrank. 
He wanted to vanish into the earth.


“Certainly,
certainly,” said the man.  He motioned for them to follow him to a corner of
the store where the shoes largely became more formal:  pumps, slingbacks,
closed toes, though not all.  Some had tall stiletto heels, some had chunky
heels, some had kitten heels.  There were ballet flats and low-heeled dark
wedges too.  “What do you do?”


Matthew
hesitated.  He wanted to say “manager of an auto dealership.”


“She’s a
receptionist,” interjected Samantha.   “She’s my receptionist.”


Matthew withered
with humiliation even as his penis shot up strongly.  How could she tell him he
was a receptionist?!  That he worked for her?!  Fortunately, the denim
dress kept his erection’s presence hidden, though barely.


“Oh, I see.  So
we have more leeway,” said the man pleasantly.


“I’m not your
receptionist,” whispered Matthew as he burned with humiliation.


“Do you know
enough about women’s shoes to tell him what you want?”


Matthew
blushed.  “Well, no.”


“Then how else
are you going to explain me doing the talking?  Me boss, me speak for you.  Now
be a good receptionist and obey.”


Matthew pursed
his lips.


“Besides, you are
my receptionist,” said Samantha smugly.  A flush of power came over her as she
said this.  It felt good.  What’s more, it was exciting.  Her lips were wet.


The man led them
to a central display.  As they went, they walked past numbers of shoes each in
separate smaller displays.  Matthew saw a world of terrible shoes.  He saw tall
heels and taller heels.  He saw instability.  He saw discomfort.  He knew that
these would crush his toes, those would strain his calves, and these... these
might break his ankles.  It was humiliating that he knew this too.  He would
never look at women’s shoes the same way again.  In fact, part of him knew that
he would always judge a woman’s shoes in future by how it would feel to wear
them, and that thought made his penis tingle.


“These are
nice,” said Samantha suddenly.


Matthew looked
up from his distracted state.  His wife had stopped before a pair of tall stiletto
sandals with only a single thin strap over the toes and a single thin ankle
strap held on by an even thinner strap which ran up the back of the heel.  They
looked incredibly unstable.  These looked like too much.  The heel was so tall
and so thin balancing would be incredibly difficult and the strain on his feet
would be incredible.  And how would he keep them on his feet with only the one
thin strap over his toes and the seemingly useless ankle strap?


“Would you like
to try these?” said the man.


Matthew opened
his mouth to refuse, but Samantha cut him off.  “Definitely.”


The man smiled
and moved to a shelf to grab a box of the shoes.  Matthew leaned over this
wife.


“I can’t wear
those,” he whispered.


“You’ll get used
to them.”


“They’re too
high, too narrow.”


“You’ll get used
to them,” she repeated.


“What size?”
asked the man.


Matthew
blushed.  “I’m— I’m not sure.”  He felt like he was exposing himself with his
lack of knowledge.  He glanced toward his wife for help.


“She’s been
wearing a nine,” said Samantha, “but they don’t quite fit right.”


“No problem. 
I’ll measure,” said the man.  He grabbed two boxes and a large silver tablet
Matthew recognized as a measuring device for feet.  The man motioned him to
sit, which he did.  He placed his knees together and tucked his feet femininely
beneath him.  The man set the device before him.  “May I?”


Matthew didn’t
know what the man meant but agreed.  “Sure.”


Before Matthew
realized what was happening, the man grabbed Matthew’s right foot and pulled it
forward.  He pulled off Matthew’s white pump and set it aside, still holding
Matthew’s foot.  His hand was warm and soft.  He then set Matthew’s nylon-covered
foot on the device and read the numbers.


“You were
close,” he told Samantha.


The man opened
one of the boxes, a nine and a half, and pulled out the evil looking shoe.


Matthew cringed.


The man then
took his foot in his palm and slid the shoe over it, sliding Matthew’s toes
through the small strap at the front before slipping the ankle strap around his
ankle.  Then the man ran his fingers gently down the arch of Matthew’s foot,
feeling Matthew’s arch with his fingertips.  This was an intimate gesture and
it made Matthew tingle.  In fact, it sent shockingly erotic waves of warmth
through his foot to his body and it made his penis grow very, very hard.  It
grew so hard, it pushed up the denim skirt, which had become looser when he
sat, causing a small tent to form right in the middle of Matthew’s lap.


He had an
obvious erection!


The man
noticed.  His eyes seemed to grow.  Then his eyebrow rose sharply.  A smile
appeared up his lip.  He looked up at Matthew’s face, locking his eyes on
Matthew’s.


“These are
gorgeous shoes,” said the man.


He had not let
go of Matthew’s foot.  To the contrary, his fingers brushed Matthew’s arch,
causing his erection to throb.  A rhythm was building fast with each throb.  It
felt to Matthew like it might burst any second.  That would be utterly
humiliating!


“I’m sure you’ll
love them,” said the man.  His tone was knowing.  His words didn’t sound it,
but he was saying so much.  Indeed, so much passed between him and Matthew. 
They were sharing a secret, a secret the man relished.  “Any lady
would.”


He winked at
Matthew.


Matthew
shuddered.  He’d never gotten hard at another man’s touch before and the
experience was utterly emasculating.  He’d never felt less manly than he did
right now.  He wanted to flee, only he was terrified to do so.


The rhythm
built.


The man took the
other shoe now from the box and pulled off Matthew’s other pump.  Again, his
fingers danced along Matthew’s sole leaving him throbbing helplessly.  Matthew
had no idea what to do.  All he knew was that he was on the verge of coming as
this man played with his feet and that would be incredibly humiliating!


The rhythm grew
stronger.  His face blushed red.


“Please stop,”
he thought helplessly.  Why was this turning him on?!


The man ran his
fingers along the arch once more.  It tickled, but erotically.  Matthew
struggled not to let a girlish giggle escape his lips.  His penis was throbbing
and throbbing.  He glanced at his wife, hoping she saw none of this.  He
couldn’t meet her eyes to find out though.


Finally, the
man’s hand continued up his foot.  He closed the ankle strap.  Matthew breathed
a sigh of relief as the tickling sensation stopped.  But then the man’s fingers
drifted down along the side of Matthew’s exposed foot on the way back down to
his toes.


Matthew’s penis
gave a giant throb.


A throb from
deep within.


For an instant,
Matthew thought he would come.  He didn’t, thankfully, but it was close, and
then the man rose to his feet once more.  Matthew had escaped that embarrassing
fate, but he suddenly felt guilty.  Had Samantha noticed?  Did the man?  Matthew
wanted to flee.  No, he needed to flee.  But Samantha blocked the path.  And
how would he explain this anyway?


“Try walking in
them,” said Samantha.


Matthew shot to
his feet and took the opportunity to step away.  His penis was still hard and
pressing hard into the denim skirt.  He felt like it was standing out in front
of him like a pole.  He actually wished it was still shrunken and useless at
that moment.  He tottered away from them, hoping it would shrink.  It didn’t. 
If anything, it grew harder.


In all the
excitement, Matthew was so focused on his erection that he didn’t even notice
how hard it was to wear these shoes.  The thin heels made balancing a serious
challenge bringing a constant danger of wobbling.  The thin strap over his toes
offered only the barest support and required his toes to press hard into the
insoles to find grip.  The barely-there ankle straps did almost nothing to keep
the shoes on his feet, almost less than the mules.  Yet, he managed these
things and he managed them well based on instinct.  This realization would
embarrass him later, when his mind was less awash with horniness...
emasculating horniness, but for right now, he managed these impossible shoes as
if he was born in them.


“Now come back,”
said Samantha.


Matthew winced
and reluctantly turned around.  As he turned, he expected to hear laughter at
his erection.  Fortunately, neither said anything.


“I think they
look great,” said Samantha.


Matthew’s
stomach tied in knots.  His wife was thinking of taking these?!  She couldn’t. 
Every time he wore these, he knew he would associate these shoes with this
moment and he would remember the feel of this man’s hands rubbing his feet,
playing with his feet, fondling his feet, and being hard in response. 
He would relive this emasculating moment every single time.  He couldn’t do
that!


“I— I don’t
think I like them,” he said nervously.  His felt the memory of the man’s hand
fondling his feet once more.  His penis throbbed.


“Nonsense,
they’re perfect.”


Matthew shook
his head.  He recalled the man’s hand tickling his sole.  His penis throbbed. 
“I don’t think they fit.”


Samantha folded
her arms.  “They fit fine.”


Matthew shook
his head more vigorously.  “I don’t like them.”


Samantha
furrowed her brow.  “I do.”


“Let’s just take
something else,” said Matthew.  He pointed randomly at two pair of shoes in the
display next to him.  He didn’t even really see what he was pointing at; his
mind was trying desperately not to think of this man’s fingers, not to let
himself come.


“Do you have
another pair of these in silver?” asked Samantha of the man.  She looked agitated.


“Certainly,”
said the man and he walked off to get them.


Samantha stomped
over to her husband.  “You’re embarrassing me,” she said.


“I don’t— I
don’t want these shoes.”


Samantha glared
at him.  She spread her legs authoritatively and folded her arms.  “Why?”


Matthew turned
bright red.  How could he explain?  The man made me hard when he touched me and
I’ll always think of that and feel humiliated?  That would probably make her
want them more!  “I— I just don’t.  I’m not wearing them,” he said and he
embarrassingly stamped his foot.  Somehow, this seemed a natural motion in the
tight skirt and tall heels.


“You’re throwing
a tantrum, Matthew.  Stop it,” said Samantha.


“I’m not wearing
those, ever!”


“Just because
you got hard when he touched you— yes, I saw your erection, Marti.  Just
because you’re embarrassed you got hard is not going to be a good enough reason
to make this all so difficult.  Those shoes are perfect for what we need. 
They’re professional, but will force you to act like a girl.  That is what we
need to keep from being fired.  I’m not letting your embarrassment stand in the
way of that.”


“But honey!”


“The decision is
made.”


“But it’s
embarrassing!”


“Well, next
time, Matthew, try not getting hard when a man touches you.”


Matthew pursed
his lips glared at his wife, but it felt like a child holding his breath. 
What’s more, it felt like a facade to him.  On the inside, she had touched a
nerve and he knew it.


Samantha,
however, was not amused by his response.


She glanced over
her shoulder.  The man was crouched down getting the box of silver sandals and
wasn’t looking her way.  She leaned in closer to her husband.  “If you don’t
get control over yourself in a moment and stop fighting me, I’ll put you over
my lap right here, right now.  Now behave, little girl.”


He came.


There was
nothing he could do to stop it.  At being called “little girl,” his penis gave
a giant throb, and this time it burst.  His face contorted.  He shuddered
twice.  His panties filled.


Samantha’s
eyebrow shot up.  “Did you—  did you seriously just come?”


Matthew blushed
bright red.


“Seriously? 
Does this turn you on?  Do you want me to spank you?” she asked
incredulously.


The man came
back in that moment, so their conversation necessarily halted.  Matthew,
however, saw Samantha laughing in her eyes.  A smug look came over her too.  It
was clear that somehow, she had just taken more power over him.  Somehow, he
was weaker now.


“We’ll take
them,” said Samantha.


Matthew shrank
helplessly.


“We’ll take the
two he pointed at,” she added smugly.  “He’ll wear the ones he’s wearing
out of the store.”


Matthew wanted
to vanish.  He could say nothing.

















Chapter Four: “New Bras”
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In some ways,
several lines had been crossed in the shoe store.  Up until this point, Matthew
had seen himself as a man.  He had seen himself as the man, in fact.  He
was the boss at work.  He was the dominant partner at home.  Yes, there was the
whole feminization thing and the whole “technically” demoted thing, but those
were mere details to him and they were temporary.  Nothing had fundamentally
changed:  he was in charge.


Suddenly, he
felt he wasn’t.


The way his wife
had taken charge and had treated him like a little girl was shocking,
disarming.  It flipped their places and stripped him of the certainty that had
maintained his status up to now.  For the first time, he felt intimidated by
his wife.  He was now only her equal... or perhaps less.  This was unsettling.


Things had
changed for Samantha too.


Up to now, she
also had still viewed Matthew as in charge.  He was a more senior manager at
work.  At home, he dominated everything.  His decisions were final.  Hers
needed approval.  There had been some changes at the edges because of all of
this, but mainly it had been minor liberties taken.  The occasional tease.  She
had enjoyed it, but saw it as temporary.  He was still the man.  That
moment in the shoe store was the first time she had taken charge and actually expected
him to obey.  This was the first time she had asserted authority over him, and
expected it respected.  This was an internal thing too.  She didn’t want to be
obeyed and respected... she expected it.  This was also the first time she had
openly asserted his reduced status as a basis for his obedience.


What’s more, she
liked it.
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They were in the
department store now, looking at dresses.  Neither had spoken since they left
the shoe store, but Matthew could tell that his wife seemed larger, swelled
with strength.  He felt smaller.  Of course, it didn’t help that he was struggling
with the new heels too; in the shoe store, he had walked on instinct alone, now
he was conscious of them, and it was surprising how much harder it was to
balance on these narrow heels than the platforms he had been wearing.  The ankle
straps weren’t much help either and the little strap over his toes was not
enough; it was as thin as a noodle and offered almost nothing in the way of
support.  These sandals were actually much harder to walk in than the mules he
had been wearing.  These heels called for delicate balancing.


The dress
department was awash in dresses.  There were racks of dresses.  Dresses hung
from the walls.  They were on display mannequins at every turn.  There were
short dresses, long dresses and everything in between.  Floral patterns. 
Prints.  Textures.  Cottons.  Silks.  More than Matthew knew existed.  It was
genuinely overwhelming.


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


“You wouldn’t
happen to have a tape measure, would you?” asked Samantha.


The young woman
nodded and grabbed a tape measure from a drawer.  She handed it to Samantha and
told her she would be available if they needed help.  Samantha thanked her and
then started measuring Matthew.  She began by slipping the tape measure around
his chest, over his breasts.  She noted the number on the tape measure.  His
chest was up several inches from where he had always been.  His breasts were
real now, that was for sure.  He definitely needed a bra with larger cups.


“I want to get
some pants,” he said.


“No pants,” said
Samantha.


“Why not?”


“I told you.” 
She slipped the tape measure around his waist.  “You need the tight skirts to
control your motions.”


He pursed his
lips.


“Don’t look at
me like that, honey.  If you’d tried harder to learn your lessons, this
wouldn’t be necessary.  But you want to keep trying to act like a man even
though you’re supposed to be a girl.”


“I am a man,” he
protested.


She noted the
measure again.  His waist was down three inches somehow from what he normally
wore.  That was strange.  She put it off to diet though.  He hadn’t been eating
regularly.


She looked him
in the eye with an amused look in her eye, which made his nipples rise.  “A
man, huh?”


Matthew
blushed.  “I’m still a man.”


“I know, honey,”
she said sympathetically, though this felt to him like placation.


Samantha slipped
the tape measure around his hips and rear.  His rear had gotten really rather
soft of late, she had noticed.  It was almost feminine in its appearance, she
thought.  And the number she recorded seemed to back that up.  His hips and
rear were several inches larger than they normally were.  In fact, all told,
she noticed that he was only an inch or two off here or there from having a
feminine hourglass shape.  That wasn’t at all what his shape was like before. 
The pills had had a far broader effect on him than she had realized.  Right
now, he was essentially a shemale with the body of a woman but with a
penis.  The idea made her giggle actually.


