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What Is A “Blue Label” Version

—o—

As many of you know, I specialize in forced feminization fiction.  While the degree of pressure required to feminize the hero varies in each of my stories, with some going quite voluntarily and others resisting to the bitter end, as a general rule, my heroes end up getting the girl.  Or maybe, it’s more accurate to say the girl gets them.

Sometimes though, the hero should maybe get the boy instead?  Or at least, spend some time with the boys.  This is what the Blue Label Editions are about.  Blue Label Editions are stories where the hero falls for another male after being feminized or the story just involves a strong dose of male-to-male contact.  To make these stories easier to find, I’m publishing them with blue labels on the cover and the “Blue Label Edition” designation.  This story deserved a blue label version.  So here it is.

This Part Three is the Blue Label Edition conclusion to Improved By His Mother-In-Law.  To read the blue label version of the story, read the regular red label Parts One and Two and then finish with this Blue Label Part Three.  There are no separate Blue Label versions of Parts One and Two.  Email me if you need an explanation. (annmichelle@ymail.com)

Enjoy!


Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

We have come to the end of Victor and Meredith’s story, or maybe it’s just the start.  Either way, our story concludes on this third and final part.  Victor has been caught by Meredith dressed as a maid and, apparently, giving a party.  That was quite the surprise for Meredith.  What’s worse, her mother seems to be the person behind it.  Hmm.  Worse yet, Meredith’s boss was there when she caught him.  What will Meredith do now?  And how does her manly boss Hutton figure into this?  Something tells me Victor is about to find out!

As I’ve mentioned before, there are three alternate ending for this story.  I’ve done this so everyone can have the ending they like and avoid the things they wish to avoid.  This one is the Blue Label ending.  Read this after the regular Red Label Parts One and Two.  This one involves female domination, forced cross-dressing, male-to-male contact, cuckolding, foot fetish and shoe fetish moments, domestic discipline, maid uniforms, a chastity device, erotic humiliation, and a mother-in-law who is quite the character.

I hope you enjoy!  As always, let me know what you think!

With love,

Ann :)

Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter

https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website


Chapter One: “Caught”

—o—

“What is going on, Victor?!” laughed Angela.

“That’s what I want to know,” growled Meredith coldly.

Victor stared helplessly at his wife.  His wife, who wasn’t supposed to be home for two more weeks, glared back.  She was angry.  Outraged, even.  She had come home expecting to find her husband doing whatever it was he normally did and instead found him standing before her neighbor Angela, wearing a sissy-ish pink maid costume, slutty black high-heeled sandals, makeup, and a wig as Angela seemingly played with his balls!  It hadn’t fully registered with her yet that his penis was locked in a chastity device, but that was part of this too.

“What in the world are you doing?!” gasped his wife.  Her anger grew.

“I can explain,” said Victor weakly.  What else could he say?

“I doubt that,” spat Meredith.

Meredith glanced around incredulously.  Not only was her husband cross-dressed in the most ridiculous way in a maid uniform, not only had the neighbor been holding his balls – she dropped them immediately when she saw Meredith – but it seemed Victor was hosting some sort of party!  And she heard her mother’s voice on the patio.  She was involved in this too!

“You’re having a party?!” she snapped.

“It was your mother’s idea!”

“To what?  Celebrate you being a sissy?”

Victor shook his head vigorously.  “They don’t know—”

Meredith pointed at her neighbor.  “Angela knows!”

“That was an accident,” said Victor defensively.

Meredith’s glare sharpened like a blade.  She wanted to explode.  But if what he said was true, then there was still time to go into damage-control mode and perhaps save her from total humiliation in the neighborhood.  “You’re saying none of these people know about you?”

Victor shook his head.

Meredith folded her arms aggressively across her chest and tapped her high-heel-encased foot angrily.  She was so angry, but now was not the time to be angry; now was the time to think.  Her brain shoved her anger aside and came up with a plan.  “All right, in that case, here’s what we’re going to do,” she said harshly.  She would not tolerate disobedience.  “We’re going to join the party and act like nothing at all is wrong – what is your name supposed to be?”

“Victoria.”

“Of course,” she said sourly.  “Well, Victoria, you’re going to continue to be ‘Victoria’.  You’re going to serve and preen and prance and do whatever it was my mother wanted you to do.  No one is going to find out who you really are, no one.  Do you understand me?”

Victor felt incredibly chastened.  He cast his eyes to the floor.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Angela, I’m going to ask you to please say nothing to anyone.  We’ll talk about this later.”

“No problem,” said Angela, who had had no desire to out Victor in the first place.

“Do you want me to leave?” asked Hutton suddenly.  He stood behind Meredith watching impressed with the power and authority with which Meredith was handling this obvious crisis.   She was an impressive woman.

“Ye—”  Meredith stopped mid-word.  She glanced at her sissified husband.  A revengeful chill raced through her mind at what she had just encountered.  Victor had humiliated her beyond words.  Suddenly, she decided she wanted to punish Victor for doing this to her.  She glanced at Hutton, the man who had been competing for her attention.  Why not let him watch Victor’s emasculation?  It would suit him right.  “No... you stay,” she said slyly.

Victor’s jaw dropped.

Had his wife truly invited her male boss to watch his emasculation at the hands of their neighbors?  Why would she do such a thing?  He suddenly felt very vulnerable, and a great burning shame came over him.  He wanted to refuse, but now was not the time to challenge his wife’s commands.

Victor swallowed his pride.

Meredith looked around, satisfied that she had thought of everything.  Finally, she pointed at Victor for one last reminder.  “If you get caught—”  She left the sentence unfinished.

Victor swallowed hard.

—o—

The four of them walked down the hallway to the patio, where the other ten people were gathered, sitting around the fire pit.  Victor’s heels had never sounded louder, his dress had never rustled more, his tottering had never been worse.  He had never felt more insecure than he did walking before his wife in this sissy-ish outfit.  Meredith, on the other hand, was drawing power from the control she had exerted.  She felt strong, though not calm.

They appeared on the patio.

Everyone smiled.  Regina... Regina did not.  Her jaw dropped when she saw her daughter.  A look of horror crossed her face as her eyes darted back and forth between her daughter and her feminized son-in-law and she tried to comprehend what had happened.

“Meredith?!  You’re home?!” she gasped.

“Yes, mother, we finished early,” said Meredith.  Her tone was cold, but not openly hostile.  No one in the crowd suspected any tension on her part, though Regina saw all manner of accusation in her eyes.  This made Regina shrink, possibly for the first time in her life.

“Y— y— you never said you were coming home,” sputtered Regina.

Meredith let out a little laugh to appear indifferent; it stung Regina like a knife thrust.  “I wanted it to be a surprise.”

Regina swallowed hard.  “But if— if I’d— if I’d known—”

“Then what mother?” asked Meredith almost tauntingly.

“I— I would have prepared something special.”  It was all Regina could think to say.

“Oh, this is special, mother.  So let’s just enjoy this wonderful party you’ve set up.”

And with that, Meredith started her way around the group, greeting each, explaining where she had been, and introducing Hutton.  Regina crashed back into her chair, feeling like a woman destined to be hung at dawn.  Victor?  He retreated into his role as the maid, a much more embarrassing role now that Meredith was here... watching... knowing.  What was worse, he knew he needed to act femininely to avoid being recognized, but the more femininely he acted, the greater the shame he felt from his wife’s scornful gaze.  In effect, he indicted himself more and more with each perfectly-placed high-heeled step, but he had no choice except to act as femininely as he possibly could.

—o—

As the party progressed, Meredith watched her husband with disbelief.  Was this really him prancing around in a dress and heels?!  He was so feminine!  How could he walk in such tall heels?  And so femininely?!  How could he move in that strict maid dress without catching the crinoline on things, ripping the satin, or mangling the whole thing with his natural male motions?  It slowly dawned on her:  this wasn’t a one-time thing.  How long had it been going on?  Had he always secretly been a cross-dresser?  No, it had to be her mother.  Her mother.  But how?  What had been going on while she was gone?  Just the idea this had been happening was shocking.  And what was she going to do now?

Then she would glance at Hutton.

Meredith watched Hutton’s eyes throughout the party.  They were laughing.  Hutton had been hitting on her for weeks now.  To put an end to that, she had told Hutton that Victor was a man among men and she had practically dared him to come find out.  Only, when he came, Victor wasn’t being a man among men, he wasn’t even being a man of any sort.  He was playing at being a sissy maid.  This humiliated her.  How had she been so wrong about her own husband?  She wanted to punish him so badly for this, she wanted to emasculate him far more than he had done himself.

“Be careful what you wish for, Victoria,” she thought wryly.

But there was something else in her thoughts too, and as the party progressed and her anger tempered, it started to dominate her thinking.  This was the real reason she kept watching Hutton.

Hutton was the victor.  He had crushed his opponent’s manhood.  There was something primal in that.  She felt it, a kind of pheromone-based rawness.  Pure power.  He knew she felt it too.  She could see the confident reflection in his eyes.  She could see it too in how he was rubbing in his victory, making Victor fetch him drinks and touching his rear inappropriately from time to time with sissified Victor helpless to stop him:  but he was doing it for her, not just to savor his victory.  It was as if he was showing her how he had bested her man.  And as much as she hated to admit it, there was something exciting watching Hutton humiliate Victor in this manner.  Indeed, despite herself, Meredith was getting wet watching this.  It seemed to turn her on to think of this virile man humiliating her husband.  And it excited her to think of herself as the prize they had fought over.

She swallowed hard.

Then suddenly, she panicked.  She was the prize!  What if he came for her now?!  How would she escape?!  But then another thought hit her, like a naughty secret she dared never share:  maybe, she didn’t want to escape?

Indeed, there was something deeper tugging at her in all of this, something guilty and even more unsettling inside her.  She’d known this now for weeks:  deep down, she was attracted to Hutton.  He made her feel feminine and controlled in a way that women craved.  He made her feel exotic... wanted... desirable.  It was hard being a woman in a man’s world, and let us be clear: the world of executives was a man’s world.  Hutton made her feel soft and feminine and pretty, and gave her a chance to leave that world of facades behind in a way that didn’t happen outside of movies or dirty books.  He was a fantasy.

Victor?  He was wearing a dress and prancing around, making a fool of her.

This embarrassed her, whereas Hutton made her horny.

Now, she knew she wasn’t supposed to think like this.  A wife needs to be loyal to her husband no matter what.  But he had humiliated her!  She’d come home to find Victor apparently reveling in being feminized, secretly in some sort of strange game with her mother – not to mention letting the neighbor fondle his balls.  Didn’t that liberate her to fulfill her own needs?  Didn’t that free her from this obligation of loyalty?

It’s not that she didn’t love him, she did.  But this wasn’t about love.  This was about lust.  Raw lust.  Lust and a womanly need to feel a man dominate her and make her feel possessed.  Hutton could do that.

Victor... Victoria... couldn’t.

She bit her tongue.  Part of her burned with humiliation, part of her hid in trepidation, but part of her was on fire with desire.  Part of her felt guilty.  This was all very confusing.


Chapter Two: “Sorting Things Out”

—o—

The party ended.  The last guest had left.  Only Meredith, Victor and Regina remained.  They were in the living room, watching Angela and John disappear down the driveway.  Hutton had left before them, promising to see Meredith at work the following day.  The patio was a mess.  No one had spotted Victor, other than Angela, Hutton and Meredith.  Victor had been lucky.  But now it was time to face the music.  He could see Meredith tensing her jaw out of the corner of his eye.  He decided to flee and change into pants again before the music started.

She caught him.

“Where do you think you’re going?” demanded Meredith.

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

“Oh no you’re not,” snapped Meredith.

“What?!”

“You wanted to play at being a sissy, now you get to be a sissy.  You stay dressed just like you are.”

