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Introduction by Ann


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


Wow!  Who could
have seen that coming?  Now poor Matthew needs to report to work dressed as a
woman because Ericson thought he and Samantha were playing “games” at the
dealership and then tried to make a fool of Ericson by lying their way out of
it.  What a tangled web we weave when we sneakily wear a bra, right?  Well,
things might be about to get worse for Matthew.


 


Not only does he
need to go to work dressed as a woman now, but he can’t get caught and he can’t
cause any problems.  At the same time, his breasts seem to be growing still. 
His you-know-what is shrinking too.  And his wife seems to have discovered
she’s enjoying all of this.  Matthew could be in for a rough week.


 


This is part two
of the series.  This part will include more of what you loved about part one: 
breast growth, a shrinking penis, breast growth, female domination, power
exchange, breast growth, some foot play, erotic humiliation, breast growth, etc.
and some twists and turns.


 


I hope you enjoy
it!  As always, let me know your thoughts!


 


With love,


Ann :)


 


Don’t forget to sign
up for my newsletter


https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website

















Chapter One: “Hairless”


—o—


 


Matthew stared
into the mirror in shock.


His hair was
gone.  All of it.  Every bit of hair from his body except the hair on
his head was gone... dissolved.


His eyes
immediately dropped to his penis.  What he saw was shocking.  All of his hair
was gone there too.  Without his hair, his penis looked tiny.  It didn’t even
look like a penis at all.  It looked like a deflated pinky lying atop a cushion
of flesh that had once been his balls.  This looked like a balloon, a growth,
not a penis.  Even hard, if he could get hard, Matthew knew it would look like
something other than a penis.  His wife had visually castrated him!


His hands
dropped to his penis and grabbed it out of instinct as if grabbing it could
somehow save it from vanishing.  It even felt differently.  The shaft itself,
if you could call a deflated balloon a shaft, was the same.  The skin was silky
and soft, rubbery in a way.  The balls were different, however.  The balls were
almost sticky now that his hands met pure flesh with no hair barrier.  It felt
like holding hardboiled eggs, only smaller.  In fact, the biggest change with
the loss of hair was that the whole thing looked so tiny now.


“What have you
done?” he gasped.


“Women don’t
have hairy bodies,” replied Samantha.


His hands roamed
the rest of his body.  One started down his thigh, which was smooth and
hairless, not masculine at all.  The other came up his hairless belly to his
chest which now looked all the more like breasts.  Indeed, he’d never had that
much in the way of hair on his chest before, but that little made a world of
difference.  With it, his breasts, though increasingly breast-shaped, still
looked like a male chest, even if oddly shaped.  Man boobs.  Without the
hair, his breasts now looked entirely feminine.  His chest looked like the
chest of a young woman.


His nipples rose
at what he saw, making the vision all the worse.


“I— I can’t go
to work like this!” he gasped.


“Really?”
chuckled Samantha.


“Yes!”


“Women don’t
have body hair,” said Samantha calmly.  “Or did you want hairy legs beneath
your stockings?  Maybe hairy armpits?”


“No, but this?” 
He pointed to his crotch.


“Were you
planning on showing that to someone?”


Matthew
blushed.  “No, but— it’s gone.  Look at it.”


Samantha indeed
looked.  She felt a giddy sense of satisfaction seeing his shrunken, hairless
penis; it was as if she had shrunk it.  More to the point, she felt a growing
sense of power seeing how helpless it made him to be stripped of his manhood. 
She liked this.


Besides, it had
to be done.


“Listen, honey,
you need to look and act like a woman if you’re going to pull this off.  That
means you better start thinking like a woman.  Thus, you need to accept that
certain things are going to be true.  You need to shave your legs because women
don’t have hairy legs.  You need to wear heels because women wear heels,
especially women at the dealership.  It’s part of the uniform.  You need to
carry a purse.  Wear make-up.  You need to change the way you act too.  You need
to carrying yourself like a woman, talking like a woman and acting like a
woman.  If a man holds a door open for you, you let him.  If a woman
compliments your hair, you say ‘thank you.’  You need to accept that you are a
woman from now on and will be treated like a woman.  Long story short, women
are hairless.  Now, so are you.”


“Women aren’t
entirely hairless,” countered Matthew.


“You like me
hairless down there,” said Samantha.


Matthew licked
his lips.  His wife was right, but this was so difficult.  This was crushing his
ego.


“I think we need
to work on this,” announced Samantha.


“Work on what?”


“You need
practice being a woman.”


Matthew pointed
to the image in the mirror and the memory of how he had been dressed previously
that night.  “That’s what we just did.”


Samantha shook
her head.  “No, that was just seeing if we could do it.  You look the part, but
you don’t understand the part.”  She took her husband’s hand and walked him out
to the bedroom.  He felt so small walking next to his wife, completely naked
and hairless, as she wore her tight dark-gray professional skirt and her white
blouse.  Her being dressed and him being so exposed gave her an extra air of
authority which had normally been his.


“Towel yourself
off,” she said a tone that felt surprisingly commanding to Matthew.  It was a
tone he didn’t like.


He obeyed though.


As Matthew
toweled himself off, his wife went to her lingerie drawer.  She searched the
drawer until she found what she wanted:  a pair of purple thong panties and a
matching bra.  Both were highly feminine, which was what she wanted.  Not only
would these help to break down his masculine resistance, but she wanted to see
him in them... the idea turned her on.


She pulled the
panties and bra from the drawer.  She also grabbed a pair of tan stockings.


“Put these on,”
she said and she handed them to her husband.


Matthew
shuddered.  The bra and panties she handed him were so feminine that he shook
with deep shame at the idea of wearing them.  “Don’t you have anything less
feminine?” he asked.


Samantha
laughed.  “I do, but this is what you’re going to wear.  You can’t be a woman
and worry about something being ‘too feminine.’  Now put them on, honey.”  She
folded her arms and stood back to watch him dress.  Her nipples were hard.  She
was surprisingly excited.


Matthew shrank.


He felt chastised. 
He felt embarrassed too at being so feminine.  And he felt ashamed he was about
to slip into women’s clothes.  Yes, he’d worn a bra and panties already and
he’d tried earlier in the evening to dress as a woman, but somehow, this was
worse.  It was worse because his wife was expecting him to become a
woman now, not merely appear as one.  This was a true betrayal of his manhood. 
This was the difference between wearing a costume and pretending to be the
thing itself.  His spine grew weak and he felt tiny.


He held out the
panties.


“These huh?” he
asked himself.


Matthew slipped
his feet through them and pulled the panties up his legs into place.  They fit
surprisingly snuggly without his hair in the way.  They also made him look much
more feminine with a smooth front now.  Indeed, with his penis and balls held so
flat and the thong hugging his crotch with no hair to be seen, he was
indistinguishable from a woman.  It was shattering to his ego.  He hoped his
wife didn’t see the same thing he did.


“Now the bra,”
said Samantha when he hesitated.


She was tingling
all over with a giddy feeling.  Seeing her husband in the panties was
incredible.  His manhood had completely vanished and that made her feel
powerful:  she had taken it from him.  Her panties were becoming damp.


Matthew took the
bra and slipped his arms through its straps.  He reached around behind himself
and latched the bra closed.  As he did, it pulled his breasts tightly to his
chest.  He slipped his hands into the cups and adjusted them.  There was a lot
of tissue in the cups, almost too much to continue dismissing this as just
“swelling,” but he fought against that realization.


“It’s just
swelling from the pills.  It will go away now that I’ve stopped the pills,” he
told himself, though there was doubt in his mind.


He finished
adjusting his “swelling” until they sat comfortably in the bra.


His hard nipples
pressed into the bra cups.


“Now the
stockings,” said Samantha, who was genuinely wet watching this.  His breasts
were so obviously breasts at this point it was like watching another woman
dress before her.  Indeed, between the smooth, bump-free front, the rounded
breasts, the nipples trying to poke through the bra, the hairless chest and
legs, and the overall feminine shape her husband seemed to have – especially
around his rear, hips and waist – he looked like a woman to her.  There was
little of her husband left, and that was exciting.


Matthew sat down
and balled up the first stocking as his wife had shown him previously.  He held
it out and stuck his toes into it.  Then he unrolled it as he pulled it up his
legs.  To his utter amazement, the silky stocking sent electric shocks racing
through his body as it made its way up his legs, sliding along his freshly
hairless legs.  This was much more electric than it had been when he first
tried on stockings while he still had his leg hair.  It felt incredible... and it
caused an erection.


It was true.


To Matthew’s
horror, his tiny, lifeless penis suddenly stirred and soon began to inflate. 
Matthew turned bright, bright red at the humiliating thought he was about to
sprout an erection right in front of his wife from the act of putting on
women’s underwear!  Why now?  Why from this?


He instinctively
threw his hands down to his crotch to hide his burgeoning shame.


Samantha saw
what was happening and almost orgasmed on the spot.  Here was her manly husband
reduced to a feminine state, wearing sexy purple panties, a matching bra and a single
stocking, and he had gotten an erection from slipping into the stocking.  He
was now trying to hide his shame with his hands and striking a distinctly feminine
pose in the process, like an embarrassed young woman trying to hide her parts
at being caught naked.


She let out a
laugh and he shrank.  “Problem?” she asked with an uncontrollable smile.


He blushed
bright red.  “It’s— well—”


“You got hard.”


He blushed even
redder.


She laughed
again.  “So you can’t get hard when I touch you.  No, because you’re impotent
now.  You can’t get hard even if I play with you.  No, that’s not enough
either.  But you do get hard for my feet and now you get hard when you wear
panties?  Is there something you want to tell me?”


She threw the
foot thing in to embarrass him.


And he was
embarrassed.


The glow
surrounding his wife’s face made Matthew feel so very small.  She was enjoying
this.  He saw that, but he was helpless to change it.  He was right too.  She
was enjoying this.  It made her feel incredibly strong.  Many women dreamed of
taking their husbands down a notch – poking their egos, and having the upper
hand over them – Samantha included.  Few ever had an upper hand like this,
however!  She held his very manhood in her proverbial hand right now, and she
knew it.  She was reveling in it too.


“Is this going
to be a problem?” she asked with an enormous grin on her lips.


“No,” said Matthew
sourly.


“Are you sure? 
Do I need to worry about you sprouting hard-ons all day?  Creating telltale
bulges in your skirts?”


Matthew shrank
even more.  “It happens.”


“In panties
apparently—”


Matthew
withered.


“Well, move your
hand.  Let me see,” said Samantha and she came to him.  She brushed his hands
aside and crouched down to examine the front of his panties.  He was erect all
right.  She could see an outline of it held fast against his crotch by the thong;
it pointed upward.  Indeed, the whole thing was outlined by the tight thong,
from the hard shaft to the saggy eggs beneath.  It did not push out enough
though that it would have tented out a skirt or a pair of slacks – not that she
was going to let him wear slacks... his days in pants were over until all of
this passed.  She was rather amazed to see it so meek and so easily controlled
by a pair of panties... an excellent metaphor for men in general, she thought.


Samantha brushed
it with her fingers, running the backs of her nails up along the outline of the
shaft.  Matthew withered and shuddered as she did.  Her touch sent blood racing
through it and triggered all his nerves.  And as her fingers reached its tip,
it let out several drops of pre-come, which created a wet spot on the panties,
adding to his emasculation.


Samantha giggled
and shook her head.


“Try and stay
dry,” she laughed.


She now moved to
her closet to get a pair of shoes as she instructed him to put on the remaining
stocking.  Matthew, spent with tension and embarrassment and defeated into
submissiveness, complied.  He slipped the other stocking up his leg.  It was
equally electric.


Meanwhile,
Samantha looked over her collection of shoes for something fitting the
occasion.  She wanted something ultra-feminine, something that highlighted her
husband’s weakness and which challenged him to become feminine to succeed.  Not
only would this be a good lesson for him, but frankly, she wanted to control
him, to tighten the grip on his masculinity.


She found the
perfect thing.


“Let’s go with
these,” she said.


Samantha held
out a pair of platform mules.  These were made of brown leather which ran from
the open-toe in the front to about mid-foot, forming one solid upper.  The
platforms were about an inch-thick and made of stacked wood, as was the heel. 
The heel stood just over five and a half inches in height.  The backs of the
shoes were open, which would make them tricky for Matthew to wear as they
offered no support.  The heels would be challenging.  The idea of seeing her
husband tottering around in these made Samantha tingle.


It horrified
Matthew.


“I can’t wear
those!” he gasped.


Samantha
smirked.  “Too feminine?” she asked with a condescending snicker.


Matthew
blushed.  “Yeah,” he said sourly.


“Well, too bad. 
It’s time for a crash course in heels and these will do it.”  They will do nicely,
she added in her head.  She pushed the shoes into his chest.  “So put them on
and let’s get started.”


“Started with
what?”


“With your
lessons.”


Matthew pursed
his lips and wondered again if this was worth it.  Just because Ericson was a
jerk, he was supposed to humiliate himself like this before his wife?  And then
he was supposed to do it again tomorrow at work?  What was Ericson even
thinking?  He was supposed to show up at work and pretend to be some unknown
woman?  Ridiculous!  But then... he had no choice.  He knew that too.  Ericson
was making a point.  And even though Ericson would likely send him home when he
got there (in fact, Matthew was sure of it), he could not just ignore Ericson’s
demand.  Ericson would fire him and Samantha out of pettiness if he did that,
especially with him thinking Matthew and Samantha had been trying to make a
fool of him.


It was this or
be fired.


Matthew took
several deep breaths to calm his doubts and then slipped into the humiliating
shoes.  He dropped them to the floor and slipped his feet into them, something
he ironically could not have done before their prior practice session as he
would have fallen over trying to balance on the one foot.  He immediately
noticed two things:  first, the rise in height.  He stood almost six inches
taller now and the world felt different; everything looked different.  Secondly,
he noticed the instability, and it wasn’t just the instability he’d experienced
when he wore the slingbacks earlier.  That was still there, but these were worse. 
Not only were the heels higher on these shoes, but these shoes didn’t offer the
same support as the slingbacks had.  Indeed, while the slingbacks had held to
his feet as he moved them, he noticed right away that these shoes did not move
with his feet unless he was careful to make sure the pressure he applied to the
shoes was against the leather upper or against his toes.  That meant that not
only did he need to balance on the heels, but he needed to focus on keeping the
shoes on his feet as well.


What’s more,
when he moved, these shoes made a very different sound.  First, there was a
THUNK sound as the thicker wooden heel came down against the floor, as compared
to the CLICK sound of the slightly thinner and lighter stiletto heel from the
slingbacks.  This was immediately followed by a soft CLUNK sound as the wooden platform
beneath the balls of his feet struck the floor.  Then came the surprise, which
was a sort of SLAP sound as he began the next step and the leather insole of
the rising shoe caught up to the sole of his foot and slapped against it.  The
effect was THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP.  This was how he made his way across the room:
THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!


No man ever made
that sound; it was embarrassingly feminine.


THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!


He was suddenly
very conscious of wearing heels, especially with the extra effort it took to
walk in these shoes.


THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!


THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!


His penis
started to grow once more at the sound.  He felt so emasculated making it.  It
was so loud too, and so feminine.  It seemed to announce to the world that he
was no longer a man.  That made him blush with shame.  Worse, he made another
wet spot in his panties.  He blushed even deeper and hoped Samantha would not
notice.


“There,” he said
harshly to hide his embarrassment.  “Now what?”


“Practice
walking in them.”


“For how long?”


“Until you look
like a woman.”


Matthew walked
across the room.  He intended to do this quickly and with as much masculine
spin as he could.  Unfortunately, these shoes just didn’t allow that.  These
were not shoes one could rush in, and certainly not ones one could run it.  They
were not shoes one could stomp in.  They were not shoes one could march in.  They
simply didn’t allow for masculine gestures.  Indeed, to keep the shoes on his
feet and to maintain his balance in the tricky shoes, he was forced into a
feminine gate.


He felt
ridiculous.  He felt girly.


Worse, each step
made his breasts jiggle too.  Thus, each step drove home what had happened to
his chest.  Samantha saw hints of this too and felt a giddy tingle inside.


“Now, let’s see
you sit,” said Samantha after a few passes.


“Sit?”


“Sit.  You need
to know how to sit.”  She pointed to her vanity.


Matthew assumed
sitting would be easy.  Why wouldn’t it be?  He came to her chair, turned his
rear, and dropped it into the chair, bringing an eye roll and a headshake from his
wife.  This wasn’t feminine.  Nor was it how she had taught him earlier. 
Earlier, she had taught him to bring his feet together – which he had not done,
and then to delicately lower himself into the chair, brushing whatever skirt he
wore beneath him.  He hadn’t done that.


“You’re a woman,
honey,” said Samantha.  “You need to move like one.”


“I forgot,” he
lied.


“In that case, I
know what will help.”


Matthew looked
worried.  “Wh— what?  Help?  I don’t need help.”


“Clearly you do,
if you ‘forgot’.”  Matthew could almost hear the quotes around “forgot” when
his wife said it.


Samantha now moved
to her closet and pulled out a tan skirt.  She brought it over to her husband
and told him to slip into it.  He sighed but nodded his head.  He took the
skirt and started to slip out of his shoes.


“No, keep those
on,” she said.


“While I’m
putting this on?”  He indicated the skirt.


“Lots of women
do it, and you need as much practice balancing as you can get, so keep the
shoes on.  It will be good practice.”


Matthew sighed
frustratedly but unzipped the back of the skirt and held it out before him.  It
took some effort to figure out how to balance on one foot in the heels, but he
did it and he stuck his foot into the top of the skirt to the floor.  Then he
slipped his other foot in as well.  The skirt was surprisingly tight and forced
him to stand his feet literally side by side as he did it.


“This is really
tight,” he said as he pulled the material past his ankles.


“It’s a pencil
skirt.  It’s meant to be tight.”


Matthew pulled
the skirt up his calves.  It got even tighter.  It came over his knees and became
almost too tight.  This is where the skirt started to get really tight and he struggled
to work it up his thighs inch by inch.


“This doesn’t
fit,” he said.


“It fits.  Keep
pulling.”


Matthew worked
the skirt up his thighs, little by little, until it came to his hips.  Here it
got even tighter.  For a moment, he thought it would go no farther.  But it slowly
came into place.  When he finally got it where it should be, he zipped it up in
the back.  He then brushed his hands down his rear and his thighs to smooth out
the wrinkles.  The skirt ran from his waist to about three inches below his
knees and it was tight the whole length.  It was so narrow at his knees that he
could barely move his legs.  He tried to take a step forward and found he could
only take a truly tiny step.