“What?” asked
Matthew.


“Oh, nothing.”


“I still want
pants,” continued Matthew again.


“Receptionists
don’t wear pants anyway.  Have you ever seen Rhonda in pants?” she asked.


“Sometimes.”


“Well, you don’t
have her figure,” said Samantha, though she thought, with these measurements,
he was surprisingly close.  “Let’s find you something.”  Samantha started
looking through the racks of dresses.


Matthew followed
behind like an unhappy child.


“We want
something long and restrictive,” said Samantha.


“Or short and
loose,” countered Matthew sourly.


“Ok, I’ll throw
in a miniskirt,” chuckled Samantha.


Matthew
blushed.  He hoped she wasn’t serious.


They continued
along.  Samantha started pulling out dresses and skirts.  Matthew folded his
arms and stood back, refusing to help.  He’d learned at the shoes store that
anything he pointed at might become a purchase, so he said nothing. 
Unfortunately, that didn’t seem to help any:  as Samantha moved down the rack,
she found several items to her liking... many.  How many dresses did she expect
him to buy?  He was going to be a man again soon, after all; he had stopped the
pills!


“Let’s try these
on,” said Samantha.


“Here?”


“Yes, honey, here.”


Samantha took
her husband’s hand and led him to the changing rooms, where the clerk unlocked
the door.  She hung the items she had collected on the hooks on the wall and
turned to leave.


“Get naked. 
I’ll join you in a second,” she said.


Matthew watched
her leave and close the door.  He turned to his image in the mirror and
sighed.  How had things come to this?  All he did was take some pills and now
suddenly he was trying on dresses in a women’s store, dresses he would wear to
work so his former receptionist could boss him around?  This was insane.  How
was he going to get out of this?


He put his hands
on either side of his breasts and squeezed them upwards.  His breasts bulged. 
They looked huge and the cleavage was deep.  If he’d seen this on a woman, he
would have been hard in a moment.


“When are these
going to go away?”


He sighed
again.  Then he started unbuttoning the large golden buttons on the front of
his denim dress.  There were about a dozen buttons spanning from near his
throat to just below his knees.  He got the last unbuttoned and pulled the
dress open just as Samantha returned.  She was holding two bras.


“What are
those?” asked Matthew pensively.


“Bras.”


“I have a bra. 
“Yes, you have, ‘a’ bra.  You need more than one.  Bras get sweaty, which means
they get dirty and need to be cleaned.  Also, when you wear them too much, they
stretch out.  That’s why you need several.  These will help you rotate your
collection.”


Matthew glanced
at the bras.  He did not want a “collection” of bras.  He didn’t want anything
as decorative as these either; decorative felt like an acceptance of
femininity.  He may be trapped playing the part of a woman, but he wasn’t going
to embrace it.


“Couldn’t you
find anything more plain?” he asked.


Samantha looked
at the two bras.  One was a bright pink with lacy cups and a flowery design. 
The other was flesh colored, but the fabric was sheer and intricate.  Both were
delicate and decorative.  Both the flesh-colored bra and the pink bra had
push-up designs and low-cut cups which would put her husband’s nipples in
danger of popping out at the slightest provocation.  She had chosen both
intentionally for the simple reason that she wanted to emasculate him.  She
wanted to make him feminine and pretty and helpless.  She wanted him to worry
about his nipples.  She wanted to toy with them when they did.  This desire had
been there for some time she realized, but she had been cautious about
embracing it.  Flush with the dominance she felt from the shoe store, she had
decided to let herself have a little more fun with this.  Her husband had
breasts and she was going to enjoy them!


“These are
perfect,” she said.


“But—”


“Take off your
bra and we’ll see how they fit.”


Matthew blushed
bright red, but did as he was told.  It still embarrassed him that his wife
knew he wore a bra, much less that she would help him fit one.  Either way, a
moment later, she had slipped the pink bra around his torso and closed it in
the back.  Matthew looked down with embarrassment as his wife slipped her hands
inside the cups and adjusted his breasts to fit.  When she pulled her hand
away, he noticed first, that his breasts looked HUGE, like melons! 
Secondly, his nipples sat so close to the edge of the cups that if he moved too
quickly, he was sure they would pop out atop the cups and stand on their own.


He gasped.  “I
can’t wear these!”


Samantha moved
in behind him, pressing her body against his, running one arm around his belly
and running the fingers on her other hand up his bra straps, before bringing
them back down and tracing the cup lines.  His nipples throbbed with her
nearby, teasing touch.


Matthew
shuddered.  “I really can’t wear these.”


“Why not?”
purred Samantha.  She kissed the nape of his neck.


“My— my
nipples.”


“What about
them?”


“What if they pop
out?”


“Then you get a
little charge,” she said breathlessly and she slid her other hand down his
body, inside his panties and shook his little erection.  She giggled.  “You’re
wet... ‘little girl’,” she said repeated, referencing the shoe store comment which
had made him come.


His penis
throbbed.


She started
stroking him.  “Think of how exciting it will be.  There you are at work,
trying to be a good girl, moving like a good girl, trying so hard not to get
too excited.  But you can’t do it, and your little nipples pop up and now
they’re rubbing against your girly blouse.  Think of all the little thrills
that will pulse through you, turning you on, making you writhe on the inside.”


Samantha
giggled, thinking of her embarrassed husband fleeing to the restroom – no,
begging Rhonda for permission to flee to the restroom – so he could readjust
his breasts to stop the thrilling electric tingles firing his erection.  She
was so very wet thinking about this.


Matthew was
turned on too, though he was too embarrassed to admit it.  He didn’t need to
admit it though for his wife to know.  His penis was rock hard in her hand and
throbbing.  She was stroking it and watching her husband perform against his
will in the mirror as his body writhed, sliding against hers, responding to her
hands as she fingered his nipple and toyed with his dick.  His chest was
heaving.  His penis tented out the wet panties and was throbbing in her hand.


“Does this
excite you?” she asked.  “When I play with your nipples?”


Absolutely!  But
he could never admit that.  It was too emasculating.  So he shook his head.


“Should I stop
then?”


Make her stop,
screamed something in his brain!  But he couldn’t.  He shook his head.  He
wanted this too much.


She smiled like
a shark.  “So it does excite you... your girly little nipples popping up... and
me playing with them?”  She was breathing hard now herself.  Her own nipples
were erect.  Her lips were very, very wet.  This was incredibly exciting to
play her husband like an instrument to use his nipples to get him off.


Matthew
shuddered at her words, but didn’t respond except for a weak attempt at shaking
his head.


“Tell me
then...  tell me to play with your nipples.”


Matthew
withered.  He didn’t know if he could do that.  He shook his head.


She kissed him
again on the nape of the neck and tickled the underside of his shaft with her
fingers, making him shudder so hard he almost collapsed.  “Tell me.  Say, ‘play
with my nipples’.”


Matthew
trembled.  His body was on fire.  He was throbbing deep within.  His penis was
throbbing.  His nipples were so hard they almost hurt.  Her fingers were
driving him insane.  He needed this.


“Play— play with
my nipples,” he said.


Samantha smiled
warmly to herself.  This turned her on so much it was crazy.  To have such
control was amazing!  “Say please.”


“Pl— please play
with my nipples.”


She kissed him
once more.  “Good girl,” she purred.


He exploded a
second later.
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They were home
again.  Matthew collapsed on the bed.  He was exhausted.


“My feet are
killing me,” he moaned.


“Those are
definitely challenging shoes,” said Samantha.


Matthew nodded
his head.  They were.  They were so difficult to wear.  Not only were the heels
the highest he had, but they were also the thinnest and they provided no
support.  He wished Samantha hadn’t chosen them, but he understood why she
did... at least, he understood the reasoning she gave.  He suspected she just
liked seeing him totter.


“It’s payback
for being a man and not needing to wear heels,” he told himself.


Of course,
wearing the tight dress didn’t help either with walking through the mall.  The denim
dress kept his feet very close together, making him take these delicate little
steps that made him feel like he never got anywhere and making him take far
more steps to achieve the same distance.  Frankly, that made him feel
powerless, like anyone around him could suddenly swoop in and do anything to
him.  He felt the same at the dealership.  And the combination of the unstable
heels and the tight dresses and skirts made him feel very vulnerable.


Samantha
certainly knew how to keep him insecure.


“I can’t wait
for all of this to end,” he said.


He snuck a feel
of his breast to see if it had gotten any smaller.  It hadn’t.


“It will,” he
told himself.


“All right,”
said Samantha as she set several shopping bags on the bed.  “Let’s try on what
we bought today.”


“Do we have to?”


“Yes, honey.”


Samantha started
unloading the bags onto the bed.  Because of the way things went at the shoe
store first and then at the department store, Matthew hadn’t actually tried on
most of what they bought.  In fact, he wasn’t even sure what all they had
bought, especially in the shoe store where his wife had bought the two pair of
shoes he’d pointed to in an effort to escape the shoes on his feet, even as he
never truly saw what he was pointing at.


Samantha pulled
the shoe boxes from the bag.  She peeked inside one and then another.


“You made some
interesting choices,” she giggled.


She pulled the
first shoe from the box.  This was another mule.  It was a high-heeled mule with
a platform.  Worse, it was a very high-heeled mule with a platform.  The
platform was perhaps an inch, perhaps more, and the heel was six inches. 
What’s more, the heel was shaped.  It looked square and wide at the bottom, but
each corner curved inward as it swept up before expanding again right before
the sole.  It was artistic, to say the least.  It was pastel blue.


“You’re going to
look cute in these,” said Samantha.


Matthew
shuddered.


Then came the
other shoe.  Matthew’s jaw dropped when he saw these.  These were pink.  They
were fuzzy too.  These were high-heeled stiletto mules with wide open fronts
and fuzzy pink uppers.  These were not professional shoes.


“I can’t wear
those to work!” gasped Matthew.


Samantha
giggled.  “No, not really.  But you can wear them around the house.”


Matthew
blushed.  “I have shoes for around the house,” he said meaning the mid-heeled
slides.


“Now you have
these.”


Samantha didn’t
wait for a response.  She began pulling the other items out of the other bags. 
This included the two low-cut bras, some panties, some stockings some skirts
and two dresses.  The first dress was made of a thin mint-colored cotton
material and was decorated with a floral print.  It had a V-neck color that
would stop just high enough for him to wear the low-cut bra beneath without it
showing; his current bra would show – not that she intended to let him keep it
as it was too small now.  The sleeves of the dress were capped and the hem
stopped mid-thigh.  The dress was skin tight.


“Try this on,”
she said.


The black dress,
she stuck to one side.


Matthew took the
mint dress and ran its silky cloth through his fingers.  It was very thin and
light, not the kind of thing men’s clothes were ever made of.  That made him
nervous.  It seemed far more inconsequential than any of the skirts he’d worn
so far too.  Would his panties be visible through this?  Would his penis?  He
cringed at the thought of the look on Rhonda’s face when she saw his erection.


“This is really
small,” said Matthew.


“It will
stretch.”


“I think it’s
too small.”


“Try it on,
honey,” said Samantha.


Matthew sighed
but did as he was told.  He needed new clothes, he knew that, and he wasn’t
anxious to go shopping for more.  So he hoped this would be good enough, even
though it seemed too thin and too small to wear.  Matthew unbuttoned the denim
dress all the way down his front.  He left the stiletto sandals on his feet –
this was easier than trying to take them off while he wore the tight denim
dress.  As he pulled off the dress, his panties and his bra came into view.  He
removed the bra first, letting his breasts hang freely on his chest.  He felt
the tug of gravity as it pulled these increasingly weighty globes downward. 
They were round now, globes, like feminine breasts.


That was
embarrassing.


Matthew pulled
off the panties next.  He was now naked except for the stiletto sandals, and of
course his makeup.  He started toward his lingerie drawer, but his wife stopped
him.


“Get a g-string,”
she said.


“A g-string?”


“It won’t show
panty lines in a tight dress.”


Matthew pulled
out a g-string and stared at it.  He hadn’t worn one yet.  It looked... small. 
He slipped his legs through the panty and pulled it up into place.  The front
triangle did little to contain his penis.  The rear went up his crack and felt
really strange.


Samantha
chuckled to herself.  This wasn’t going to work, clearly.  The g-string would
never keep an erection from showing.  Fortunately, there were other things she
could try.  The g-string worked for now though.  In fact, it looked cute to see
his penis fight against the triangle and watching him walk uncomfortably as the
string pulled against his crack.


Matthew unzipped
the dress in the back.  He held it out and he slipped his feet through the open
top.  He could not have balanced on one foot in those stilettos a week ago!  He
pulled the dress up into place.  Actually, he yanked it into place and then
worked it until it sat right.  The dress was skintight.


Samantha stared
at her husband in shock.


This thin,
skintight dress hugged every curve on his body and there were a surprising lot
of them.  From his rounded thighs to his wide hips to his round, jiggly bottom,
to his narrow waist to his expanding chest and his curvy, globe-like breasts,
he looked like a woman.  Not just any woman either, but an attractive, curvy
woman!  Adding to this, his nipples poked up the dress like only women’s
nipples could.  His legs were hairless and smooth and held in a feminine shape
and pose by the heels.  His fingernails and toenails were dark red and starting
to show feminine shapes.  Even his face was made up.


He looked
like a woman!


She became
rather wet.  “It— uh, looks good,” she said.  In her head though, she was
fantasizing about throwing him on the bed and making love to him.  She even
noticed his small but stiff penis jutting out the dress at his crotch and
thought about riding it, uselessly small though it was.


“This feels so
small,” he said nervously.  He felt so exposed, so insecure.


“That’s what
women wear.”


“Does it hide
everything?” he asked.


Samantha glanced
at his visible erection and his visible nipples.  A good bra and some stiff
panties would cover those.  “Yes,” she said not-entirely-truthfully.  She was
too excited to be fair at the moment.  She liked the dress on him.  It was sexy. 
And the idea that he was her husband brought a kinky rush.


Matthew ran his
fingers over the material.  He still wasn’t sure.  “It’s so tight.  So thin.”


“That’s how
women dress,” said Samantha again.  “That’s how you’re going to dress,”
she added in her head.


She rose from
the bed and came to her husband.  She wrapped her hands around his waist and
started kissing him.  She brought her right hand up and started manhandling his
breast.  Her other hand started squeezing his erection through the dress.


“You look fine,”
she purred.

















Chapter Five: “Coffee”
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It was Monday
morning right before opening.


Matthew stood
before Rhonda by the reception desk.  He was wearing the new mint-floral dress
and the new silver stiletto sandals, they were exactly like the terrible black stiletto
sandals.  She wore a white sweater with a flowing, pleated mid-calf skirt.  The
skirt was brown, as were her tall peep-toed pumps.  She held a coffee cup.  She
was smirking.


“This must be
your wife’s doing,” she said as she brushed his dress with her fingers.


Matthew blushed.


“I like it.” 
She looked down at his shoes and giggled.  “Those don’t look comfortable
though.”  She smirked.  “You know, I never thought of you as a ‘heels’ kind of
girl when you were Matthew.  Who knew?”


Matthew shrank.