Victor twisted his lip anxiously.  If anything good had come of this, he assumed it would be that he would now get to take off all the female clothing and return to being regular Victor.  Regina would leave.  Things would go back to normal... mostly.  He and Meredith would still need to deal with what had happened, but they would do it as husband and wife, dressed as man and woman.  He never thought Meredith might force him to remain dressed as “Victoria.”

“But I didn’t want this,” he protested.

“You looked pretty content in that pink dress with Angela tugging on your balls.”

Victor pointed at Regina.  “This was your mother’s doing!”

Regina shook her head.  “I did no such thing.  I caught him in panties.  That’s how this started.”

“That is not—” protested Victor, only to be cut off.

“I don’t care,” said Meredith.  She pointed her finger at her husband accusingly.  “You went along with this, so you wanted it.  And since you wanted it, you’re going to get it.”

Victor swallowed hard.  “Wh— what do you mean?”

“Simple, Victoria.  You wanted to play at being a sissy maid, now you can be one.  And you’re going to stay a sissy maid.”

“For how long?!”

“Until I say otherwise,” said Meredith with an air of ranting authority Victor didn’t dare challenge.  Indeed, he’d never been all that good at standing up to his wife – who was much more like his mother-in-law than she wanted to admit – and now was certainly not the time to try.  “It will be nice to have a servant around the house, even if it is my sissified husband.”

Victor was speechless.  Was she serious?

Meredith continued:  “You will continue to dress like this every day.  You will continue to clean the house, cook, do whatever chores my mother has taught you every day.”  She shifted her glance to her mother.  “You have been teaching him, right mother?”  It wasn’t a question so much as an accusation, and the way she spat out the word “mother,” Regina knew not to respond.  “And since you two have formed this wonderful little team, my mother will continue to train you until you are the perfect. little. maid.  Maybe then we’ll talk about letting you become my husband again, though in a diminished capacity.”

“Quite right,” said Regina, drawing an evil look from her daughter.

“What about this?” demanded Victor and he lifted his skirt to show off the metal cage wrapped around his penis.  It was visibly outlined through the damp panties, just as his balls caused a mound that was also visible.

Meredith now saw this really for the first time.  She’d seen it before, but when she did, she barely registered it as all her attention was drawn to Angela’s hand being wrapped around his testicles.  Seeing it now, even through the panties, made her chuckle sharply on the inside.  Seeing it imprison his penis felt like a form of justice... torture, which he deserved.

“What about it?” she asked indifferently.

“Aren’t we going to take it off?” asked Victor cautiously; seeing her indifference made him nervous that she didn’t understand how terrible this device had been... how badly he needed it off.  It had to come off!

“Why would we?”

“Because it’s my penis!” he gasped.

“So?”

“So, I can’t touch it!” he exclaimed.

“You’re a maid, Victoria,” replied Meredith coldly, emphasizing his feminine name.  “Maids shouldn’t be touching themselves.”

“But it’s my penis!”

“And you have no use for it anymore,” she said even more coldly, shocking her husband into silence.  Meredith then turned to her mother.  “But I will take the key, mother.”

“Why do you think I have it?” asked Regina defensively.

“Mother,” said Meredith accusingly.

Regina blushed and reached into the small purse she carried.  From it, she pulled out a tiny silver ring no larger than a dime.  From it hung three small keys – the two for the device and one for the locks on his sandals.  Meredith slid the keys into a pocket.

“I don’t know which of you started this, but I know you let this get this far,” said Meredith to her husband once she had secured the key.  “Fine.  You wanted to play this game, then I’ll let you play.  You will learn to be the most helpful, most useful, most respectful, most submissive maid ever.  Do you understand?  And if you ever humiliate me again, like you did today, you will regret it far worse than anything I am requiring today.”

Victor shuddered.

“Now go clean up,” said Meredith.

“Clean up?”

“The party,” said Meredith snidely.  “You are the maid, aren’t you?”

Victor shuddered weakly and felt incredibly small, so small his wife could crush him with her foot if she chose.  His manhood was gone.  Victor was gone.  Victoria was him now.  Victoria with a penis imprisoned by his wife.  He could not imagine how this could get any worse... until he saw Regina’s smug expression behind his wife’s back; she was smirking at him.  His whole body suddenly burned with impotence.  He turned and embarrassingly tottered off.  His penis traitorously pushed as hard against the device as it could.

With Victor gone to clean the patio like a good maid, Regina turned on her mother the moment the sound of Victor’s heels told them he had left the house and could no longer hear them.

“As for you, mother, I don’t know what happened here, but I see your fingerprints all over this!” growled Meredith.

“As I said, I merely caught him in panties,” said Regina indifferently.

“And you encouraged it.”

“He did it himself,” she protested.  “Apparently, wearing dresses turns him on.”

“Somehow, I doubt that,” said Meredith icily.

“His erections said otherwise.  Why do you think I put the device on him?  I did warn you about the kind of man who lets his wife go away for weeks at a time.  Of course he’s going through your clothes—”

“Mother!” snapped Meredith.

Regina bit her lip.

“You started this,” hissed Meredith in a very firm tone.  “So I’m holding you responsible for it, and you’re going to help me fix it.  You are going to keep training him.  I expect you to make him the perfect maid.  Perfect manners, perfect skills and perfect in appearance.  So perfect he hates it!  He wants to play this game then we’re going to give it to him full-on until he can’t take it anymore and never wants to see another dress in his life!”

“Now darling, let’s not—”

“Not a word, mother.  Not a word!”

Regina started to speak.  She wanted to say that she had only done this for her daughter’s benefit.  After all, her daughter had invited her over asking her to train Victor to be a more accommodating spouse.  This was the only reasonable path to achieve the results Meredith herself wanted.  So how is any of this Regina’s fault?  But before she got any words out to that effect, Meredith shoved her finger in her mother’s face and snapped at her.

“I still don’t know exactly what your role was in all of this, but I am not happy, mother:  not happy at all!  So the same warning I gave Victor applies to you.  If I am humiliated again like this, I will hold both of your responsible.  Both.”  She huffed in frustration.  “Now go to bed,” she said dismissively.

“But darling, it’s only six o’clock,” laughed Regina dismissively.

A darkness came over Meredith’s face.  “Go, mother.”

For once, Regina gave in.

—o—

Later that evening, Meredith sat at her vanity removing her makeup.  She was exhausted from traveling and ready to sleep, though she was considering a relaxing bath before she did.  She wore a beige bra and matching hipster panties.  On her feet were open-toed wedge-heeled slides, her slippers.  Her pajamas – a dark blue pair which looked a bit like a man’s suit with white piping finishing the look – were laid out on the bed.

She wiped at one eye with a makeup wipe.

Victor came from the bathroom, where he had removed his makeup.  He didn’t want Meredith watching him do that.  Without his makeup, he looked like her husband once again, with a few glaring exceptions like the painted nails, toes and fingers, the shaved legs, the corset squeezing him tightly, the white stockings and the tall black high-heeled sandals.  And of course, there was the device.  He wore no panties to cover it so it was fully visible.  Meredith was still too annoyed at him to develop any curiosity over it.  It would take time, she realized, for her embarrassment at coming home to find him displaying himself in such a manner to wear off.

Victor moved to the bed and started to climb in.

“What do you think you’re doing?” said Meredith.  Her tone was more judgmental than angry at this point.

“I’m going to bed.”

“Not like that you’re not.  Where are your pajamas?”

Victor shrugged his shoulders.  “I haven’t been wearing any.”

“In my house, you will,” she said and she returned to wiping the makeup from one eye.  The idea that this was “her house” stung Victor.  His insecurity about being “kept” always made him worry that Meredith saw “their” things as “her” things because she had paid for all of them, including the house.  Up to now, she had never said this directly, but it always seemed to lurk beneath the surface when they argued, making him cautious.  This was the first time she had openly called the house hers, and it sent a tremor of inferiority through him.  Of course, there was nothing he could say in return, especially dressed as he was.  But he could question the pajamas, so he went that route to save his ego.

“Why do I need to wear them?” demanded Victor.

“Because I prefer you in pajamas,” she said.  This wasn’t the first time she had told him to change some behavior to one she preferred, but it was the most like a command and it felt more significant somehow; this one wasn’t an option.  A bridge had been crossed.

Meredith felt this too, though in a slightly different way.  She was still annoyed about being lied to and humiliated and that seemed to free her to assert her authority, an authority long in coming.  In a way, it was as if Victor had forfeited the right to claim equal status – a status that had often frustrated her desire to control things, a trait she inherited from her mother, even as she herself denied wanting control (“she wasn’t like her mother” after all).  But now she had issued a genuine command, one she expected to be followed, and in so doing had asserted a right to command.  They were in new territory now too.

“But they’re uncomfortable,” complained Victor weakly.

“Maids don’t sleep naked,” she countered, playing her new trump card.

Victor blanched and then blushed.  He had no response to that which resulted in embarrassing him even further; it seemed he was shrinking by the minute.  So he reluctantly tottered over to his underwear drawer, somewhere he had not been in days actually, and he pulled out a pair of royal blue pajamas.

“What are you doing?” asked Meredith as she watched him in the mirror.

“I’m getting my pajamas.  Like you said.”

“Not those.”

“What do you mean?”

Meredith finished her eye with two quick strokes.  Then she rose and marched over to her lingerie drawer.  Her feet slapped against her open-backed wedges as she walked:  THUNK! SLAP! THUNK! SLAP! THUNK! SLAP!  They did sound powerful, both to her and to Victor.

“You wanted to be a woman,” said Meredith casually and she pulled a peach nightie with furry blush trim and a matching pair of panties from the drawer, “so now you’re going to be a woman.  These are your pajamas from now on.”  This was pure revenge and she knew it – it didn’t matter what he wore to bed – but she felt vindicated making him wear these.  It was a good feeling.

She tossed these items to her husband.

Victor shrank further.  He shrank because it was clear his wife intended to go through with her threat to make him be her maid until whenever she decided he’d been punished enough.  There would be no mercy.  He shrank also because he was powerless to fight back or to object.  Most of all though, he shrank because his wife had taken open control.  She was in charge now, completely.  He had been officially demoted.  He was inferior now.

Then it got worse.

Victor caught the nightie.

He couldn’t believe how gossamer thin this nightie was.  It was so delicate, so unbelievably feminine.  Wearing this would strip him of any manhood he had left.  He would be sissified!  (As if he wasn’t already.)  Worse, as he let the silky soft material slide through his fingers like crystal clear water, his penis jumped to attention inside the device.  The monster he had hoped had died of shame when his wife caught him came roaring back.  His was turned on.

“I— I can’t,” he said, basically to himself.  His heart raced.  His penis throbbed.

“Oh yes you can, Victoria.”

He shook his head.  “I— I really can’t.”  I’ll become a sissy!

“You can be a sissy for my mother, you can be a sissy for me.”  Meredith picked up another cleaning wipe and wiped the makeup off her other eye with three quick strokes.

Behind her, Victor trembled.

He held the nightie out before him.  It was so... girly.  No man could wear this, even as a joke, without losing something of himself.  If he put this on, he worried he would truly become helpless before his wife.  He might even crave it.  What if he asked her to— to— embarrass him?  He couldn’t take that chance because he knew he actually might do it; part of him wanted to submit to her fully and terribly, to give himself to her openly.  So for an instance, he hesitated, afraid of his own desires.  But what choice did he have though?  He really couldn’t refuse.  She held all the cards and even owned the table.  He had to do this... he had to risk his own submission.

“You— you want me to wear this,” he said more to himself than his wife.

Victor swallowed hard.  He closed his eyes and slipped the nightie over his head.  It shimmered down his body like an ephemeral dream, making him a woman as it went.  He could swear his breasts bulged and his manhood actually shrank.  And when it was in place, he shivered excitedly.  He was Victoria.

“Th— there,” he said.  He started back toward the bed to hide beneath the sheet.

“Hold on,” said Meredith.

“Wh— what?”

“Take off the sandals.  I don’t need the bed ruined.”