“How am I
supposed to walk in this?” he demanded.


“That’s the
trick,” said Samantha.  “That’s why you’re wearing it.  That tightness is what’s
going to force you to move like a woman.”


Matthew glared
at her.  In a way, he felt like he’d been tricked, but embarrassingly so.  He
glanced in the mirror.  He looked so feminine right now.  Between the feminine
almost slutty heels, the skin-tight skirt that forced his legs together and
seemed to highlight the curvature of his hips and rear, and the purple bra
which seemed to lift and enhance his breasts, he looked amazing feminine.  A
shudder ran through him.


“Are we sure
about this?” he asked nervously.


Samantha ignored
him.  “Try sitting again,” she said.


Matthew reluctantly
returned to the chair.  Walking was difficult, with him needing to take tiny
steps because of the skirt and at the same time needing to move cautiously to
keep the mules on his feet.  THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!  He turned his rear to
the chair.  He started to plop down, as before, but realized the skirt would
not let him; he would fall if he tried.  Instead, he needed to slowly lower
himself from his knees and his waist.  It was a delicate process... a feminine
process.


“This is like
bondage,” grumbled Matthew.


Samantha
laughed.  “A lot of women’s clothes are.  They’re meant to show vulnerability
and grace.  And now that’s you.  Isn’t that great, honey?”  Her tone was
playful and enthusiastic, but also sarcastic.


Matthew glared
at her sourly in response.


She laughed
again.  “Cross your legs.”


“How?” asked
Matthew.  “The skirt’s too tight to cross my legs.”


“Slide your leg
up over the other,” she said.


Matthew glanced
at her doubtfully, but then tried it.  He pushed his thighs together to get the
taut skirt as loose as possible.  Then he slid one leg along the other, up over
the other.  His knee rose as his legs crossed.  A moment later, his leg was in
the air.  His mule then fell of his foot.


Samantha snickered. 
“You’ll have to use your toes to keep that in place.  Slip your foot back into
it.”


Matthew
uncrossed his legs and then used his foot to find the shoe.  It was difficult
to see what he was doing because the skirt blocked the view down and forward. 
He slid his stocking-covered foot into the shoe.  Then he crossed his legs
again, this time keeping the shoe on his foot.  It dangled slightly.


“Good.  Now
practice that again,” said Samantha.


Matthew tried
again several times.  Each time, he got better at sitting and standing in the
tight skirt and heels.  Each time, crossing his legs became smoother.  Each
time, keeping the mules on his feet became easier.  Each time, his motions
became a little more feminine.  Each time, he became more feminine.  He felt
like he was working against his very manhood.  He vowed to spend as much time
out of this skirt and heels as possible, acting manly.


 


—o—


 


“You’ve got the
walk down and the sitting.  The skirt will help enforce that too, as will the
heels,” said Samantha.  “Now we need to work on the attitude.”


“What attitude?”


“That
attitude.  Women aren’t as aggressive as men, and you don’t sound like a woman
when you challenge everything I say.  Women don’t talk the way you talk.  They
don’t say the things you say.  And they don’t carry themselves like they want
to dominate the room.”


“So?”


“So, if you want
to pass, you need to learn to present yourself the way a woman presents
herself.  It’s time to start acting like a woman.”  Samantha moved to the
closet.  She picked out one of her purses.  It was a brown leather messenger
bag with a thick leather strap.  “Take this.”


“A purse?”


“Yes, a purse.  Women
carry purses.  From now on, you carry a purse.”


Matthew took it
and looked it.  It was embarrassing to hold a woman’s purse.  He didn’t
understand how this was supposed to help his “attitude” either.  Still, he knew
women had purses, so he agreed to carry it:  “All right.  I’ll carry a purse
tomorrow.”  He started to set it down.


“Carry it now,”
said Samantha.


Matthew groaned,
but slipped the purse over his shoulder.  He felt strangely girly letting the
purse hang from his shoulder.  Samantha looked him over.  His whole posture had
changed, as she had suspected.  It was suddenly less secure.  Between that and
the instability of the heels and the restrictions of the skirt, he was starting
to stand like a woman!  She felt a tingle at that.  She wasn’t finished
either.  She was only starting.  This was slowly becoming a challenge for
her... one that turned her on to boot, apparently.


“Now what?”
asked Matthew.


“Now we need to
teach you a little humility,” she said.


“Humility?” said
Matthew doubtfully.  “In what way?”


“Think about how
you treat Rhonda.”


“What’s wrong
with how I treat Rhonda?”


“Nothing, I’m
sure,” said Samantha indifferently, “but you ask her to fetch things for you,
do you not?”  He shrugged his shoulders.  “You ask her to do little tasks you
don’t want to do yourself, don’t you?”  Again, he had no response but a
shoulder shrug.  “You don’t ask any men to do those things.”


“She’s a
receptionist.”


“So it’s her
job?  Is that what you’re saying?”


“Exactly.”


“Last week, you
asked her to clean up some coffee that had been spilled in the hall, didn’t
you?” asked Samantha.


Matthew looked
less sure of himself.  “Well, yeah, but—”


“‘But she’s a
woman.  She’s not a man’,” said Samantha finishing his thought with a condescending
smirk.  “You didn’t ask one of the salesmen, did you?  You didn’t ask one of
the mechanics.  You didn’t even think to call to building services.  That’s who
you should have asked, but you asked her because she’s a woman.  Women do those
things.”


Matthew
blushed.  It hadn’t seemed that way at the time, but maybe it had been that
way, he realized; it had just seemed natural to ask her.  He was embarrassed
suddenly.  “Well— I mean,” he said, unsure what to say next.  His wife cut him
off in any event.


“And she did it,
didn’t she?” asked Samantha.


“Yeah.”


“Do you remember
what she was wearing?”


Matthew blushed
even more because he did recall that because he had watched her rear as her
skirt tightened around it as she crouched down to clean the coffee.


“She did it in a
tight skirt and sky-high heels, didn’t she?”  Samantha’s smirk grew.  “Now you
know how hard that is.”  She moved to the closet and pulled out a pair of
mid-heeled slides with a strappy vamp and chunky heels; these were her favorite
shoes for around the house.  They were hot pink.  She dropped them to the floor
and slipped her feet into them, adding three inches to her height.  “She never
once complained about it either, did she?”


Matthew bit his
lip.


“Even around
here, who does the housework?” asked Samantha.


“We both do
some,” said Matthew cautiously.


“Is that so? 
When was the last time you vacuumed?  Swept?  Mopped?  Did laundry?  Dusted? 
Polished?  Made dinner?”


“I take out the
trash,” he protested.


Samantha laughed
coldly.  “Damned by your own answer, aren’t you?”


“What’s your
point?” demanded Matthew, though he kind of knew.


“The point is
that as a woman, men will ask you to do things and they expect it to be done.  Most
women don’t take offense, as you just did.  They say things like, ‘sure, let me
get that for you,’ and they do it.  It’s expected of them.  Not every woman,
obviously—”


“Maybe I’m one
of those women,” said Matthew confidently.


“Don’t
interrupt, honey.  It’s not ladylike.  As I was saying, not every women does
this, but for you, it would be good training to learn.  Hence, for the rest of
the night, you need to act like a woman and I will act like a man.  Let’s try
it, shall we?” she said in a cheery, yet condescending tone.  “Would you please
get me a glass of wine?”  It wasn’t really a question.


Matthew’s eyebrow
shot up doubtfully.  “Get you a glass of wine?”


“Yes.”


He shrugged his
shoulders.  “Fine.”


“No, no.  Not ‘fine.’ 
Try ‘sure, let me get that for you.’  Attitude.”


Matthew
blushed.  “Sure, let me get that for you,” he said.


“Say it more
kindly.  Stop resisting.”


Matthew sighed. 
“Sure, let me get that for you.”


“Good girl.  Now
get my wine and meet me in the living room.”


Matthew stormed
off to the kitchen with his purse in tow.  This was all so embarrassing, all of
it.  It was embarrassing that he wore these slutty heels which took such concentration
to keep on his feet.  It was embarrassing to hear their THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP down
the hallway.  It was embarrassed to be hampered by the tight skirt which did an
amazing job restricting his motions.  It felt positively claustrophobic.  It
was embarrassing to carry his wife’s purse, even more so that he was supposed
to carry it as his own.  It was embarrassing that his bra and breasts were
still exposed and that his breasts jiggled when he walked in the heels, even in
the bra – did all women feel this jiggle when they walked?  Finally, it was
embarrassing that his wife had made him fetch her a glass of wine like some
sore of servant!


Nevertheless, he
got it.
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Matthew handed
the glass of wine to his wife, who had taken a seat in his recliner.  Not that
it was actually “his” recliner, but he had essentially adopted it, like a
throne, and she never sat there as a result.  Tonight, she did.  He had been
taken aback to see her sitting there, in fact.


She took the glass
and sipped it.  “Excellent,” she said.  “Now why don’t you vacuum?”


Matthew glared
at her.  “Vacuum?”


“Yes, honey.  Vacuum. 
I do it all the time.  Now you can.”


“But it’s
evening.”


“I do chores in
the evening when we get home.”


Matthew sighed
out his frustration.  She was having too much fun with this, he thought.  She
was enjoying it.  Still, he had to admit that it was working in a way.  He knew
that if he was being honest that he felt such a resistance to acting like a
woman that he would never pass.  As embarrassing as what Samantha was doing to
him was, maybe in some way this was teaching him to be respond more
femininely.  Maybe.  Either way, he told himself he would put up with it
for now and hope that it got him through tomorrow.


“Fine,” he said
and he started to kick off the heels.


“Wait,” said
Samantha.  “Wear the heels.”


“To do
housework?”


“It’s every
man’s kinky dream.”


“It’s
ridiculous.”


“You did ask
Rhonda to clean up that mess, didn’t you?  She was wearing heels and a tight
skirt at the time.  Did you tell her she should take them off?  Think of this
as Rhonda’s revenge,” laughed Samantha.


Matthew shook
his head but went to get the vacuum from the front hall.  THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP
THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP.  The sound of his heels seemed to call
out his shame.  He told himself to ignore it; tomorrow would be worse and if he
couldn’t handle Samantha playing around now, there was no way he was going to
be able to handle the dealership.  Still, it made him feel small... and
uncomfortably horny.


He hadn’t
expected to feel horny.


Matthew grabbed
the vacuum and returned to the living room.  He unrolled the cord and went to
plug it in, only to find that bending down was rather difficult.  The skirt
made it impossible to bend over as he normally did and he needed to squat
down.  Squatting was a very feminine motion.  He did it though and got the
thing plugged in.  He then moved around the room cleaning the carpet, moving
cautiously in his heels and tight skirt.


Samantha watched
him, enjoying her wine.


This whole thing
was making her increasingly horny.  In fact, she found herself quite excited. 
Seeing her manly husband dressed not only like a woman, by a woman
in overly tall, difficult heels and a super difficult skirt as he fluttered around
with a purse over his shoulder doing housework made her feel incredibly
powerful.  He had truly been feminized in a strong way.  And then the cherry on
top of this wonderful cake of ironic justice was seeing his breasts bounce
within the bra just a little as he bent over or snapped back up or even as he
took steps that were just a little too long and his feet came down hard.


She was wet.


Matthew, on the
other hand, was deeply embarrassed by all of this.  The heels.  The skirt.  The
bra.  The purse.  The submissiveness he was supposed to be learning.  All of it
flew in the face of his self-image as a take-charge man.  He felt so incredibly
small and weak like this, and seeing the Cheshire grin on his wife’s face made
it all so dirty.  She was enjoying this and there was nothing he could do about
it.


There was worse
too.


The stockings
slid up and down his legs as they were tugged by his motions, sending an
electric thrill through him.  His breasts, swellings, jiggled
humiliatingly in his bra.  The THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP of his heels was like a
siren of femininity.  The bondage-like grip of the skirt was a reminder of his
being trapped.  All of this was hopelessly girly and it made it impossible to
feel like a man.  Yet, he was a man.  A man trapped by womanly things.  A man
whose wife was mocking him with her eyes – no worse, she was excited by his
loss of manhood.  All of that, combined surprisingly not to anger him or
upset him so much as it made him strangely horny.  It’s true, crazy but true. 
All of this was turning him on.  It even gave him an erection, which was just
utter humiliation!


“She must be
laughing at me being hard,” he thought to himself, as he tried very hard to
keep his wife from seeing the embarrassing bump in his skirt – he ducked behind
furniture, turned awkwardly, and sometimes dropped his hands strategically
before his crotch to keep things hidden.  He didn’t realize she couldn’t see
it.


He began to
wonder: is this what it’s going to be like tomorrow?  Would he feel terror
being at the office dressed like this?  Or would he be horny?  It seemed both. 
That idea was utterly humiliating and he told himself he would never, ever,
ever tell his wife about this.


“She never needs
to know.”


In fact, he
thought, no one needed to know – ever!


“Please,” he
thought, “let Ericson send me home before anyone sees me.”


That was
possible too, he realized.  Indeed, the more he thought about it, the more
likely it seemed.  Ericson had done this to embarrass Matthew in retaliation
for supposedly trying to make a fool of him.  Ericson just wanted to make a
point.  But his big concern remained the dealership:  he wanted no disruption
at the dealership.  Letting Matthew traipse around as a woman was going to be
disruptive any way you sliced it.  In fact, the more he thought about it, the
less sense any of this made.  How was Ericson going to explain some woman
showing up and temporarily taking Matthew’s slot?  What was he going to say
about where Matthew was or how he hired this woman or why none of the other competitive
assistant managers and section chiefs at the dealership got a chance to compete
for the job?  Ericson was creating a nightmare if he let Matthew come as some
unknown woman.  That meant he would have to send Matthew home.  There was no
other way to handle this!


“This stupidity
will all end before it even starts,” he told himself confidently.


He felt
relieved.


But was he
right?
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It was the
following morning.  Time to get ready for work.


“I just realized
something,” said Samantha as she slipped a golden earring into her ear.  She
wore a black skirt suit and open-toed black pumps with golden buckles over the
toes.


“What’s that?”
asked Matthew as he stepped into the same brown-leather mules as the prior
night, gaining five inches as he did and losing his stability.  His feet and calves
were sore from wearing these so long the prior night as he had done all the
housework his wife had neglected that week.  Slipping into these shoes
rekindled that soreness.


In addition to
the heels, he wore the tan pencil skirt which made it so difficult to walk, sit
or move – it was as if his legs were bound – a frilly white blouse, the
decorative purple bra, the matching purple panties, and a new pair of silky tan
stockings.  Samantha had painted his fingernails and toenails a brownish-red
and added makeup to his face already.  His face looked disturbingly feminine
with the makeup she added... the man was gone.


“We never gave
you a name,” said Samantha, answering his question.


“A name?”


“Yes.  Or were
you planning to introduce yourself as ‘Matthew’?” snickered his wife.


Matthew
blushed.  “Definitely not!  What are you thinking?”


“Well, I’ve
never named a husband before, but I like ‘Marti’.”


“Marti?”


“Yes.  That’s
got a ring to it.”


The name struck Matthew
as somehow very naughty, particularly as it could have been heard as either a
male or female name, which made it sound a bit like an inside joke.  He actually
preferred something more obviously feminine, like “Jane.”  But as he opened his
mouth to say so, he suddenly felt embarrassed at the idea of suggesting a
feminine name at all.  If he did that, would it be an admission that he wanted
to be feminine somehow, i.e. that he had thought about what kind of woman he
wanted to be?  That idea sharpened his embarrassment and he decided it was best
to appear as disinterested as possible.


“That’s fine,”
he said dismissively.


“Good,” said
Samantha.  She patted her vanity.  “Take a seat, Marti.”


“For what?”
asked Matthew suspiciously.


“I see we still
need to work on your attitude,” said Samantha with an eye roll.


Matthew glared
at her, but realized she was right.  If he was going to pull this off, he
needed to stop fighting everything she wanted to do, he needed to be more... ugh,
submissive.  He tapped his way over to her chair on his heels and sat down: THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!


“Cross your
legs, honey,” she said.


“Why?”


“Because that’s
how women do it.”


“Maybe I’m not
that kind of woman?”


“And maybe, I’m
going to start spanking you every time you don’t,” said Samantha in a playful,
yet sour tone.


“I’d like to see
you try,” said Matthew equally sourly.


“Don’t try me, Marti,”
laughed his wife.  “Now cross your legs.”


Matthew reluctantly
did as he was told.  Interestingly, it wasn’t as hard to cross his legs in the
tight skirt now as it had been the night before.  He simply rubbed his left leg
up and over his right leg and into place.  His shoe didn’t come off either,
though it dangled a bit from his toes, leaving an inch or two gap between his
heel and the sole in the open back of the shoe.


Samantha rummaged
through a box of jewelry.  She pulled out three ivory-colored bracelets and
handed them to him.  “Put these on,” she said.


“What are
these?”


“Bracelets.”


“You want me to
wear these?”


“Obviously.”  As
she said this, she wiggled her own wrist at him which was covered in a series
of golden bracelets to match the golden buckle on her pumps.  “Women wear
jewelry.”


Matthew furrowed
his brow and opened his mouth to object.


“Say another
word and I’ll pierce your ears,” said Samantha, cutting him off.


Matthew sighed
in frustration but then went to work slipping the bracelets on his wrist.  They
matched his skirt and shoes quite nicely.  As he did that, Samantha went to her
closet and grabbed her wig.  This was an old wig she had bought for a costume
party.  It was lucky she still had it and that it wasn’t pink or purple or
something.  The costume had been a television character and the style of the
wig was a brunette “Rachel” cut.  She took it from its box and set it on her
husband’s head.  It was a mess.  But with a few adjustments with her dexterous
fingers, she got it into place.


The
transformation was stunning.


By adding the
wig, the entire shape of Matthew’s head changed.  The more blocky male shape
instantly morphed into a more oval female shape.  The masculine hairline
vanished beneath a curtain of feminine tufts and bangs.  His face narrowed and
seemingly shrunk.  His eyes became more mysterious being slightly hidden.  Even
his cheekbones became more feminine.


“Wow!” gasped
Matthew involuntarily.


Samantha
laughed.  “Now you’re Marti.”  She leaned over and kissed him gently on the
cheek, trying not to leave lipstick prints or mess up his makeup.  “My husband,
the woman.”