“So, let’s talk
about today.  This morning, when everyone gets here, you’re going to get them
coffee.  Wouldn’t they be surprised if they knew it was you serving them?” she
giggled.  “Then I’ve got a couple projects for you.  You’ll spend most of the
day sitting here though, at the reception desk.  If you want to leave, you need
to ask my permission.  Understood?”


“Yeah.”


“Yes, Miss
Rhonda.”


“Yes, Miss
Rhonda,” said Matthew unhappily.  He shuddered being so submissive.


“Good.  But
don’t forget to call me ‘Ma’am’ when other people around.  Calling me ‘Miss
Rhonda’ might sound wrong to them.”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


“Good bossy.  If
I give you an order today, you follow it.  Don’t do anything without checking
with me first.  Be respectful at all times.  Remember, you represent this
department now,” she said, echoing something Matthew once told her.


“Yes, Miss
Rhonda.”


“Any questions?”


Matthew
blushed.  “No.”


“No, Miss
Rhonda.”


“No, Miss
Rhonda.”


She waved her
finger at him.  “Don’t you forget.  I won’t think twice about punishing you if
you don’t do exactly what I’ve told you.”


Matthew cringed
at the word “punish.”  What did that mean?!


“Now, there’s
one more thing,” continued Rhonda with a sly smile upon her lips.  “Not that I
think you’ve been a bad boss, but there is one little bit of payback I owe
you.”  She laughed.  Then she held out her coffee cup and she tipped it on its
side, spilling part of her coffee to the floor.


Matthew glanced
down at the mess.  He knew exactly what this was.  He also knew it was going to
be so incredibly difficult and so very humiliating to get down on his knees and
clean this.  He looked up and saw Rhonda smirking.  She sipped from what
remained in her cup.


“Clean up, aisle
you,” she said with a snicker.


Matthew blushed
bright red.  Something inside him wanted to tell her to stick it, to tell her he
wasn’t going to clean this up.  But his defiance withered on the vine as his
brain reminded him that he had no choice in the matter.


“Yes, Miss
Rhonda,” he said meekly.


Matthew tottered
to the reception desk.  He opened the side drawer down below the desktop
itself.  From it, he pulled out paper towels and a cleaner.  He tottered back
to Rhonda.  Then he steadied himself against the reception desk as he
cautiously lowered himself to his knees.  The dress was so tight this was
incredibly difficult, and the tall heels made finding purchase against the
floor tile difficult.  He did it though.  He lowered himself until he was on
his knees before his secretary.


“Poor Marti,
always on her knees,” sighed Rhonda with faux exasperation.


Matthew
blushed.  He then took the paper towels and used several to wipe up the spilled
coffee.  To do this, he needed to lean forward on one wrist.  This,
unfortunately, caused an uneven pressure to build throughout his skirt and he
needed to raise his feet slightly off the ground behind him to balance
himself.  This put him in an exaggerated feminine pose most often reserved for
pin-ups.  What was worse, his nipples slipped out of the low-cut bra and
pressed visibly into his dress.  He knew they would show when he stood back up
too.


This was
embarrassing.


It got worse.


As Matthew
wiped, two of the salesmen walked past.  They came through the door behind
Matthew and stopped to admire his rear as they did.  What were they thinking? 
Did they see his panty lines?  His heart was racing with fear and humiliation,
it beat so loudly in his ears.  His penis started to grow!  Then, just as
Matthew thought he could take no more, one winked to the other and they moved
on.


Rhonda laughed
once they were out of earshot.  “That must have been embarrassing.”


He blushed
bright red.


Rhonda smirked
and crouched down close to his ear.  “Now you know how I felt.”


Matthew
shuddered as he indeed recalled standing there a little too long looking at
Rhonda’s rear as she was on her knees in a similar pose cleaning up the spilled
coffee in her own tight dress and overly tall heels.


Suddenly,
Matthew heard the sound of heels approaching.  He knew whose these were too. 
Much to his embarrassment, he had become quite an expert in the sound of heels
these past few days and these were tall, sharp stilettos of the type favored by
his wife:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  He braced for
more embarrassment.


“You two are
keeping busy,” chuckled Samantha as she came to them.


“Someone made a
mess,” said Rhonda.  She sipped her coffee from the cup.


Samantha came to
a stop right at the edge of what her husband was cleaning, giving him a good
view of her feet, shoes and calves.  He did not look up.  Rhonda’s feet were
also in view.


“You two seem to
have this well in hand,” said Samantha.


“The beauty of
delegation,” said Rhonda.


Samantha
laughed.  “Isn’t that the truth?”


“Actually, it’s
really nice to have help.”


“I’m sure.”


“And Marti has
been tremendous help.”


Samantha
smirked.  “I’m glad.  I wish Matthew would help out more around the house like
Marti does here.”


Rhonda raised an
eyebrow.  “Matthew doesn’t help?”


Samantha
shrugged her shoulders.  “He’s a man.  Unless you make him, he doesn’t do much.”


“You should make
him then.”


Samantha
laughed.  “You think so?”  She looked down at her husband on his knees spraying
the spot where the coffee had landed with the cleaner.  “What do you think,
Marti?  Should I make my husband clean the house for me?”


Matthew shrank
even smaller.  He knew both women were teasing him even as both thought the
other didn’t know it; he knew it though.  Making this all the worse, his field
of vision was literally their high-heel-encased feet.  This made him feel so
submissive.


He grunted in
response.


“I’d take that
as a ‘yes’,” said Rhonda.  “You should buy him one of those French Maid
costumes and make him prance around in it while he cleans.”


Samantha burst
out laughing.  “Could you imagine?!”


Both women
laughed.


Samantha glanced
at her watch.  “Well, I’m late for a meeting.  Later, ladies!”  She turned and
walked off:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  Matthew could only
cringe at what she must be thinking seeing him like this.  He wiped up the
cleaner with a paper towel.


“Do you know
what?” said Rhonda.  “I have another mission for you.”


Matthew looked
up at her.  “Mission?”


She took the
paper towels and cleaner from him and set them on the reception desk.  “Yes, a mission. 
Since you obviously don’t pull your own weight at home, I think it’s time for
that to change.”


Matthew froze. 
“W— what?”


“I want you to
go home tonight and tell your wife that you want to start helping out around
the house.”


All the blood
fled Matthew’s face.  “Do— do what?”


“I want you to
tell your wife that you’re taking over all of the housework from now on.”


“You’re
kidding?!”


“Nope.”


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  “How am I supposed to do that?”


Rhonda shrugged
her shoulders.  “Just tell her.  Tell her you love housework.  Tell her she
works so hard you want to help her out.  Tell her being a little sissy girl has
taught you how bad you’ve been and you want to make amends.  Tell her you’re a
sissy maid at heart.  I don’t care.  Just take over all the housework duties.”


Matthew glared
at her.  “I may have to work for you, but not after hours.”


Rhonda smirked.
“I beg to differ.”


Matthew furrowed
his brow even deeper.  This was insane.  “You expect me to tell my wife I want
to take over all the housekeeping duties?”


“Yeah,” she
said.


“You’re nuts,” he
said.


“I’m nuts, Miss
Rhonda.”


She had made her
point.


Matthew clenched
his teeth and pursed his lips.  He struggled not to tell her off.  The problem
was, blackmail has no off-hours; she had the power to demand anything, and he
knew it.


Rhonda held out
her hand to help him up.  Matthew took it to steady himself and pulled himself
to his feet.  It was difficult and embarrassing and an excellent reminder of
his loss of power at the present.  He ran his tongue over his lips nervously.


“All— all
right,” he said.


“And don’t think
you can get out of this,” she added.  “For one thing, girls talk.  I’ll find
out, and I will punish you if you disobey me.”  There was that word again, it
made Matthew feel funny on the inside.  “For another, I want selfies.”


“Selfies?!”
gasped Matthew.


“Selfies.  I
want you to sneak a selfie of you doing every single thing you do... sweeping,
dusting, laundry, all of it.  And I want them in real time.  And I want
Samantha in the images so I know she saw you do it all.”


“You can’t be serious!”


Rhonda smirked. 
She was serious.


Matthew cringed.

















Chapter Six: “You Want
To Do What?”
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Samantha smirked
as she drove them home that night.  Matthew could tell there was something she
wanted to say, but she wasn’t quite sure she should say it.  This made Matthew
feel very small as his mind went through a list of things that might be too
embarrassing for her to say outright.  He shrank in his seat waiting for this
humiliating shoe to drop.


“How was your
day?” she finally asked.


“Fine.”


“You and Rhonda
seem to be getting along,” she said.  Her smirk grew.  She seemed to be stifling
a giggle.


“Yeah, we’re
fine,” said Matthew unhappily.  He felt smaller and smaller with each aborted
giggle.


“I thought you
might struggle taking orders from her, seeing as how you were her boss.”


“Am.  Am
her boss.”


Samantha’s face
glowed bright red.  She was on the verge of bursting out in laughter.  This was
clearly very funny to her.  Matthew shrank further.  “Not at the moment.”


“I’m still her
boss.”


“Right now, you’re
a receptionist, honey.  You’re no one’s boss.”


“I’m a manager
until Ericson says otherwise.”


Samantha glanced
at him out of the corner of her eye.  Her nipples poked through her blouse. 
Matthew knew she was wet.  This was so embarrassing.  Worse, that embarrassment
made him hard.


“Uh huh,” she
said by way of “yeah right.”


He felt very
self-conscious.  He knew he should let the matter drop.  His wife was
technically right and fighting that would only add to his embarrassment, but he
struggled with his ego to accept that he had really been demoted.  He had to
say something... “Ericson never said I wasn’t a manager anymore.”


“Most managers
don’t take orders from receptionists, honey,” said Samantha with barely
contained glee or something similar.  She felt giddy actually.  The idea of
being so far above her husband right now made her feel so powerful, especially
after letting him be boss for so long.  The fact his nipples were hard made
this even funnier.  Did it turn him on to be dominated?


“I don’t ‘take
orders’ from her,” countered Matthew untruthfully.


“That’s good,”
said Samantha dismissively.  Her lips formed into an enormous smirk.  “You looked
good on your knees, honey,” she giggled.


Matthew’s penis
lurched forward in a mini-orgasm beneath his dress.  His panties filled with hot
come.  “Someone had to clean it,” he grumbled as his face turned bright red.


“Well, you did a
good job.”  Her tone was condescending yet giggly.


Matthew shrank
even more.


They pulled into
the garage.  Samantha grabbed her purse and climbed out.  Matthew did the
same.  Both “ladies” walked into the house, the sound of their heels creating a
cacophony of femininity as they crossed the concrete of the garage and then the
hardwood of the kitchen.


“Are you still
getting your little erections?” asked Samantha.


Matthew
shuddered with humiliation at the question.  This was such a personal,
embarrassing, emasculating topic and she had tossed this out as easily as if
she were asking what he wanted for dinner.  This highlighted the true power
difference between them now:  she was free to do as she pleased, he was a
prisoner of his insecurities.  And why did she need to call them “little,” he
asked himself weakly.


“Yes,” he said
blushing.  As he did, it started to grow hard.


“Is it still getting
bigger?”


Matthew
shuddered even more:  how easily she treated his shrunken penis like any old
topic of conversation!  It was embarrassing enough that she knew it had
shrunk.  To talk about it so easily made his embarrassment so much worse.  She
knew though, so there was no point in hiding it.


“Yes,” he said
meekly.  This was true.  Indeed, now that he’d stopped taking the pills, not
only was he getting hard again, but he’d noticed that his penis had started to
get larger once more.  It was still short, perhaps an inch... or really maybe
two... but it was bigger.


“Is it really?”
purred Samantha.


She wrapped her
hands around his hips and leaned in to kiss him.  As she did, she slipped one
hand over his crotch and felt his erection.  “I wonder if it’s big enough to be
useful yet?”


Matthew shrank. 
He knew it wasn’t.  It would not satisfy her.  In fact, right now, it was
rather an annoying thing.  It was just large enough to make hiding it difficult
in the dresses, but not hard enough to satisfy his wife, which made him feel
entirely inadequate.  It was almost better, he thought, when he had no
recognizable dick than it was to be in this state of being a pretend man.


She felt it with
her hand.  “Hmm,” she said uncertainly.


“What?”


“It still seems
small.  Are you sure it’s getting bigger?”


“Yes,” said
Matthew defensively.


A horny smirk
appeared in his wife’s eye.  “Maybe we should see how big we can get it?”


Matthew pulled
away.  He wanted to come and he knew his wife would let him come, but he wasn’t
big enough for her to let him enter her – which would add to his feelings of
emasculation – and he wasn’t sure he could deal with the embarrassment of
seeing her fingers dwarf his manhood.  On the other hand, the thought of seeing
his penis so tiny, smaller than his wife’s fingers, somehow aroused him highly
in a masochistic sort of way, and he started becoming very, very horny, so
horny he knew he would give in.


That raised the
other problem, however:  Rhonda.


It was clear
that Samantha was horny and wanted to play, but that would likely take the
entire night.  Yet, Rhonda had given him a mission.  He needed to do the
housework as Rhonda had ordered or who knew what she would do to him the next
day?  The word “punish” hung heavily on his thoughts.  That meant he needed to
do the housework before playing with his wife.  Would she accept that though? 
And how was he going to ask to do the housework anyways?


He did have a
plan.


“I was
thinking,” he said.  “We have a lot of chores we haven’t done the past few
days.”  This was true.  When this first started, Samantha had made Matthew do
the chores under the guise of teaching him to be Marti, but the past few days
she had let all of that slip.  She had even reverted to doing much of it
herself, when they did the housework.  What he needed to ask now was going to
be a shock.


“And?”


“I was thinking
that we should do those first,” he continued cautiously.


“Do chores
instead of have sex?” she asked incredulously.  “This is a first!”


He blushed.  “I’d
just like to get them done so they aren’t hanging over us.”


Samantha pulled
off her heels and chuckled cynically.  “I’m not really in the mood to do
chores.”


Here came the
part Matthew dreaded.  “That’s all right... I’ll do them all.”


Samantha raised
an eyebrow.  “You’ll do them?”


“Yes.”


“Let me get this
straight.  You’re volunteering to do all the chores?”


Matthew was
bright red and rock hard with shame.  He was so hard his panties had failed and
his erection visibly tented up the skin-tight dress.  Samantha’s smirk made
this worse.


“Yeah,” he said
softly.


“Instead of
sex.”


“Yeah.”


“Wow.  I should
have put you under Rhonda’s thumb a long time ago,” she laughed.  “Put a man on
his knees and suddenly he’s all about doing housework.  Who knew?”


Matthew bit his
lip.  The humiliation of this was making him tremble with weakness and
arousal.  His penis was throbbing.  “I— I just figure, I know how hard it is to
be a manager.  You’re working hard all day.  I figured I would give you a break
and do the housework,” said Matthew.


This was the speech
Matthew had prepared.  He figured it would flatter his wife and play into
whatever was turning her on about his demotion.  That, in turn, would keep her
from asking too many questions.


It worked...
perhaps too well.


Samantha
laughed.  “All right, my little receptionist husband.  You want to be the maid? 
I accept.”  She smirked.  “But you’re not getting out of your other duties.” 
She meant her plan to have sex with him later.