Victor blushed bright red.  Apparently, his wife had not realized they were locked to his feet yet.  Now he needed to explain that to her.  That added to his emasculation.  “I— I can’t.”

Meredith raised an eyebrow.  This was a strange bit of resistance, she thought.  She spun around in the chair to face him.  “And why not?”

Victor twisted his lip.  “Your mother— she locked these on my feet.”

Meredith smirked wildly and she felt a tiny tremor deep inside.  “You’re joking!”

Victor cautiously shook his head.

Meredith rose from the chair and came over to him.  Her feet again slapped against her open-backed wedges as she came:  THUNK! SLAP! THUNK! SLAP! THUNK! SLAP!  She crouched down before him and examined his right shoe.  Sure enough, a small padlock had been threaded through a hole in the anklestrap and then through the buckle.  The shoe was literally locked to his foot.

She laughed.  “Oh Victor.  How long have you been wearing these?”

“A couple days,” he lied.

He couldn’t bear to tell the truth that it had been for weeks now.

Meredith fingered the lock and shook her head.  “You know that if you wear heels too much, you’ll shorten the Achilles tendon?  That means your feet will get used to wearing heels and you’ll struggle to put your feet down flat.”

Victor did not know that.  He wondered if Regina did.

Meredith sighed and shook her head once more in amused disbelief.  She rose to her full height and tapped her way to the nightstand where she had placed the keys she had taken from her mother.  The keys were on the silver ring.  The first two keys dealt with the chastity device.  The other apparently went to these locks.

She picked up the key ring and came back to her sissified husband.  He looked so insignificant in the peach nightie.  It sent a strange tingle through her and made her lower regions warm.

“All right, Princess, let’s fix this,” she said dismissively.

Victor shuddered at her emasculating words.  He would be happy to be out of the heels though!  His feet no longer hurt as much in them, but they were still uncomfortable.  And psychologically, they were terrible.

Meredith crouched down and took the first padlock in her hand.  Her other hand separated the keys and pointed the third key at the hole in the lock.  She moved to insert it, but then suddenly stopped.  She snickered and shook her head once more.  Then she rose back up to her full height once more.  She had not turned the lock.

“No.  You made your bed, now you lie in it.”  She returned the key to the nightstand.  Then she went to the bed and raised the sheet.  She motioned to her husband to climb in.

Victor shrank even more.  His wife was putting him to bed.  Like a child??  How embarrassing!

“But I’m not tired,” he said weakly.

“You have an early day tomorrow, Victoria.  I expect my breakfast at 6:30.  Also, mother will have big plans.  She’s going to continue your training and get you ready to go take care of Angela’s house—”

Victor’s jaw dropped.  “Angela’s?  Why?”

“I told her you would clean her house twice a week in uniform.”

“Why?”

“So she doesn’t tell anyone about your little sissy antics,” said Meredith sourly.  “So you better keep her happy!”  She motioned to the bed again, this time with less tolerance.

Victor meekly climbed in.

Meredith covered him with the sheet and then kissed him on the forehead as you might a child, making him feel small and helpless.  Then she returned to her vanity to finish removing her makeup and looking over some texts.  As she did, Victor lay there trying to fall asleep, thankful that the device kept him from sporting a telltale erection.

—o—

Meanwhile, across the hallway, Regina sat at the desk that served as a vanity in the guest room, applying cream to her face before going to bed.  Her hair was up in rollers.  She wore a canary yellow robe and brown slippers with overly-high, chunky-heels.  She was having a conversation with herself, using the reflection as her form of devil’s advocate.

“So disrespectful,” she told her reflection.

“An absolute disgrace,” agreed the reflection equally outraged.

“To talk to your mother in that manner.  Imagine!  All I did was try to help her as she requested.”  She dabbed her finger into the cream container and rubbed cream around her palm.  “And that was the thanks I got.  Shameful.  And as for this plan of hers— an obvious mistake.”

“No forethought at all.”

She swirled the cream around on the tips of her fingers and then rubbed it into her forehead, causing her forehead to turn solid white.  “It’s not that she should keep Victor as a woman!”

“Far from it!” agreed Regina the reflection.

“Heaven forbid we have a son-in-law who dresses as a woman.”

“Quite right.”

“But Meredith needs to think about the future.  She has always been too hotheaded, like her father.  She doesn’t stop to determine what is actually best for her, she thinks only in that moment.”

She applied more cream to her cheekbones now.

“She wants to play at being an executive, so be it,” said Regina with obvious distaste.  “But how can she be an executive if Victor continues to assert his petulant veto over her actions and drags her down with his demanding dependence?  He is an anchor to her sail.”

“Meredith’s father never would have accepted that,” said Regina as the reflection.

“And nor should she,” agreed Regina.

Her reflection nodded.

Regina wiped her fingers clean of the cream on a towel.  “She needs a husband, not feminized mind you, but ‘considerate’.”

“‘Understanding.’”

“Exactly!  She needs a husband who knows his place is to support her in her rise, not to drag her back down with his own petty wishes.”

Regina huffed disapprovingly.

She looked up into her steely eyes in the mirror.  “There’s only one answer,” she declared firmly.  “I will give Meredith what she needs whether she likes it or not.  She’ll thank me one day.”

She nodded into the mirror.


Chapter Three: “Drinks?”

—o—

Meredith walked through the office doors.  She was back at work.  She had a lot on her mind, not the least of which was Victor.  When she left in the morning, Victor practically begged her to let him out of his feminine prison.  That wasn’t going to happen though.  He had embarrassed her and she was going to embarrass him in return, and that meant making him continue to be her maid until she felt the punishment was enough.  Besides, her plan was to make him decide that he didn’t want to do this – whatever it was he had been playing at – and that meant making him take the full brunt of the embarrassment of it, which meant keeping him as her maid until he cried surrender.  It also meant leaving him under the domination of her mother, as special punishment for him letting her mother do this to him.  That seemed to bother Victor even more than wearing the dress, which told Meredith she was on the right track in terms of finding the right punishment.

“At least send your mother home, please!” he had pleaded.

“Why?”

“It’s embarrassing!”

Good, she thought.  “It was fine when I wasn’t here, it will be fine now,” she said.  She finished her coffee and pointedly handed the cup to Victor, who wore the maid dress.  He had prepared her breakfast.

He took the cup as a maid should, but felt smaller doing it.

“But she was blackmailing me.  That’s why I did it!”

“Ha!” scoffed Meredith.  “Blackmail?  And what exactly did she blackmail you with?”  Meredith had heard this story briefly from her mother, or at least her mother’s version of it:  panties.

Victor blushed.  “You know how your mother is,” he said lamely, evading her question.

“What did she blackmail you with, Victor?”

Victor blushed even deeper, but didn’t respond.  Instead, he tapped across the kitchen in his heels to put her coffee cup into the sink.  It still startled Meredith how well he walked in such tall heels.  He walked more naturally in heels than most women, honestly.

“Oh, that’s right,” she continued sourly.  “She caught you in panties... my panties.  So don’t tell me this was all her idea.”  She started to walk away to collect her messenger bag, but stopped.  “My father never would have given in to blackmail even if he’d been caught in far worse.”

Victor cringed:  sometimes, Meredith very much reminded him of Regina.

“Can you please at least take off the device?” he asked sheepishly.

“No, Victor.  You have no use for your dick.”

With that, she picked up her bag and strutted out of the kitchen.  She felt powerful, being able to put her foot down, being able to speak her mind without fear of consequence, being able to deny her husband his own manhood.  It felt good to be so dominant.  Being in control felt right.

What’s more, she liked the idea he was locked up.  She truly did.  Knowing his penis was entirely under her control gave her this strange glowing feeling she couldn’t fully describe.  It was magical.  On the one hand, it felt like strength.  She had absolute control over a man’s penis – her husband’s.  What woman has such control?  Just the thought honestly made her wet.  And keeping him locked up made her stronger.  At the same time, knowing he was locked away filled her with a sense of freedom, in a way.  She was free to do whatever she wanted, he was not.  She could enjoy herself in any way she wished, he could not.  That was liberating.  And it filled her with a curiosity to explore her new-found freedom.

And that’s when her thoughts suddenly turned to Hutton.

Did her freedom extend to Hutton?  And how far?

Hutton was a point of confusion to her.  For weeks now, Hutton had been pursuing her.  She felt the pull of his approach.  She felt the glowing warmth of being wanted, the excited thrill of the pursuit.  It was a powerful feeling.  And he was attractive too, forget that not.  But there had been Victor.  She knew nothing would ever happen with Hutton because of Victor.  So there was no real chance she would succumb to Hutton’s magnetism, even as she found herself flirting with it.  That let her go further in enjoying it than she otherwise would because she knew it could never happen.  Now suddenly, Victor was, for lack of a better way to say what she felt, sort of neutralized... neutered.  Strangely, rather than making her more cautious now that this safety brake was off, it instead seemed to open up possibilities for her; it made her curious.  What did that mean regarding Hutton?

Well, part of her started to feel that maybe she was a little more free to let Hutton pursue – not that she would let him catch her, but a little flirting was flattering and Victor’s neutering seemed to give her leave to flirt a little more at least: if he couldn’t be the man she wanted, maybe Hutton could?  But she rejected that.

She didn’t cheat.

On the other hand, Victor had betrayed her, had he not?  She saw the image of Victor with his balls in Angela’s hand and who knows what else had happened in her absence.  Wasn’t turnabout fair play?

No, two wrongs did not make a right.

But then, there was also the betrayal that Victor had let himself be feminized without telling her and exposed her to such potential ridicule.  Clearly, he wasn’t thinking of her.  That spawned the sense of revenge that burned within her now.  And for that, she thought that letting Hutton pursue her might be the perfect form of revenge.  Not to let him catch her, mind you, but to make a point to Victor – she wanted revenge, but not too much revenge after all.

She just wanted to make him jealous.  To worry him.

And if she happened to enjoy it... well...

“Walk away, girl,” she told herself.  “Walk away.”

She now made her way to her office.  Her sharp black stiletto pumps rang like hammers against the tile floor.  Her tight black pencil skirt wrapped her legs like a smothering hug.  Her breasts bounced in unison, held together by her tight bra.  Her nipples were hard and scratched erotically against her silky white blouse.  Her lips were wet.  Her heart raced.  She set down her messenger bag and seated herself at her desk, sliding one leg up over her knee.

It was all still on her mind.

“Walk away, girl,” she told herself once more.

But was she listening?

She shook her head and put an expense report front and center on her desk.  Her eyes passed over it, taking nothing in.  She was deep in thought.  She looked up just as Hutton appeared at her door.  He wore a dark grey suit and a dark blue dress shirt.  His tie was red and silver.  His hair was perfectly coiffed.  Threads of silver highlighted his temples.  He looked good.  He looked strong.  Meredith’s heart skipped a beat.  She licked her lips nervously.  She got wet once more.

“Welcome back,” said Hutton.

Meredith blushed involuntarily.  “Walk away, girl,” she thought.

“You know,” said Hutton cautiously, “it’s not my place to—”

She cut him off.  “No, it’s not.”

Hutton smiled.  “Do you want time off?”

“For what?”

“All right,” said Hutton, getting the point.  His eyes seemed to calculate if she had left him an opening.  He saw none.  He smiled awkwardly.  “Well, I’ll leave you to things.”  He started to walk away.

“Hutton,” called Meredith.

Hutton stopped.

“Do you want to get some drinks?” she asked.


Chapter Four: “The New Plan”

—o—

As Meredith returned to work, Victor was home, in the kitchen.  He was wearing the maid dress.  Behind him, the kitchen was still a mess from breakfast.  His mother-in-law stood before him.  She wore a blood red shirtdress and tall black open-toed heels with her usual thick, slanted heels.  In her hand was a long, flexible black rod.  It was ominous.

“My daughter has asked me to handle your training,” said Regina in her imperial tone.