Matthew blushed
and found himself growing hard.
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It was time.


Matthew took a
deep breath and watched his wife walk into the dealership.  He stayed at the door. 
He felt sick.  He couldn’t believe he was doing this.  It was insane!  He had
been so sure he could do this after spending the night practicing, but now that
the moment had come, he was terrified.  Would he pass?  Would people recognize him? 
Did he even have the nerve to try this?  He stood at the door with sheer terror
running through his body, afraid to move forward at all.  Maybe he should back
out.  How long could it possibly take to find a new job?  Two new jobs?


“Come on,
Marti,” said Samantha, reaching for him.


“I— I don’t
think I can do this.”


“You’ll be
fine.”


“What if they—
what if someone—?”


Samantha glanced
around nervously.  “No one’s going to spot you unless you do exactly what
you’re doing now.  You’re making a scene, drawing attention to yourself and
standing out.  Come on, honey, you can do it.  Just do what I taught you and no
one will ever know.”  Samantha tugged on his forearm.


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


“All right,
listen to me, Marti,” said Samantha sharply.  She let go of his arm.  “Get in
here now.  Do as you’re told.”


Matthew barely
heard her, yet found himself obeying.  Without even realizing it, he stepped
forward and through the door.  His heel struck the hard echoing tile:  THUNK-CLUNK! 
Then his other foot followed:  THUNK-CLUNK!


“Now follow me,”
said Samantha still in her commanding tone, a tone she had taken purely on
instinct when it seemed like she needed to take control of the situation, a
tone which gave her husband no choice.  She started across the showroom floor. 
Her stiletto heels echoed loudly off the tile.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  She was getting farther away.


Matthew
reluctantly followed her.


His heels now
added to hers.  CLICK! THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!  CLICK!  CLICK! THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!
CLICK! THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP! CLICK!  CLICK! THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!  It was a powerfully
feminine sound, a sound which made Matthew tingle uncomfortably with each indicting
strike.  What was worse, his girlish breasts jiggled in rhythm.


They came to the
tall stairs that ran up across the showroom floor.


They had
practiced stairs at home, though the ones at home were carpeted.  These were
not.  These were wooden.  These were also open, wider and exposed.  Matthew
carefully made his way up, struggling to lift his leg high enough in the tight
skirt for his foot to reach the next step and struggling even more to keep his
mule on his foot as he did.  Step by step though, he was making it.  As he
reached the middle of the tall staircase, however, another problem arose:  he
realized that he was essentially on a stage or pedestal for everyone in the
dealership to see... and they were watching.  Everywhere he looked, he saw
salesmen and secretaries and the such looking out of their offices or over
their desks at him.  They all tried to look like they weren’t staring but the
image of this woman dressed in a bondage-tight skirt and slutty heels following
Samantha up the stairs was too much of a curiosity – or turn-on perhaps – to
ignore.  He felt incredibly vulnerable, which brought a wave of embarrassment,
which seemed to bring with it a cloying excitement.


His nipples
rose.  His penis threatened the same – for the first time, it started to sink
in that an erection might be a problem dressed as he was, only he was still too
focused on just being exposed to consider this fully; it was like a warning in
the back of the mind.


“They’re all
watching,” he whispered.


“You’ll be
fine,” said Samantha through her teeth.


Matthew didn’t
believe that.  He blushed bright red as he carefully took the next step,
planting his high-heeled shoe firmly on the step and then lifting himself up on
that leg, carefully pressing his toes into the other mule as he pulled it up
behind him – it would be a nightmare if he lost a shoe now.  He felt so “on
display” it was incredible.  This oddly seemed to turn him on!  He didn’t
understand why this humiliation should turn him on at all, but it did.


He sped up, but
in actuality didn’t move any faster.


By the time he
reached the top of the stairs, or “stares” as the case may be, he truly wanted
to sprint to his office to hide.  He couldn’t though, not in these heels and
this skirt.  In fact, even going as fast as he could go right now – and he was
pushing the danger zone of instability – his wife easily outpaced him in her
skirt suit with its shorter skirt and her more supportive closed heels.  This
was an embarrassing realization to add to all the other humiliations coursing
through him.


“I’ll meet you
in your office,” said Samantha.


She disappeared
the other way down the hallway to drop off her purse.


Matthew “dashed”
off to his office.  THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP! THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!  A few seconds
later, though it seemed like an eternity, Matthew slipped into his office. 
Unfortunately, this provided little comfort as the main wall of his office was
glass, like everything else in the dealership.  There was nowhere to hide.


Matthew dropped
his purse onto his desk and quick-tottered around behind it.  He dropped into
his chair.  At least here he had some cover, he thought.  He made himself
small.  His heart had been racing the entire time.  His chest was heaving.  His
nipples had poked through the bra and showed ever so slightly against the
blouse when the blouse snagged them; he didn’t know that.


“I will never
forgive Ericson for this,” he growled.


“Can I help
you?” came a deep, seductive feminine voice from the door.


Matthew tensed
up.  He knew who this was before he even looked up:  it was Rhonda.  He looked
up.  Sure enough, it was her.  She wore a Boho style red, black, white and
brown vertically-striped dress, which stopped at her ankles.  On her feet were
tall brown open-toed clogs with thick platforms.  They were even taller than
his ridiculous heels, but she handled them effortlessly.


“Me?”


“This is Mr.
Hunter’s office.  You can’t be in here,” she said.


I’m Matthew,
he thought.  What could he say though?  She was trying to throw him out of his
own office, but he could say nothing to stop her.  If he told her who he was,
that would be a disaster.  How would he explain the way he was dressed?  He
felt trapped.


“I’m— I’m
sorry,” he said submissively.


“Who are you?”


Matthew’s mouth
went dry.  Who was he indeed?  What should he tell her?  Of all the people in
the office, he never expected to be grilled by Rhonda.  That completely
wrong-footed him.  His mind went blank even though he and Samantha had gone
over who he would pretend to be.


“I’m— uh—”


Suddenly,
Samantha appeared behind Rhonda.


He was saved.


Never mind that
it was embarrassing to be saved by his wife, to feel the need for her
protection, he was tremendously relieved.  He knew he would not have gotten out
this without her.


“Hi Rhonda.  I
see you’ve met my cousin,” said Samantha casually.


“Cousin?”


“Yes.  This is
my cousin, Marti.  She’s going to be working with us for a few days.”


“Marti?”


“Yes, Marti. 
Say hello, Marti,” said Samantha and she motioned for Matthew to get out of his
chair.


Matthew reluctantly
stood up.  “Hi.”


Rhonda nodded in
response.  “Where’s Matthew?”


“He’s working
uptown today,” said Samantha.


“Oh.  He has
that appointment today with the factory guy,” said Rhonda.


Matthew winced,
as did Samantha.  They had forgotten that Winchell was coming in today to talk
about an increased allotment of inventory.  This was the worst possible day
Ericson could have chosen for Matthew to do this.  There was nothing they could
do about it though.  So Samantha thanked Rhonda for the reminder and Rhonda
left.


“What do we do?”
asked Matthew.


“I can handle
the meeting,” said Samantha.


“Not without
me.”


“How are you
going to go to this meeting looking like that?  He knows you’re a man,” said
Samantha.


Matthew shook
his head, causing the hair from the unfamiliar wig to dance before his eyes. 
“He knows Matthew is a man.  He doesn’t know ‘Marti.’  I’ll just pretend to be
Marti the other manager and I can still handle the meeting.”


“He knows our
team; there’s no ‘Marti.’  Besides, I can handle it.”


“You need me.”


Samantha glared
at her husband.  Inventory fell under her authority.  She had arranged this
meeting even.  She could handle this.  It was actually rather insulting to her
that her husband was saying he needed to be there.  Before she could respond,
however, Ericson came storming down the hall and into the office.  He smirked sourly
when he saw Matthew.


“Like you said,”
said Matthew almost defiantly.


“Meet ‘Marti,’” added
Samantha.


Ericson shook
his head.  “All right,” he said.  His tone spoke to his disbelief Matthew had
actually done it.  It also spoke to his sense that Matthew was still making fun
of him.  It said, “Oh, you want to up the stakes?” without saying so openly. 
He glanced at Samantha as if to wonder why a woman would let her husband dress
like this.  Then he seemed to shrug his shoulders as if he was washing his
hands of the whole matter.  For a tiny moment, Matthew thought Ericson would
now send him home to change... only he didn’t.


“Report to
Rhonda,” he said over his shoulder as he turned to leave.


“Report to
Rhonda?” repeated Matthew with confusion.


Ericson
stopped.  “Yeah, report to Rhonda.  You’re working for her.”


“Working for
her?!” gasped Matthew.  “I’m a manager!” he protested.


“No, ‘Matthew’
is a manager.  This ‘Marti’ woman is just some woman who started today, a woman
without any credentials or work history.  I can’t let ‘Marti’ take over your
job.  How would that look to everyone else in this office who wants to move up
that you’re gone and I immediately hire some woman to replace you?”


“But I’m a
manager,” said Matthew again.


“You were. 
Now you’re a receptionist,” said Ericson and he walked out.


Matthew was
stunned.


Samantha watched
all of this with a growing sense of amusement.  Indeed, as much as she wanted
to be outraged at what Ericson had done, she found the whole thing increasingly
funny:  “My husband’s going to be a receptionist.”  Giggle giggle.  She
also found it arousing.  Indeed, her nipples were up and her lips were wet.


“This is
unbelievable!” growled Matthew.  “I’m not doing this.”


“Oh yes, you
are,” said Samantha firmly.


Her tone
surprised them both actually.  Matthew stared at her helplessly for a second. 
In that same second, Samantha filled with uncertainty, the uncertainty of
suddenly having seized control when no such control was offered and when
Matthew had never been one to hand over such control before.  She felt her will
waver.  Everything within her yearned to unsay what she had said.  And then it
cleared... she was in command.


It was an
amazing feeling.


“You have to do
this,” she said in words filled with authority.  “We can’t afford to lose our jobs
just because you feel emasculated being demoted.”  She had chosen that word
intentionally, to further tweak his ego.


“I don’t feel—”


“Yes, you do. 
You’re used to being the big man, the macho guy who runs everything and it’s
embarrassing to you to be demoted, not only to the status of being a woman, but
also to being a receptionist.  Well, honey, I’m a woman and it doesn’t
embarrass me.  Are you saying there’s something wrong with being a woman?” she
demanded.


Matthew
blushed.  “No,” he growled, though he knew there was a difference.


“And are you
saying you’re too good to be a woman?”


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  What could he say though?  He was feeling increasingly small.  He
was a man, not a woman.  And being a woman, to him, meant taking a step down.


“But a
receptionist—” he started.


“I worked my way
up.  You may have forgotten, but I started as a receptionist at another
dealership and worked my way to management before we married.  Are you telling
me that you’re too good to be a receptionist to protect our jobs and protect
everything we’ve worked so hard for?”


His wife had
boxed him into a corner so expertly.  He was a man, not a woman, a manager, not
a receptionist, and to be made either was humiliating, but he couldn’t say any
of these things, not to his wife.  She had trapped him.


“Now listen,
Matthew,” continued Samantha.  “You look the part.  Rhonda saw you and never
recognized you either as a man or as Matthew.  No one else recognized you
either.  You can do this.”


Samantha picked
up his purse and shoved it into his hands.


“Now go report
to Rhonda.  We’ll sort this out when Ericson is in a more reasonable mood.  But
in the meantime, you need to man up and go be the best receptionist you can
be.”


Matthew was
stunned.  The decision had been made, somehow, and he had had no input in it. 
He wasn’t even sure why he was going along with it, but he was.  It was as if
his wife had simply imposed her will upon him.  He now helplessly tottered his
way toward the door in the terrible heels, feeling completely unmanned.


“One more
thing,” said Samantha.


Matthew turned
to face his wife.  Was she taller?  She somehow looked it.  “What?” he asked
helplessly.


“Obey Rhonda. 
Don’t let your bruised ego get you into trouble.”


Matthew burned
with shame.
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Matthew stood
before Rhonda.  He’d never felt more humiliated in his life.  Rhonda was a
receptionist.  The bottom of the company.  He’d even been the one to hire her. 
Now he was going to report to her?!  This was utter humiliation!  The only
saving grace was that Rhonda didn’t know who he was.  Matthew was pretty sure
the embarrassment of that would have killed him.  Even as it was, his manhood
felt irretrievably damaged, and he wondered how he would ever look her in the
eyes again in the future.


He remembered
his wife lecturing him about the time he made her clean up spilled coffee.


He wobbled on
the high-heeled mules.


“Have you worked
phones before?” asked Rhonda.  She leaned her rear against her desk.  Before
her, her legs were crossed at the ankles with her left foot to the right of her
right foot.  Her Boho dress hung loosely around her ankles, but was tight
around her thighs.  Her arms were folded across her ample breasts.  Her fingers
with their sharp red nails lay across her biceps.


Matthew nodded
his head.  He’d never actually worked phones before, but he didn’t want it to
seem this woman could do something he couldn’t.  Besides, how hard could it be,
he thought?


“Our main job is
to sit here, at the reception desk, and answer phones.  When customers come in,
the salesmen will usually grab them.  If someone comes to the desk, you may
need to call a specific salesman because they’ve dealt with them before.  If
the customer isn’t looking for anyone by name, then I keep a list right here of
whose turn it is,” she said and she pointed to a small whiteboard from which
hung a pencil by a string, “so we alternate who gets called.  Remember, they work
on commission, so we need to make sure we spread the walk-ins out fairly.”


“Understood,”
said Matthew.


“If someone calls
for parts or service, just connect them.”


“Got it.”


“Like I said,
that’s our main job.  But your job is going to start a little differently,”
said Rhonda.


Matthew raised
an eyebrow.  What was this, he wondered?


Rhonda stood
back up into a standing position, uncrossing her legs.  “Here’s the problem: 
we’re understaffed.  I think they’re trying to save money or something, but
long story short, we don’t have enough secretaries.  That means we need to do
double duty.”  Rhonda now glanced very obviously and oddly condescendingly at
Matthew’s mules and his tight pencil skirt, which made him blush insecurely. 
“That means a lot of walking.”


Matthew winced. 
Why had he let Samantha choose such a complicated outfit for his first day?!


“You’re going to
start by getting coffee for three of the managers,” continued Rhonda.  “I’ll
show you how today, but this will be your first duty in the mornings from now
on.”


Matthew’s jaw
dropped.  She wanted him to get coffee for the managers?!  The managers
were all beneath him!  He outranked them.  And getting them coffee made him
some sort of... secretary.  Besides, that felt like a— like a— like a duty for
women, frankly.  Men didn’t get coffee for other men!  He turned bright red and
started to shake his head in objection when he recalled that he really had no
choice in this, and for right now at least, he was a secretary.  They
outranked him, as far as anyone knew.  He would need to swallow his pride and
do it.  Thankfully, no one knew who he was, and no one would know what he had
done.


“Fine,” he snapped. 
All of his wife’s lessons from the prior night were forgotten.


Rhonda raised an
eyebrow.  “Excuse me?”


“Uh, sorry.  I
mean, ‘sure’,” he said cautiously.


Rhonda glared at
him from behind her raised eyebrow for several seconds.  “All right,” she said
with obvious distaste for this new self-important receptionist.  “Follow me.”


Rhonda started
across the showroom floor.  Her tall, sharp heels struck the tile floor like
daggers:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  To this, Matthew added his own
humiliating THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP! as they made their way to the stairs.  At
the stairs, Rhonda went first.  Despite her heels being even higher than his,
and her dress being somewhat restrictive as well, she moved up the stairs far
more easily; Matthew struggled to keep up.


“The coffee
machine I use for this is up here,” said Rhonda as she navigated the stairs. 
“That way, I don’t have to carry the coffee up the stairs.”


“Okay,” said
Matthew, trying to avoid saying anything that might upset Rhonda.  He followed
after her.  As he did, his eyes remained at the level of her shapely rear.  He
saw the back of her dress and could just make out hints of panties being this
close.  She wore bikini panties, and it embarrassed him that he knew the cut –
he knew because Samantha had made him wear bikini panties before and always
liked to tell him what he had been wearing.  He now wondered if anyone could
tell what he was wearing beneath his own skirt.


Also, he
worryingly wondered if anyone had examined him as he now examined Rhonda.


His eyes drifted
down to her calves.  They were hidden by the dress, but their feminine outline
appeared as the dress tightened as she took each step.  He imagined his dress
did the same, an embarrassing thought.  Finally, his eyes came to her tall
heels.  He understood what it took to walk in those now.


They reached the
top of the stairs.


“The break room
is in there,” said Rhonda.


He fought the
urge to say he knew.


Rhonda led him into
the break room.  Once there, he watched her crouch down to pull a box of coffee
pods from inside a cabinet; how she crouched so easily in such a tight skirt,
he did not know.  Rhonda briefly explained to him how to use the coffee machine
and then told him to make three cups.  He bristled at this, but did as he knew
he needed to do.  As he worked, Rhonda disappeared down the hall to chat with
someone, leaving him to make the coffee.  This was when it really hit him that
she was in fact his boss at the moment.


A wave of
humiliation radiated through him.


Rhonda returned
just as he finished the third cup.  She had him pick up all three cups and
follow her.  Carrying three cups of steaming hot coffee was a little more
challenging in the tight skirt and unstable heels that it otherwise would have
been.


Matthew followed
Rhonda into the office of the assistant accounts manager to deliver one of the
cups.  The man’s name was Earl.  Matthew’s mouth went dry.  His heart raced. 
He was now face to face with someone he knew.  A man at that.  An underling.  Would
Earl recognize him?


“Hi Earl,” said
Rhonda.  “This is Marti.  She’s new.  She’s going to be working in my
section.”  She motioned to Matthew to bring the coffee to him.  Matthew licked
his lips and cautiously walked over to the desk, where he set down one of the
cups of coffee, bending carefully in the tight skirt.  As he did, Earl looked
him over, from head to toe, making Matthew feel very vulnerable, very
objectified.


His penis
started to grow!


“Oh no!” thought
Matthew and tried awkwardly to hide his erection.  He wanted desperately to
drop his hands before his crotch to hide it, but could not with the coffee cups
still in his hands.  So he instinctively tried bending forward to see if that
would make the skirt looser around his crotch, possibly disguising the tenting
out.  As he did this, however, he quickly realized that he was essentially
thrusting his breasts into Earl’s face, which embarrassed him even more.  He
immediately snapped back up.  There was nothing else he could do, he realized. 
So he braced for Earl to discover him.  This was going to be humiliating!