“No, Ma’am,” he
said before he even realized it.


Samantha flushed
with power at that word.  “‘Ma’am’?  I like that.”


Matthew shrank
even more.  This was going far worse than he had expected.
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Matthew took the
broom from the closet.  He had grabbed his phone surreptitiously as Samantha
poured herself a wine.  He set the camera to selfie mode and prepared to snap a
picture of himself with the broom.  As he did, however, it suddenly occurred to
him that he was still wearing the tight dress and heels.  If he sent this photo
to Rhonda, she would know he had done the housework dressed as Marti.  That
would be really humiliating!  He needed to change.


But into
what?


This was
suddenly an issue, he realized.


Samantha
insisted that he remain dressed as “Marti,” even at home.  In fact, she had
slowly started building an entire wardrobe of feminine clothes for him with the
idea of training him.  Even when it was bedtime, Samantha had him wearing
lingerie and the mid-heeled slides.  The last thing he wanted Rhonda to know
was that he dressed like a woman at home too apart from his “Marti” work
clothes.  So he would need to change back into his own clothes, men’s clothes. 
But that would cause problems with Samantha.  At the very least, it would lead
to her demanding an explanation, an explanation he did not have.


So what to do?


Maybe the best
thing, he thought, was to take the selfies in his work clothes and just tell Rhonda
that he did the work before he changed.  That made sense, didn’t it?  Got home,
got it out of the way... nothing wrong with that, right?  Then she wouldn’t
know what he really wore at home and there wouldn’t be any problems with
Samantha either.


That would work,
he decided.


It would.


He wasn’t happy
about it though.  He would rather just toss on jeans and a sweat shirt.  But
that wasn’t going to work.  He sighed.  Why did it seem that every step he took
dragged him further into the clutches of femininity?


He felt
conflicted about doing this, but what choice did he have?


“Just do it,” he
told himself.  “Besides, it’s not like she hasn’t seen ‘Marti’ already.  How can
this be worse?”


He held up the
broom and took the selfie.  Then he went to sweep the floor.
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“I like this new
you,” giggled Samantha as she rose to her feet.  She had been sitting on the
couch reading some reports from work and watching her husband do the dusting.


Matthew
blushed.  “I’m just trying to help out,” he said, trying not to let his
embarrassment show.


“Oh, I know, but
it’s nice.  You never helped out before.”  She kissed him on the forehead.  “You’re
a maid, honey.”  She started toward the bedroom.  “Finish up and then bring me
your little guy.”


Matthew nodded
his head.  He was too horny to refuse.


With his wife
gone, Matthew took one more selfie, this one of himself dusting.  He had quite
the collection now:  him sweeping, vacuuming, mopping the kitchen, putting
dishes away, folding towels and now dusting.  He even had two where he managed
to get his wife in the photos without her knowing.  He had taken those by
setting his phone on the mantle and using the timer feature.


He debated
whether or not he should send these.  He really didn’t want Rhonda seeing these
photos.  But at the same time, what choice did he have?  If she told Ericson,
then he was fired.  That would be a disaster.  And sending her these didn’t
really change his situation much from what it currently was.  After all, it
wasn’t like she hadn’t taken his picture at the dealership.


He hit send.


Then he followed
his wife to the bedroom.
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Matthew found
his wife lying on the bed as he came to the bedroom.  She had removed her work
clothes but still wore her bra, panties, stockings and heels.  She was a
beautiful woman.


“Well hello,
honey,” said Samantha.


Matthew smiled. 
He stepped over to the mirror and slipped his hand behind his back.  He
unzipped his dress.  As he worked the skintight dress down his torso, his bra
came into view.  His nipples had popped out and were visible above the bra
cups.  They were erect.  They looked bigger to Samantha.  Then his penis
appeared beneath his panties.  It was trapped inside his thong.  He pulled the
dress off his feet, leaving him in the pink bra with the low-cut cups, a
matching pair of thong panties, tan stockings, and the tall silver stiletto
sandals.


He slipped out
of the thong.  The thong had done its job well most of the day, though not entirely. 
There were a couple moments where his growing erection had managed to tent out
the skintight dress a little.  With it gone now, his erection stood out long
and hard.


He pulled off
his wig next, leaving the makeup on his face.


He looked down
at his heels next.  Wearing them was like walking on tiptoe all day.  His toes,
his arches and his calves were all sore, though not nearly as badly as they had
been.  In many ways, he was getting use to these.


His wife patted
the bed next to her.


“Let me take these
heels off first,” he said.


“Leave them.”


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  He wanted to come, that was for sure, but it embarrassed him to wear
women’s things when they played.  That made him feel girly and emasculated.


“In bed?” he
said evasively.


“I’m wearing
mine for you,” said Samantha.


She felt giggly
about the idea of her husband wearing heels as they played.  She was really
coming to love the idea of him as a shemale... her shemale, and him wearing heels
and a bra really drove that home.  She loved seeing his erection tenting out
panties.  She loved seeing his womanly nipples so erect.  She loved seeing him
moving like a girl in heels and tight skirts.  In fact, she’d had a dream
recently about keeping him this way when all of this was over.


Sadly, he would
never agree.


Matthew climbed
into bed next to her.  He slipped his hand upon her belly and started to let it
drift lower.  He pulled her panties aside.


“Uh uh,” she
said.  “Let’s see if you’re big enough yet.”


Matthew
blushed.  He knew he wasn’t.  This was so emasculating.


Samantha slipped
her hand around his erection.  She stroked it several times to make sure it was
nice and big.  Then she took her pointer finger and she laid it on top of his
shaft.  Her finger was longer, but just by the tip of her red nail.


Matthew shrank. 
“It’s almost there,” he pleaded.


“Almost, but not
quite.  I told you, it’s off limits as long as it’s so small.”


Matthew shrank
even more.  “What if— what if it doesn’t get any bigger?”


She kissed him
on the forehead.  “I’m sure it will.  In the meantime, you know what I want.”


Matthew pursed
his lips.  He did indeed.  He nodded.  Then he moved between her legs, which
she spread around him.  He drew his face even with her crotch.  Then he lowered
his lips to hers.  Her lips were already wet.  Her musky smell filled his
nose.  He stuck out his tongue and began.


She ran her
fingers through his hair.  It was growing.  “I had a dream the other night,”
she said.


Matthew ran his
tongue across her lips.  She grew warm deep within.


“We were at the
office, alone,” she continued.


Matthew started
to pull his head away, but his wife placed her hand upon the back of his head
and pulled him back down to her.  He continued moving his tongue around her
lips.


“That feels so
good, baby.  Keep going.”  She moaned softly.  Then she continued.  “We were
down by the reception desk.  We were standing in front of it, making love.”


She slipped one
hand upon her breast and started playing with her nipple.  Matthew
simultaneously slipped one hand to his crotch and started stroking his penis. 
This sounded like an exciting dream.


“There were
pillows and candles.”


Matthew ran his
tongue up and down her lips.  Her chest was rising and falling.  Her breathing
was quickly becoming labored.


“You were
there.”


She giggled.


“You were
wearing this black pleated dress I have and your black sandals.”


Matthew cringed with
embarrassment that his wife would dream about him in a dress.  That was truly
emasculating.  He started to pull away again, but his wife pulled his head back
down.


“Don’t stop,”
she said.


He kissed her
little button.  His tongue started making ever narrowing circles around it. 
His wife visibly shuddered.  She spread her legs even wider and gripped tighter
where they crossed over his back.


She was
breathing hard now and her words came between rough breaths.  “I was in my red
dress and my red heels.  I was behind you.  My hands were on your breasts. 
They were huge and full, so heavy.”


His penis
throbbed to hear this, though it was embarrassing.


“They were so round,
so perfect!”


His penis
throbbed even more.  Despite himself, this was turning him on.


His tongue
lashed across her button, left, right, up, down, pressing increasingly harder. 
Samantha’s heart was racing.  She was arching her back, pressing her flesh into
his tongue.  She was drenched, all along her opening.


“I was squeezing
your nipples and you were moaning like a woman, it was amazing.”


His penis was positively
pounding now.


Samantha pinched
her nipple and tugged on it.


“Then I— then I
pulled up my dress.  I had a dick.  It was huge, way bigger than yours ever
was,” she chuckled.


His tongue
worked in a frenzy now.  Samantha was breathing so hard with moments of gasps
and where she held her breath.  Her fingers played with her nipples.  She was
so wet.  At the same time, Matthew told himself this did not turn him on, it
could not, but he was still throbbing.  He even kept fingering himself.


“I pulled you
close— bent you over the reception desk,” she said through gasps.


Matthew slipped
a hand to the bottom of her lips.  He slid a finger inside her.  As he did, his
tongue raced across her love button.  She was moaning and writhing.  Her chest
was heavy.  He was so embarrassed to hear this, but oddly excited at the same
time.  His penis was straining.


“I raised your
skirt.”


She took a sharp
breath.  He did too.


“I pushed my
penis inside you.  You squealed like a little— little—”


She could no
longer talk.  Her face contorted.  It froze.  She seemed seized up.  And then
she exploded in a giant gasp for air.  Her body thrust forward and then
collapsed.  She fell into the cushion, giggling.  He did not come, nor did he
dare finish himself, not with his wife knowing what would be on his mind.


Samantha
smiled.  “That was amazing, baby,” she said.  Then she added with a giggle, “My
little receptionist.”

















Chapter Seven: “Finding
His Voice”
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“How did your
wife like you cleaning the house?” laughed Rhonda.  Her smirk made Matthew feel
weak.


He blushed. 
“She’s fine with it.”


“Just fine?”


“Just fine.”


She pulled out
her phone and flipped through the photos he had sent her of himself cleaning
house.  The fact she had kept them made him nervous.  Each of the photos he’d
sent her showed him cleaning the house while still dressed in the mint dress
and tall silver stilettos.  “You look so cute,” she giggled.  “Especially still
wearing the dress.”


“It seemed
easier,” he lied.


Rhonda smirked. 
“Easier to do housework in five-inch stilettos?  I doubt that.”


Matthew blushed
even more.


Rhonda flipped
through the photos again.  “I’m surprised your wife let you wear that,” she
said, stopping on a picture of him vacuuming the living room while wearing the
mint dress.


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  What was she suggesting, he wondered?  “What do you mean?”


“Most women
wouldn’t want their men dressing like women.”


“Are you saying
this was my idea?” he asked.


Rhonda’s eyebrow
went up.  That actually hadn’t been what she was suggesting.  She was merely
teasing him that most women wouldn’t want their husbands wearing dresses, but
now that he mentioned it, this did raise an interesting question:  “Are you
saying it was Samantha’s?” she purred suggestively.


Matthew bit his
tongue.  He seemed to have trapped himself.  Either this had been his idea,
which called into question what was wrong with him for wanting to wear women’s
clothes, or it was his wife’s idea, which called into question his masculinity
for agreeing and suggested he was secretly submissive, or he needed to come up
with some alternate explanation.  The problem with that was there was none. 
The only possible alternate explanation was what really happened and he
couldn’t say that; bringing Ericson into this in any way was super risky, he
told himself.


“Drop it,” was
the best response he could come up with.


Rhonda laughed. 
“I don’t think so.  Whose idea was it?”


“Drop it.”


Rhonda folded
her arms across her chest and stared firmly at her former boss.  “Who’s in
charge here?”


Matthew shook
his head.  “I’m not talking about it.”


“Who is in
charge here?” said Rhonda firmly.  She stared right into his eyes.


Matthew tried to
stare back, but couldn’t.  There was something incredibly weakening about being
cross-dressed and put under his subordinate’s charge.  It eroded all of his
confidence and filled him with insecurity and doubt.  Little by little, his
will eroded.  It was dangerously close to collapse.


Still, he shook
his head.


“I can punish
you,” said Rhonda simply.


There was that
word again.  It had such sexual connotations to it.  All of this already had
such a naughty sexual quality to it too, which made him feel like an accomplice
to his own emasculation.  Adding that word to it made it all so much dirtier. 
It was almost like he wanted this.


His will suddenly
collapsed.  He hung his head.  “You— you’re in charge,” he said softly.


Rhonda
snickered.  “Miss Rhonda.”


Matthew
shuddered.  “Yes, Miss Rhonda.”


“Good bossy.” 
She chuckled.  “Do you know what’s funny?” asked Rhonda.


Matthew shook
his head.


“I never would
have realized Marti was you if you hadn’t gotten hard.  Given away by your
erection!  Men!  I really didn’t spot you, honestly.  Not with the breast
forms and the incredible amount of padding you must be wearing to give you all
the right curves—”


Matthew cringed
at her mention of his curves, but breathed a sigh of relief that she thought it
was padding.  At least she didn’t know that certain things on him were real. 
He covered his nipples with his arms subconsciously.


“—You really
look like a woman.  Kudos to Samantha, who I assume dresses you.  Of course,
you act the part well too.  You’re very ladylike for a man,” she laughed.  “And
your voice too.  That’s fantastic how you do that.”


Matthew raised a
crooked eyebrow.  His voice?  What about his voice?  He wasn’t doing
anything special regarding his voice at all.  All he was doing, if anything,
was trying to sound humble and maybe speak more softly.  Why would she think he
was doing anything to make his voice more feminine?  A nervous twinge tied his
stomach in knots.


“Can— can I go
to the restroom?” he asked nervously.


Rhonda smirked. 
“Number one or number two?”


Matthew blushed
deeply.  “Number one.”


Her smirk grew. 
“All right.  Don’t forget to sit though.  You are a woman, remember?” she
giggled slyly after him.


Matthew tottered
to the restroom as fast as he could on the difficult heels and in the tight
dress without making it look like he was worried.  He didn’t want to draw
suspicion.  When he reached the restroom, he examined all the stalls.  They
were empty.  He glanced around nervously once more.  Then he spoke.


“Hello.  Testing. 
Hello.”


It sounded
normal, didn’t it?  It was perhaps a little nasally, but that could be seasonal
allergies.  There wasn’t anything overtly feminine about it.  Was it a robust
masculine sound?  Well, maybe not perfectly, but it wasn’t feminine... was it?


He bit his lip.


“Is my voice
changing?” he asked himself pensively.


Before he could
answer, or investigate further, a woman from accounting walked in.  She smiled
at him and disappeared into a stall.  He could do no more.  He swallowed hard
and walked back to his desk uncertain if he was imagining this or if maybe,
just maybe, something was— well.
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Matthew worried
the rest of the day and the whole way home about his voice.  Did he sound like
a woman?  Had he lost his masculine tones?  Was this why no one seemed to
notice it was him?  It had always struck him as strange that they hadn’t
realized it was him.  It seemed so obvious to him.  But of course, he was
wearing a dress and heels.  No one expected “Matthew” to wear a dress or heels
and certainly not wear them well.  He had breasts too.  No one expected
“Matthew” to have breasts.  He apparently had “curves” too, whatever that
meant.  Rhonda had thought it was padding.  Could she mean his flabby rear?  He
wore a wig, which hid his face.  He wore makeup which disguised his face.  So
maybe it made sense no one could see through “Marti” to see “Matthew”?  Still,
he thought someone would have recognized his voice.  This might explain that.


He bit his lip. 
This couldn’t be.  Voices don’t change.


But what if they
did?