This was true actually in that Meredith had instructed her mother to continue training Victor with the idea of embarrassing him, so that he would want to abandon dresses forever and would revolt and thereby return to being Victor.  Regina had a slightly different plan, however, with a different objective.  Her plan was still to make him more submissive.  Then he would become the husband Meredith needed, whether Meredith realized that or not.  At that point, getting him out of dresses would be a simple matter of ordering him to take them off; it wasn’t like he wanted to wear them now anyways.  So she could use the training to make him submissive.  Then she could order him out of the dresses, satisfying Meredith, and Meredith would get what she wanted without realizing that she also got what Regina thought she needed.  It seemed like a perfect solution to Regina.

“You’re going to train me?” said Victor sheepishly.  He glanced at the rod.

“Of course.  Nothing’s changed.  You heard her yourself.”

Victor bit his lip.  He had, but something about this didn’t sound right.  “But Meredith—”

“Has complete confidence in me and my methods.  I am her mother, after all.  So obey me as you would her.  And don’t bother her with trying to complain.  I will take a dim view of any such nonsense.  Do you comprehend?”  Regina tapped the rod against the palm of one hand for emphasis.

“I suppose,” said Victor cautiously.

“If you behave and you do everything I tell you, without question or difficulty, we will get along well.  As I’ve mentioned, you will find I can be quite agreeable and you shall like working for me.”  She paused dramatically before turning her showman’s smile into a scowl.  “But if you cross me—”

The rod flashed like lightening.  With a flick of Regina’s wrist, the rod shot downward in a fierce arc and struck right on the exposed arch of Victor’s right foot.  It struck before Victor even realized Regina had swung it.

Whack!

It stung like lightening, causing him to wince and double over, though he managed not to fall.

“Next time,” continued Regina in a cold, ominous tone, “I will aim higher.”

Victor dropped his hands to his balls involuntarily.

“I trust we have an understanding,” she said.

“What are you going to teach me?” asked Victor cautiously.

“What do you mean?”

“Veronica already taught me how to do everything.”

“Veronica taught you to clean and cook and do laundry.  This isn’t about cleaning.”

“What is it then?” asked Victor nervously.

“This is about learning to be a true lady’s maid.  You must learn how to serve my daughter properly, how to anticipate her needs... how to obey her.  But most of all, you must learn to change your attitude.  It’s time you learned that my daughter is in charge and you serve her as you would any boss.”

“She’s not my boss!  She’s my wife.”

“You think she can’t be both?” asked Regina with a raised eyebrow and a rod tapping into her palm which suggested another strike was coming.  Victor tensed up for it.

“No,” he said anxiously.

“Good,” said Regina, though not losing her suspicious tone.  “Let us begin with some simple etiquette, shall we?  Then we can get on with your duties.”  Regina sat down in one of the kitchen chairs and crossed her legs.  She looked like a queen on a throne and the rod looked like a scepter.  She wiggled her foot excitedly.  “To begin with, curtseying.”

“I know how to curtsey,” said Victor, who hoped to head off another humiliating display.  If she wanted him to clean the house, that was fine.  He would do it.  He would even do it in the stupid uniform and the terrible heels.  That seemed to be the price Meredith wanted him to pay for his letting his mother-in-law feminize him.  There was nothing he could do to change that.  But what was she talking about teaching him etiquette?  That didn’t sound good.  Why was Meredith allowing this?  Why hadn’t she sent Regina packing?!

“You know how, but not when,” replied Regina.

“What do you mean ‘when’?”

“A proper lady’s maid knows when to curtsey.  One curtseys when one greets one’s mistress, such as when she comes home.  One curtseys when one’s mistress gives a command.”

“Command?”

“Command.  Any direct order or any instruction that requires you to leave the room to perform some task.”

Victor glared at his mother-in-law in annoyed shock.  “You seriously want me to curtsey to my own wife?  And to do so whenever she asks me to do something?  Like take out the garbage?”  He sarcastically mimed a curtsey.  “Like vacuum the living room?”  He again sarcastically mimed a curtsey.  “You want me to curtsey then?”  His tone was disdainful disbelief.

“Of course.  You must also learn to call her ‘Mistress,’” said Regina.

“Mistress?!”

“Yes, ‘Mistress’ or ‘Madame,’ depending on which she prefers.  Some prefer ‘Miss’ but that seems too informal for my daughter.”

“Mistress?!  My wife?!”

“Yes.”

Victor was stunned.  Was this really what Meredith wanted?  Not only was he supposed to curtsey to her, but he was supposed to address her like some sort of Fifteenth Century indentured servant?  How utterly humiliating!  Every time he spoke to her, he would be debasing himself and lowering himself before her!

“I can’t do that!” he blurted out.

“Yes, you can,” said Regina simply.

“I— I can’t.”

Regina smirked.  “That’s why we’re going to practice.”  As she said this, she tapped the rod against her palm ominously.  Victor found himself rethinking his opposition.

—o—

Meredith arrived home from work around six o’clock that evening.  It had been a long day getting caught up with everything that had piled up while she was out of the office traveling, but she was energized from having asked Hutton for drinks.  She couldn’t believe she had done it.  It felt like triumph and made her giddy whenever she thought of it.  Honestly, the idea made her wet too.  She kept thinking about how strong his hands were.

She walked through the door.

To Meredith’s surprise, her mother and her husband met her on the other side.  Her mother stood before the door beaming in her blood-red dress and thick heels.  Victor stood slightly behind and to Regina’s left in the poofy pink maid dress and the slutty sandals.  Regina stepped forward and hugged her, planting a casual kiss upon her daughter’s cheek.

“Welcome home, darling,” she gushed in her grandiose way.

“Hi mom,” said Meredith surprised.

Regina then stepped to one side to give her daughter a clear view of Victor.  He was blushing hard!  Victor slipped his hands down to his sides, grabbed the hem of his dress on either side, and executed the most perfect curtsey Meredith had ever seen.  It was girlish, submissive and yet formal all at once.  Victor was hard as a rock when he did it.  He was curtseying to his own wife!

Meredith let out a giggle, and her nipples rose.  “Well, isn’t that a surprise?” she chuckled.

Now Victor’s panties became damp.

“That’s how a mistress should be greeted,” said Regina.

Meredith blushed with embarrassed excitement.  It had been rather erotically exciting; she didn’t want to admit that, though.  “I like it,” she laughed, trying to downplay her aroused response.  She then glanced at Victor’s embarrassed face.  He looked utterly humiliated, and she could see why:  what husband wants to curtsey to his wife.  “This must be killing him,” she thought.  That soothed her sense of justice, but it also gave her a little extra pep.

“I thought you might like that,” responded Regina.  “We’ve been quite busy training today.”

“Oh, have you?”

As Meredith said this, she suddenly wanted to hand her purse to her husband to put away.  She didn’t know why she wanted to do this, maybe to make a point about his position maybe just because she could, but either way, she suddenly wanted to do this.  He was her maid, after all; he could put it away, right?  So she held it out for him without comment.  She felt excited waiting to see what he did.

Victor stared at it, feeling even smaller.  Taking her purse would cement his status; he didn’t want that, but what choice did he have?  He was standing before her in a dress and heels after all with his mother-in-law threatening to cane him if he wasn’t sufficiently submissive!  So he took it and he shrank on the inside.  Meredith, on the other hand, grew larger, much to her surprise.  She felt a triumphant warmth deep within: she had made him her maid.

Victor put his wife’s purse on the front table.

“So what did you learn today, darling?” asked Meredith coyly, referring to her mother’s comment about spending the day training.

Victor blushed and cast his eyes to the ground.

Regina answered for him:  “Victoria learned to address you properly.”

“Oh?  And how is that?”  Meredith saw Victor squirming out of the corner of her eye; it clearly embarrassed him.

“A maid should always address her Mistress as ‘Mistress’ or ‘Madame,’ and never by an endearment or by her first name,” said Regina.  “Such things simply are not done.”

Meredith stifled a giggle.  “He’s supposed to call me ‘Mistress’?”  She felt giddy on the inside and became wet.

“Of course.  He should curtsey to you too when you give a command.”

The giggle escaped.  “Curtsey?!”  She was grinning from ear to ear.

“It’s a sign of respect.”

“I’ll watch for that,” laughed Meredith.  “How did cleaning go?”

“Would you care to inspect Victoria work?”

Meredith snickered.  “Indeed, I would.”

Victor shrank even further.  Now his wife was going to “inspect” his work as a maid?  Really?  How much more humiliating could these two make this?  “Honey, please—”

“Uh uh, darling.  Not ‘honey.’  Not when you’re in uniform,” teased Meredith with an enormous grin she could barely control.  “It’s ‘Mistress’, dear.”  This again felt like justice.

Victor turned bright red.  “Sorry... Mistress.”

Meredith felt a shudder race through her lower regions.  That was a surprise.  She blushed again at the idea this would turn her on.  Meanwhile, Regina ushered her and Victor to the living room, where Regina instructed Victor to stand at attention in the middle of the room.  He did.  Meredith and Regina then moved around the room with Regina showing Meredith all the work Victor had done.  She even ran her finger along wooden surfaces to show Meredith that there was no dust.  Victor felt smaller and smaller with each passing minute.

“Hmm,” said Meredith suddenly.  She held up her pointer finger which had a line of dirt on it from a corner Victor missed in their main bookcase.  An image of his wife smacking him with the rod shot through Victor’s brain.  He tensed up.

“I— I didn’t have time,” he said defensively.

Meredith raised an eyebrow.  “No time?”

“Your mother kept pulling me away to do other things.”

Regina glared at him.  Meredith’s face, however, showed sympathy.  She rubbed the dirt off her finger with her thumb.  Then she smiled.  “It’s all right, Victoria.  You’ll do better next time.”

Victor was stunned.  He was actually prepared for his wife to yell at him, to lecture him, to dress him down.  Her forgiving approach, offering only gentle encouragement, somehow made him feel weak... inadequate.  It was as if his wife was talking down to a little girl who needed to be handled gently.  He suddenly felt like a tiny, young, delicate girl.  Oddly, this was the most emasculated he’d felt yet.

Then she made it worse.

Meredith suddenly raised one leg behind her back and pulled her heeled pump from her foot.  Then she switched legs and pulled the other pump off as well.  She brought both shoes to one hand and held them out for her husband.  Again, was he not the maid now?

“Put those away, sweetie,” she said.  “Then we’ll see what you made for dinner.”

Victor took them meekly.

Meredith filled with satisfaction upon seeing this.  It made her feel incredibly powerful.  She was starting to like having a maid!

—o—

It was bedtime.  Meredith sat at her vanity removing her earrings.  Victor sat on the edge of the bed.  He’d already changed into the peach nightie and the matching panties she’d given him.  He still wore the slutty sandals.  They hurt far less today.  Meredith wore a bra and panties.  Her pajamas were laid out on the bed – by her maid Victoria.  She set the earrings into their case and picked up the brush.  She started brushing out her hair.

“By the way, I’m going to dinner with Hutton Thursday night,” she said.

She almost didn’t want to tell Victor this, but it felt dirty keeping it secret.  Besides, if she didn’t tell him, it wouldn’t bother him, which was what she wanted.  She wanted him to feel guilty about the way he’d humiliated her and to abandon whatever this submissive cross-dressing fetish thing was he had going.  She hoped a date or two with Hutton would spark his husbandly-pride.  Admittedly, there was a certain amount of pleasure in telling Victor this too, especially with him at his most delicately feminine in the nightie:  it felt like justice and it made her tingle to know this would make him squirm.

So she told him.

I’m going to dinner with Hutton Thursday night.

To her surprise, she seemed to swell with strength when she said it.  There was this incredible sense of freedom that came with it, and a feeling of power.  It was like a declaration that she would be making her own decisions now; she was free to do as she pleased.  Her nipples rose and her lips dampened.

Victor, on the other hand, felt a pit in his stomach.  Had he heard correctly?  “H— Hutton?”

“Yes.”

“Your boss?”

“The same.”

“You can’t do that,” said Victor helplessly.