Earl took the
cup and thanked “Marti.”  He sipped it.


“Have we met?”
asked Earl.


All the color
fled Matthew’s face.  His mouth became a desert.  “I— uh, I don’t think so,” he
said nervously.  His heart pounded in his ears like a drum.  He felt utterly
helpless waiting to be exposed!


“You look
familiar.”


Matthew shook
his head, making the curtain of hair across his forehead and eyes dance.  “I— 
I get that a lot.”


Earl did not
seem satisfied, but clearly could not think of where he might have seen “Marti”
before, so he welcomed Matthew to the dealership, he thanked “her” for the
coffee, and Rhonda, and he returned to his desk.


Rhonda led Matthew
out a moment later.  Matthew was deeply relieved, though he could feel Earl’s eyes
burning his rear as he tottered out of the office, trying very hard not to let
the natural shake brought on by the heels occur; he didn’t want to give Early
any show.


“Simple,” said
Rhonda.


The same scene
repeated itself with the “tech guy,” Ted.  Not only did he take his time
looking Matthew up and down, but he too thought he had seen “Marti” before. 
Again, Matthew grew erect.  Again, he could do nothing to hide it.  Again, he
felt terrified and helpless.  He was starting to panic.  Not only was it incredibly
nerve-wracking to be seen by these men in women’s clothes, but with both
seeming to find him familiar, the fear that they would recognize him was
intense.  Worse, he could not shake this nagging erection, nor could he figure
out a way to hide it.  He couldn’t even stop to adjust it, not with Rhonda
marching him from office to office.  To his mind, he was walking around with an
obvious flag pole jutting out beneath his skirt.  Why weren’t people
noticing?!  When would someone finally mention it?!  The tension was breaking
him down.  Indeed, by the time they came to his wife’s office with the third
coffee, it took all his strength not to flee!


Samantha
recognized this right away and asked Rhonda to “borrow” Marti for a quick
project.  Rhonda agreed and left.  Samantha then walked her worried husband to
the supply closet, the one place in the dealership that had no glass walls.  Of
course, it was also the room where he had been caught originally.


“What’s wrong?”
asked Samantha.


“I can’t do this!”
blurted out Matthew.


“Why not?”


Matthew blushed
bright red; this was embarrassing to explain.  “I— I keep having erections,”
he whispered aggressively, as if whispering could hide his embarrassment.  “They’re
going to spot me.  I don’t know how Earl and Ted missed it!  They looked me
over like I was a piece of raw meat ready to be cooked!  I don’t know how they
didn’t see it!”


Samantha looked
down at her husband’s skirt.  She saw nothing but a smooth front.  “When did
this happen?”


Matthew glared
at her as if she’d told a joke in poor taste.  “What do you mean ‘when’?  It’s
happening now!”


Samantha raised
her eyebrow.  She looked again.  “I don’t see it.”


“That’s not
funny.”


Samantha
crouched down so her eyes were level with his erection.  She could maybe
see traces of its outline, barely, but not enough to notice it if she
didn’t know to look for it.  It really just looked like a smooth skirt with maybe
some bunched cloth beneath, at most.  There was no visible lump.


“I really don’t
see it,” she said.


“What do you
mean?” asked Matthew, suddenly concerned that she wasn’t joking.


“Is it hard
now?”


“Of course it
is.  Can’t you see it?”


“Well... no,”
said Samantha.  She put her hand upon the front of his skirt.  Matthew felt the
warmth from her fingers radiate through his skirt and make his erection throb. 
Samantha, on the other hand, felt little.  It felt like there was something squishy
that had been stuck in his panties, like a hotdog maybe.  It was there, but
soft-ish with only enough strength to feel solid but not rigid.  It was small
too, not much larger than her pinky.  Had it shrunk more?


She shook her
head.


“Listen, honey, I
don’t see it and I barely feel it.  I think you’re fine.  No one’s going to see
anything.”


Matthew felt a
chill race through him.  How could this be?  “I— but— I feel it.”


“I don’t know,
honey.”  She touched it again.  “It doesn’t show.”


Matthew reached for
it.  His fingers found it, but it indeed felt very small... insignificant. 
“You— you can’t see it?”


Samantha shook
her head and stood up straight again.  “You really can’t see it.”


“But I feel it. 
It’s hard,” he said in disbelief.


“I know, but
you’ve been getting really soft from those drugs.”  Samantha shrugged her
shoulders.  “It must be too soft to push back against the skirt is all.”  She
giggled.  “It’s like a soft-on instead of a hard-on.”


Matthew blushed
bright red.  “But it’s—”


Samantha took him
in her arms.  He could feel her warm body press into his.  Her breasts mashed
into his.  “Look at the bright side,” said Samantha comfortingly.  “Now you can
get hard all you want and you don’t have to worry about getting caught.”  She
kissed him.  As she did, she patted his erection with her fingers.  “Your
little secret is safe, girlfriend,” she said with a giggle.


Matthew
withered.
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Discovering that
his dick was too small now or too weak to tent up his skirt did not bring a
sense of relief to Matthew as Samantha suggested it should, even if it meant he
would not be caught because of an erection.  Instead, it filled Matthew with a
sense of weakness that neutered any thoughts of resistance the rest of the
day.  Oh, he was still embarrassed at being seen as a woman and he was
humiliated by the men in the office watching him and he felt emasculated every
time Rhonda gave him some order, but he suddenly lacked the strength to stand
up for himself.  He sank into meekness and helpless acceptance.

















Chapter Four: “Attitude”
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Matthew sat next
to his wife in the passenger seat.  They were driving home.  He was utterly
embarrassed.  The day had been long and difficult and emasculating.  Sitting
here in a dress and heels next to his wife was emasculating.  Her knowing how
he had been demoted and his masculinity crushed was emasculating.  Her knowing
his penis had gotten too small to tent up his skirt was emasculating.  Her
knowing he had erections all day – “soft-ons” as she called them – was
emasculating.  Even sitting next to her as she drove his car was emasculating. 
Indeed, in some masochistic twist, he kept finding himself glancing at her feet
in her high-heels operating the pedals of his car and feeling both perverted
and voyeuristic every time he did.  He felt controlled somehow, seeing her
control his car, not that he could drive in this skirt and these heels
in any event, and he felt submissive watching her do it.


Right now, he just
wanted to go home, strip off this feminine garbage and take a hot shower.  He
wanted to spend the evening watching some sport, any sport, and being a man.


“Rhonda said you
have a bad attitude,” said Samantha as she drove up onto the highway.


“She did?”


“Well, not in so
many words, but yes.  She said you had some ‘struggles’ and were still
‘figuring out how to fit in.’”


Matthew
blushed.  She was probably right.  He’d tried very hard to follow Rhonda’s
orders, but it was really hard on his ego.  He had hired this woman. 
She was a receptionist!  He should not be following her orders.  “It’s not
easy,” he admitted reluctantly.


“You need to get
over it.”


“I’m trying.”


“Try harder, or
you’re going to get fired.”


“How do I do
that?” asked Matthew condescendingly.


“For one thing,
stop thinking you’re a man,” fired back Samantha equally condescendingly.


“And just how do
I do that?”


“You learn to
realize that you’re not in charge anymore.”


Samantha passed
another car.  Matthew watched her toes as they pressed down against the shoe,
which pressed down against the gas.  He felt the car respond to her foot. 
Somehow, that brought on another erection.


“What you need,”
continued Samantha, “is practice.  You need to practice following orders.  I
think when we get home, you stay in character so you learn how to accept not
being in charge.”


“What does that
mean?”


“It means, you
stay ‘Marti’ when we get home,” said Samantha.  She passed another car.  Again,
Matthew watched her toes make the car respond.  His erection throbbed and he
felt inferior at the sight.  “The sooner you learn to be a nice, submissive
young receptionist, the less chance there is of giving something away.  You
don’t want them figuring out who you are, do you?”


Submissive.


Matthew
shuddered at the thought, especially now that everyone at the dealership had
seen him and had seen him acting submissively.  Getting caught now would be
even worse because of that.  He knew she was right too.  He had come
dangerously close to getting spotted a couple times because of his ego and that
would have been a disaster.  He needed to get this under control or it was only
a matter of time before someone saw through “Marti” to Matthew beneath.


“Fine,” he said.


“I’m serious,
honey.”


“I know.  It’s
fine.”


“If you know,
then it’s not ‘fine’,” said Samantha, mimicking his harsh tone.  “Is it?”


Matthew cringed
at what she wanted.  She was right though.  This was what he needed to learn,
he needed to learn to accept his new place.  “All right:  yes, Ma’am.” 
He nearly choked on the words.
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Matthew and
Samantha set their purses on the table at their entranceway.  Matthew took in a
deep breath of home air:  safety... sanctuary.  The day had been an
emasculating nightmare, but now he was home.  It was time to get out of these
crazy heels!  This bondage skirt!  It was time for that shower he had promised
himself, and then maybe a drink.


“I’m going to go
change,” said Matthew.


“Oh no you’re
not,” said Samantha.


“What?”


“You’re staying
as ‘Marti.’”


Matthew glared
at his wife.  “Can’t I stay as ‘Marti’ after I change?”


“No.”


“But my feet
hurt and I’m tired of not being able to move my legs,” he protested.  This was
true.  Wearing the heels for the whole day had proven to be quite challenging
and had made him very sore.  His arches felt strained, as did his calves.  His
ankles were tired and his toes felt crushed.  Walking in heels was painful,
especially heels this high!  And wearing the tight skirt was frustrating as it
kept him from moving as was natural to him.  He couldn’t even spread his legs! 
This brought a sense of claustrophobia as it forced his legs tightly together
all day.  More than once during the day, he needed to calm himself from a
sudden urge to rip off the skirt and spread his legs.


“That’s too
bad.  You stay a woman, Marti.  It’s for your own good,” said Samantha. 
She stepped out of her own heels; Matthew saw her stretch her toes as she did. 
“Also, it’s time you start talking to me with respect.”


“You’re my
wife.”


“All the more
reason to speak with respect.  Besides, I’m your boss now.”


“You are not
my boss,” he growled.


Samantha
laughed.  “Technically, I am Marti.”


Her words hit
Matthew like a sledgehammer to the gut.  She was right.  Right now, she was
actually his boss.  Up to now, this change in their positions had gone
unmentioned even as they both knew it.  Her saying it so openly sent a chill
down his spine and made him burn with humiliation!  It gave his demotion a
sense of reality.  What’s more, it gave it a sense of correctness:  she saw
herself as his boss for real.  Then, to add insult to injury, his penis slowly
rose to erection.  Fortunately, he knew she couldn’t see it or he would have
collapsed on shame.


Samantha picked
up her heels and held them out for Matthew to take.


“What?” he
asked.


“Be a dear and
put these in my closet, Marti,” she said.


Matthew stared
in horror at his wife’s shoes.  His wife was ordering him to put her shoes away
like some kind of servant?!  Worse, she was really expecting him to do it?!  His
ego screamed not to do this.  Don’t go down this road.  Put his foot down now
and save his pride!  But how could he?  She was absolutely right, he knew that:
he had no choice but to be ‘Marti’ until he could find another job, and to be
‘Marti’ he needed to learn feminine humility.  He’d felt that viscerally when
he almost gave away his identity to Rhonda by standing up to her orders.


“Fine,” he said
as an icy chill shivered down his spine.


Samantha pulled
her shoes back just out of reach.  “Uh uh, what do we say?”


The chill
doubled.  “Yes, Ma’am.”


“Good girl.”


Samantha held
the shoes out again and Matthew took them.  They were still warm and damp from
her feet.  He felt so small, so insignificant, so emasculated.  He then turned
hopelessly toward their bedroom and started the walk of shame to her closet:  THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!
THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!  Samantha followed him, adding to the irony that she
could have put her shoes away herself.  Her nipples were so hard.  Her lips
were wet.  She felt very powerful.


“After this,
we’ll go to the kitchen and you can make dinner,” she said.


Me, he
thought?  He never made dinner.  He swallowed his pride though.  “Yes, Ma’am.”
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They were in the
kitchen.  Samantha sat at the small kitchen table.  She wore her suit, sans the
jacket, and had slipped into her favorite slippers – pink wedge-heeled mules
with two-inch heels.  They didn’t match her suit, but they were comfortable. 
Matthew still wore the tight pencil skirt and heels.  Above, he wore the blouse
and still wore the suit jacket his wife had given him.  He even wore the wig. 
The only thing missing at this point was the purse.


Matthew was
cooking.  He was following a recipe his wife had given him for a potato dish.  Samantha
sat at the table going through the mail, as he usually did while she prepared
dinner for them.


“How was the
meeting with Winchell?” he asked.


“It was moved to
tomorrow.”


“Oh?  Any idea
what we’re going to offer?”


“Yes.”


“Do you know
what I think?” said Matthew.


Samantha looked
up at her husband.  She could tell that he felt a need to involve himself in
the meeting, to put his imprint on it, to make sure she did as he wanted.  She
smiled to herself, knowing she would not give him that, and in withholding it,
she was stepping above him.  A feeling of power surged through her.  She opened
her mouth to tell him this when, suddenly, her phone rang.  It was Martha, the
assistant inventory manager.  What a coincidence, she thought.


“Hi Martha,”
said Samantha.


Martha wanted to
talk about the meeting.  Samantha saw Matthew draw closer.  She smirked.  “Hold
on,” she said.  She rose to her feet.  “It’s Martha, honey.  We need to talk
shop about the meeting with Winchell.  I’m going to talk to her in the study. 
Bring me a gin and tonic, will you?”


With that, she rose
and tottered off before Matthew could respond.


THUNK-SLAP!  THUNK-SLAP! 
THUNK-SLAP!  She disappeared down the hallway.


Matthew was
shocked.  His wife had dismissed him.  She had dismissed him from the
conversation, a conversation he felt should have involved him, making him
suddenly feel insignificant.  What’s more, she had dismissed him in a
commanding tone, an embarrassing tone; it made him feel even more
insignificant.  Worse yet, she had ordered him to bring her a drink like he was
some kind of waiter!


“I’m not doing
that,” he growled to himself.


Only, he would. 
He would because he wanted desperately to be part of this conversation.  His
curiosity was overwhelming him and he wanted to tell his wife what he thought
she should accept from Winchell and what she should not accept.  And the only
way he knew to do that, other than simply barging in and demanding he be
included – which felt awkward and weak somehow – was to bring his wife the
drink she wanted.  Then he could find some way to work his way into the
conversation.


He made the
drink and raced after his wife to the study.  The study was their fancy name
for a sort of half-library, half-home-office they had converted a spare bedroom
into.  It had a desk and a couple chairs, a couch, a computer, and its walls
were lined with books.


The door was
closed.


Should he
knock?  In his own house?  He felt foolish doing so, but he didn’t want to
upset his wife, not when his plan was to find some excuse to join the
conversation.  He heard laughter from within.  He felt even smaller somehow –
somehow he feared they were laughing at him.  He put this aside, however, and he
knocked.


“Come in,”
called Samantha.


Matthew walked
in carrying the gin and tonic.  His wife sat behind the desk with her feet up
on the desk, her slippers hanging from her wiggling toes; their heels pointed
at him.  He felt more servant-like than ever.


“Hold on a
second,” said Samantha into the phone.  “Just set it down, honey.”


Matthew bit his
lip: another order!  He set it down though.  Then he stood there waited for his
wife to restart the conversation, only she didn’t.  His hesitation now became awkward. 
It was clear he was waiting for something and they both knew what it was.


“Is there
anything I can do for you, honey?” asked Samantha.


Matthew shrank. 
He felt so small.  He felt like he was begging.  “Is there, uh, anything I can
help with?”


Samantha shook
her head.


“You know,
Winchell—” started Matthew.


Samantha put her
hand up to stop him.  As she did, she felt a powerful tremor deep within.  She
had never felt this control before, not in their relationship for sure.  “I’ve
got it handled, honey.  You’ve got your hands full working for Rhonda.  No
reason for you to get involved in this too.  I’ll be out for dinner soon.”


He was
dismissed.


Matthew felt
like he’d been patted on the head and told to go away by an adult.  It was
crushing to his ego.  In fact, his spine became so weak he almost collapsed. 
His whole body felt weaker, softer.  Yet, at the same time, he knew his nipples
had embarrassingly shot to attention inside his bra and his penis was growing,
aroused by the emasculation.  Again, he was thankful she couldn’t see that.  He
slowly backed out of the room, utterly humiliated.  It wasn’t even until he was
outside he was able to process this:  his wife had dismissed him as if he
really was just an insignificant receptionist.


“This is
humiliating,” he thought.


Then another
thought hit him, had Martha heard what she had said?  Did she understand what
had been said?  He shuddered deeply.
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Matthew lay in
bed that night.  Images of everything that had happened that day went through
his mind:  him struggling up the stairs as everyone watched, his wife’s
high-heel-encased foot pressing the gas pedal of his car, Ericson mocking him,
Rhonda looking him over scornfully, and Samantha dismissing him from the study
like some insignificant receptionist.  Each of these played randomly in his
head, coming one after another.


His manhood felt
crushed.


At the same
time, he was strangely aroused by something about this.  He didn’t like it, not
at all, and he couldn’t explain why he was aroused, but he was.  It all seemed
naughty somehow, and part of him seemed to crave this all in a masochistic sort
of way.  In fact, he felt an overwhelming need to masturbate, made all the
stronger by the fact he had a rare erection at the moment.


He glanced over
at his wife.  She was sleeping peacefully.


He quietly
slipped his fingers around his erection.  It was surprisingly small and
inadequate –because of the medication, he told himself... it would get
bigger again soon.  Indeed, it felt like it wasn’t a true penis at all.  It was
more like some toy.  But it was hard at least.  Hard enough.


His hand moved
along his short thin shaft and then back.


His breathing
became heavier.


Matthew glanced
at his wife again.  She lay there silently.  He spread his legs ever so slightly
and started stroking faster.  The images of what had happened that day came
back through his mind.  Him going up the stairs; the sound of his heels.  Stroke
stroke.  His wife’s high-heeled foot on the gas pedal.  Throb.  Stroke
stroke.  Rhonda looking him over with disdain.  Rhonda!  Throb throb. 
Stroke stroke.  Watching her rear and feet as she moved up the stairs ahead
of him.  Throb throb.  Stroke stroke.  His wife smirking in the supply
closet at his failed erections – she had smirked, right?  Stroke stroke stroke. 
“I don’t see an erection.  Your dick must be too small to notice!”  THROB
THROB.  Stroke stroke stroke stroke.