Should he ask
Samantha?  No.  What if there was a change and she hadn’t noticed?  The last
thing he wanted to do was clue her in to some bit of feminization she had
missed.  Indeed, why give her more to humiliate him over.  He imagined his wife
laughing at him.  “You do!  You sound like a girl!” she squealed.


His shuddered.


No, it was best
to say nothing.  Whatever this was, if anything, it would go back to
normal just like the rest soon enough – his penis was hard again and growing
back to normal – so why tell her?


He worried
though.  Unfortunately, he didn’t seem to be able to figure it out himself. 
All he could hear when he spoke was his own voice.  A little weak.  A little
more nasally.  Possibly higher pitched.  Possibly.  But his own
voice.


It couldn’t be.

















Chapter Eight: “A New
Problem”
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The next week
was difficult for Matthew.


For one thing, he
continued needing to be Marti at work.  That meant tottering around in tall,
unstable heels and ultra-tight skirts.  Although the heels hurt his feet, the
skirts were really the harder part – the heels were not nearly as straining as
they once had been.  These skirts restricted his motion to the point he felt
claustrophobic.  Indeed, at no point while he wore these skirts was he ever able
to spread his legs nor could he take a step that was more than maybe twelve to
eighteen inches.  It took a great deal of calming himself to learn to accept
this.


This also came
with a constant fear of discovery and the humiliation of being dressed as a woman
around all these people he knew.  He felt weak and vulnerable and emasculated
dressing as such.


Then there was Rhonda.


Not only was it
embarrassing to report to his former underling, but Rhonda made this all the
worse.  She truly enjoyed having her former boss in her power and she let it
show at every opportunity.  What was worse, there seemed to be sexual
undertones to this which made the whole thing feel naughty to Matthew and he
started to find that her little moments of domination, to put a point on it,
were starting to turn him on.  He dared not say this to Samantha though.


Samantha was
another problem.  As the week went on, she not only seemed to be taking far too
much joy in seeing him emasculated, but she slowly began to take it as reality
that he was a receptionist now... beneath her.  Indeed, whereas she had been
hesitant at first to give him genuine orders, to assign him projects, or to ask
him to undertake the duties she would normally ask a regular secretary or
assistant, little by little this hesitancy seemed to vanish.


To be clear,
this wasn’t like the game she had played when she asked him to fetch coffee for
her conference with Winchell.  Instead, it slowly became a fact that he was a
receptionist.  For example, rather than being embarrassed to ask him to get
things for her meetings, and only asking for significant things, she would now
tell him without the slightest hint of apology:  “I’ll need coffee for the
meeting.”  What’s more, she slowly stopped briefing him on what was happening
in the managers meetings.  At first, she just got less detailed.  Then she
started skipping the briefings.  Finally, she didn’t even tell him that she had
had a meeting, and she wasn’t telling him about them at home either.  It was a
clear indication that she no longer saw any reason to tell him about the
meetings... he was just a receptionist, after all.  This hit Matthew’s ego
hard, as it was clear to him that his wife was seeing him as an underling.


Ironically, she
wasn’t even aware she was doing this.  It just all seemed increasingly normal
to treat him this way.


It was worse at
home.


When Rhonda told
him to start doing all the chores at home, Matthew blanched.  There was no way
he was going to do that.  Only, Rhonda gave him no choice and he found himself
doing it.  He even sent her the embarrassing selfies, which Rhonda did not
delete.  At first, Samantha laughed when he suggested that he wanted to “help”
her by doing the housework.  It seemed to be some kind of joke, or perhaps he
wanted something or the like, and this would pass after he got what he wanted. 
She didn’t mind.  To the contrary, she thought it was rather funny that her
husband wanted to do the housework.  It was exciting too.  It had turned her on
in a kinky sort of way to think of him as her servant.


But as each day
passed and he kept doing it, Matthew noticed a change of attitude developing. 
At first, his wife was amazed and suspicious.  Then she was happy.  By the end
of the week, however, he began to notice a sense of expectation within her
tone.  Gone was the sense that this was some special occasion and in its place
was a sense that these things were part of his duties.  Expected.  What’s more,
any caution she had in telling him what needed to be done or in giving
expectations was vanishing.  It was becoming normal that he was her
housekeeper.


The thought made
him shudder.  It also made him strangely horny.


Then there was
the other problem...


 


—o—


 


Matthew was in
the bedroom.  Samantha was in their study talking on the phone with one of the
other managers.  She hadn’t told him which manager or what the topic was
about.  Indeed, she had become quite good at excluding him from “manager
business,” as she called it, which always made him feel small.


He was folding
laundry.


Matthew wore a
tight white ankle skirt, a white sweater, and the tall brown high-heeled
mules.  This was a terrible choice of clothing in which to do housework, he
knew, but he had no choice because he didn’t want Rhonda knowing he wore
women’s clothes at home and, if he changed, Samantha would have made him switch
into other women’s clothes.  So he did his chores in his work clothes before
changing.


Matthew folded
two towels and then posed for the required selfie.


He pushed the send
button.


“Cute,” came the
response.


He cringed.


Matthew finished
folding and putting away the laundry.  He could strip out of his work clothes
now.  He pulled off the sweater, exposing his pink bra beneath.  He glanced in
the mirror.  He winced.  Why had his breasts not shrunk yet?  They looked so
big.  In fact, if the didn’t know better, he would have sworn they were still
growing.  The nipples certainly looked larger.  They were bigger than the
eraser on a pencil now; these were not male nipples.


“Why are these
things still so big?” he wondered.


He stuck his
hands on either side of his breasts and squeezed them upward, compacting his
cleavage and making them look even bigger and rounder.  They looked so
feminine.  These were breasts many women would envy.  And in truth, there was
something exciting about them.  The problem was, he didn’t want to be excited
by them.  He wanted to be a man.  He also dreaded having them.  Having these
would make it hard to go back to being a man once Ericson got off his high
horse and let Matthew return to being Matthew.


“Speaking of
which,” he told himself, “I need to send out more resumes.”


His job search
had so far returned nothing, but it was only a couple weeks since he sent out
the first resumes.  He knew it would take time.  In the meantime, he needed these
to start shrinking.


“I don’t get
it,” he said as he squeezed his breasts, pushing out his nipples.


Why hadn’t his
breasts shrunk?  His penis was going back to normal.  It was larger still and
it certainly got hard.  In fact, he was starting to worry about that – talk
about ironic, he thought.  But as his penis grew, it was becoming harder to
hide, no pun intended.


“Who would have
guessed having erections could be a problem?”


He looked down.


He was hard. 
The panties he wore were strong enough to keep it from tenting out the thick,
tight skirt he wore, but there was a bulge... a mound.  He doubted anyone would
notice, but someone might.  That worried him.  And there were times where he
was sure it had been worse.  The mint dress was so thin that he was pretty sure
his erections showed as actually tenting rather than gentle mounds.  That
always made him self-conscious and nervous.


Matthew unzipped
his skirt and worked it own his hips and thighs.  It came off his feet and he
stepped out of it.  He dropped his panties next.  He picked both up and laid
them over his wife’s vanity chair.  Then he returned to the mirror.  He
examined his image.  He wore only the tall brown mules and a pink bra.  His
erection jutted out from his crotch.  It was small, that was true – smaller
than it should have been – but it was hard, and it was bigger than it had been
recently.


He slipped his
fingers with their white-painted nails around his erection and stroked it.  It
felt good.  The fingers on his other hand toyed with his nipple where it had
escaped the confines of the bra.


He examined his
image in the mirror.


His shape was so
strangely feminine.  His hips were wide, his rear round.  His legs were
hairless and his calves feminine in the heels.  His waist was narrow.  His
breasts... well, they were breasts.  His nails were growing.  Samantha had
filed them down the prior night and had given them a noticeable oval shape for
the first time.  His arms and face were hairless.  His face was still covered
in makeup.


He examined his
face.  It seemed unusually feminine.  This was the result of the makeup mainly,
but also because Samantha had plucked more eyebrows as his nails dried the
prior night.  She had taken too many this time, he thought, as his eyebrows
looked too thin and had a small upward arch.  It was enough to make his face
look almost naturally feminine.


“This all needs
to stop,” he said.


Suddenly,
Matthew had the urge to end this.  He didn’t want to be a woman!


Matthew reached
behind him and unhooked the bra.  His breasts fell from the cups and hung in
the open air from his chest.  They were surprisingly heavy and maintained their
globe-like shapes.


He ran his hands
through his hair pulling it back.  It was long enough to stay in place now. 
Too long.  But that didn’t matter at the moment.  He could get a haircut once
he was changed.


Matthew tottered
to the closet, somehow not thinking to take off his heels.


He ran his
fingers over his old clothes, clothes he hadn’t touched in some time now.  He
found a white dress shirt and pulled it from its hanger.  Then he grabbed a
pair of blue jeans and a black belt.  He tossed both onto the bed and went to
his underwear drawer.  From it, he pulled out a pair of basic briefs.  He held
open the briefs before him and stepped into them, being careful not to snag his
heels on their material.  He pulled the briefs up his legs into place.


They didn’t fit.


Actually, they
fit, just not well.  They were stretched a little more than they had been
around his rear, but the waistband felt rather oddly loose.  What was worse
though, they just felt funny.  They felt rough and heavy compared to the
panties he had been wearing.


“Never mind,” he
told himself.


He grabbed the
dress shirt and pulled it over his shoulders.  His breasts hung visibly between
the open front of the shirt as he grabbed his jeans.  He held those out and
slipped his feet through the legs.  His balance had improved sufficiently in
the heels that he managed to do this standing up without a second thought, nor
did he lose the mules off his feet as he did this.  The only problem was that
his briefs fell as he did this and he needed to stop to pull his briefs back
into place.  He did that, however, and he pulled the jeans up his legs.


Sort of.


Actually,
Matthew got the jeans to his hips and found them becoming surprisingly tight. 
His butt seemed to be the real problem, however.  His butt was large and round
and didn’t seem to want to fit into the jeans anymore.


“This is crazy,”
he said as he pulled mightily on the jeans.  “These have always fit!”


He tugged
again.  No luck.


He then started
working them into place as he did with his tight skirts.  A tug here, a slide
there, a squeeze here, another tug there.  Bit by bit, he worked them over his
rear and into place, only to find that the waist was perhaps two inches, maybe
more, too large on the jeans.  Apparently, he would need a smaller size if he
wanted to wear jeans.  This was confusing.  Even more confusing, the jeans were
too small to go over his rear.  Somehow, the cut was wrong on these.  Suddenly,
for just a millisecond, the idea flashed across his brain that he may need
jeans cut for a woman.  He shuddered and dismissed the idea harshly, however.


“I’m just
bloated,” he said dismissively.


He yanked the
jeans closed.  He was determined to make them fit.  They didn’t close, however. 
They came close, but not all the way.  He yanked again.  They still didn’t
close.


“They have to
close,” he said incredulously.  He hadn’t put on weight.


He yanked again,
but they still didn’t close.  Finally an idea came to him.  He’d seen his wife
do this with tight jeans.  He went to the bed and lay down pulling in his
stomach.  He pulled... and pulled.


He did it.


The buckle
closed.  It was super tight though.  He zipped the jeans and sat up.  He then
closed his shirt and started buttoning it.  The buttons worked simply most of
the way up.  In fact, the shirt seemed rather loose around his lower torso. 
Then it fit normally for a few inches.  Finally, he came to his chest.  The
shirt did not fit.  He realized right away that no amount of tugging was going
to close it either.  His breasts were simply too large for him to close and
button the shirt.  As it was, buttoned up to the bottom of his breasts, the
shirt was already tight over his bra even unbuttoned.


“I’ll need a new
shirt,” he told himself uncomfortably... he knew what this meant.


Matthew rose to
his feet and tottered over to the mirror.  What he saw sent a chill down his
spine.  What he saw was no man.  First, he was wearing heels, which no man
would wear, and he saw “heel posture” with his legs crouched femininely and his
rear thrust out.  But that issue aside, his shape was the real problem.  Not
only was his general shape femininely hour-glass in shape with his breasts
making him top-heavy, but his breasts were so incredibly obvious.  They looked
huge to him.  What’s more, without the bra, his areolas showed through the
white shirt and his nipples poked out the shirt as if it weren’t even there. 
He bit his lip.


This was bad.


Indeed, it
suddenly occurred to him that even if Ericson said he could go back to being
Matthew today, he might not be able to do it.  He was sure it would change – it
had to change now that he’d stopped the pills... didn’t it – but until
that happened, he might not be able to look like a man.


An icy chill
raced through him.


Suddenly, he
heard his wife stirring in the other room.


Panic filled
him.  He did not want his wife seeing this!  He needed to get out of these
jeans and out of this blouse, errr shirt, before she saw him in it.  If
she found out he looked this feminine as a man, he would never live it down! 
Not to mention, what might she do?


He yanked open the
first few buttons of the shirt and jerked it off over his head, tossing it into
the hamper.  Then he undid the button on his jeans, nearly popping it in the process. 
The zipper actually shot down on its own when he did this.  He jammed his hands
inside the jeans and thrust them down to his feet.  He yanked his heels out of
them and tossed those into the hamper as well.


When he straightened
himself again, he saw his wife come through the bedroom door.  He stood there
naked except for the heels with an enormous (for his present state) erection,
which he grabbed instinctively.  He was blushing brightly.  He didn’t realize
he looked like he had been masturbating in the mirror.


Samantha saw him
and snickered.  “Why are you naked except for high heels, honey?”  She looked
down at his erection in his hand.  “Should I leave you to finish ‘whatever’
you’re doing?” she giggled.


Matthew blushed.
 “I was just changing.”


Samantha laughed,
but seemed to accept that.  Matthew’s immediate worries were over.  He had not
been caught.  But a bigger worry now occupied is mind:  he couldn’t be a man
right now if he wanted to!
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Matthew sat at
the reception desk the following morning.  He’d gotten a letter in the mail. 
It was addressed to “Matthew,” not “Marti.”  Another dealership wanted to
interview him for a manager spot.  He glared at the letter.  A few days before,
he would have been ecstatic.  Now this felt like adding insult to injury; now
he knew he could not accept the interview... he could not pass as Matthew.


“I need to find
out how to reverse these changes faster,” he said.


He crumpled the
letter and threw it away.


“I’ll figure
something out,” he swore to himself.


He wasn’t sure
how though.  Indeed, now that he couldn’t interview as Matthew, he began to
wonder if it might not make sense to do what his wife had suggested.  As she
drove them to work this morning, she had suddenly suggested that Matthew go to
Ericson and apologize.


“Maybe that’s
all he wants,” she said.


“He’s making a
point.  He won’t accept an apology,” countered Matthew.


“You never
know.”


“I know.”


“It doesn’t cost
anything to try,” she said.  Her voice was calm, though it was clear she was
not pleased at his dismissal of her suggestion.


“I’m not
crawling to Ericson.”


Samantha pursed
her lips.  She didn’t like the way her husband so often made things matters of
pride when they didn’t need to be.  Ericson wasn’t going to give in.  He had no
reason to.  He might stop if Matthew apologized, but Matthew needed to get over
his ego to do that.  There was nothing she could do to make this happen,
however, so she let the matter drop for the moment.  “If he wants to stay a
receptionist, then so be it,” she told herself.