Meredith let out a harmless laugh.  “You should not be telling me what I can or can’t do, darling.  I am your mistress after all.  You’re just the maid.”  Her tone was playful, but with a sharpness.

“I’m your husband.”

Meredith laughed again.  “Not at the moment, darling.  Right now, you’re the maid.”

Her tone had been almost joking, but with something pointed within, and that made Victor shudder deeply:  he felt seriously diminished.  Suddenly, all of his insecurities were blasting through him once more, in particular the fear that his wife would one day lose respect for him as a man.  What was worse though, the monster came back and his skin itched with a complicated, masochistic horniness.  Indeed, as crazy as it sounded and despite all his resistance, his wife’s diminishment of his manhood turned him on.  Even the idea of her dating another man had a certain eroticism in it, though he primarily felt sick to his stomach.

“I think I’m going to take a bath,” said Meredith.

She rose to her feet and started toward the bathroom.  Victor tottered after her.  He felt particularly effete chasing her in the heels, but he needed to stop this Hutton thing.

“What if I want to go?” he said anxiously.  It was all he could think of.

Meredith turned on the tap.  Water began to fill the tub.  “Do you?” she asked with utter calm.

Victor blushed.  “Well, I mean— uh— what if I do?  What if he tries something?”

Meredith laughed dismissively.  “If you’re worried, then you’re welcome to come.”  She slipped her fingers into the water to test the temperature.  It was perfect.  Then she added snidely:  “I’m sure we can find you a nice dress.”

Victor shrank; her words crushed his manhood.  He was defeated.

Meredith reached behind her and opened her bra.  She let it fall to the floor with the intent that Victor would pick it up.  She pointed to the bra to let him know what she expected, adding to his emasculating defeat.  Victor cringed, but knew what he needed to do:  he curtseyed, then he crouched down and picked up her bra.  Meredith flushed with power; her whole body sang with it.  She became wet too.  She turned to the bath and slipped her toe into the warm, welcoming water.

“Be a dear and fetch me a glass of wine,” said Meredith.

Victor hesitated.  Then he curtseyed once more and slunk away.


Chapter Five: “You Have No Secrets”

—o—

It was Wednesday morning.  Regina had Victor standing at attention in the living room, or what passed for attention in the world of maids – he stood up straight with his feet together at the toes and heels and his hands folded together before his crotch, not spoiling his skirt.  Regina sat on the sofa in a black shirtdress with her legs crossed and a shiny black high-heeled shoe dangling from her toes.  She was eating a piece of toast.  Her coffee was on the end table next to her.  The crop was on the coffee table in front of her.  She popped the last bit of bread into her mouth.

“While my daughter is at work, we’re going to practice doing our nails,” said Regina in her imperial tone.  “We’re also going to make sure that her clothes are prepared for her date.”

“It’s not a date,” said Victor sourly.

Regina let out a single laugh.  “Of course, it’s a date, Victoria.  What else would it be?”

Victor cringed.  He’d been debating that point all night, ever since Meredith told him she was going out for drinks with Hutton.  Was this a date?  Was it some sort of work function that only sounded like a date?  Was it just two sort-of friends meeting for drinks to reminisce about old times?  He knew the truth, but he’d almost talked himself into believing it was something Hutton had arranged to discuss work... somehow.  Regina’s harsh dismissal of that rekindled his insecurities:  his wife was going on a date with another man.

“But it can’t be a real date, can it?” he asked himself.

Either way, he had a bigger problem right now, as he was about to discover.

Regina sipped her coffee.  Then she popped her shoe back on her foot and she stood up.  A scowl appeared upon her face.  “Before we get to those things, however, there is another matter we need to address.”

Victor ran his tongue over his teeth nervously.  He knew what this was.

“You tried to blame me for your own failure,” she said indignantly.  “In the parlance of youth, you threw me under the bus.  You mea’d my culpa.  ‘Moi’accuse?’  How dare you, Victor?!”

Victor blushed.

She picked up the rod from the coffee table.  Victor recalled its sting and his toes curled.  Regina stared at him coldly and lowered her tone.  “Naturally, this cannot go unpunished.”

Victor nodded his head.  He knew this was coming the moment the words had escaped his lips the prior night – he never should have tried to blame her for the dust his wife found!  That said, with Meredith choosing to take such a conciliatory approach, he had hoped that perhaps Regina would overlook it.  Clearly not.

“Lower your panties,” said Regina.

Panties?

Victor swallowed hard.  Then he reluctantly reached under his skirt and cautiously lowered his panties until they fell to his ankles, where they wrapped around the sandals.  Regina did not say to step out of them, so he did not.  He had learned not to assume.

“Raise your skirt,” said Regina.

Victor took a cautious breath and slowly raised his skirt in the front, exposing the cage and his naked balls beneath.  Regina took the cage in her hand and held it for a moment.  He could feel the warmth of her hand encasing his penis.  It felt disturbingly good, considering the source and the purpose.  Indeed, its warmth was oddly enticing to him.  At the same time though, he recalled the sting of the wooden spoon and he cringed inwardly.

Regina then lifted his penis several inches, causing his balls to hang freely and clearly away from his body.  They were exposed to her crop now.  She raised the rod slightly, then she slowly brought the rod toward his penis until it rested against the side of his balls.  She tapped them gently, almost lovingly.

He braced for the worst.

“In the spirit of my daughter’s decision to be forgiving, I shall grant you a reprieve... this time,” she said.  “Next time, you will not be so lucky.”

A shudder ran through Victor at her grant of mercy.  Worse, that shudder came with tremendous feelings of gratitude somehow.  He knew there was no cause for this; this was merely his mother-in-law simply choosing not to cane his testicles – something that seemed fantastical to him in the abstract and something she shouldn’t be doing in any circumstances anywhere – but it was enough:  he actually felt grateful.

“Thank you,” he said softly.

She swung his testicles softly with a push of the rod.  “As I told you before, dear boy, I can be quite kind.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

And then, despite his best efforts not to express this unwanted gratitude, and to his great humiliation, Victor suddenly said:  “I won’t disappoint you again, Ma’am.”  And then he curtseyed.

He actually curtseyed.  What was happening to him?!

—o—

Later that evening, Victor sat on the floor in the living room before his wife.  She sat on the couch.  Regina sat across the room in the recliner, reading some novel.  His wife was reading a magazine.  She wore pajama shorts and a loose top.  Her feet were bare.  Her slippers were parked on the floor before the couch.  The accouterments of nail polishing were spread out before Victor.  Victor had already done his wife’s fingernails and now was working on her toes.  She had chosen a dark, seductive red.  It was a gorgeous color.  She had picked it because she knew Hutton would like it, and it would make her feel sexy.

Victor took his wife’s right foot in his hand.  He had bathed it in a small bath already and dried it, after removing her existing polish.  He now opened the seductive red, filling the room with the sweetly acrid smell of nail polish.  He dabbed the brush inside the vial and pulled it out along the edge.

“My first ‘Victoria’ pedicure,” giggled Meredith with a smile.

Victor blushed and grew hard.  The idea of giving his wife a pedicure was humiliating.  How many husbands did that?  Perhaps more than one thought, but not many dressed as Victor was dressed.  And to Victor’s mind, he was possibly the only one anywhere, ever.  Worse, he was doing this for her date.  Meredith hadn’t mentioned it specifically, though Regina had, but this was all preparation for her date:  he was painting her nails to make her attractive to another man!  That thought made Victor sick to his stomach... but also oddly aroused him in a burningly shameful way.  He didn’t understand that.

“A girl could get use to this,” she added.

“Every woman should have a maid,” said Regina from across the room.

“Isn’t that the truth?”

Victor set the brush against his wife’s big toe and pulled it forward as Regina had taught him – she’d made him practice so often on her hands and feet that he could see Regina’s nails, every detail, in his sleep.  As the brush pulled forward, his wife’s nail turned a deep, rich red.

“So where is he taking you on this date?” asked Regina.

Victor cringed at her calling it a date, even if that was what it was.  Meredith didn’t seem to flinch at the characterization though – in truth, it gave her this uneasy feeling.  She was going on a date with another man.  That flew in the face of years of being told to be loyal no matter what.  That made her uneasy.  What’s more, she was talking about it right in front of her husband.  Granted, he didn’t look the part, but it was still him, and that made her unease intense.  But the fact she was getting away with it turned that unease into a naughty feeling.  Her panties were very, very wet.

“I’m not entirely sure,” said Meredith.  “It’s a bar downtown, but I’ve never been there before.  They have cocktails and dancing.”

“What’s it called?”

“Club 30.”

“Oh yes, I’ve been there.  It’s nice.  You’ll love their dance floor.  It’s a very old floor, so it’s worn-in and soft and has good grip.  It’s the ideal floor for dancing in heels,” said Regina authoritatively.  “Speaking of heels, I had Victoria polish your black shoes, the slingbacks with the peep toes.  Those will match wonderfully with your shimmery black dress.”

Meredith rolled her eyes to herself.  Of course, her mother had already picked out her clothes!  Of course.  She was always sticking her nose in.  Unfortunately, that was the dress Meredith actually intended to wear and the shoes to match, but she didn’t like the idea of her mother telling her what to do, so she contemplated changing outfits just to spite her overbearing mother.  The problem was, it really was the best outfit, especially if she planned to dance.

She let the matter drop.

She had failed to note that her mother called her husband “Victoria” as if it was natural to call him that.  Victor’s status change was starting to take.

—o—

Later that night, Victor lay in bed.  He was alone.

Tonight, he wore a hot pink version of the peach nightie.  It wasn’t any better than the peach, though somehow it seemed less effete to him.  Apparently, peach was a more feminine color than pink, he thought.  He looked better in the peach too, he realized in passing.  Either way, he lay in bed with a failed erection pushing at the confines of the device.  Without the device, the blanket would have looked like a tent.  As it was, he was hard enough to be horny, but with no genuine possibility of relief.  It was a bit like torture, he thought.  But it might have been worse if his wife had seen an erection and made him explain what had caused it.

Meredith and Regina were in the living room watching a movie.  Since he needed to get up earlier than his wife to get dressed and prepare her breakfast, she’d sent him to bed already.  At least, that’s what Meredith said.  Victor thought the real reason was that she liked the quiet time.  The idea that he had been sent to bed by his wife made him feel squishy.

And that made him horny.

Victor slipped his hand beneath the sheet.  He wished he could masturbate.  He wished that badly.  It had been so long!  In fact, he wished desperately that he’d swallowed his pride and asked Regina if he could masturbate.  But he hadn’t.  Now she couldn’t unlock him no matter what he promised, and Meredith seemed to have no interest in unlocking him.

...you have no use for it anymore...

The words sent a shiver down his spine.  His wife had declared his penis useless!  What would people think if they knew his wife kept his penis under lock and key and basically declared that she wasn’t interested in unlocking it again?  That she had no use for it... that it meant nothing to her!

She’d made him sexless.

Only, she hadn’t really.  That would have been less humiliating.  “Here’s my husband, his penis is useless.”  That wouldn’t be nearly so bad as what he’d become.  By leaving him in the dress, she’d turned him into a woman.  Well, not even a woman... a man playing at being a woman.  A man with no dick in a dress.  He was an emasculated male.

His hand found his balls.

He squeezed them gently and shook them.  If only he could come.  What would he do to come, he wondered?  Would he beg Regina to let him come?  The idea made him shudder... but he might.  Would he beg his wife?  He didn’t think he could.  Would he masturbate in front of Regina?  Yes, he told himself, but he was saying that now that it wasn’t even possible anymore.  What would he say if it was possible?  Would he masturbate in front of his wife?

He swallowed hard, but didn’t answer.

Victor squeezed a little harder and shook a little more vigorously.

His mind drifted.  He saw himself now at his wife’s feet painting her pretty nails.  He felt so small looking up at her like that, doing something so feminine.  She was talking to her mother as if he wasn’t even there.  She was talking about her date with Hutton.