He could feel
all of this stress, all of this tension, all of this built-up humiliation
forming into one giant ball of energy.  He needed to rid himself of that. 
Coming would do that, he told himself.  He stroked faster.


“Your dick must
be too small to notice!”  THROB THROB.  Stroke stroke stroke.


His body was
throbbing in rhythm now.  All of that tension was throbbing with it.  He was
getting so close.


“Your dick is too
small to notice!”  THROB THROB.  Stroke stroke stroke.


He recalled the
warmth of his wife’s fingers as she felt the front of his skirt, looking for
his erection:  “I don’t feel it.  It’s too small.”  THROB THROB!  Stroke stroke
stroke stroke!


His back
arched.  His breathing stopped.  He was so close.  His free hand moved to his
chest and squeezed his nipple.


“Get me a
drink.”  THROB THROB!  Stroke stroke stroke stroke! Squeeze.


His hand moved
so fast now.  He was ever so close.


“You’re just a
receptionist,” giggled his wife.  THROB THROB!  Stroke stroke stroke stroke!


THROB THROB! 
Stroke stroke stroke stroke!


“Just a mere
receptionist.”


THROB THROB! 
Stroke stroke stroke stroke stroke!


“Don’t worry,
girlfriend.  Your little secret is safe.”


He exploded. 
His penis shot out a small amount of hot, clear fluid which poured down onto
his fingers and over his panties.  He stroked it twice more and then lay back
to catch his breath.  His tension had been released.  At what cost, he did not
ask, but it had been released.


Next to him, his
wife lay in silence.


Or did she?


Samantha smiled. 
Apparently, she wasn’t the only one turned on.

















Chapter Five: “A Tight
Fit”
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“I can’t wear
this,” said Matthew.


Samantha sighed;
Matthew was being quite insecure this morning.  “Why not?” she asked.


“It’s too
tight.”  He moved his feet slightly as if to demonstrate.  The tight black
ankle-length skirt he wore caught his legs in the process and stopped them from
moving.  The skirt was tight like the pencil skirt from the day before, but
stopped at his ankles rather than his calves where it was just loose enough to
let him walk in dainty steps.  To this, his wife had added black platform
sandals with five-inch heels atop a one-inch platform.  The sandals consisted
of two single one-inch straps, one over the toes and the other over the arch. 
The toes were wide open as were the backs.  These were as challenging at the
brown mules the day before.


“It’s meant to
be tight,” said Samantha.


“I need something
looser, something that lets me move.”


Samantha shook
her head.  “That is not what you need.”


“But I can
barely walk in this thing, especially with these ridiculous heels.”


“You like tight
skirts when I wear them.”


“That’s
different.”


“And you liked
the heels when I wore them,” countered Samantha.


Matthew
blushed.  “I can barely walk in these,” he said, sidestepping her response.


“The dress and
shoes force you to walk and sit and stand femininely.  If I let you wear
something looser, like a miniskirt and flats, you’re going to be sitting like
some jock at the pool.  You’re going to flash your dick and everyone’s going to
see who you really are.”


“But I can’t
walk in these.”


“Deal with it.”


“That’s easy for
you to say.  You aren’t wearing—”  Matthew glanced down and blushed.  His wife
was wearing stiletto pumps with a very tall, thin heel and a pencil skirt.


“You were
saying?” laughed Samantha.


“Well, but you
don’t need to move around the building as much,” he said now, changing tactics. 
“Do you know how much Rhonda has me running around?  Up and down stairs.  To
parts and back?”


“It’s good
practice,” said Samantha dismissively.  “Now get your purse.”


Matthew grunted
in frustration.
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Matthew thought
nothing could compare to the humiliation of his first day as a woman at work. 
The idea of being seen in women’s clothes, even if no one knew who he was, the
fear of getting caught, the humiliation of being demoted, the embarrassment of
serving coffee and doing tasks for people who had been beneath him, and all the
while his wife watching in amusement... he assumed it couldn’t get worse.


He was wrong.


He was wrong
because the second day was the day this all became normal to everyone else.  He
was no longer seen as a guest, a curiosity witnessed at a distance, but was now
“the new girl” and all that entailed.  What it meant specifically was that
every single man in the dealership came by at one point or another and flirted
with him to try their luck.  Suddenly, he was subject to pickup lines, comments
about his looks, and suggestive comments about his availability.  Worst of all,
he was touched.


It happened at
the worst possible time too.


Matthew was in
the upstairs hallway getting coffee for Earl.  It was mid-morning.  Matthew had
made the coffee and was mincing his way down the hallway toward Earl’s office –
this dress made Matthew mince because he really walked by moving his legs at
the ankles more than at the knees like the pencil skirt (compared to the hips
as a normal man).  Basically, he moved his feet forward by sliding his ankles
past each other until the skirt caught his shin after a few inches and he
needed to shift to the other leg.  The result was a sort of mince.


So he was
mincing down the hallway holding a cup of steaming coffee intended for Earl. 
As he came near the large conference room, the one overlooking the showroom
floor below, he saw his wife and Martha standing before the door talking to a
man in a medium gray suit.


This was
Winchell.


Matthew
instantly burned with jealous energy.


Samantha saw
Matthew approach and felt herself swell at seeing him essentially imprisoned by
the tight skirt and tall heels.  Seeing him so helpless made her feel so
powerful.  Even better, his breasts pushed out the pink sweater she had made
him wear and she saw that even his nipples were hard.


She glowed in
her lower regions and her lips became wet.


She suddenly
realized she wanted to add to his shame, to emasculate him a little more. 
Where the impulse had come from, she did not know.  She only knew that she was
aroused by it more and more.  The more she took his masculinity, the hornier
she seemed to get.


“Oh Marti,” she
said, calling him over.


Matthew froze. 
He could not ignore her summons; she was a manager... he was not, but did he
ever want to just walk away.  He shamefully made his way to her.


“Y— yes, Ma’am,”
he said.  The words made him burn.


They made
Samantha tingle.


“We’re going to
meet with Mr. Winchell in the conference room about our inventory.  Can you
please fetch two coffees, one for Mr. Winchell and one for Martha, and a soda
for me and bring it to us?  Thank you, dear.”  With that, she led Winchell and
Martha into the conference room.


Matthew stood
there stunned for a moment.


He was utterly
humiliated.  His own wife was treating him as a secretary now and there wasn’t
a thing he could do about it.  He should be leading this meeting, he thought,
not fetching coffee for it like some sort of office girl!  She was showing off
her power right before Winchell!  What’s more why did his wife ask for a soda?  She
didn’t drink soda.  But to get her a soda, he needed to go all the way down the
stairs in full view of the conference room window – and everyone else – to
fetch it.  She was making him display his submissiveness to the entire
dealership!


He felt incredibly
small and insignificant now.  And that made him hard as a rock.


The walk to the
soda machine was humiliating.  He radiated shame.  And every loud, feminine
step he took (THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP! THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP! THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP!)
made him smaller... made him throb.  He knew he was being watched too.  Not
only was his wife watching from the conference room, but as “the new girl”
everyone was watching him today.  He felt dozens of eyes on his heels as he
carefully crept down the stairs.  He felt dozens of eyes on his rear, imaginary
hands caressing his rear.  He felt dozens of eyes on his jiggling breasts,
sticking out so prominently in the sweater.


As an aside,
when his wife first told him he would wear a sweater today, he was actually
quite happy.  Sweaters are thick and robust and, one would think, would have
hidden his shape well.  Only it didn’t turn out that way.  The sweater his wife
gave him to wear was relatively thin, small and stretchy-tight.  It was like
wearing a wet t-shirt he thought without being obvious about it.  Indeed, when
he examined himself in the mirror, far from hiding his breasts, the sweater
seemed to enhance then.  It made them bigger and more prominent.  What’s more,
somehow the sweater made his torso seem smaller and somehow more feminine.


Now he made his
way down the stairs with that same sweater highlighting his bouncing breasts. 
This was so embarrassing and yet so arousing in a naughty way that his penis
throbbed and throbbed.  His panties became damp.


It was to get
worse.


Matthew returned
with the soda and got the coffees.  His wife, Martha and Winchell were huddled
together on one end of the table, standing and leaning forward against the
table, looking through a series of charts laid out before them.  Matthew felt
so embarrassed doing this he wanted to drop the coffees on the table and run.


His wife,
however, looked up at him as the others looked over the chart where she pointed
and she winked at him and blew him a kiss.  Matthew was overcome with such a
feeling of weakness that he almost stumbled in the tall heels he wore.  It was
a struggle for him just to make it to the head of the table.


He did though,
and he set the drinks down.


“Thank you,
Marti,” said his wife.


Matthew
swallowed hard.  “You’re— you’re welcome, Ma’am.”


He turned to
leave.


As he did, he
felt something warm touch his rear.  He spun his head around and looked down.  To
his horror, he saw Winchell’s hand slipping away from his butt.  A sickly soft
feeling slithered down his spine and his penis shot to full erection.  He
cringed.  Then he looked up and saw his wife smirking.  Matthew bit his lip and
slunk away.
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The meeting was
over.  Matthew knew this not because he had been part of it and certainly not
because he had led it.  Instead, he knew it was over because he watched
helplessly as his wife walked Winchell down the stairs, past the reception desk
where Matthew sat with his legs femininely crossed, and out the front door to
the visitor parking spaces.  He felt simultaneously jealous and humiliated as
they passed his desk.  He felt jealous that his wife was getting to remain a
manager while he had been demoted to this!  That should have been his
meeting!  His success!  He felt humiliated that Winchell had touched his
rear... and that his wife had witnessed that humiliation.


This couldn’t be
more embarrassing, he thought!


Samantha came
back into the dealership a few moments later.  She was all smiles.  And as she
started past the reception desk, she winked at her husband.  But then her
eyebrow shot up.  She came closer.


“Uh, Marti, your
lipstick,” she said quietly.


Matthew raised
an eyebrow.  “What about it?”


“It’s smeared
and smudged.”


Matthew
instinctively looked down at his lips, but obviously couldn’t see them.  He
looked at his wife again.  “So?”


“So, a lady
fixes her lipstick when it gets smudged.  Have you been drinking anything?”


Matthew glanced
at his coffee cup.  There were indeed lipstick prints on the rim.


“Meet me in the
ladies room, Marti,” said Samantha.


Matthew
blushed.  He seemed to shrink.  “I— I can’t leave the desk until Rhonda lets
me.”


Samantha eyebrow
went up and she giggled involuntarily.  She couldn’t help it.  The idea that
her husband, the most senior manager after Ericson, was stuck at his desk until
Rhonda gave him permission to leave was genuinely humorous.  How the mighty had
fallen!


“All right, wait
here,” she said, snickering again.


Matthew watched
her go up the stairs to her office.  She came back a minute or so later with a
lipstick and a compact with a mirror.  She handed both to him after making sure
no one was watching.


“Fix your
lipstick,” she said.


Matthew glanced
in the mirror.  He saw his feminized face.  This still make him cringe and feel
small.  He pushed through that though, and focused on his lips.  He saw that
his lipstick had indeed been smudged.  He took the lipstick, pursed his lips
and ran the lipstick across his lips.  It didn’t work all that well.


“Looks like we
need another lesson on makeup,” said Samantha.


“I’m out of
practice,” said Matthew sourly.


“Like I said,
you need more practice.”


He tried again. 
This time, it was better, though it went on a little thick.  Samantha handed
him the napkin from beneath his coffee cup and told him to put it between his
lips and pucker up.  He did and the excess lipstick came off on the napkin. 
His lips looked better, but she made a mental note to give him a refresher
course.


“How did it go
with Winchell?” asked Matthew, trying to regain some sense of normalcy as he
closed the lipstick.


“It went really
well.”


“Oh,” said Matthew,
oddly bothered by this.  Once again, he felt jealous.


“He’s agreed to
give us more cars.”


“I figured he
would give us maybe five more a week, if we played it right,” said Matthew.


Samantha
snickered knowingly, seeing Matthew’s comment for what it was, i.e. an attempt
to assert that he would have handled the meeting better than she did.  This was
him trying to set the standard as a number he thought she couldn’t get and then
claiming he would have achieved it.  There was one problem with this.


“Oh, five?” she
said innocently.


“Yeah, I would
think you could get that.”  Matthew’s pride swelled.  He felt in charge once
more.


Then Samantha
laughed.  “I got nine!”


Samantha rationally
expected her husband to offer his congratulations:  “Well done!”, “Amazing!”,
“Wow!”  She had almost doubled what he apparently saw as the best possible
outcome.  He should have been impressed with her.  Only, he didn’t.  Instead,
he flushed with embarrassment.  Had his wife really done that well, he
wondered?  How had she gotten so lucky?  He felt weak suddenly and foolish for
having asserted she would do well to get five, and this showed on his face. 
She wasn’t surprised, somehow.


Samantha raised
a mocking eyebrow.  “Wait a minute.  Are you embarrassed?”


All the color
fled from Matthew’s face.  “Wh— what?  Me?  No!  By what?”


Samantha’s
eyebrow rose even more.  “You are!  You’re embarrassed!  You really thought I
couldn’t do this without you, didn’t you?  You thought I would be lucky to get
five!”


Matthew shook
his head, but his face said it all.


Samantha was annoyed
that her husband had downplayed her success and was clearly dismissive of her
abilities.  But she felt a surge of power at having shown him up.  She wanted
to rub this in, to let him know that she could do these things on her own and
that the world did not revolve around his ego:  “Well, I’ll have you know, little
Miss Receptionist, that I know what I’m doing.  I’m a good manager, and I
got nine, not five, and I did it all on my own.”


With that, she
stormed off swelling with pride.


Matthew felt
even smaller.  This was an embarrassing day.
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An hour later,
Matthew was called to the main conference room.  Ericson had called a meeting
of section heads, but with Rhonda handling an emergency project, she sent
Matthew in her place.  Matthew walked into the room to find all the chairs
already taken and a newly hired manager named Stein sitting in his chair. 
Matthew stood in the corner with two other secretaries.


His feet were
sore in the heels.


“This will be
short but sweet,” said Ericson.  “We reached a deal with Winchell, thanks to
the effort of Samantha and Martha.  He’s going to double our allotment for the
next two months, details to be sent to you in finance, Stein.  Even better,
two-thirds of that allotment will be high end and fully-loaded cars.”


The room broke
into cheers.


Samantha
glowed.  Matthew shrank.


“I want these
sold fast.  They do not sit around on the lot, got it?  We told Winchell we can
move these quicker than anybody; we need to prove it,” continued Ericson.  “No
discounts below list price either.  Understood?”


He glanced
around the room to make sure all the managers nodded.


“When these
things arrive, I want service and parts to get them ready to sell in record
time.  Sales, call all your leads.  Reception,” he said and he glared at
Matthew, who shrank further under his gaze, “do not let any walk-ins escape. 
Get them to a salesman immediately.  If the person they want is busy, offer
them coffee and food and walk off to get it.  That will make them stay until
you get back and gives the salesman time to get off his butt and get out
there.  Got it?”


Matthew blushed,
but nodded.


“We need to move
a lot of cars fast.  Everyone is part of this.”


With that,
Ericson broke up the meeting and everyone started to file out.  Matthew watched
as person after person moved past his wife patting her on the back and offering
congratulations.  He burned with jealousy.  That should have been him. 
Instead, he stood here in a dress and ultra-feminine heels as his wife was on top
of the world.  He felt ashamed in many ways.  That shame made him grow hard, to
add to his embarrassment.  Fortunately, he knew, no one could see it.  Though
they could see his raised nipples.  He folded his arms across his breasts and started
to leave.  As he did, his eyes met his wife’s eyes across the room.  She was
reveling in this... and smirking.

















Chapter Six: “Let’s
Celebrate”


—o—


 


They were
driving home again.  Actually, Samantha was driving home.  Matthew was once again
a passenger in his own car, glancing from time to time at his wife’s feet as
she worked the pedals and making him feel controlled.


“I would call
that a successful day,” said Samantha.


Matthew
blushed.  He wouldn’t.  He had been humiliatingly demoted and feminized.  The
firm’s receptionist was now his boss.  That hardly qualified as a successful
day.  Worse, a man had touched his rear as his wife watched – she hadn’t
mentioned it yet, but he knew she saw it.  Worse yet, he was seething in
jealousy at the accolades dropped on his wife for her negotiations with
Winchell, accolades he felt should have been his.  Making this all the worse, he
knew she had done better than he would have done with Winchell.  That made his
shame sting even more.


“I feel like
celebrating,” said Samantha.


“Celebrating?”  My
humiliation, he thought?  Little Miss Receptionist.


“Yes.  That was
a big win with Winchell.”


It was.  Matthew
couldn’t deny that.  And if it had been his doing, he would have wanted to
celebrate it too.  The problem was, his wife’s victory diminished him, or at
least that’s how it felt.  Matthew knew that was wrong.  He should be happy for
her success, not jealous of it, but being trapped in this feminized state made
him so insecure and his wife’s success intensified that.  He would need to
swallow his pride, he told himself.


“How do you want
to celebrate?” he asked, each word stinging his masculine pride.


“Let’s get
drinks.”  She nodded to a restaurant at the end of the street.  “There.”


“I can’t go
there, not dressed like this!” gasped Matthew.


“You look fine.”


“Fine?! 
I’m dressed like—  I’m dressed like a woman,” he said incredulously.


Samantha
laughed.  “You’ve been dressed like a woman all day, honey.”


Matthew blushed
bright red and shrank in his seat.  She was right of course.  He had been
masquerading as a woman for two days now.  In public.  It just hadn’t
sunk in to him.  He still saw himself as a man and the idea of going out in
public in a dress as shocking.  But she was right and that was embarrassing. 
That said, the idea still unnerved him.  The more people who saw him, the
greater the chance someone would finally spot him.


“I’d rather just
go home,” he said cautiously.


Samantha just
smiled, patted him on the thigh, and pulled into the parking lot.
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The restaurant
was packed.  Matthew actually trembled as he and his wife stood before the
young woman as she gathered two menus and double-checked the table she would
send them to.  He felt exposed standing there in a dress and heels, even as the
restaurant was darkened with mood lighting.  What man wouldn’t?


“You look
nervous,” laughed Samantha softly.


“You would be
too if you were here in a dress!”


“I am in a
dress.”


Matthew
blushed.  “You know what I mean.”  