“Whatever you
say, honey,” she said.

















Chapter Nine: “You Want
To Wear What?”
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Matthew was on
his hands and knees.  His head was literally inside the copier cabinet, as were
his shoulders and his arms.  His breasts hung down into the bra beneath him.  A
piece of paper had jammed deep inside the copier and was blocking everything.  He
wore the tight, white ankle skirt, a black sweater and the black stiletto
sandals with the thin single strap over the toes and the useless ankle strap. 
He found the piece of paper which had gone astray and he yanked it out.  The
nails on his fingers were red and fully oval.  They were very feminine.


“We need a better
copier,” he grumbled to himself.


If he was still
a manager, he could have ordered one.  But he wasn’t.  He would need to ask his
wife.  A wave of weakness came over him at the thought.


“This is only
temporary,” he told himself.  “This is only temporary.”


He started to
back up so he could pull his head from the cabinet.  As he did, he sensed
another presence.  At first, he thought it was Rhonda, but he didn’t hear the
familiar tapping of her heels or the rustle of her skirt.  That ruled out his
wife too.  Then the smell of cologne wafted down to his nose, not perfume.


He tensed up.


“Isn’t that a
pretty sight?” said Stein with a low whistle.


Matthew burned
red with shame.  It was bad enough to be caught on his knees by anyone in the
office, but being caught by Stein was the worst.  Every time Stein looked at
him, Matthew felt like Stein was undressing him with his eyes, thinking of
humiliating things to do with his breasts or worse, and that always made him
feel vulnerable, feminine and helpless.  Now, here he was presenting his
unprotected rear to Stein, panty lines and all.  Matthew tried to back out
faster.


It was too late.


Stein had
stopped right behind Matthew.  He now crouched down.  Matthew felt Stein’s warm,
strong hand upon his rear.  His penis involuntarily shot to attention!  He felt
so powerless!


“Mmmm,” purred
Stein as he ran his fingers over Matthew’s rear, making Matthew’s penis throb.


Matthew
scrambled backwards.  As he did, he rolled over, causing Stein’s hand to fall
away.  Stein backed up and let Matthew rise to his feet.  Actually, he helped
him; Matthew had gotten much better at rising from the floor in these tight
skirts and heels, but he still did need some help – the skirts Samantha made him
wear were just too restrictive for him to do it himself.


“You have an
amazing butt,” said Stein.


“Don’t ever
touch my rear!” snapped Matthew.  He felt so small compared to this man, so
unmanly, so powerless.  This made what he said feel like such a fraud; it took
tremendous effort not to shrink away.


Stein chuckled. 
“But it’s so touchable.”


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  “I’m serious,” he growled and he pointed his finger right in
Stein’s face.


Stein smiled
slyly.  “So am I.”  Then he took Matthew’s hand in his and he kissed Matthew’s
fingertip.  Matthew’s body went to jelly all over.  His pulse took off.  His
knees became weak.  He was too stunned to speak.  Worse, he was hard as rock. 
How embarrassing!


Stein winked at
him and walked off.


That’s when
Rhonda appeared.  Matthew didn’t know if she had seen what Stein did or not,
but she looked him over, shook her head, and chuckled.


“Excited, are we?”
she said.


Matthew
instinctively slid his arms across his chest to hide his erect nipples.  “N—
no,” he stammered.


Rhonda looked
him up and down once more.  “Yes, you are.”


Matthew shook
his head.


“You were
excited earlier.  You were excited yesterday, and the day before that.  You’re
excited now.  In fact, you’re excited a lot.  It’s almost like dressing like a
woman turns you on, Marti,” she said, stressing his feminine name.


Matthew shook
his head more vigorously.


“Oh, yes it
does.  Do you know how I know?” asked Rhonda.


Matthew licked
his lips nervously.  “How?”


Rhonda stepped
forward, right up to him, glancing around to make sure they were alone as she
did.  She then thrust her hand at his crotch and grabbed his stiff shaft
through his silky white skirt.  Matthew jerked in shock, but had nowhere to
go.  He backed into the copier machine in fact and froze as she tightly gripped
his erection through his pretty skirt.


“Every time I
look at you, you’re sporting one of these,” said Rhonda.


Matthew’s jaw
dropped in shock!  He had had no idea it was visible!


She squeezed it
and then pulled on it several times, sending humiliatingly erotic waves of
pleasure washing through her former boss’s body.  He was breathing heavily
despite himself.  His penis was throbbing in her hand.  Pre-come dripped out
into his girly panties.


“It— it
happens,” he said defensively.


“It happens a
lot,” laughed Rhonda cynically.  She did not let go of his penis.


He kept trying
to back up into the copier.  His body trembled.  His breathing became heavier. 
A rhythm started building within his lower regions.  He prayed he would not
come, but it was dangerously close to happening.  “I’m a man.  Men get hard. 
There’s nothing I can do about it.”


Rhonda smirked,
sending a chill down his spine.  “There is something we can do about
it,” said Rhonda.


She finally let
go of his penis, which throbbed more pre-come into his panties.  Thoroughly
embarrassed, he threw his hands down to protect his erection, inadvertently
striking the same delicate, feminine pose as naughty little girls trying hard
to think of ways out of being punished.  He was blushing.


“Wh— what is
that?”


“Come with me,”
said Rhonda.


She led Matthew
back to the reception desk, out in front of everyone.  He followed her cautiously,
trying hard to keep his hands in place to hide his erection, which would not go
down.  He felt all eyes on him.


Rhonda sat down
in the chair and crossed her legs casually.  Matthew stood before her in the
same embarrassing “naughty little girl” posture, trying to hide his erection
with his hands – he was very hard.  She picked up a sticky note and wrote on
it.  She wrote a name and an address.  She tore the sticky note from the pad
and handed it to him.


“This is a
chastity device,” she said loudly enough that Matthew recoiled in terror that
others might hear.  She pointed to the name she had written; it was a product
name.  “You’re going to start wearing it.”


Matthew’s jaw
dropped.  “You want me to wear a— a chastity device?!”  He whispered
this last part.


“That is what I
said.”


Matthew blushed
bright red.  “Where am I going to get a— a chastity device?”


“At that
address.”  She pointed to the sticky note.


Matthew was
shocked.  She was serious.  She wanted him to wear a chastity device!  A
chastity device!  He’d seen references to these, but never actually seen one in
real life.  Nor had he ever thought about wearing one!  What kind of man
voluntarily puts on a chastity device?!  How unmanly!


Fortunately, he
had a way out.


Matthew shook
his head.  “I can’t.  Where would I put it on?”


“On your penis,
silly,” laughed Rhonda.


“I know that,”
said Matthew sarcastically.  “What I meant was, where am I going to change into
it?”


“What do you
mean?”


“Samantha and I
get dressed in the same bedroom.  She would see me put it on.  She sees me all
the way until I get here, so there’s no way I can put it on before I get to the
dealership.  But there’s nowhere here I can strip down and put something like
that on either.  I can’t take it off either because there’s nowhere I can do
that before Samantha and I go home together, where she would see it again.  See
the problem?” he said almost condescendingly.


Rhonda smirked. 
She saw what he was trying to do, trying to talk his way out of it by making it
sound impossible, but she had a simple, elegant answer for this:  “Tell your
wife you want to wear it.”


“What?!” gasped
Matthew.


“You heard me. 
I want you to go home and tell your wife you want to start wearing one.”


Matthew’s jaw
dropped even further!  “You’re nuts!  What reason could I possibly give her? 
That you want me to wear one?!”


Rhonda shrugged
her shoulders.  “Tell her you can’t control your erections.  This is the only
way you can think to do it.”


“I— but—”


“This isn’t a
choice, bossy.  You are going to go home and tell your wife that you
want to wear a chastity device to hide your erections.  I don’t care if you
tell her this will hide your erections or you always wanted to be locked up, it
doesn’t matter to me, but you will be wearing one.”


Matthew started
to feel a sense of panic.  She was serious.  This was bad.  Indeed, he recalled
how easily his wife had accepted him doing the housework and he feared
something similar here.  In fact, he suspected Samantha would probably think it
was a grand idea to lock him up!


“What if she doesn’t
agree?” spat Matthew, looking for some way out.


“Then you do
whatever it takes to get her to agree.”


Matthew cringed. 
“Look, I’ll get the stupid thing, but I think I can put it on in the supply
closet or something in the mornings—”


Rhonda smiled
slyly.  “Too late.”


“But— but—”


“You will tell
your wife.  Since you seem to think it’s a problem, you will get her
permission.  Then you will start wearing it.  I won’t have any more
unauthorized erections in my department.  And don’t think you can fake it.  I
will examine it every day to make sure you’re wearing it.  If you aren’t, there
will be punishment, and you won’t like it one bit.  Do you understand me?”


“But—”


“Do you
understand me?”


Matthew
withered.  “Yes, Miss Rhonda.”


“Good girl,”
said Rhonda and she brushed her fingers with their red tips along his shaft,
sending waves of intense pleasure coursing through him and finally making his
penis explode in his panties; he felt betrayed by his penis.


How was he going
to explain this to his wife?
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Samantha sat at
her vanity as Matthew came to the bedroom.  She was removing her earrings.  Her
heels from work were tossed to the floor by the closet where Matthew would pick
them up later.  Her suit skirt and blouse lay over the back of the chair for
him to hang up.  She wore only her bra, panties and stockings at the moment.  She
smirked as he walked into the bedroom.


“Did you finish
the kitchen?” she asked.


Matthew blushed
at how easily his wife had accepted that cleaning was now his obligation.  He
said nothing though.  “Yes.”


Samantha
smiled.  “It’s so nice to have a maid,” she giggled.


“I’m not a
maid,” said Matthew with a disdainful eye roll, even as her comment stung his
ego as it was too close to the truth.  This was another thing he would never
forgive Rhonda for, making him take over the housekeeping duties.  Now she
wanted more... much more.


Samantha picked
up a brush and started brushing out her hair.  She was getting ready for bed. 
Matthew, meanwhile, tottered over to the bed on the embarrassing fuzzy pink stiletto
mules.  He missed the mid-heeled slides.  They were less feminine, less
embarrassing.  They were also easier to walk in.


Matthew unzipped
his dress and pulled it off his shoulders.  As he worked the skintight dress
down his torso, his white bra came into view.  His nipples had popped out and
were visibly above the bra cups.  They were large and they were erect.  They
looked almost as big as his wife’s, he thought.  He turned his back to her to
hide his shame.  Then he worked the dress to his feet and stepped out of it.


Samantha watched
in the mirror.  As he bent over to pick up the dress, she saw his breasts
hanging down.  They were real breasts by now, of that she had no doubt.  They
excited her.


“How was your
day?” she asked.


It had been
terrible.  First, tottering around in impossibly high heels and a hobbling
skirt were too much for his ego to bear.  Secondly, Stein had touched his rear. 
Worse, that had made him hard.  The feel of Stein’s hand still made him tingle
embarrassingly.  And then Stein had laughed off his anger.  He felt so neutered
by that.  Finally... Rhonda and her latest order.


“It was fine,”
he lied.  He hung up his dress.


“Good.”


“How was yours? 
What did you do today?”  He picked up his wife’s dress and put it on a hanger
as well.


“Just manager
stuff, nothing that would interest you,” said Samantha indifferently; her words
burned his ego.  She switched hands with the brush and started on the other
side.  “How is Rhonda treating you?”


“She grabbed
my dick today,” thought Matthew sarcastically, but he only said, “Fine.”


“She’s being a
good boss to you?”


“She’s not my
boss!” he wanted to scream.  He was a manager!  This was all some terrible
mistake, some joke.  She is not my boss!  But in reality, she was, at
least for the moment, and there was nothing he could do about it.  He knew
that.  Nor could he tell his wife what was really going on with Rhonda.  How
could he?


“She’s fine,” he
said.


Matthew stepped
out of his shoes.  He now wore only panties and the bra.  He put those in the
closet.  Then he picked up his wife’s shoes and put those away as well.  He
felt very small doing this.  Finally, he sat down on the edge of the bed.  He
flexed his toes.  His toes felt so crushed.  They felt like he had been walking
on tiptoe all day.  His arches felt strained too, and his calves felt tight. 
He leaned over and massaged his arches and his calves.  As he did, his breasts
pressed into the tops of his legs.  Finally, he rose to his feet and walked to
the closet to get his nightie.


Samantha watched
her husband in the mirror.  To her surprise, he still took short, feminine
steps when he walked as if he was still wearing his tight skirt even though he
wasn’t.  He seemed light on his toes too, bouncing on them, as if he was still
wearing his high heels.  What did this mean, she wondered?  She wasn’t sure,
but it made her giggle to herself.


Meanwhile,
Matthew grabbed his nightie.  He sighed.  He knew what he needed to do.  It was
time, he told himself.


“So, uh, I’ve
got something I was thinking,” said Matthew.


“You want to do
more maid work?” giggled Samantha.


Matthew
blushed.  “No.”


“Well, I’m all
in favor of it, if you do.”


He ignored his
wife’s joke.  “There’s this problem.  It’s something I noticed.  I mean, it’s
not a problem, but it is,” said Matthew.  He hesitated.  “It, uh, it’s been
getting hard a lot.”


“You mean your
penis?”


Matthew blushed
even more.  “Yes.”  He hesitated again.  This was a good deal more difficult
than he’d expected and his wife throwing that word out didn’t help.  “I’m
worried it might, uh, show through some of what I’ve been wearing.  I mean,
it’s pretty big again and when it gets hard, it can push things up.”


“Your dress.”


“Uh, yeah.”


“So you’re
worried someone will spot one of your erections,” said Samantha.  She said this
so smoothly, with such ease, it made Matthew feel weak that he had been
struggling to use the same words.  It made her seem so powerful to be able to
just call them “erections” and mention his “dress,” when he struggled so hard
with embarrassment to say the same things.  How had he become so timid?


“Well, I had an
idea.  I mean, I saw it online, and it makes sense,” said Matthew.


Samantha
chuckled.  She was rather enjoying this.  Matthew looked so nervous, it was
like he was asking her some great favor.  And seeing him holding the nightie as
he asked was just precious.  Of course, she didn’t want him being caught, but
at the same time, the idea of him walking around the dealership with erections
pushing out his dresses was hilarious.  “Go on.”


“There’s this
device.  You stick it around your, uh, thing, and it keeps you from getting
hard.”


Samantha raised
an eyebrow.  She smirked.  “You mean a chastity device?”


Matthew shrank. 
“Uh... yeah.”


Samantha let out
a laugh.  “You want to wear a chastity device?”


“Well, I don’t want
to wear it,” said Matthew defensively.  “It’s not like that!  I want to do
something to keep people from spotting me in one of these stupid dresses is all.”


“It’s all right,
honey,” giggled Samantha teasingly.  “You can just tell me if it turns you on.”


“It does not!”
gasped Matthew.


“And wearing
heels and dresses and doing housework doesn’t either,” she added sarcastically.


“No! Of course,
not!”


“Except for all
the erections you keep getting from that.”


He was
speechless.  He knew she was teasing him, but a warm, soft effete feeling
dripped down his spine, disarming him as there seemed to be a little too much
truth in what she said.


Samantha
snickered.  “All right.  We’ll get you a chastity device.”