Victor burned on the inside with jealousy.  His own wife was going out with another man?  And as if that wasn’t bad enough, he was stuck at home helpless to do anything about it... helpless.

He shuddered.

Yet, somehow, there was something exciting here.

He closed his eyes and let his mind move forward even as part of him resisted.  He saw himself kneeling on the floor, painting his wife’s nails.  She was going on a date and he was helping her prepare for it!  He was painting her nails, nails this man would admire.  Nails this man would think would make her toes pretty.

He suddenly felt impotent.

He wanted to stop, but couldn’t.  So he kept shaking his balls.

A sort of rhythm started building.  Was it possible he might come?  He shook faster.

His mind raced.

He had polished her high-heeled shoes too!  The shoes she would dance in!  Him holding her... their bodies rubbing together.  These shoes would dangle from her toes as she flirted with him!  She would shake them to draw his attention.  He would see it as an invitation to undress her.  These shoes on her feet would make him hard, and Victor had polished them for her.

Victor shook his balls even faster.  His penis ricocheted off the walls of the cage as he shook it.  His mind spun mercilessly.  He’d steamed her dress to make sure it was wrinkle free, the dress she would wear to be attractive for this man.  The dress that would highlight her perfect breasts.  Breasts she would let him—

“No!” he said.

He yanked his hand away from his penis.  It was wet.

He burned with shame.  He felt so powerless, so impotent.  His wife was going on a date with another man and he couldn’t even make himself come.  He felt incredibly small.

What kind of man was he?

—o—

Meanwhile, in the other room, Meredith sat with her mother.  She was examining her beautifully done nails.  Victor had done a better job than she normally got at the nail salon.  That was kind of exciting, but also oddly filled her with doubt.  Should she let him stay feminized like this?  What if he liked it?  What if she did?

“I’m not sure this is a good idea,” said Meredith.

“What is, darling?” asked Regina.

“All of it.  The dress.  Keeping him a maid.  Going on this date with Hutton.”  She had explained her plan to her mother previously who said she thought it was a wonderful idea – she’d told her mother that going out with Hutton would be about revenge and getting Victor’s husband-instincts to arise; she had not mentioned that the idea excited her, that she was attracted to Hutton.

“Why wouldn’t it be a good idea?”

Meredith shrugged her shoulders.  “What if it doesn’t work?  What if it doesn’t make Victor jealous?  What if he decides he’s happy being my maid while I gallivant around with other men?”  What if I like Hutton?

“That won’t happen, darling, I assure you.”

“But he’s— so natural in dresses.”

“Trust me, darling, Victoria may be a sissy, but like all men, she will feel the need to defend her position as a husband.  I assure you, Victoria will burn with untenable jealously and will demand that you return to your vows and him to his station of husband.”  Even more, she thought, the fact Meredith showed Victor she can dismiss his manhood in favor of another will chasten him and teach him that he needs to satisfy her needs... secure her approval.  It will make him submissive by making his manhood dependent on her good favor.

“I hope so,” said Meredith.

She glanced at her pretty nails once more, nails done by her sissified husband.  They were gorgeous.  She really liked them.  But did she want a husband who did her nails?


Chapter Six: “Angela and John”

—o—

The time had come for Victor to go to Angela’s house.

Meredith had promised that Victor would clean Angela’s house twice a week for the next several weeks as the price for keeping Angela’s silence.  She had even agreed to make Victor do it in uniform.  Angela seemed to find that funny.

“I don’t want to do this,” said Victor.

“This is Angela’s price for keeping her silence, and my daughter agreed to it,” said Regina indifferently.  She adjusted the fit of his dress.  He wore the pink maid uniform with the crinoline and the black high-heeled sandals as he normally did.  “Besides, it will do you good to get out of the house.”  She snickered dryly when she said this last part.

Victor swallowed hard.  “I’d rather stay here.”

“Just be glad I don’t send you shopping.”

Victor shuddered.  He didn’t know if that threat was real or not.  Either way, he couldn’t imagine going out dressed like this.  This was bad enough, and it would just be next door.

“Can’t we find something else to placate her?” he asked.

“Like what?”

“I don’t know.”

“Let her play with your testicles again, perhaps?” said Regina smugly.  “Why you ever let her hold your testicles, I will never understand.”  Her tone was amused more than anything.

Victor blushed.

“There must be something else we can offer?” he said, evading her comment.

“No, Victoria,” said Regina.  “There isn’t any alternative.  Angela wants her house cleaned – understandable.  And she wants you in uniform to do it – also understandable.  My daughter has agreed to that.  So that is what she’ll get.  This is the price of letting yourself get caught.  Maybe next time you’ll keep your testicles to yourself.”  She finished adjusting the collar on the dress.  “There.  You’re ready.  Now remember, you must be submissive.  Obey Angela.”

—o—

Victor’s legs wobbled weakly as his foot hit the cement of their front porch; he was trembling.  He’d never been out of the house in anything feminine before and here he was, stepping outside in the full-on pink maid uniform complete with the tall, slutty stiletto sandals.  Regina hadn’t even let him cover himself with an overcoat or remove the stilettos.

His second foot followed.

He was now outside.  He was on the porch.

Victor glanced left and right.  He saw no one.  Still, his heart was pounding.  He started off down the stairs.  Stairs in heels were still a challenge for him.  Normally, he held tightly to the handrail.  Here there was no handrail, so he moved cautiously, lowering one foot to the next step and making sure it was firmly planted before stepping down.  He must have looked ridiculous, he thought, sticking his arms out for balance and moving so cautiously.

When he reached the sidewalk, he moved as quickly as he could toward Angela’s home.  His heels echoed dully off the concrete.  His dress shook and rustled.  It all felt so worrying.  What if someone spotted him?  There was no way the neighbors wouldn’t recognize him this time, was there?

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

Each step felt like doom.

Any moment, a car would turn down the street... a neighbor would come out of their house.  “Victor?  Is that you?  Why are you dressed like that?”  He would be caught.  He knew it.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

He was closer.  Still no car.  Still no neighbor.  His heart was racing though.  Why had he ever agreed to any of this?!  He sped up.

CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!

CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!

CLICK!CLICK!CLICK!

He reached Angela’s walkway.  He turned and raced up the path, hitting the doorbell the moment he reached the porch.  He barely managed to adjust his dress before the door opened.

Angela was all smiles.  “Victor, come in!” she said before giggling.  “Or is it Victoria?”

—o—

Victor stormed back into the house.  Regina was sitting in the living room reading a book.  Her feet were curled up beneath her.  Victor walked right past her on his way to the bedroom.  Frustration was written all over his face.

“John is awful,” he growled.

Regina raised an eyebrow.  “Victoria!” she exclaimed.  “I expect a better greeting from you than that!”

Victor grimaced.  He was on the verge of bursting and she wanted him to curtsey?!  He ground his teeth, but he knew the consequences if he did not do as she wanted.  He reluctantly stopped.  He swallowed his pride as best he could.  He grabbed the hem of his dress on either side, and he performed a curtsey.  Then he waited for his mother-in-law to allow him to speak.

He felt impotent.

“Now tell me what has you so upset,” said Regina calmly, almost indifferently.

“John.”

“What about John?”

Victor waved his hands around in front of him as if looking for something to strangle, only this felt futile somehow with how easily Regina had defused his tantrum.  She had neutered his anger and left him feeling helpless and impotent.

“He— he put his hand on me!” said Victor.  He sounded so helpless the way he said this.

Regina chuckled.  “Is that so?”

“Yes.  Right on my—”  Victor bit his lip.  Not only did he not want to tell his mother-in-law where John’s hand had ended up, but what had started as outrage suddenly seemed like self-conscious whining... unmanly self-conscious whining.  He now felt embarrassed, especially as his outrage was not quite what it seemed either.  He blushed bright red with shame.

“On your what?” asked Regina with an amused smirk.

Victor blushed.  “I don’t want to say.”

“Well, now you need to say.  One cannot leave such a teaser hanging.”

Victor shook his head.

Regina laughed smugly.  “Did you enjoy it at least?”

Victor glared at her, but blushed bright, bright red as he did.  Once again, somehow, Regina had put her finger right on the problem: he had enjoyed it... sort of.  He couldn’t believe it.  This man had touched him and it made him hard, which was why he wanted to feel outraged now, but couldn’t.  It should have been so demeaning, so emasculating, it should have filled him with rage.  But instead, it aroused him.  It had made his heart flutter and a giggle come dangerously close to escaping.  Then his penis shot toward the sky inside the device and even ejected a bit of pre-come.  How could this be?  He trembled at the question.

He forced an angry glare upon his face to hide his thoughts.  “Of course, not.”

“Pity,” laughed Regina sarcastically.

Victor suddenly felt very small.  “May I take a bath?” he asked.  This had been an humiliating experience and all he wanted right now was to take a nice relaxing bath and to try to unwind... away from Regina.

“A bath?”

“A bath.”

“Certainly,” said Regina smugly, laughing that Victor now saw baths as a form of rest and relaxation.  Clearly, her training was taking hold, whether Victor realized it or not.  “Start your bath and I will come unlock your shoes.”

Victor curtseyed again and took off for the bedroom.  Regina fetched the key and followed – Meredith had given her the key to the shoes in the event something happened that required her removing them (apart from bathing and changing his stockings, he was not otherwise generally allowed out of the shoes).

When Victor was out of the shoes, he stepped into the bath.  He didn’t notice that he was standing on his toes even without the heels.  He dipped his toe into the water and slid in after it.  He sank into the soft, warm comforting water, letting it surround him with its luxurious embrace.  His mind went soothingly blank.  Then it began to run through what had happened at Angela’s house.

Angela met him at the door.  She was dressed casually in an orange sundress and mid-heeled espadrilles.

“Look at you, Victor!” she laughed.

He blushed.

“I never would have guessed you were a man.”  She giggled.  “I’m really surprised you’re a cross-dresser, though!  You’ll have to tell me all about it at some point.”

That he would not, he told himself.

“But either way, I’m so glad you’re here.  There’s so much to do around the house and John doesn’t do a thing to help.  He’s such a sexist.  He thinks housework is ‘woman’s work’ and he won’t lift a finger.  But now I have you, a substitute woman!”  She pulled out a written list of the work to be done.  The list was basic.  She wanted the floors cleaned and the windows.  She wanted the kitchen cleaned.  She had a rug she wanted beaten.  That would look funny with Victor trying to find the balance in the tall heels to beat a rug on her back porch.  She wanted the bathrooms thoroughly cleaned and she wanted him to launder some sheets.

Victor nodded.

“Hop to it, girlfriend!” said Angela with a conspiratorial wink.

And like that, Victor got to work.  For a bit, Angela watched, all the while chatting about how nice the party had been and how surprised she had been that he was “Victoria.”  He was quite passable, she said.  But then she was called away by something in the kitchen.  When she left, John appeared.  At first, John did nothing more than watch Victor work.  He seemed curious about Victor, but said nothing.  After a while, he left too.  Victor was glad.  It was one thing to be watched by women, it was quite another to be watched by a man.  That made him tingle strangely, somehow.  It felt... well, he didn’t know.

Victor went about completing the list.

As he neared the end, he finished the floors and went to dust some bookshelves.  His fears had receded at this point, with neither John nor Angela paying him much attention.  That said, he did find this all a tad exciting – the idea of being a feminized servant on loan to another man and wife.  It was, in all honesty, rather kinky and made him swell naughtily.  It kept him hard(ish).

So as he dusted, he moved to the couch to dust the end table, happily reveling in the naughty feeling of his half-erection pressing against its cage, wondering how Angela and John would react if they knew he was turned on.  He leaned over the arm of the couch to reach the back of the end table when suddenly, without warning, he felt something warm and soft grab his left rear cheek!

His penis shot to attention, spewing pre-come as it did.