The girl led
them to their table, a booth in a dark corner.  Matthew scooted in and grabbed
one of the menus.  He ducked behind it and scanned the room nervously.  The
girl left.  Meanwhile, Samantha crossed her legs and popped her pump off her
heel, letting it dangle from her toes.  Then she let the shoe fall to the floor. 
At the same time, she picked up the menu and stared excitedly at her husband
over the top of it.  She raised her leg slowly, sliding her foot up the side of
his leg, sending a warm tingly feeling up his leg.


He panicked.  “Don’t
do that,” he said.


“You always
liked this when you were a man,” she said with a faked pout.


“I am a man,”
he whispered aggressively.


“Are you
really?” said Samantha with a half giggle.  As she did, she slid her foot
further up his leg to his thigh.


“Someone will
notice!”


Samantha glanced
around casually.  There were people everywhere but no one was paying them any
attention.  And even if they did look over, it was unlikely anyone would see
anything.  She slid her foot even higher.


“No one’s
watching,” she said.


She dipped her
foot into his lap.  Matthew dropped one hand to his lap and grabbed her warm,
soft foot.  He tried to push it away, but wasn’t able to without making too big
of a scene.


“Someone’s
going to see.”


“Relax.  Don’t
get your panties in a bunch,” giggled Samantha.


She ran her toes
across the front of his skirt, looking for his erection.  He was erect, but she
couldn’t find it.  She kept searching with her toes though, teasing him now. 
She could see the conflict in his eyes:  he was worried, but this felt really
good to him.  Really good.  In fact, she could see his resistance fading.


“How’s life as a
secretary?” she asked idly.


Matthew
grimaced.  “I’m never going to forgive Ericson.”


“I’m sure.”


“And let me tell
you, people don’t treat secretaries well,” said Matthew with a hint of
indignation.


Samantha
smirked.  This was ironic given that Matthew was one of those “people” of whom
he spoke, before his demotion.  Not that he was mean or anything like that, but
he definitely took secretaries and receptionists for granted.  She wondered
what had happened to make him say this.  Perhaps Winchell touching his rear? 
Perhaps something else?


“How so?” she
asked.


Matthew
blushed.  “They just don’t,” he said evasively.


Samantha kept
rubbing his crotch.  She was sure she’d found his penis now and thought it
might be erect, but she wasn’t sure.  She ran her big toe up and down what she
thought was its flattened shaft.


“You looked so
embarrassed when Winchell touched you,” she giggled.


Matthew instantly
burned with shame.  He could still feel Winchell’s hand on his rear.  He
recalled his wife’s smirk.  His erection.  How embarrassed he had felt.  His
humiliating retreat.


“Did he?” said
Matthew, pretending ignorance.


As he said this,
he felt an unwelcome feeling of warmth within.  He knew what was coming next. 
His penis grew really hard; slowly at first, then faster, until it stood at
full, embarrassing erection... whatever that meant these days.  Then his nipples
rose, pressing into his bra and becoming visible through his sweater like two
little pencil tips at the ends of his round breasts, breasts which the sweater
presented so femininely.


Samantha chuckled
at seeing his nipples rise and finally feeling his full erection.


“What?!” snapped
Matthew.


“Somebody’s
hard,” she sang.  She poked his penis with her toes where it now pushed up his
tight skirt like a shot-glass-sized nub.


All the color
fled Matthew’s face.  “I— I—”


At this very
moment, the waitress came by to take their order.  She was a pleasant looking
young woman with a nose piercing.  She seemed to realize that Samantha was the
senior partner at this table and spoke mainly to her; Matthew felt too
emasculated to challenge this.  Besides, he was focused on his wife’s foot and
what she might do with it.  Indeed, as Samantha told the young woman what they
would drink, her toes ran up and down the side of the nub, sending rough jolts
of painful pleasure zipping through him like lightening bolts.


His penis
throbbed.


She then grabbed
the head of his penis between her toes.  Matthew quivered.


“So where were
we?” asked Samantha when the waitress disappeared again.  “Oh yes, you had
gotten hard thinking about Winchell.”  She giggled and squeezed his penis
between her toes, pulling it up and down with a twist of her ankle.  This was
both a little painful and highly arousing.


“It’s because of
your foot,” said Matthew defensively.


“I don’t know,
honey.  It seems to me you got hard when I mentioned Winchell, not before. 
Cause.  Effect.”


“That’s not
true.  It was your feet,” he insisted.


Samantha smirked. 
“So you do like my feet.”


He rolled his
eyes to hide his embarrassment and the excitement her feet were causing him.


“It’s all right,
honey, if my feet turn you on.  You can play with them when we get home,” she
said, teasing him.  “You just need to clean up any mess you make on them.”


Matthew turned
bright red.  “I’m not turned on by your feet.”


“If you say so.”


Samantha kept
working her toes up and down the tiny nub in the skirt which was his shaft. 
She swirled her big toe over the top of the nub, making Matthew almost purr it
felt so good.


“Speaking of
Winchell,” she now continued, “you haven’t congratulated me yet on the deal
with Winchell.”  Her tone was calm, almost indifferent, but the message was
pointed.


A chill raced
down his spine.  “Haven’t I?” he said evasively.


Samantha ran her
toe up and down the side of the nub.  “Nope.”


“I— well—”


“It’s all right,
honey.  You can say it.”


“I mean— it was
a good deal,” admitted Matthew painfully.  He burned with shame.  Little
Miss Receptionist.


“A very good
deal.”


He blushed. 
“Ye— yes.”


“I’m glad you
feel that way,” said Samantha, and she leisurely ran her toes up and down the
nub.  “You seemed upset.”


“Me?  No.”


“I know you
wanted to be in on the meeting with Winchell,” she said in the same slow,
methodically but deliberate tone.  “I can see where it might bother you that
you didn’t get to be there—”


“N— no, not at
all,” he lied.


“—that you had
to watch your wife get all the credit.”


His heart
skipped a beat even as his penis throbbed traitorously.  He shook his head.


“That I made you
bring coffee—”


His penis jumped
and his panties became damp.


“I know how embarrassing
it can be for a man to see his wife be more successful than he is,” she
finished.


Matthew blushed
bright red.  “No, I was happy for you.  My, uh, my feet just hurt.  These heels
are killing me.  That’s why— that’s why I looked unhappy.  I— I wasn’t jealous
at all.”


Samantha smirked
at the word “jealousy,” as she hadn’t mentioned that word at all.  It was
telling.  She also knew that he had been humiliated and that he was trying to
hide that now.  It felt strange to be able to humiliate him like this, with her
own success.  In a way, she knew she should be angry, but she wasn’t, his
weakness gave her power.  They were in competition, after all, and she had
won.  She smiled knowingly.


“I’m glad,” said
Samantha.  “I was worried I had embarrassed you.”


She felt his
penis throb to an even larger size.  She snickered.


Matthew shook
his head.  “N— no, I’m fine.”


“Good.  I’m glad
you’re taking your demotion well.”


He withered on
the inside.  His panties became wetter.


Meanwhile,
Samantha swirled her big toe over the top of the nub again.  “I might even
reward you,” she said seductively.


“Reward me?”


“Uh huh.”


“H— how?”


Samantha smiled
slyly.  “I might even let you come, Marti.”


Matthew felt her
words like a knife in his ego.  “‘Let me’ come?”


Her sly smile
grew and she nodded her head.


“I— I don’t need
permission,” said Matthew with cautious defiance.  He was treading on some
dangerous ground.


“Unless I’m
mistaken, you still need me.  True?”


Matthew blushed
with deep embarrassment.  “I’ll have you know, I’m getting my own erections,”
he said.  He felt stupid and emasculated the moment the words left his mouth. 
He couldn’t imagine having said anything more embarrassing.  It was true
though... sort of.


Samantha
giggled.  “Is that so?  Then I guess you don’t need me,” she said and she slowly
pulled her toes away.


Matthew filled
with an overwhelming yearning, a sort of panic.  What she had been doing with
her toes felt so good and now she was stopping.  He grabbed her foot by the
heel with one hand.


“Don’t stop,” he
said before he realized it.


Samantha
smirked.  “And here I thought you didn’t need me.”


At that point,
the waitress returned with the drinks.  She set them down and promised to be
back to take their dinner orders in a moment.  Then she left.  Samantha
deliberately slipped her foot back into her husband’s lap and circled his
throbbing nub with her toes.


“I should take
you home,” she said.


Matthew
swallowed hard.  It was embarrassing that his wife was talking to him like
this, so in-command, so domineering.  But he also didn’t want her to stop and
withdraw her foot.  He wanted her to make him come.  No, he needed her
to make him come.


“You— should.”


“You would like
that, honey?  If I took you home and made you come?”


Matthew licked
his lips and nodded his head.


“I don’t know
how Ericson would feel about me playing with a member of the staff,” she teased
slyly, making Matthew’s strength crumble.  Again, she had mentioned his
demotion and again she had done so teasingly so he could not truly object.  She
picked up her drink and sipped it, never taking her eyes off her husband. 
“Maybe I’ll make you beg for it.  That would be exciting.”


Matthew felt so
strangely submissive letting his wife talk to him like this, but he also felt
so strangely turned on by it.  It had to be the stress, he told himself.  This
was the weight of all the embarrassment pushing down on him.  What else could
it be?  He wasn’t normally so passive, so helpless.  He wasn’t submissive!


“Rhonda thought
you were better today,” said Samantha, changing topics.  Her toe circled his
erection again, but not in a way which could make him come.  This was just a
tease.  “She thinks you still have an attitude, but our little training last
night helped.  I think we should keep it up.”


“Keep it up?”


“Yes, you stay
Marti at home.  That seemed to help.”


Matthew started
to shake his head, but his wife slowly withdrew her toes as he did, letting him
know that he would not be coming if he did not agree.  He bit his lip in
helplessness.


“All— all
right,” he said meekly.


“So you agree?”


He nodded his
head.


“You agree to keep
dressing like her?”  She swirled her toes around his shaft.  His penis throbbed. 
“To keep doing the housework?”  Her toes danced across the top of his penis
again.  “To keep obeying me?”


Matthew felt another
wet spot form on his panties.


Matthew bit his
lip.  He couldn’t agree to this.  He didn’t want to agree to this.  He wanted
to go home and be a man.  He wanted his status back.  He wanted his wife to
cook and clean for him.  He wanted everyone, especially her, to look at him
with respect and follow his commands... obey him.  He started to shake his
head, but his wife cut him off.


“Of course, if
you don’t want to—”


She didn’t
finish the thought.  She didn’t need to.  Matthew knew the consequences and he
was not prepared to pay it.  Besides, he rationalized, the consequences of getting
caught were enormous, and if Rhonda was complaining, then he knew it would only
be a matter of time before she figured out what was going on unless he could
allay her concerns.  Like it or not, his wife was right:  the training had
helped and more training would help even more.  He just wondered the cost.


“For— for how
long?”


“Until you have
the right attitude.”  She circled his erection again.


“How do we know
when that is?” asked Matthew cautiously.  He was breathing hard.  His whole
body tingled.  His penis was throbbing.


“For one thing,
Rhonda will tell us.”


Matthew blushed
at the idea that Rhonda would somehow control whether or not he needed to act
submissively at home.


“For another,
I... will... be... the judge... of... that,” said Samantha, emphasizing each
word with a tickle from her toes.  She pulled her foot away, slipping it back
into her pump.  She leaned forward toward him.  “Tell you what.  Let’s finish
our drinks and go home.  I’ll see to your little guy and then we can work on
your training.”


She signaled the
waitress without waiting for her husband’s agreement.


They were on
their way home... after a quick stop.
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“What are we
doing here?” asked Matthew.


They were parked
in front of a corner drug store a few blocks from their house.  Night had
descended.  The parking lot was dark except where halogen lights cast their
yellowish glow down upon empty spaces.  The inside of the store appeared
brightly lit through the windows.


“We need some
things,” said Samantha.


“We?”


“We.”


“Ok, I’ll wait
here.”


“Uh uh, you’re
coming with me.”


Matthew pursed
his lips.  “Inside there?  Dressed like this?”


Samantha rolled
her eyes.  “Come on,” she said in a no-nonsense voice, “and don’t forget your
purse.”


Matthew huffed
his frustration.  He’d been dressed in public now for two days.  He’d been
dressed at work.  They’d even just come from a restaurant.  He’d have
thought it would be easier by now, but it wasn’t.  For as much as he had been
pretending to be a woman on the outside, he was still a man underneath, both in
body and in mind.  And every time he stepped out in public, he still filled
with terror and embarrassment, waiting for the fateful moment he would finally
be spotted.


And frankly,
even beyond that, it was just humiliating that he was dressed like this.  He
was a man, not a woman.  He betrayed that, dressing like this.  That bothered
him whether anyone even knew what he was or not.  It was the principle.  Worse
yet, his wife did know.  Sure, it wasn’t like she was going to be
shocked to discover him wearing a dress and heels, but it made him feel like
she had him by the balls, knowing this dirty little secret – she was definitely
enjoying it too, he could see that.  And what if he proved to be just a little
too good at some aspect of this?  What if it all seemed a little too normal? 
Would she think he was really like this?  That he really wanted this?  That
maybe he really was a sissy?


That made this
all unnerving.


Still, he got
out of the car and followed his wife into the store.  She didn’t exactly give
him a choice.


Samantha nodded
to the clerk at the register and picked up a basket as they entered.  She
started down the main aisle.  Matthew followed, struggling to keep up in his
tight skirt and ridiculous heels.  Their heels made quite a racket off the linoleum
tile floor.


“What do we
need?” he asked.


“Whether you
like it or not,” said Samantha, “it’s looking like you’re going to be stuck as
a woman for some time.”  He started to protest, but she cut him off with a wave
of her hand.  “We need to start thinking in those terms.”


She turned left
and started up the makeup aisle.


Matthew followed
her.  He was suddenly surrounded by the art and tools of femininity. 
Perfumes.  Blushes.  Eye shadow.  Liner.  Lipsticks.  Compacts.  Mascaras. 
Nail Polish.  Bright, shiny displays of things men did not dare touch.


“Ericson will
give up soon,” said Matthew as he glanced nervously around him.


“Maybe, but in
the meantime, we need to assume he won’t.”


“I’m going to
get a new job too, no matter what he does.”


“Again, until
that happens, we need to assume you will need to keep pretending to be a
woman.  We need to make sure you can pass day after day.  That means a couple
things.  First, I can’t keep helping you with your makeup at work.  You need
your own makeup.”  She waved her hand in a broad sweep toward the displays
around them.  “Besides, your purse is suspiciously empty.”


“How is anyone
going to know that?”


“Women know,”
said Samantha.


She grabbed a
hairbrush, a lip moisturizer and some makeup wipes and dropped them into the basket
on her arm.  These would go into her husband’s purse from now on to give it
credibility.


“Secondly,” she
continued, “you need your own makeup anyways.”


Matthew bit his
lip.  “Why?”


“We have
different complexions.”


As she said
this, Samantha examined the perfume collection.  She took one off the display
and sniffed it.  She shook her head and put it back.  Then she grabbed
another.  This time, she nodded her head.  She grabbed a third, but put that
back as well.  Finally, she found a fourth she liked.


Matthew watched
all of this in fascinated horror.  “What are you doing?”


“Give me your
wrist,” said Samantha, ignoring his question.


Matthew
cautiously stuck out his hand and his wife took it.  She turned it upside down
and sprayed it with one of the perfumes.  Matthew flinched as if it had been
acid and pulled his wrist back.


A sweet,
feminine smell filled the air.


“Always test
perfume on flesh,” said Samantha.  “They give you these paper cards to use, but
it will smell differently on you than it will on those cards, so use your
wrists to test it.  Give me your other wrist.”


Matthew reluctantly
held out his other hand and she sprayed the other perfume on that one.  Then
she warmed his wrists with her hands before sniffing each.  Matthew sniffed
them after she did.  His right wrist smelled warm and exotic, a smell he
couldn’t quite place, but it could have been a mellow wood or something like a
warm stone perhaps.  It was strongly feminine.  He sniffed the other.  It was
fruity and sweet.  This was feminine too, but in a very different way.


Samantha put the
exotic perfume in her basket.


“Don’t I get a
say in any of this?” he asked snidely.


Samantha
laughed.  “Do you want one?”


Matthew blushed.



“I didn’t think
so,” said Samantha.


She started down
the long aisle of tubes and vials and creams and powders.  One by one, she took
items from their displays, held them to her husband’s face, considered them for
a moment, and then either dropped them in her basket or returned them to their
display.


Matthew watched
helplessly.


Finally,
Samantha pulled a vial of dark red nail polish and a competing vial of pastel
pink polish from a display.  She held them up for Matthew to see.  “What kind
of girl are you, honey?  A dark, mysterious girl or a frilly, girly girl?”


Matthew blushed,
but said nothing.


Samantha
smirked.  “You wanted a say.”


Matthew knew she
wasn’t letting him out of this.  He also knew there was no right answer. 
Whatever he picked, his wife would enjoy teasing him over it.  He picked the
dark red.  It felt somehow safer... he liked it better too.


“Good choice,”
said Samantha.


She dropped both
polishes into her basket, making Matthew groan at being made to pick one if she
was taking both either way.  Then she stepped up to him, slipped her non-basket
arm around the back of his neck and kissed him firmly on the lips.  She let it
linger.


“Not in public,”
gasped Matthew when she let go.


Samantha
laughed.  “Nobody’s watching.”


“Still, not in
public!”


“Whatever you
say, honey,” she said dismissively.  She then held out the basket for Matthew
to take.  “This is all yours, after all.”


Matthew took it
reluctantly.


Samantha then
led her husband to the front counter where the young clerk was flipping through
a sales flier.  He looked utterly bored, though the surreptitious glances he
gave suggested that these two femininely dressed women excited him.  Samantha
smirked.


“Is that all?”
asked the clerk as Matthew set the basket down.


“I— uh,” said
Matthew hesitatingly.


The clerk looked
up at Matthew.  His eyebrow rose.  A strange sort of smile appeared upon his
lips.  Matthew’s stomach dropped.  Had the young man figured out he was a
man?!  Panic filled him.


“That— that’s
all,” finished Matthew.


The young man
started scanning the items, but kept his focus on Matthew’s face, specifically
on his lips, stopping only briefly to scan Samantha’s face.  His smile turned
into a blush when he did that.  A moment later, Matthew suddenly realized what
the clerk had seen.  Samantha’s lipstick had to be on his lips.  The
clerk thought they were lesbians!