Matthew flushed
with embarrassment, but at least she’d agreed.
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Matthew felt
sick to his stomach.  He was embarrassed being dressed in public under the best
of circumstances, and these were hardly the best of circumstances.  Coming to
buy a chastity device alone made this not the best of circumstances.  But even
worse, this was a strange place.  Forbidding.  Everywhere he looked he saw
dirty books, dirty toys and instruments of strangeness.  There was leather
gear, bondage gear, wigs, and any number of plastic and metal toys.  Each shelf
lined with the kinkiest of items ready to expose the darkest desires of
shoppers to anyone watching.  That anyone was the young woman working at the
front register.


“I should have
worn pants,” he told himself.


But then, he had
tried that the other day and it didn’t go so well.  No, he had no choice but to
come as a woman.  At least he could pretend the device wasn’t for him that way.


It was a small
consolation though.  He felt as if the young woman had looked right through
him.  She would know, a voice within him said, no matter what he claimed to be.


“What was the
name of that again?” asked Samantha in a voice that was a little too loud for
Matthew’s nerves.  She wore light-colored jeans, a pink sweater and tan flat
sandals with delicate straps that made a circle around her foot.


Matthew wore a tight
black skirt, a white sweater, and his tall black stiletto sandals with the
useless ankle strap.  He’d asked his wife if he could borrow some of her shoes,
something with a lower heel perhaps, and she laughingly said, “You have your
own shoes now, honey.”


“The Pink Lady,”
whispered Matthew.


Samantha
chuckled.  “The Pink Lady,” she repeated.


Matthew cringed
that his wife had again spoken too loudly.  He wanted her to whisper, but she
had not.  He glanced up to see if the couple or the young woman looked their
way.  They had not.  He breathed a sigh of relief.  Hopefully, they could find
the device and get out of here, preferably without saying a word to anyone.


Samantha had
other ideas.


To Matthew’s
horror, Samantha walked right over to the young woman at the counter.  To his
even greater horror, she spoke:  “Excuse me.  My husband wants to wear a
chastity device.  We’re looking for something called the Pink Lady.  Do you
have that?”


Matthew’s jaw
dropped.


“Yes, we do,”
said the young woman.


She came out
from behind the register.  She wore a black skater dress and black flip flops. 
She had a gorgeous rear and ample breasts.  Her brunette hair hung to the
middle of her back.  She started toward the back wall.  Samantha moved with
her.  Matthew tottered after them helplessly.


“Do you know his
size?” asked the young woman.


Samantha
smiled.  “Is that necessary?”


“They’re
adjustable, but the base model comes in small, medium and large.”


Samantha smirked
and glanced over her shoulder at her husband.  “I’d say small for sure.”


Matthew blushed.


“Most men think
they’re large, but the truth is most aren’t.  And if the device is too large,
then it won’t fit right.  Then it’s uncomfortable,” said the woman.


“Men do like to
exaggerate.”


They came to the
wall.  Before them were a number of chastity devices.  Some were made of
plastic, others of metal.  Some were shaped like flaccid penises, some were
flat.  A few had extra pieces to them that made Matthew shudder.  The young
woman reached for a small pink plastic one that looked like a flaccid penis. 
She took it from the wall.


“Just slide this
ring around his scrotum,” said the young woman.  “Then you click this on here
and here.  Close it and lock it, and voila, he’s locked.  He won’t be
able to get an erection unless you release him.”


Samantha took
it.  “Will he still be able to pee?”


The young woman
nodded.  “Yeah, but he’ll be better off sitting.”


“Like a girl,”
chuckled Samantha.


The girl
smiled.  “Exactly.”


“It looks really
tiny,” said Samantha examining the device.  “I wonder if it will fit.”


“How small is
he?”


Samantha held up
her hand and made a pinching motion with her thumb and pointer finger about
three inches apart.


“Flaccid?” asked
the girl incredulously.


“Hard.”


“That’s tiny!”
said the young woman.


“I know,” agreed
Samantha.


“I mean, that’s
too small to, uh,” she finished the sentence with a sort of cough instead of
the word.


“Oh, I know,”
said Samantha.  “We have rules for where he can use it.”


The girl
giggled, making Matthew blush terribly.  “We have something that might help
with that too,” said the young woman.


“Oh?”


“Yes.”


The young woman
walked them a few feet further down the wall.  Here she found what appeared to
be a penis, made of a soft plastic, with a hollow back.  It was clear right
away that the idea was to slide this on like a cover to simulate having a
larger penis.  Some of these were quite impressive in size.


Samantha
laughed.  “That’s creative,” she said.  She examined it.


Matthew shrank
even more.  The idea of needing a fake penis to make his penis useable was
terribly humiliating.  He was suddenly very glad he was dressed as a woman and
not a man.


Samantha put the
device back.  “Maybe later.”  An evil smile suddenly appeared upon Samantha’s
face.  She glanced at a series of penis-shaped devices hanging from garter belt-like
belts from the wall.  “These are interesting.”


“He could
definitely use one of those for you,” said the young woman.


“I was thinking
I might use it on him.”


Samantha winked
over her shoulder at Matthew as the young woman laughed.  Matthew felt utterly
emasculated at the idea of his wife penetrating him with one those.  What could
be more unmanly than that!


“I think we’ll
just take the Pink Lady... for now.”


And so they did.
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Samantha
laughed.


“I never thought
I’d see the day,” she said with a giggle.  She lay on the bed, resting on one
arm, with her legs crossed and one foot on the floor.  She wiggled her crossed
leg excitedly.


Matthew blushed
bright red.  He stood before her wearing the white sweater, a bra beneath, and
the black high-heeled sandals.  His black skirt lay over his wife’s vanity
chair where he had put it.  His panties lay on the chair.


He looked down.


What he saw
looked like someone had put plastic armor on his penis.  There was a thick pink
ring which ran around his shaft and his scrotum, letting his balls hang freely
before it.  It clearly could not be removed without pulling off his balls. 
That attached through a series of pins to a plastic sheath shaped like a
flaccid shaft attached to a penis-head shaped piece of plastic with a slit in
the front through which he could pee.  The device was tiny, but his shrunken
penis fit inside.


There was also a
lock.


In fact, Matthew
had had no intention of locking the device.  He would wear it, but he would not
lock it.  Once they got it into place, however, they realized that it would
keep popping off if they did not lock it.  Thus, Matthew had no choice but to
close the lock, which automatically locked it.  The lock was golden and about
the size of a nickel.  It rested on top of the device.  The key was tucked
safely in his purse.


“How does it
feel?” giggled Samantha.


“You don’t have
to laugh,” said Matthew with considerable embarrassment.


“Oh yes, I do.”


Samantha popped
her sandal off her foot and let it wiggle from the ends of her toes.  Her
nipples rose.  She was surprisingly turned on by seeing Matthew in the device. 
Actually, she realized, there should be no surprise by it.  As this little
adventure of theirs had gone on, she had found herself increasingly excited by
the changes in her husband.  She liked that he was now timid and rather
submissive.  She liked even more that she could make him timid and submissive
almost on command with only a subtle reminder of his emasculation.  She liked
that this meant she held the power in their relationship.  She liked that there
was no competition anymore:  she was boss, he was... a receptionist (giggle
giggle).


“You look
marvelous,” she said.  “Very fitting.”


Matthew
blushed.  “Well, I don’t like it.  This thing isn’t very comfortable.”


This was
entirely true but not for the reason one might think.  For the most part, the
device proved comfortable enough.  It was unusual to have something wrapped
around his penis, but not uncomfortable.  What made it uncomfortable was the
implication that his manhood had been locked away... tamed.  His discomfort was
mental, not physical.


“Move around,”
said Samantha.


Matthew tottered
around the room on his high heels.  The device moved easily with him as one
might expect.  It didn’t block his motions, nor did it make any noise.  He then
sat down.  Here, it interfered to a degree as it kept his penis from easily
slipping away between his legs.  In a way, it was like having a bigger penis
again.  This would take some getting used to, but it would work.  Crossing his
legs, which he did femininely, posed a similar issue.


“Now the big
test,” said Samantha.


“What test?”


Samantha
laughed.  “An erection, obviously!  Come here.”


Matthew rose
from the chair beautifully as if he was still wearing a skirt and had been doing
so his entire life.  He came to his wife, stopping a few feet before her.  She
dropped her sandal to the floor and stuck out her foot, using her soft toes to
poke his sack and then rubbing her toes over the device and his penis.  Her
foot was warm.


It took only a
second.


As Samantha
watched, Matthew’s penis started to inflate.  It grew quickly and it grew smoothly
and it filled the device.  Then it stopped.  Indeed, Samantha watched as his
penis filled the device and then the device sort of jerked as his expanding
flesh tried to move the device away before everything stopped.


The device won.


“And like that,
no erection,” said Samantha.  She chuckled cynically, but was truly wet beneath
her jeans.  It was exciting to see her husband denied an erection... denied his
manhood.


For his part,
Matthew winced.  At first, everything had felt normal as his penis filled the
device.  When it reached its limit, he felt a moment of strain, like when an
erection pushes into a tough pair of jeans.  Only, unlike the jeans, where his
penis eventually snaked off in some other direction and got hard, this time,
his penis stopped growing.  Not that it wasn’t trying.  Indeed, it didn’t stop
trying at all, it just stopped succeeding.  There was no pain, though there was
a tiny bit of discomfort, but there was no pleasure either.  Indeed, one of the
things Matthew liked about erections was the way they felt.  It felt good to
have a stiff penis stretching as far as it could, feeling flush, all the nerves
excited.  His half-erect state brought only disappointment:  no stretch, no
flush, no nerves.  This brought a sense of anticipation but no resolution.  It
brought frustration.  Seeing his wife’s smug expression then converted that to
horniness and weakness.


Then came the
fear.


As Matthew’s
eyes met his wife’s, he suddenly saw a world where his wife used a device like
this to keep him from ever getting hard.  In this world, she only let him out
when it pleased her, which might not be that often.  He saw himself begging,
pleading and denied.  He saw himself neutered except at his wife’s discretion. 
That vision made him shudder.


He licked his
lips nervously.  “I’m— I’m not sure this is a good idea,” he said.


“Why?”


“It just— I
don’t know.  I don’t like it.”


Samantha
shrugged her shoulders.  “It was your idea.”


That wasn’t
true, but Matthew could not correct her.  “I know, but I don’t think it’s a
good idea.”


“You need to
hide your erections,” said Samantha.  She stroked the device with her toes.


“I know, but—”


“And what better
way to hide them than to keep them from happening.”


Matthew
blushed.  He felt increasingly nervous.  “I know, but it— I don’t know.”


Samantha brushed
his penis once more and bounced his balls upon her toes.  “I would say wear it
and see how it goes.  Who knows?  You might even come to like it,” she chuckled.


Matthew
cringed.  That would never happen, he told himself.
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“Let’s see it,”
said Rhonda.


Matthew pointed
to his crotch.  There was a slight, barely perceptible bulge in the front of
his skirt.  Even knowing what to look for, it was difficult to see.  But that
wasn’t what Rhonda meant.  She pushed him backwards into the supply closet and
closed the door behind them.


“Show me.”


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  “Now wait a minute—”


“Show me!”


“Look, it’s one
thing that you order me around.  I can’t stop that, I get it.  But I’m not
showing you my— my private parts.  And I’m certainly not showing you that
thing,” said Matthew condescendingly.  He folded his arms and tapped his
high-heel encased foot impatiently, a feminine motion he had adopted without
realizing it.


Rhonda laughed. 
“Are you done?”


Matthew shrank.


“See bossy, I’m
starting to think it’s time I punished you.  You keep forgetting who’s in
charge here.  Not only by virtue of you working for me, but by virtue of me
knowing your secret... secrets.  Would you like me to tell Ericson what
I know?  Would you like me to tell Stein who you really are?”


“Stein?!” gasped
Matthew.


Rhonda nodded
her head smugly.  “He likes you... and I know his attentions make you hard.”


“That’s not
true!”


“Maybe, I should
tell him and we find out!”


“Don’t you dare!”
snapped Matthew.


“All right, then
maybe you want me to tell your wife why you ‘volunteered’ to be her maid?  How
do you think that would go?  You obviously haven’t told her the reason.  I’ll
bet she’d be quite interested to find out.”


All the color
fled Matthew’s face.  Up to now, he’d assumed that Ericson was his only problem,
apart from avoiding detection.  If he could convince Ericson to let him return
to being a man, then this was over.  Sure, there was the problem now of looking
like a man again, but that was a detail:  Ericson was the real problem.  Only
now did he realize that he had been collecting a list of problems and they were
growing each day he stayed dressed like this!  Stein.  His wife.  Rhonda. 
Things were worse than he had imagined... but maybe not hopeless.  Maybe, he
thought, he could at least take Rhonda’s power away.


“If you expose
me, all your fun ends,” said Matthew.


Rhonda smirked
slyly.  “I’ll still have plenty of fun.  Besides, there’s exposure and there’s exposure. 
Not to mention, exposing you isn’t the only punishment I can inflict.”


An icy chill ran
through Matthew.  He had no response.


“So here’s what
we’re go to do,” said Rhonda confidently.  “First, you’re going to show me what
I told you.  Then I’m going to give you a little taste of exactly what I’m
talking about.”


Matthew winced. 
“Wha— what are you going to do?”


“Part of being
in charge is that I don’t need to tell you.  Now show me or I’m going to go
have a little chat with Samantha.”


Matthew
shuddered.  He nodded reluctantly.


Matthew reached
behind his back, slipping his hands beneath his pink sweater to find the zipper
on his long white skirt.  He unzipped the skirt and pulled it apart.  Rhonda’s
eyes blazed into his the entire time; he was powerless to look away.  Slipping
his fingers inside the skirt, he worked it down his hips to his thighs.  As he
did, his seamless panties became visible and then his penis beneath them.  His
penis looked more bulky because of the device and its pink plastic showed
through the thin white panties.  Also, with his penis starting to grow once
more, his balls had started to grow as well and were no longer as easily
contained by the panties.  They had slipped out the thin crotch of the panties
and hung to one side.


“Wow!  You’re
small!” laughed Rhonda.


Matthew winced.


Rhonda reached
out and grabbed his balls.  Then she fingered the device.  Her fingers were
warm and exciting and Matthew’s penis tried hard to grow erect.  It failed, but
not before becoming obvious that it was trying.  This made Rhonda laugh.


“Nice try,
bossy,” she giggled.


Rhonda crouched
down now and examined his penis at eye-level.  Matthew wanted desperately to
flee, but knew he couldn’t.  He just needed to stand there and let his
underling do whatever she wanted to him.  He folded his arms insecurely over
his breasts to cover his erect nipples and swallowed hard.  This was
embarrassing standing there with his skirt wound tightly around his legs from
his ankles to his thighs with his penis hanging out for her to see and touch
and the device on it.  He wobbled nervously in his tall high-heeled mules.


“I thought you
were a lot bigger,” snickered Rhonda as she fingered his shaft.


Matthew’s penis
throbbed.


“How big does it
get when you get hard?”


Matthew
blushed.  “I don’t know.”


Rhonda slipped
her fingers around his balls and seemed to weigh them.  “Too bad Samantha has
the key or we could find out.”


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  “My wife does not have the key,” he said defensively.