Victor spun around, expecting to find Angela playing some sort of game – perhaps winking at him.  Instead, he saw John.  John was smirking at him.  What’s more, as Victor spun, John’s hand dragged along his rotating body until it came into contact with the device.  For the briefest of moments – a fraction of a fraction of a fraction of a second, it felt as if John was holding Victor’s penis!

Victor gasped!

John smiled and withdrew his hand.  He then put his finger to his lips and signaled Victor to say nothing.  As he did, Victor heard Angela coming from the kitchen.  She arrived a moment later.

Victor was stunned.

“You’ve done such a wonderful job!” she said happily.  “Meredith must be so proud!”

Victor swallowed hard.  He was still staring at John, who showed only the tiniest blush of guilt.  His penis was throbbing inside the device.  A quick glance down at John’s pants suggested he was too.

The rest was a blur.  Angela took back the list and the dust cloth and sent Victor on his way.  He walked slowly home, completely unaware of whoever might be around him as he did.

He had been stunned.

Victor now lay in the warm, soft water that surrounded his body like a girlish cloud.  His hand was upon his balls.  In his mind, he could still feel John’s touch upon his rear and the feeling that John held his dick.  He knew this should bother him.  He was a man and men don’t want to be touched by other men.  But somehow, it had excited him.  Somehow, it filled him with a yearning.

If only he could masturbate.


Chapter Seven: “Consequences”

—o—

It was Thursday night.

Meredith glanced around.  She’d never been to this bar before.  It was gorgeous.  It was elegant.  It reminded her of a Chicago speakeasy from the 1920s done up with a modern sense of flare.  Hutton fit in well here; it seemed like his natural environment.  The waitress set their drinks upon the table and walked off.  Meredith sipped hers.  It was strong.

“You have captivating eyes,” said Hutton.  His eyes were locked on Meredith’s.  He smiled, but it was what lay behind his eyes she saw.  She saw desire.  She saw the thrill of the hunt.  That excited her.  Her breathing became a little heavier and her nipples rose beneath her shimmery black dress.

She blushed.

“I was surprised you invited me,” continued Hutton.

Meredith chuckled.  “Surprised?  Really?  I thought you were so sure.”

Hutton smiled wryly, exposing a bit more of the truth behind the smile.  “A lady has the right to change her mind.  After everything with your husband, I thought you might feel uncomfortable with me.”

“I absolutely feel uncomfortable,” she thought.  That was what seemed to be exciting her:  this felt dangerous and that was exciting.  She crossed her legs nervously and let her pointy stiletto pump swing from her toes.  “Sometimes, a lady just likes good company,” she said.

“And what about your husband?”

“What about him?” she asked coyly.

“Does he know you’re here?”

“He has no say in this,” said Meredith.  Her pussy tightened as she said this and her nipples swelled.  She sipped her drink.  “But yes... he knows.”

“Interesting,” said Hutton and he slid his hand across the table to hers.  She glanced at it and started to reach for it, but then something felt wrong to her.  Her stomach fluttered and she slowly withdrew her hand.  “Is he home right now?”

“Yes.”

Hutton smirked; it was the competitive smirk she’d seen on him at Victor’s party when he was savoring his victory.  “Is he still dressed?”

The question was impertinent; she knew that.  But at the same time, it triggered her sense of having been wronged and humiliated by Victor once more.  Suddenly, she wished she’d taken Hutton’s hand.  “He wants to be a maid, so now he gets to be a maid, whether he likes the consequences or not.”

Hutton raised an eyebrow.  “Consequences?”

“Well, I am here, aren’t I?”  She took a generous shot of her drink.

“Yes, you are.  And he’s home in a dress.”

Meredith blushed.

“Does it excite him?” asked Hutton.

Meredith smirked.  “Do you wanna dance?”

Hutton smiled wolfishly.

—o—

Meredith came through the front door.  She was a little bit tipsy.  Her face glowed red.  Her smile was bigger than normal.  She looked like someone who had had a magical time.  And indeed, she had, despite her uncertainty in going at all.  She’d laughed and danced and had a good time.  And while she had certainly flirted, she had gone no further.  Now she felt stronger, more in control, and more confident.  She felt horny too, though that could just be the alcohol.  Either way, seeing Victor waiting to greet her at the door in his girly maid uniform made her giggle... and it made her wet.  She was learning she liked controlling men.

“Hi honey,” she said and she held out her cheek for a kiss.

Victor reluctantly kissed her cheek.

She made a pouting face.  “Don’t I get a curtsey?” she said in as serious a tone as she could manage, though still obviously playfully.  Victor’s stomach tightened.  He wasn’t the least bit happy that his wife had been out with another man and now she wanted him to curtsey to her?  That was the humiliating cherry on top of the emasculation Sunday.  He told himself to refuse and to tell her off.  But he knew he wouldn’t.  So he did it.

Meredith giggled and clapped as he lowered himself in that most feminine of prostrations.  “Nicely done, darling.”

Victor blushed.

Meredith then put her hand upon Victor’s shoulder to steady herself and raised one leg at an angle before her to remove her shoe.  “I honestly don’t know how you wear those tall heels so long!” she giggled.  “My limit is a couple hours!”  She tugged on her shoe and it came off.  Pop!  Then she switched hands upon his shoulder and did the other shoe.  Pop!  That shoe came off as well.  She handed Victor her shoes.

Her face glowed knowingly as she did.  She knew what she was doing.

Victor shuddered.  His wife had gone dancing with another man and now she wanted him to put away her shoes?!  How emasculating!  He took them nonetheless and, as he did, a wave of weakness came over him as well as a strange sort of arousal.  This was as submissive as it got, he thought, and that seemed to excite him.

“Good girl,” said giggled.

Hutton shrank.

“Where is my mother?” asked Meredith.

“In bed.”

“Good.”

Meredith pulled her purse from her shoulder and set it on the small table by the door.  When she turned back, she noticed that Victor was still standing there holding her shoes.  In fact, she saw that two of his fingers had absentmindedly dipped into one shoe and were touching the insole, which she knew had to be warm and sweaty after a night of dancing with Hutton.

“Did you want to wear those, darling?” she laughed.

Victor blushed even deeper and pulled his fingers out.  He then reluctantly curtseyed as he was technically called upon to leave the room to carry out this command and he started toward the bedroom with her heels in hand.  His penis was as hard as it got.

Meredith followed him.

“Did you behave for my mother?” she asked with a snicker.

Victor furrowed his brow.  What a humiliating question!  It was like he was some sort of child and Regina his sitter!  He ignored his wife and entered the bedroom, where he made his way to the closet still holding his wife’s warm stilettos.  As he put them away, he actually brought them closer to his nose than he needed; something inside him wanted to sniff them.  What had Regina done to him?!

Meanwhile, Meredith raised an eyebrow at being ignored.  “Well?” she repeated.

“It was fine,” he replied.

“That wasn’t my question,” said Meredith in a sing-song voice.  She was enjoying poking him.  It was fun.  After all, what was the point of sissifying your husband if you couldn’t enjoy it, she told herself.

Victor blushed even more.  Her question was embarrassing; he truly didn’t want to answer.  It would make him feel so small to answer.

“Well?”

“Honey— Mistress, please,” said Victor.

“Oh, it’s all right, Vicki,” laughed Meredith teasingly.  “It won’t embarrass you too much to answer.  Were you a good girl for her or not?”

Victor turned bright red.  He closed the closet door.  “Yes.”

“See how easy that was?” laughed Meredith.  “Well, I had a wonderful time.”

Victor turned bright red with shame.  He could only imagine.

Meredith came to her husband and took him by the hand.  She pulled him to the middle of the room.  To Victor’s surprise, his wife unzipped his maid dress and pulled it over his head, exposing the panties, the corset and the stockings beneath.  She left his makeup on.  He wore no wig though, not when they had no guests.  She then tossed the dress over a chair.

“Wh— what are you doing?” he asked.

In an instant, he thought he knew, but he actually didn’t dare hope this was what he thought it was.  He was so desperate to come and neither Meredith nor his mother-in-law had taken off the device in weeks now.  Could this be the moment, finally?  His heart started to beat a little faster.

“Such pretty panties,” purred Meredith and she ran her fingers over them.  “My little sissy.”

Victor shuddered exquisitely at her touch.

Meredith then slipped her fingers into the waistband of his panties and slowly worked them down his legs, letting them drop to the floor.  She held his hand to steady him in the tall heels and let him step his feet out of them.  Then she picked them up and tossed them across the room toward the hamper.  She missed.

“The maid will get those in the morning,” she giggled with a wink.

Victor blushed.  But his heart began to race.

Meredith then rose again and turned her back to her husband.  She held up her hair with both hands so he could reach her zipper.  He unzipped her little black dress and she let it fall to her feet.  She stepped out of it and pointed to it.  Victor lowered himself to the floor and picked it up.

“Make sure you hang that properly so it doesn’t wrinkle,” she said.

He nodded.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Ma’am,” she repeated with a smirk.  There was something truly exciting about Victor calling her by such a powerful title.

She took the dress from him now and tossed it on top of the maid dress.  She pulled off her bra and her panties and added those to the pile.  Her breasts were magnificent and her nipples hard.  Victor’s heart was pounding.  His penis was throbbing inside the device.

Meredith grabbed hold of the device and pulled Victor by it to the bed.  Once there, she sat down on the edge of the bed, facing the still-standing Victor.  She was eye level with the device.  She smiled and ran her finger along the device.  His penis was locked away in this, helpless.  That excited her.  She had absolute control over it!  She now explored the ring and the locks with her finger and playfully poked his swollen penis between the bars.

“Aww, the little guy can’t get hard,” she chuckled.

Victor blushed.  This was embarrassing, but if it led to the device coming off, then it would all be worth it.  And honestly, it was exciting.  He didn’t want to admit it, but something inside him liked being teased like this.

“So you haven’t been hard since mother put this on you?”

She snickered at the idea of her poor impotent husband.  She doubted Hutton had had that problem.  Twice when they danced, she felt his erection press into her.  It was large, she knew that for sure.

Victor blushed even more.  “No.”

“No, Mistress,” she corrected him with a naughty smirk and another giggle.

Victor shrank.  “No, Mistress.”

“How terrible for you,” she laughed unsympathetically and she gave his balls an arousing stroke.  “You must be super horny by now.  So you haven’t been able to come at all?”

A guilty, weakening warmth encased Victor’s spine.  He hadn’t been able to get hard, true.  Coming was a different story, however.  He’d come once at night, once down his mother-in-law’s legs, and once nearly on his mother-in-law’s shoe.  He just hadn’t been able to get any satisfaction from that!  And he really didn’t want to tell his wife any that!

“N— no,” he lied.

His face turned bright red.

Meanwhile, Meredith smiled coyly.  She’d never had sex with a woman before or a man dressed as one.  This could be fun, she thought... kinky.  She crawled back onto the bed and wrapped one arm around the back of her head and neck.  With her other hand, she toyed with her nipple.  She moved that hand lower and tapped her naked lips.  Victor’s heart skipped a beat.  He slowly slid himself onto the bed.  His penis was hard as possible inside the device.

Meredith giggled.  “Don’t smear your makeup.”

Victor quivered inside, but his penis shot to attention.  If it was free, it would be hard enough to cut diamond right now.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said for reasons he didn’t understand, but which turned him on.  Was he actually proposing to play at being her submissive in bed?  He wasn’t sure.  And right now, it didn’t matter; he would do anything to come.

Victor moved forward between his wife’s legs.  She spread them further.  He pressed his face against her.  Anyone watching from the outside would have seen a curious sight.  A woman on her back.  Her legs spread.  One hand playing with her erect nipples.  Her back arched.  Moaning.  A man on all fours between her legs, but a man in high heels.  His face made-up.  His nails painted.  His legs spread slightly between hers.  Between his legs, a flaccid metal penis hung from his crotch.  His balls, free of the metal cage, hung even lower.

Victor stuck out his tongue and moved it up and down his wife’s lips.

“That’s it, baby,” said Meredith.

He brushed her lips again.