Matthew’s mouth
went dry.  He shuddered in horror.  No, actually, it was a sort of
embarrassment.  Horror would have been better... this was a sort of squishy
embarrassment.  Indeed, his stomach burned warmly and his spine went weak.  His
penis even seemed to throb, despite still being flaccid.  Why did this make his
penis throb, he scolded himself?!


He tried to
explain.  “It— uh—”


He didn’t know
what else to say.


Samantha did,
however.  She had figured it out too now.  She laughed and slipped her hand
around her husband’s waist as she set down a credit card for the clerk to run. 
“Don’t be embarrassed, honey,” she purred and she kissed her husband softly on
the cheek.


He blushed like
mad.  His heart was racing.


The clerk’s was
too.


Samantha took
the card back, grabbed the bag and started to walk Matthew to the door.  As she
did, she winked at the clerk.  “Don’t mind him, it’s his first night
out,” she said.


The clerk’s jaw
dropped.


Samantha laughed
about the shock on the clerk’s face the whole way home.  Matthew sank in his
seat, utterly embarrassed, and strangely erect.  It had been rather arousing,
whether he wanted to admit that or not.
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They were home
again.  Finally.


Matthew set the
shopping bag with the makeup on the kitchen table.  His heels had echoed the
entire way across the kitchen from the garage:  THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP! THUNK-CLUNK-SLAP! 
Despite making this sound whenever he’d walked the past few days, he still
could not get used to it.  It announced his feminization.  That made him feel queasy.


“I’m going to go
change,” said Samantha.  “You clean the kitchen and then you can come change.” 
The kitchen still had remnants from their rushed breakfast that hadn’t been
cleaned.


“How about you
clean the kitchen and I go change?” said Matthew.


“Nice try,
honey,” chuckled Samantha.


Matthew sighed. 
He knew he needed to focus on getting the right attitude to pass as Marti, but
it really embarrassed him to let his wife treat him like she was in charge. 
And making him do all this housework as she did whatever she wanted was
particularly emasculating.


Meanwhile,
Samantha pulled her purse from her shoulder and held it out for her husband. 
“Put this in the front hall,” she said.  She then pulled off her shoes to the
sound of leather popping off smooth skin and transferred them to one hand
before picking up the shopping bag.  “We’ll redo your nails tonight.”


Matthew nodded
his head meekly.  There was no way out of this.


“See you soon,”
said Samantha and she kissed him on the cheek.
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Matthew finished
the kitchen and went to the bedroom.  Samantha was already there, dressed for
bed in an almond-colored, sheer nightie with a plunging neckline and a babydoll
bottom.  Beneath, she wore matching bikini panties.  She wore a matching sheer
robe over it.  On her feet were tan mid-heeled mules.  She was finishing
touching up her nails.


“Kitchen done?”
she asked.


“Yes.”


“Ma’am, Marti. 
Remember your place, honey.”


Matthew
blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said with a sour, defiant hint.  He moved toward the
closet and started to reach behind his back to unzip the tight, controlling
skirt.  “You don’t mind if I change now, do you?”  His tone was snide,
suggesting his disdain for the idea of asking his wife’s permission.


Samantha
recognized his challenge to her authority, but deftly turned the tables on
him:  “What a good girl you are for asking,” said Samantha with a smirk.  “You
may change.”


Matthew bit his
tongue.  They both knew he had meant to be snide, but saying so now would make
him feel like he’d failed; it would be like having to explain a joke.  Instead,
he swallowed his pride and refocused on getting out of the skirt, not an easy
proposition.


“This thing is
like a prison,” grumbled Matthew as he fumbled for the zipper.


Samantha laughed.


“Seriously.”  He
unzipped the skirt, feeling the material loosen and spread, relieving the
pressure on his hips.  This was such a relief.  He could hardly wait to push
the skirt back down and free his legs for the first time all day to move
naturally!  “This thing is like being tied up!”


“It’s supposed
to be like that.  It’s meant to display a woman’s vulnerability.  Men like
that.  It tells them, ‘chase me, I can’t run away,’ and they get all excited.” 
Her explanation embarrassed Matthew.


“Well, I don’t
want to excite any man.”  He started working the skirt down his hips.


“Are you sure,
honey?” teased Samantha.


“Positive.”


“Some women
actually love the feeling of tight skirts too; it’s like being hugged.”


Matthew got the
skirt to his ankles.  He then carefully pulled his feet from the skirt, making
sure not to tangle it in his shoes – he would have removed the shoes first but
he recalled Samantha’s lecture about wearing them.


He stepped out
of the skirt and crouched down to pick it up.  Then he slipped his feet from
his shoes and he sat down on the bed to rub his feet.  They were incredibly
sore from wearing the tall, unstable heels all day.


“My feet are so
sore!” he complained.


“It’s the price
of beauty,” said Samantha.


She rose from
her vanity, her nails now dry, and moved to the closet, where she grabbed a
pair of her slippers.  These were white slides with chunky heels nearly three
inches high.  They had open toes below a two-inch leather upper, the only
support the shoes offered.


“Put these on,”
she said.


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  “Why?”


“They’ll help
with the soreness.”


“How is wearing
more heels going to help?” asked Matthew doubtfully.


“Heels scrunch
your tendons, compared to standing flat which stretches them.  Going from tall
heels to flat-footed is like going cold turkey.  These are like an in-between
which reduces the difference.  That makes it easier to go back and forth
between them.”


Matthew took the
slides and dropped them to the floor.  He slid his feet into them.  To his
surprise, his wife was right.  His feet were still sore, but not as sore or as
strained as they’d felt a moment before.


“You’re
welcome,” chuckled Samantha when she saw the relief on his face.


Matthew blushed.


He now reached
down and slipped his fingers inside the waistband of his panties.  These were
black bikini panties.  As he pulled them down, his penis popped out of the
top.  It was actually a little erect.  Matthew shrank when he saw his wife
smirk at his erection.


“Does this turn
you on?” chuckled Samantha.


“No,” insisted
Matthew.


Samantha stepped
toward him and slipped her hand onto his erection, wiggling it.  It felt even
smaller to her fingers than it had the prior day – this thought sent an
electric charge racing through her and made her lips tingle warmly.  She knew
by now the idea of his penis shrinking did excite her, but was it really
shrinking?


“It’s all right,
honey,” she purred.  “I think it’s cute.”


Matthew pulled
away.  “Ha ha,” he said sourly.


As Samantha
returned to her vanity to finish removing her makeup, Matthew unhooked his
bra.  Once again, he felt the pressure release as his breasts became free.  He
removed the bra.  As he did, he glanced in the mirror.  What he saw embarrassed
him greatly.  Instead of the man he saw himself as, in the mirror, he saw a
vaguely feminine creature with curvy hips and rear, hairless skin, and
breasts.  His pert little nipples poked out prominently.  He winced and
suddenly wanted to get away before his wife said anything.


“I’m going to
shower,” he said.


“Hold on,” said
Samantha.


Samantha rose
from the vanity and came to her husband.  Matthew didn’t know what she wanted
and he cowered nervously before her.  He even embarrassingly covered his
breasts with one arm and his hand as women did, which made him feel all the more
emasculated and foolish.


“Wh— what’s up?”
he asked cautiously.


“You can’t wear
makeup in the shower,” she said.


Samantha took a
handful of wipes and wiped down his eyes and cheeks and lips, removing all of
his makeup in several passes.  Marti vanished from his face and Matthew
returned, making his feminine posture all the more embarrassing somehow.  She
noticed it and it made her chuckle on the inside, but she said nothing.


“There you go,”
she said.


Samantha then
kissed him on the cheek and slapped him on the butt.  When she did, it actually
jiggled like his breasts!  This was new to Matthew and terrifying.  He knew his
rear had gotten a little fatter, most likely because he hadn’t gotten nearly as
much exercise these past few days, but he never expected it to jiggle!  Jiggle! 
Just the word was emasculating!


Worse, a girlish
squeal of sorts escaped his lips when she did it.


Fortunately,
Samantha didn’t seem to notice as she returned to her vanity without commenting
on it.


Matthew scurried
off humiliated to the shower.
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Matthew stood in
the shower.  Warm, soothing water ran down his body, making a waterfall off his
pert little nipples.  His breasts looked bigger.  They had looked bigger in the
mirror already and now they looked bigger in person too.  They seemed rounder,
more full too.  Like were starting to look like real breasts.  He cupped them
in his fingers.  His red-painted nails looked so feminine against his flesh.  A
soft shudder ran down his spine making him tingle warmly.


It felt good to
touch them.


Matthew spread
his fingers and let his nipples poke out between them.  Were his nipples
larger?  No, it had to be his imagination, didn’t it?  Nipples couldn’t grow. 
They could apparently stand up, but they couldn’t grow.  Swell maybe, but not
grow.  Still, they looked bigger.


Matthew ran a
finger over one of his nipples.  It tickled.  Why were they so sensitive?


His penis seemed
to swell.  That felt good.


Matthew touched
his nipples again.  Another shudder went down his spine.  His penis seemed to swell
more.  He started toying with one nipple.  He ran his finger around it,
touching the areola.  He brushed his finger against its side.  He ran his
finger across the tip of the nipple.  Each motion brought an enjoyable
sensation.


He began to
breathe harder.


Matthew ran his
finger around the areola again.  With his dark red fingernails, it looked like
a woman was playing with her own breasts.  That was exciting!  He brought up
more fingers and circled the nipple with them.  He cupped the whole breast.  He
squeezed.


His penis rose
all the way.  It was truly hard!


Matthew slipped
his other hand down to his penis and stroked his shaft.  He spread his legs
wide, letting his shrunken balls dangle.  His other hand squeezed his breast. 
He brought his fingers closer to the nipple, and squeezed the areola gently. 
This sent a warm pulse down his breast straight to his penis, making his eyes
close.  His penis throbbed.


He stroked his
penis even faster now.  A rhythm was building.  A familiar rhythm.  His
breathing became labored.


Warm water ran
down his body.


Matthew toyed
with the nipple with his fingertip.  He stroked his shaft.  Then he ran his
nail across the tip of his nipple.  This sent an electric shock down his breast
and made his erection throb strongly.  As it did, the rhythm turned into an
unexpected thrust and everything exploded.  Matthew felt his seed shoot out of
him into the stream of water pouring down his body.


His whole body
shook.  He had come.


Matthew stood
there for a moment, bracing himself against the shower wall, catching his
breath.  Warm water ran down his back.  His breathing slowly became normal.  He
laughed.  Not only had he come, but he had figured something out:  he knew now
how to make himself hard.


An idea
occurred.


If he could make
himself hard this way, then he could do it again.  Indeed, he could do it on
command!  It was time to use this, he told himself.  It was time to show his
wife that he was still a man.


Matthew toweled
himself off and returned to the bedroom.
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“Put this on,”
said Samantha as Matthew entered the bedroom.  She held up a see-through white
babydoll nightie with solid bra cups.


“That?” said
Matthew incredulously.


“Yes.  You can
sleep in it.”


“I’m not
sleeping in that!”


Samantha rolled
her eyes.  “Don’t be silly.  You already wear a bra.  How is this different? 
It will protect your nipples while you sleep.”


Matthew stared
at her suspiciously.  It was true that his nipples did get sore at night from
rubbing against the sheet, but the idea of wearing women’s sleepwear struck him
as a tad embarrassing.  “I— well—”


“Don’t be silly.”


“But— well—”


“No one’s going
to know.  Now put it on,” said Samantha.  Her tone wasn’t exactly an order, but
it was clear she expected him to do this.  Matthew considered resisting this tone
for a moment, but knew that wearing it was a good idea and it wasn’t like this
would be the only feminine thing he wore.


He took the
nightie from her.  It was so silky and gossamer thin.  There was nothing remotely
masculine about this.  He felt girlish just holding it.  He blushed bright red.


“Are you sure
you aren’t a lesbian?” laughed Matthew, trying to pass all of this off as a
joke, rather than the difficult, emasculating thing it was.


“Not since
college,” laughed Samantha in return.


“Oh?  Is there
something you want to tell me?”


“Is there
something you want to tell me?” countered Samantha, nodding to his penis,
which stood erect.


Matthew blushed
and subconsciously turned his back to slip into the nightie.  He pulled it over
his head and then pulled it down his torso.  As he did, a spandex belt inset just
below the bra cups caught on his breasts and he needed to pull it down over his
erect nipples.  Once in place, it held the cups reasonable well over his breasts,
and they filled the cups surprisingly well.


“How come you
don’t wear one of these?” he asked.


“I’m wearing a
nightie,” said Samantha brushing her hand down her body.


“I mean with a
thing in it— for your chest.”


“You mean a
‘bra’?” laughed Samantha.  The top of her nightie were shaped more like strips
of lace that ran over her breasts than traditional bra cups.  They were quite
loose too.  Indeed, Matthew could see his wife’s raised nipples shift around
inside the nightie and press into the lace.


Matthew
blushed.  “Yeah, that.”


“You can say it,
honey.  A ‘bra’ and ‘breasts.’”


He blushed even
more.


“To answer your
question, this nightie doesn’t have a more substantial bra in it because I
don’t need one.”


Matthew looked
confused.  “But you have, uh, nipples, right?”


Samantha
smirked.  “Obviously.  But mine are mature.  They aren’t as sensitive as
yours.”


Matthew didn’t
know how to take this, but it felt unmanly.  It struck him that she was
comparing him to a young woman going through puberty, which she was. 
Alternatively, she was saying he was more feminine than most women.  Either
idea was embarrassing, so he let the matter drop and he adjusted his breasts in
the nightie’s cups.  He then picked up the panties Samantha had left on her
vanity and pulled those into place.  These were made of lace and formed a large
V-shape against his crotch and up his hips.


As Matthew
pulled up his panties, Samantha slipped into the bed, beneath the sheet.  She
pulled a book from her nightstand and opened it.  It was a heavy, hard-bound
book.


“What are you
reading?” asked Matthew as he adjusted the panties.


“It’s a book on
time management in service businesses.”


“Fun reading,”
said Matthew sourly.


“I figure it
might help at work.”


Matthew slipped
into bed next to her, lying on his side.  He was horny.  “I thought we were
going to take care of a little something,” he said, motioning to his crotch. 
“Remember your promise in the restaurant?”


Samantha rolled
her eyes, though in a teasing manner.  She held up her book.  “I’m reading. 
Take care of it yourself.”


Matthew blushed
at the idea of masturbating next to his wife as she read a book.  The idea was
humiliating.  Besides, he was too horny to masturbate.  He wanted to involve
his wife.  What’s more, he knew the trick now.  He wanted to take her like a
man again with his own erection.  He wanted to surprise her!


He slipped one
hand upon her belly.


“I’m reading,”
she said in a sing-song voice.  She moved the book up her chest to block the
view of her face.


Matthew ran his
hand up her nightie toward her breasts.  Her nightie was soft and silky.  Her
breasts were beautiful framed behind the lacy material.  Her nipples were hard
beneath.  He brought his hand to her breasts and pushed the nightie’s plunging
neck aside, freeing one of her breasts.


“Let’s play,” he
said.


“I’m reading,”
she responded, though her tone suggested she could be convinced.


Matthew wrapped
his fingers around the free breast, gently massaging it.  The image of this was
so strange to him, yet exciting:  a woman’s hand complete with dark red nails
and no hair was fondling another woman’s breast with a strongly erect nipple.  The
sight was incredible arousing.


He leaned over
and kissed her breast on the bottom curve.  Then he fingered her erect nipple. 
Her nipple was perhaps half an inch in length and half a centimeter in width. 
It was erect, but pliable.  He moved it back and forth with his fingers with
their girly red nails before circling it.


Her chest began
to heave.


Matthew smiled. 
He was sure she was wet though he hadn’t checked... yet.  He slowly moved his
body on top of his wife’s, sliding his leg between hers, causing them to
spread.


“Do you mind,
I’m trying to read,” she said, though it was clear she was teasing him now.


“I know
something better.”


“What’s better
than time management?” joked Samantha.


“I know one
thing,” he said and he kissed her exposed breast.


“Sorry, I’m not
into women,” she said in an obviously faked-disdainful tone.


Matthew burned
with embarrassment at being dismissed as a woman, but at the same time became
super horny from it.  His penis grew hard even without the trick he had learned
– something he didn’t fully grasp at the time.  He brought his body entirely
between her legs and pulled his torso over hers.


“I think you’ll
be surprised,” he said confidently.


“That’s big talk
for a ‘little’ man.”


“Not so little.”


Samantha
smirked.  “All right, prove it.”  She dropped her book next to her on the bed
and spread her legs even more, wrapping them around the outside of his.  “Do
your worst,” she giggled.


Matthew moved
forward on her until their breasts pressed into each other.


Samantha ran her
hands down his sides to his rear, feeling the silky fabric of his nightie and
then tracing her fingers along the leg bands of his panties.  She was very wet
by this point.  The idea of making love to her husband, but seeing him as a
woman, was truly exciting to her.


They kissed.


“Go on, little
girl,” she teased.  “Impress me.”


Matthew was
incredibly turned on to be called “girl.”  He didn’t know why, but he was – it
was humiliating to be sure, but it was exciting too.  Indeed, his penis was
rock hard and as large as it got of late.  He reached down inside his panties and
wrapped his feminine fingers around his shaft.  He pulled it out of his panties
and guided it to his wife’s body.  He then used his fingers to slide her
panties aside.  He could feel how wet she was.


Matthew ran his
fingers along her lips to tease her, then he gripped his penis.  It was hard. 
It felt large too.  It felt normal, he thought.  Maybe the pills had finally
worn off and things were going back to normal.  That would be fantastic!


“Come on, baby,”
purred his wife.  “I’ve been waiting for this.”


He kissed his
wife and then slid his penis inside her.  It slipped right through, which was a
little unusual.  Normally, it took some effort.  Maybe she was just really
wet.  He pressed forward with his hips, pushing it deeper inside, as far as it
would go.  It didn’t quite feel right.  Things weren’t as tight as they normal
had been, but that was to be expected, given recent events.  He pressed his
hips forward again, to drive it in as far as possible.


“Go on, baby. 
Don’t wait!  All the way!”


Matthew jolted. 
Don’t wait?  All the way?  But he was all the way!  It could go no
further.  Every last bit of him was deep inside her... or better said, as deep
as it would go.  Couldn’t she tell?  He instantly realized what had
happened.  His penis had gotten so small that his wife couldn’t tell he was
fully inside her!  He turned bright, bright red.  And in that deep, humiliating
blush, Samantha suddenly saw the truth as well.  She blushed too.