Rhonda raised an
eyebrow.  “Oh?”


“I have it,” he
said determinedly.  He wasn’t going to let Rhonda think anyone, least of all
his wife, had him locked up.  Perhaps he should have thought that through, as
he realized a moment later.


“Where is it?”


A tinge of
regret his Matthew.  “It’s in my purse.”


A sly smile
appeared upon Samantha’s lips.  “Stay right there,” she said.  She turned and
left the supply closet.  Matthew was stunned.  Had she really left him standing
there with his erection exposed?  Was she really racing to get the key to
unlock him?


“I need to get
out of here,” he thought.


He imagined
himself pulling his skirt back up and tottering out of the closet fast.  It was
too late though.  She would be back in seconds.  He wouldn’t even get the skirt
back over his hips before she returned.  Then what?  And even if he did leave,
what would happen then?  No, he was stuff.


He swallowed
hard.


Seconds passed. 
Then more.  Matthew heard voices outside the closet.  He heard feet walk past. 
His tension was through the roof.  If someone walked in and caught him like
this, then all with finished.


More seconds.


More voices.


Matthew began to
sweat.  He began to tremble.


“Where is she?”
he asked.  He folded his arms more tightly.


More feet. 
Heels.  The door.  Matthew tensed up.  It had to be her... but what if it
wasn’t?  He imagined Samantha storming in, shocked, and demanding, “What are
you doing?!”  He imagined the other receptionist... the woman from finance...
the woman from accounting.


“Enjoying
yourself?” giggled Rhonda as she came through the door.


Matthew breathed
a sigh of relief.


Rhonda crouched
down before him.  She held the key in her hand.  It was small and golden.  She
inserted it into the lock and turned it.  The lock opened with a CLICK!  She
removed the lock from the device and the device pushed open.  Matthew felt the
pressure of the device release.  He then felt her lift the sheath off the head
of his penis as cool air rushed over it.


She rubbed his
penis as one might the lamp genie.


It slowly rose.


She giggled. 
“It’s so tiny,” she said in a cooing voice.


Matthew turned
bright red.


Rhonda rose again. 
As she did, she latched her hand onto his erection and slowly stroked it.  “I
never would have guessed you were this small.  How do you keep Samantha happy?”
she giggled.  She then handed him the device.  “Go ahead and put it back on.”


Matthew blushed
even deeper.  “Put it back on?”


“Yes.”


Matthew looked
down at his erection.  How was he going to put this thing on an erection?  He
would need to get soft first, obviously, but how?  As humiliating as this
situation was, it was rather arousing to stand dressed as he was before his
former underling with an erection.


“Well?”


“It’s too hard.”


Rhonda laughed. 
She grabbed his penis and squeezed near the base.  It almost hurt how hard she
squeezed.  “This works on my boyfriend,” she said.  She squeezed harder.  As
she did, Matthew’s penis started to go flat once more.  It was a shameful
feeling as this women managed to take his erection from him.


“You do this to
your boyfriend?” he said incredulously.


“When he
misbehaves.”


She pulled her
hand away.  Matthew was still flaccid, but he knew it likely would not last. 
So he slipped the pink plastic sheath over his head and shaft and closed the
device.  Rhonda then slipped the lock back into place and closed it.  She
removed the key and handed it to him.


“I want Samantha
holding the key,” she said.


Matthew’s jaw
dropped.  “What?”


“Your wife.  I
want her holding the key from now on.”


Matthew
shuddered with shock at the idea.  He couldn’t imagine the how that
conversation would go.  How would he ask his wife to do that?  How would he
explain it?  She would laugh herself to death!


“How in the
world am I going to ask her to do that?” he snapped.


Rhonda shrugged
her shoulders.  “That’s your problem.  Now... for your punishment.”


“My punishment?!”


“I told you,
it’s time you learned a little lesson about who’s in charge here, bossy,” said
Rhonda.  She stepped to one side and braced her left hand upon the shelf.  She
raised her left foot in the air by bending her left knee and lifting her calf
and foot across her right leg as high as she could in her knee-length skirt. 
She used her right hand to unbuckle the small golden buckle on the ankle strap
of her sandal.  When it was unbuckled, she pulled her high-heeled shoe off her
foot and dropped it the floor.  She flexed her stocking-covered toes and
dropped her foot to the floor.  She shrank several inches.


Matthew watched
curiously and pensively.


Rhonda then
braced her right hand against the shelf on the other side of the closet.  She
now raised her right foot and removed that shoe as well.  She didn’t drop this
one however.


“Bend over and
touch your knees,” she said.


It took Matthew
a few seconds to realize what she intended.  When he did, he shook with shock. 
She couldn’t!  She wouldn’t!  Would she?


“Bend over,
bossy,” she repeated.


“Now listen, you
can’t—”


“Oh yes, I can,”
said Rhonda.  She held her high-heeled shoe in her right hand by the top of the
heel and tapped the front sole of the shoe against her left hand as she spoke. 
“And the test here is for you, bossy, to show you can accept your punishment. 
If you don’t, then I’ll up the punishment – want to put your balls on the
copier and let me spank those instead?”


Matthew cringed
with fear at the thought.


“And if you
still refuse, then I’ll take things to your wife... or Ericson.  Now, are you
going to be a good little bossy and take your punishment like a good girl or do
we need to see what your wife thinks about this?”


Matthew stared
aghast.  Nevertheless, he slowly turned his rear to his former underling and he
bent over.


Rhonda smirked. 
If there had been any doubt that she was in control, it evaporated, not that
she ever had any doubt.  She had her former boss by the balls and they both
knew it.  Men didn’t resist when you had them by the balls.  Control was only a
matter of reminding them of your power.


She ran her
fingers over his exposed panties, tracing them along the exposed part of his
butt cheeks.  His skirt rested near the bottom of his cheeks in the back and
just below his balls in the front.


She took her
time.  She wanted him to sweat this.  It wasn’t pain she was after, it was
tension.  She wanted him tense and nervous, dreading this.  That dread reminded
him who was in control and would haunt the back of his mind whenever she gave him
orders in the future.


“Cute panties,”
she said softly.


His penis
throbbed.  This was so embarrassing.  He felt so helpless.


Rhonda slid her
pointer finger down his panties over his crack.  This sent electric tingles
racing down toward his spine and made his penis grow as hard as it could before
the Pink Lady stopped him growing.  Nevertheless, his heart rate increased and
he felt a throbbing feeling in his lower regions, deep behind his balls.


She pushed her
finger harder and ran along his crack again, this time deep inside the crevice.


Matthew
shuddered.


“Are you ready
for your lesson, bossy?” she chuckled.


He nodded
reluctantly.


She pushed her
finger hard against his hole, but not quite inside.  He winced.  “Answer me
verbally.”


“Y— yes, Miss
Rhonda.”  He felt so weak.


Rhonda pulled
her hand away.  She set the sole of her shoe against his rear and tapped it
gently three times.  Matthew tensed up when he first felt this, but relaxed
slightly by the third tap.  Then she raised her shoe in the air and brought it
down hard and fast against his exposed rear.


THUD!!!


It hit hard.


It hit hard
enough to make his entire rear ripple like a lake into which a rock had been
thrown.  His whole body shook.  He almost lost his balance and stumbled
forward, though he caught himself at the last second.  Then the pain reached
his nerves.  It stung.  It hurt.


THUD!  Rhonda’s
shoe struck him again.


THUD! 
And again.


Matthew braced
himself as Rhonda smacked his rear several times with her high-heeled shoe. 
Each blow struck the same spot, increasing the pain and causing his rear to
feel red and inflamed.  Each blow also struck his ego, making him feel smaller
and weaker.  He filled with shame.


Worse, as the
blows came, his erection began to throb with them.  It quickly throbbed in the rhythm
of the strikes.  Within seconds, the combination of all he was feeling, the
shame, the pain, the embarrassment, the memory of her hand on his erection, the
memory of her laugh at seeing his penis locked away, and the memory that she
had ordered him to give the key to his wife—


Samantha


Matthew
shuddered deeply at the idea that he was being spanked by his underling as his
wife was somewhere else in the dealership being a manager.  This was so
incredibly humiliating!  He was the better manager!  He was the husband!  He
was the man!  He was already a manager when she was just starting.  He should
be in charge.  The idea that he was technically his wife’s underling...
shocking.


And then he felt
it.


The rhythm.


THUD!


It was too late.


THUD!


His penis
exploded, somehow.  It exploded despite no one touching it.  It exploded even
though it had never gotten hard; it could not get hard on the device.  It
exploded because all of this, shockingly, had turned him on so incredibly.  He
suddenly felt so dirty.


Rhonda stopped. 
“Remember that the next time you think about resisting my orders.  Next time, I
won’t be so nice.”


“Yes, Miss
Rhonda.”


She ran her
finger over the red, glowing spot on his rear.  He winced as it stung.  Rhonda
then stepped back and slipped her shoe onto her foot, again bracing herself
with one hand against the shelf.  As she did, Matthew stood back up as well.  There
was a sticky, white fluid dripping out the hole at the front of the sheath.


Rhonda laughed. 
“You came?!  That’s awful,” she laughed, “just awful!  Does Samantha know you
like being spanked?”


Matthew blushed
deeply.  “I do not like being spanked!”


Rhonda looked at
the wet, sticky device and the white goo dripping from it.  “Apparently you
do.”


Matthew bit his
lip.  What could he say?


“You’re fully of
surprises, bossy,” continued Rhonda.  “First, the smallest dick I’ve ever seen,
and now you come when I spank you.  If I’d known any of this before, I would
have put you into panties years ago!”  She slipped the other shoe onto her other
foot.  “I’m guessing this is how you ended up like this – Marti.  Your
wife realized you would be better off as a woman and did this to you, right?”


Matthew blushed
even more.  “No,” he grumbled.


“Oh?  Then tell
me, sissy boy, why are you dressed like this?”


Matthew shrugged
his shoulders as if to say it didn’t matter, but Rhonda was in no mood to be
denied.  She finished buckling her second shoe and dropped her foot to the
floor with a loud THUNK!  She spread her legs and folded her arms, blocking his
escape route.


“Go on,” she
said.


“It just
happened,” lied Matthew, who really didn’t want to tell her what really
happened.


“Oh, I see.  So
you got up one morning and you just pulled clothes out of the wrong closet and
the rest is history,” said Rhonda sarcastically.


“Something like
that.”


“Well, I’ll tell
you what—” she said.


Before she could
continue, however, they heard a commotion outside the closet.  Rhonda stuck her
head out the door.  A salesman was passing by.  Apparently, Ericson had called
a meeting of the entire staff.

















Chapter Twelve: “An
Opportunity”
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Matthew stood in
the back of the conference room.  His toes felt crushed in his high-heeled
mules.  His ego was crushed that he was standing here, relegated to standing
with the staff as the managers sat around the table.  His wife sat at the
center of the table between Stein and Martha.  She was giggling about
something.  He realized he couldn’t even guess what it might be as he’d been
excluded from management decisions for long enough now that he felt
insignificant.  Making this worse, the stickiness of the device was a constant
reminder of what he was wearing.  He had to be the only one too, the only
person in this room whose penis was locked away.  He was the lowest of the low,
he told himself.


Samantha glanced
his way and smiled.


He felt even
smaller somehow.  He knew it was wrong to feel jealous, but he did.  He felt
emasculated losing his position, especially with his wife keeping hers.  What
must she think of him being beneath her now?  What would any woman think?  He
recalled a series of smirks from her.  His nipples rose at the thought.  His
penis grew inside the device, but could not exceed its prison.


He blushed.


Matthew suddenly
felt shame for having come to such jealous thoughts in the supply closet.  He
vowed to himself that he would do better.  He would do his best to be
supportive to Samantha until this was over.  After all, it couldn’t be easy for
her either.  He would play his part until he could find a new job – somehow. 
He would find some way to placate Rhonda too.  He might even try apologizing to
Ericson, as much as it pained him.  Maybe Samantha was right, he thought, maybe
it was worth a shot.  None of this was easy, but he would make the best of it,
he told himself.


A moment later,
Ericson came through the door.  He moved around the desk and took his seat at
the head of the table.  “All right,” he said.  “Everyone here?”  He glanced
around.  Apparently satisfied, he continued.  “I’m moving up.”


The room went
silent.


“The owner wants
me to work directly with him,” continued Ericson.  “So I’ll be leaving here. 
That means I need to promote someone to take my place... one of you.”


A stir passed
through the room.


“I’ll be making
the decision in the next couple weeks.”  He glanced around the table at the
managers.  “You’re all eligible.  So do your best and I’ll figure out which of
you would be best.”


All the managers
glanced at each other.


“Any questions?”


No one said a
word.


 


—o—


 


The meeting
ended.  Everyone streamed out.  Ericson stayed behind to look through some
papers the woman in finance brought him.  He signed several.  She took the
documents and left.  This left only Matthew and Ericson in the room.  Matthew
was chomping at the bit.  He was shifting nervously on his feet.


“I want that
promotion,” said Matthew.


Ericson’s eyes
seemed to chuckle.  “You?”  He shook his head.  “Managers only.  That means
Stein, Earl, Thom, Martha, Charli and your wife.”


“I’m a manager,”
said Matthew.


“You’re a
receptionist.”


“I’m the best
manager here.”


Ericson chuckled
sardonically.  “Doesn’t matter.  You’re a receptionist.  Receptionists don’t
get promoted to run the place.  Receptionists aren’t eligible.”  He rose to his
feet and collected his things from the table.


Matthew’s
stomach dropped.  “You can’t do that!”


“Of course, I
can.”


“But I’m the
best manager you have,” repeated Matthew.


“You’re not even
the best receptionist.”  Ericson started toward the door, walking right past
Matthew.  When he reached the door, he smirked.  “Besides, your wife’s a better
manager.  You wouldn’t have gotten it even if you still wore pants.”  He walked
out.


Matthew was
shocked!  It wasn’t the idea of being passed over for promotion or the idea of being
dismissed as a receptionist that shocked him either.  What really burned him
was Ericson’s assertion that his wife was a better manager.  Somehow, that cut
deeper than anything.  That was shattering to his ego.


“It was time to
quit!” he told himself angrily.


... your
wife’s a better manager...


His ego
trembled.


It was time to
storm into Ericson’s office and tell him off.  There was no way he could work
at a place where he wasn’t on the management track (but his wife was).  There
was no way he could work at a place where he didn’t get the respect he deserved
(... your wife’s a better manager...).  He would just need to find
another job.  They.  They would need to find other jobs.  Better
jobs.


He started
toward the door.  Before he reached it, however, Samantha stepped into his
path.  She had heard everything.  Matthew swallowed hard.


 


To be
continued...


 


 


The End of Part Three
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Thanks for reading my book!


 


Please make sure
you leave a rating or review for me!  Keep clicking to the end of the book. 
Amazon will ask you to leave a star rating.  It also asks you to leave a
review, but you don’t need to do that to leave a rating.  Your name will not
appear if you just leave a rating.  It helps me a ton when you do that!  Thank
you!


—Ann
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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!


 


—o—


 


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!


 


—o—


 


Emasculated
By His Mother-in-Law (Part Two)


 


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




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


 


June 2019 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


 


—o—


 


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 and 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, 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!
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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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