“Well, the
medicine has been making it softer,” said Samantha sympathetically.


“I— but—”


“I’m sure it
will get better,” she said.


Matthew bit his
lip.


Samantha smiled kindly. 
“It’s all right, honey.  You just need time for those pills to leave your
system.  Then it will get bigger again.”  Her words were kind, but added to his
embarrassment.  “We can still play,” she said encouragingly.  “We don’t need it
to have a good time.”


Matthew raised
an eyebrow.  “We don’t?”


Samantha shook
her head.  She leaned over to her nightstand and opened the drawer.  From it,
she pulled a small purple device shaped like a curvy banana.  “Let me introduce
you to every girl’s best friend.”


Matthew’s jaw
dropped.  Was she serious?!  He was a man, with a penis, at least in his mind. 
Offering that instead was the deepest form of emasculation he could
conceive.  It was saying, “give it up... you’re not a man.”  He shuddered and
shook his head.


“I’ll pass,” he
said, burning bright red.


Samantha shook
her head, however.  “Oh no.  You started this.  You promised me an orgasm.”


“But I can’t!”


She held out the
purple device for him to take.  “But you can.  Now hop to it, Missy!”


Matthew
resisted, but knew he would surrender.  He didn’t know why.  Perhaps he’d
gotten used to swallowing his pride.  Perhaps it mattered that he had
promised.  Perhaps he just felt too weak to resist.  Maybe it was something
else.  He didn’t know, but he reached out for the device with his hand with the
dark red nails and he took it.  He felt so emasculated.


“Just turn it on
here,” said Samantha and she pressed a button on its base.


It began to
vibrate.


Matthew felt
humiliation rush through him as it started.  This was his penis now, a penis every
woman kept in her bedroom drawer.  He felt so incredibly insignificant.  Worse
his penis throbbed at the idea.


How could this
turn him on, he asked himself?


“Go on, honey,”
said Samantha.


Matthew licked
his lips nervously.  Then he lowered the device to his wife’s lower regions. 
He leaned back as he did, so he could see what he was doing.  He saw her silky
lips.  They were hairless, as was his penis and his balls.  He set the device
against her.  She began to purr.  He moved it toward the center of her lips and
started to slip it inside.  His wife grabbed his hand and stopped him.


“Don’t hurry,”
she said.


She then guided
his hand as it moved the device around her lips, making ever smaller circles. 
She writhed and moaned beneath him.  As she did, it struck him that this was
almost having a greater effect than his efforts even when his penis had been
normal.  He felt even smaller.


“That feels so
good,” she said.


Matthew kept
making the circles and then sliding the device up and down her lips, dipping
just beneath and pulling back up.  Finally, he found that soft little button of
nerves.  He ran the device over it.  His wife thrust her head backward into the
pillow and let out a loud gasp.


This was the
place.


Matthew started
circling this knob of flesh over and over from different angles and at
different speeds.  Each second seemed to build within his wife, making her face
contort even more.  Finally, he hit a spot where she grabbed the sheets with
her hand, digging her long, red nails into the fabric and gasping.


“There!”


Matthew focused
on this section.


His wife’s back
arched.  Her chest heaved.  Her breasts jiggled.  She was gasping for air and
then suddenly she stopped breathing.  She held her breath, frozen for an
eternity.


And then she
exploded.


A moment later,
she collapsed on the bed.  He could see a sticky white fluid dripping out of
her.  Her heaving chest was settling down.  She was smiling, maybe even
laughing lightly.  She reached out and brushed his hair with her hand.


“That was
amazing,” she said.


Matthew blushed.


Samantha then
took the device from him.


“What are you
doing?” asked Matthew.


“Returning the
favor,” she said.


She rolled onto
her side and pushed him onto his back.  Matthew had a moment of panic.  He was
a man.  Men don’t use toys like this.  That was for women.  Was she making him
a woman?  He started to shake his head, but his wife ignored him.  She got him
onto his back and leaned up next to him, near his lower regions.  She pushed up
the nightie he wore and then pulled back his panties, freeing his erection.


“I don’t think
this is a good idea,” said Matthew, somehow afraid this would cement him as a
woman.


“Don’t be
silly,” giggled Samantha.


“This isn’t
going to work,” he said nervously.


“Yes, it will.”


“It won’t.  This
isn’t how men do it,” he said, feeling stupid for saying it.


She kissed him. 
“You’re not a man anymore.”


Matthew
shuddered deeply.  Before he could respond, however, she pushed the device
against the head of his penis and pressed the button.  It began to shake like
mad, and that vibration transferred into his penis, setting all of his nerves
afire.  He sucked in air and held his breath.  His penis throbbed instantly and
incredibly.  And then, to his shame, it took less than five seconds before he
felt his penis give a great lunge forward and a tugging sensation as if his
very seed had been pulled out of him... as if his wife had extracted his very manhood...
and he exploded in the most powerful explosion he’d had since he started the
pills.


Samantha
giggled.  “That was fast.”


Matthew blushed.


“I guess men do
do it that way,” she said.


Matthew blushed
even more.


She kissed him
again.  “Make sure you get new panties when you clean up, honey.  You made a
big mess.”


That night,
Matthew dreamed he was dressed as a woman as his wife introduced him to
everyone they knew as her husband.  They all laughed at him and he felt so very
small, but she seemed to revel in it.  In the morning, when he awoke, he was
too embarrassed to talk about what had happened the prior night.  Samantha
didn’t talk about it either, but she seemed to glow.  She had had the dream
about being a queen on a throne again.

















Chapter Nine: “On His
Knees”
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“Excited?” asked
Samantha with a cynical chuckle.


Matthew
blushed.  He glanced around to make sure no one could hear them.  Matthew sat
at the reception desk.  Samantha stood before it, leaning against it.  “I
don’t know why they won’t go down,” he whispered loudly.


Samantha glanced
at his chest.  His tight sweater showed the curvature of his breasts perfectly,
giving him a truly feminine appearing chest; the sweater was dark red with
three thin silver stripes that ran across his breasts.  At the tips of those
globes of femininity were two erect nipples.  They visibly pushed out his
sweater like an aroused woman’s nipples.  They seemed bigger than they had been
too, though that could have been an illusion created by the sweater.


“What do you
mean?”


Matthew licked
his lips.  “They’ve been hard all day.”  He continued to whisper.


Samantha’s
eyebrow rose.  “All day?”


“I noticed them
earlier in the bathroom, but I figured they would go down again.  But every
time I’ve looked since, they were up again.  I’ve been watching them for the
past twenty minutes and they won’t go down at all.”


Samantha bit her
lip to keep from snickering; she couldn’t hide the glow though.  The idea of
her husband struggling against nipples that would not go down was really
incredibly funny.  Fortunately, it wasn’t much to be concerned about, she
thought, as there wasn’t really any harm to him having erect nipples – apart
from his own embarrassment and the fact he looked like he was aroused.  It was
an entertaining mystery though.


“Are you hard?”
she asked.


Matthew furrowed
his brow.  “What kind of question is that?!”  He pursed his lips.  “And no,
I’m not,” he added sourly.  “They just went up on their own and stayed up.  I
didn’t do anything to make that happen.”


“Did anyone
touch them?”


“Who would—”  He
caught himself and switched to an aggressive whisper:  “who would touch my
nipples?”


“Maybe not your
nipples, but your butt or something?”


“No,” he said
icily.


Samantha
shrugged her shoulders; she had no answer.


“I didn’t do
anything,” he insisted.  “I’m not aroused.  They just went up and won’t go back
down.  I don’t know what the problem is.”  This statement was true with the
caveat that his wife’s embarrassing questions had aroused him and his penis now
stood erect.  It seemed to be doing that more over the past day or so, though
Matthew hadn’t connected yet that he was getting more and bigger erections again
– it seemed the medication was wearing off to some extent at least.


“Maybe you’re
lactating,” laughed Samantha.


Matthew’s gut
sucked in with horror and humiliation.  His penis throbbed.  The idea that he
could somehow— somehow produce milk... it was an erotic horror that
paralyzed him with fear and brought out pre-come.  He embarrassingly felt his
panties become damp.


“Don’t worry,
honey,” said Samantha, who hadn’t noticed the effect her words (or word) had on
him.  “I’m sure they’ll go down soon.  In the meantime, it’s not the end of the
world.  Every woman has hard nipples at times.”


She glanced at
them again and snickered.  Then she walked off to the staircase.


Matthew sat
there trembling with terrible visions of milk coming out of his nipples.  He’d
never felt less manly than he did in that moment.  Although, he was hard as a
rock.
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Matthew went
down to his knees.  Crouching down in the skin-tight skirt and the tall
unstable heels had proven impossible, so he got down on his knees and bent
forward to pick up a package of printer paper from the bottom shelf.  He was in
the supply closet.  This skirt was tighter than the last two and the heels even
less stable.  It was all his wife had though.  In fact, she had warned him that
they would need to go buy more clothes for him this weekend as she was running
out of things for him to wear.  Today, he wore a skin-tight, silver-white
maxi-skirt and cherry-red platform mules with thick platforms and tall clunky heels. 
They had open toes, no backs, and were unstable despite the thick heels. 
Beneath his skirt, he wore white thong panties to reduce the visibly of his
panties through the white skirt.  The thong easily controlled his shrunken
balls and penis.  His nails were dark red, toes and fingers.


“Can I help?”
came a man’s voice behind him.  It was Stein.


Matthew blushed
at being caught on his knees and showing his butt to this man; he was instantly
thankful he was wearing the thong and not something more visible as the skirt
was pressed tightly to his rear.  He felt vulnerable.


“Oh, hi,” he
said nervously as he leaned up straight.


He set the ream
of paper on a high shelf, so he wouldn’t need to bend to get it once he stood
up, and he tried to stand.  It didn’t work.  He couldn’t get his feet
underneath himself; the skirt stopped him from making the necessary motions.


This was
embarrassing.


Matthew tried to
steady himself against the shelf and lift himself up, but his skirt kept him
from gaining the leverage he needed.  Standing up was going to be awkward, he
realized, especially with this man watching.  Stein, however, solved this
problem for him a moment later, though in an embarrassing way.  He stepped up
to Matthew, put his hands on Matthew’s sides and pulled him to his feet.  Matthew
withered at the touch of this man’s hands on his sides and then shrank at the
man’s ability to pull him up.  He turned bright red when he settled on his feet
once more.


His penis grew
hard.  His nipples were still hard.


“Th— thank you,”
said Matthew sheepishly.  He cast his eyes to the ground.


“Always happy to
help a lady in need,” said Stein, whose eyes brushed his nipples.  “You’re
Marti, right?”


Matthew’s blush deepened. 
“Yeah.”  He crossed his arms.


“I’m Stein.  I
just started.”


Matthew licked
his dry lips.  “I know.”  He looked for a way to escape, but Stein was blocking
the way to the door in this narrow room.  What’s more, Stein had never backed away
after helping him to his feet, so Matthew found himself with barely inches left
between himself, the copier and Stein.  Stein was a good deal taller and wider
than Matthew, making him feel really small.


A wolfish grin
appeared on Stein’s lips.  “You’re very beautiful.”


Matthew
shuddered.  His mind went blank.  Humiliation crept up his spine.  “Th— thank
you,” he said nervously.


“I love that
skirt too,” said Stein.  His eyes washed down the skirt and then rode back up. 
Matthew knew the glance from his own experience.  Stein wasn’t thinking of the
skirt, he was thinking of what lay beneath.


“I— I should get
back to my desk,” said Matthew.


Stein smirked. 
“What’s the hurry?”


He closed the
very small gap between them, causing Matthew to back away into the copier.  He
had nowhere left to retreat.  His heart was racing.  He felt incredibly
nervous.


“Rhonda will be
missing me,” said Matthew.


“Let her wait.”


Matthew
blushed.  He wasn’t exactly sure how to get out of this.  He had experience on
the other end, but not on this end before, and he was too nervous to focus his
mind enough to think of how the women who had kept him at bay had done so.  Not
to mention, it had been some time since he had pursued any women, given that he
was married to Samantha.


“She’ll be
angry,” he said, still hoping Rhonda would work as an excuse.


“I’m a manager. 
She won’t mind.”


Stein closed the
final distance between them.  Matthew braced himself to feel this man’s hand on
his hips or rear or... gasp... breasts!  His mind went into full panic
mode.  He considered shoving Stein and running away through whatever hole
presented itself.  He considered slugging the much larger Stein and hoping he
went down.  Maybe he could just run?  Maybe just tell him NO! 
None of it worked though.  His brain was too terrified to choose a course.


He clenched his
jaw and closed his eyes.  His nipples were hard as little rocks.


“Misappropriating
firm resources?” asked Rhonda snidely.


Matthew opened
one eye.  To his infinite relief, he saw Rhonda standing at the door with her
arms folded across her metallic blue blouse and her breasts.  She did not look
amused.  Indeed, she tapped her high-heel-encased foot angrily and she scowled
at Stein.


“Just helping
Marti get some paper,” said Stein smoothly.


He took the ream
of paper from the shelf and handed it to Matthew.  Matthew reflexively took it from
him and now hugged it tightly to his chest, shielding his breasts with it.


“That was nice
of you,” said Rhonda without any trace of humor.


Stein smirked;
he understood.  So he turned to Matthew.  He took one of Matthew’s hands and
kissed it.  “Glad to be of service.”  He then turned and walked out of the
closet, past Rhonda.


Matthew breathed
a sigh of relief.  It was short lived.


“What do you
think you’re doing?” growled Rhonda.


Matthew tensed
up again immediately.  “I— what?  Me?!”


“Guys like that—
jerks like that.”  She shook her head.  “Just tell him ‘no.’  Don’t flirt with
him.  This is an office, not a high school.  If you start flirting with the
boys, Ericson’s going to fire you.”


Matthew
blushed.  “I wasn’t— I wasn’t flirting.”


“Of course, you
were.”  Rhonda condescendingly mimicked an exaggerated version of Matthew
fluttering his eye lashes and then closing his eyes and pursing his lips.  He
hadn’t really done that, had he?  She closed the door behind her.  “Look, I
don’t care what you do in your free time, but this is not the place.  A lot of
these guys are young and horny and stupid.  Dealerships are swimming in
testosterone.  You can’t encourage them and you can’t let this start.  If they
think they can do it with you, they think they can do it with all of us.  Do
you understand?”


“But I didn’t.”


“You did. 
You practically asked him to get into your pants.”


Matthew was
shocked.  He was highly embarrassed too.  He was so embarrassed that his penis
started to rise.  “I— well—”


And then it
happened.


Rhonda’s eyes
darted down.  Whether they were drawn to the motion or the anomaly or something
else, they zeroed right in on the slowly rising bump in Matthew’s skirt... a
bump that wouldn’t exist if Marti was what she claimed to be.  Matthew
knew it too.  He wasn’t sure how, because his penis had been too small to make
an impression under his skirt, but this time he knew it was different.  This
time, it had formed a bulge.  His jaw dropped in horror.  He thrust the ream of
paper down with both hands to hide this telltale intruder.


Rhonda’s face contorted
with shock.


“You— you have—
you’re not a—!” she gasped.


And then
something clicked.  Matthew saw this in her eyes:  Recognition.


There was a
moment when the world seemed frozen.  It was almost peaceful.  And then Rhonda
rushed forward and reached for his head.  Before Matthew could even respond or
duck, she had taken a handful of hair from his head and yanked.  His wig came
right off.


“Matthew!”


He had been
exposed.


Matthew began to
swoon.  He had no idea how to handle this and, even if he did, his mind was
swirling with such surprise that he couldn’t process it in any event.  All he
could do was stand there helplessly in his tight skirt and heels as Rhonda
stared at him with her jaw dropped.


“You— why are
you— a woman?!  Dressed like— What is going on?!” she gasped.


Matthew licked
his lips nervously.  How was he going to explain this?


The next few
seconds became a blur for Matthew.  Rhonda’s face raced through a series of
emotions as random words babbled out of her mouth.  Matthew saw shock, confusion,
and finally betrayal.  Each of these seemed to make her emotions wilder.  She
blushed too, feeling like a fool, feeling like Matthew had played a game with
her!  And then suddenly he saw a change.  Rhonda’s face changed.  She had
regained control.  Her eyebrow went up sharply.


“Why are you
dressed like that?” she demanded suspiciously.


Matthew
swallowed hard.  “It— well—”  He had no idea what to say.  This whole thing was
so humiliating he didn’t even know how to bring himself to explain it.  “I
started growing breasts and Ericson wanted me to come to work dressed as a
woman?”  No way.  He could never say that.  “It’s all a misunderstanding,”
he said finally, cautiously.


“A
misunderstanding?” laughed Rhonda cynically.


Matthew nodded
his head.


“What misunderstanding,
Marti?” demanded Rhonda.  Her harsh pronunciation of his feminine name
told Matthew she was not buying it and that she wasn’t impressed with his
explanation.


“Look, it’s a
secret,” he said.


Rhonda folded
her arms but said nothing.  Her face said it all: no sale.


Matthew was so
tense.  What could he say?  “Ericson wanted me to do this.”  That was true,
wasn’t it?  Maybe she would accept it and— move on??


“Ericson?” she
repeated skeptically.


Matthew nodded
his head.


“Why?”


“Well, it was—
he wanted me to— I mean—”  He couldn’t think of any way to complete that
sentence that made sense.  Even the truth didn’t seem to make much sense to
him.


“Fine,” snapped
Rhonda.  “Let’s go see Ericson.  He’ll sort this out.”


Matthew’s heart
stopped.  Ericson’s threats ran through his mind:  if anyone found out... he
was fired.


“No!  We can’t!”
he pleaded on desperation and he actually dropped to his knees.


Rhonda looked
down at her feminized boss.  Her eyebrow shot up suspiciously.  If he was doing
this for Ericson, perhaps to spy on the employees, then why not just go to
Ericson to explain this?  This made no sense!  And then came the smirk... a
powerful smirk.  She suddenly understood something important:


 


“You don’t want
Ericson to know,” she said.


 


Her smirk grew.


Matthew
swallowed hard.  His problems just got a lot worse.


 


To be
continued...


 


 


The End of Part Two
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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!


 


—o—


 


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!


 


—o—


 


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!


 


—o—


 


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!


 


—o—


 


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!


 


—o—


 


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 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


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


 


—o—


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


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!


 


—o—


 


Volume
Four of the Dominique Silk Collection


 


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


 


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