Meredith moaned.  “Oh yeah.  Show me how you’re a good girl.”

Victor burned with shame, but also arousal.  He slid his tongue around left and right, up and down, in and out.  Meredith moaned.  She grabbed the back of his head and pulled on his hair, pressing him harder into her.  She was wet.  His face was getting wet with her juices.

His tongue crossed the magic little button of flesh.  Meredith sucked in air.  She writhed beneath him, her legs grinding against the bed, against his body.  Suddenly, she seemed to freeze.  She held her breath.

Her heart stopped.

She grabbed the sheets.  A tight grip.  And then...

Then she exploded.  She became a good deal wetter, covering Victor’s face.  She sucked in a deep breath.  Then she laughed.  “Thank you, baby,” she purred.  “You’re such a good girl.”  Then she caught her breath before swinging her legs over the side of the bed and rising from the bed.

“Wait,” said Victor.  “What about this?”  He pointed to his penis.

“What about it?”

“Aren’t you going to unlock it?”

“Why would I want to do that?”

Victor’s jaw dropped.  “Why would you want to do that?” he repeated incredulously.

“Yes, Vicki.  Why would I want to do that?  I got what I want without it.  And frankly, I’m enjoying seeing it locked up.  I think it’s fun having you locked up, knowing how badly you want me to release you.”  She giggled.  “It makes you such a good, compliant girl.”  She then started toward the bathroom.

Victor was stunned.

“Oh, and wash your face.  Your makeup is a mess,” she added over her shoulder.


Chapter Eight: “Contemplating The Future”

—o—

Meredith returned to the office the following morning.

Her mind was awash with possibilities.

The thing is, she was really enjoying having all this power over Victor.  She hadn’t expected that.  Yes, she was her mother’s daughter, but she wasn’t a control freak like her mother, or so she told herself, so she didn’t need control.  But it turned out, she liked it.  She honestly did.  It was true.  It felt good.  It felt right.  She liked that all the decisions were hers to make.  She liked that she didn’t need to worry about protecting his fragile male ego too.  She’d worked very hard to become what she was, and didn’t she deserve not having to hide that by pretending to the world that they were actually equals?  Men got to be seen as in charge, why not women?  Why couldn’t a man accept that he was subordinate to his wife?

She liked the idea that she was the superior partner.  It felt right.

It turned her on too.  She liked the way he looked at her, knowing she was in charge and that he was relegated to the role of cute little husband.  It made her feel so powerful to see that realization that he wasn’t really any more than that... wasn’t really a “man” anymore.

It made her wet every time.

And perhaps far more surprising, she was finding his feminization arousing.  Now that she’d really never expected!  A man in a dress?  Blech.  Who wants that, right?  Only... she kind of liked seeing him totter around so defenselessly in the tall, slutty heels.  That gave her a warm feeling within.  Seeing his balls through the panties?  That actually made her wet.  The dresses?  So perfect!  She loved watching him put on makeup too.  He looked so feminine it always made her giggle.

“So much for your manhood,” she would chuckle to herself as his face morphed.

She had taken that from him – his manhood, she thought, and that made her strong.

And keeping him locked up?  Orgasm!

She loved, loved, loved having his dick locked up.  She loved it so much she couldn’t even describe it.  That was true power, to deprive a man of his very manhood!  To deprive him of orgasms, masturbation and erections.  She was his queen— no, she was his Goddess.  She imagined him on his knees begging her to let him free and her just laughing.  The thought made her squirm in her seat.

She suddenly wanted to masturbate right now, only she couldn’t, being at the office.  “Now I know how poor locked-up Victor feels,” she said jokingly.  Only, she could still masturbate if she wanted.  He couldn’t.  That difference filled her with electricity.  That was power!  A tremor raced through her body and she became super wet.

Honestly, if it was up to her, she might never unlock him.  Just as she’d considered leaving him as her maid forever.  She liked having a maid.  And Victor... she didn’t need a husband, not as such.

She sighed wistfully.

But there was another side.

“It would be weird with the neighbors,” she told herself sadly.

But they didn’t need to know, right?  They already knew Victoria and accepted her.  There was no reason they needed to find out Victoria was Victor.  Over time, they might even forget Victor.  Might.

Maybe it could be done, she thought hopefully.

She smiled coyly and ran her finger along her keyboard absentmindedly as she daydreamed the possibilities.  She crossed her legs and let her pump dangle from the tips of her toes.  She wiggled it excitedly as she imagined a future with Victor as her maid.  Tottering around the house... doing all the chores... rubbing her feet... bringing her drinks...

“Maybe some hormones for breasts,” she giggled.

She imagined Victor with bulging breasts and feminine curves – more than he had now, that is.

“Obey me, sissy,” she saw herself saying.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

She blushed and felt warmth surging within her.  Her blood was pumping.  A sort of vibration was happening deep within.  She knew that feeling.  She was slowly driving toward orgasm.  It was a welcome feeling.

And then she could have Hutton.

She smiled at the thought, but her mind kept racing.  She was getting wet again.

Hutton was a man’s man.  He was strong.  He was commanding.  When he took her dancing, he swept her around the dance floor like a storm.  She felt so controlled and protected in his arms.  He radiated power and she liked that.  It turned her on.  Yet, apparently, so did controlling Victor, sissified Victor.

She wanted both.

Could she have both?

She imagined being held in Hutton’s arms as he played with her thighs.  Near them, was Victor in his maid dress, vacuuming the floor.  Then he offered them drinks as she and Hutton kissed.  She saw him holding the drinks as Hutton kissed her long and deeply.  Her pussy was unbelievably wet.  Her nipples pressed hard to her blouse.  They ached they were so hard.

Suddenly, she felt guilty.  Very guilty.

Could she really do that to her husband, she asked?  Did she have that right?

Her guilt intensified.

Then, like a reed bent too far by the wind, everything snapped.

“That’s only a fantasy,” she told herself defensively.  “It couldn’t really happen.”  Men don’t live as women, and not as maids.  Besides, she needed a husband.  And the neighbors would figure it out eventually.  Then she would be utterly humiliated as she had been at the party.  And what would her friends say?  Meet my husband, the sissy.  Whatever the female equivalent of emasculation was, she would be it when the neighbors realized she’d turned her husband into a sissy maid.  She’d be the joke of the neighborhood!  And as for Hutton?  She was married.  She was a loyal wife.  Loyal wives didn’t sleep with other men!

These thoughts poured out of her in quick order.

Then there was her mother!  She shuddered upon thinking of her.  Her mother had caused this for whatever reason and there was no way on this good green Earth that she was going to let her mother think she’d won.  She would never give her the satisfaction!  No way!  Besides, her mother would lose her mind if she took up with Hutton!

She sighed.

There it was.  She needed her husband back.  The rest was pure fantasy and stupid fantasy at that.  She did like having a maid, having all that power, but it was simply impossible.  She needed Victor back.  And Hutton... Hutton couldn’t be part of that.

So she reminded herself of her plan.

She needed to make Victor uncomfortable remaining a woman to force him to want to go back to being Victor.  That’s where Hutton came in actually, as a tool to trigger Victor’s husbandly-instincts.  That was the only reason.

“I make him realize he doesn’t want to be a sissy.  Then everything goes back to normal.  That’s how it needs to be.”

That was what she wanted.  No, it was what she needed.


Chapter Nine: “Breaking The Seal”

—o—

Victor was back at Angela’s house.

Victor was nervous.  Not about the walk in public.  Not about Angela.  He was nervous about John.  He was nervous after what happened the last time.  What did it mean?  Was John gay?  Was he just curious about Victor being a sissy?  Was it all some strange game or maybe even a trap?  And would it happen again?  If it did, how would he handle it?  Part of him wanted to punch John, not only for all the weird thoughts he’d gone through since it happened, but to set the record straight:  this wasn’t going to happen again, John!

But part of him... didn’t.  That was the part that worried him.

Victor trembled as he walked through the door, unsure how he would respond.  Angela met him.  As before, she wore a simple dress and espadrille wedges.  Today’s dress was light blue.  Her hair was pulled back.  She had another list in her hand.

“Here is the work I want my ‘maid’ to do,” she giggled.

Then she winked conspiratorially again.

Victor blushed.  The conspiratorial wink had had him confused when she did it the first time; now he understood.  This was Angela’s way of telling him that she thought she was doing him a favor, that this turned him on and she was letting him live out some fantasy.  The idea that she thought he liked this made him cringe, but what use would it be to try to explain that she had the wrong idea.  She caught him in the maid dress after all, she hadn’t made him wear it.  And denying that he wanted to wear it would only lead to uncomfortable explanations.

Either way, he took the list.  It was the same list as last time.

He glanced around.  No John.

“I’ll get started on this right away,” he said and he curtseyed.

This made Angela giggle, which deepened his blush.

Victor got to work under Angela’s watchful eye.  In fact, she made a big deal of sitting in the recliner pretending to act indifferently as she read a magazine.  Again, the fact she meant this to be for his benefit made him feel small; she was clearly playing the stern mistress.

“She thinks I’m a cross-dresser,” he thought with an embarrassed shudder.

After a few minutes, she closed the magazine and went to the kitchen to take care of something related to cooking.  When she left, Victor tensed up immediately.  Whenever she left was when John came out.  Victor’s stomach dropped.  He felt so nervous.  How was he going to handle this?

But John didn’t appear.

Angela came back and left again.  No John.  She came several more times and left each time.  Still no John.  At first, Victor’s tension grew as his mind considered any number of possibilities.  Was John playing with him?  Waiting to make a dramatic entrance?  Was John just busy and would be along shortly.  Had John lost interest?  His stomach tightened.

“Why am I acting like a schoolgirl with a crush?!” he scolded himself.

He felt very small.  Very unmanly.

“I don’t want to see him anyways!”

And yet, he knew he did.  Indeed, he remained tense, and the longer John went without appearing, the more disappointment took hold in Victor.

“This is stupid,” he said incredulously.

How could he feel disappointed?  He wasn’t gay!  He didn’t want to be touched by another man!  Why in the world would he want to see John?  He wouldn’t!  He shook his head scornfully... but it didn’t change the disappointment.

Victor tried to focus on the work.  It didn’t help.  The more he tried not thinking about it, the more he thought about it.  But over time, as John didn’t appear, the urgency waned and his mind slowly relented.  Little by little, he decided John was not home and he was being foolish.

Angela appeared once more.  She was holding her purse.

“I need to run to the store,” she said.  “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

Victor curtseyed to her, making her giggle again, and she left.  Victor returned to work.  Specifically, he picked up the laundry basket of towels he had folded and he carried it to the hallway closet, where he was to put them away.  He set the basket on the floor and bent over to pick up the first towel.

He felt a hand upon his rear.

He knew right away whose hand it was.  Whose could it be?  Only two people lived here and Angela had left.  What’s more, even though John had only touched him so very briefly, he somehow recognized the feel of John’s hand.

Victor tensed up and held fast.

John’s hand brushed across his cheeks and then up and down his crack.  This sent Victor’s blood racing and made him shudder warmly.  Everything John touched tingled.  Victor’s penis throbbed inside the device.

“I love your dress,” said John breathlessly.

Victor blushed.  He still didn’t move.  He wasn’t sure why.  All he had to do was step away.  Didn’t he want to step away?

“I— I’m a man,” said Victor.

“That makes it even better.”

Victor felt John’s other hand touch his rear now.  John’s fingers then slipped inside Victor’s panties and pulled them down, exposing Victor’s balls.  John cupped them and wiggled them.

Victor’s heart was pounding.  His penis was throbbing.  Why didn’t he walk away?  Victor suddenly felt guilty.  He needed to walk away!  He started to turn to face John.  He intended to call a halt to this.

“Don’t turn,” said John.

Victor went to jello.  He stopped.  His guilt began to grow though.  He wanted to tell John to stop, but somehow he couldn’t form the words.  Instead, he said, “What if Angela finds out?”

“She went to the store.”

“But—”

“She’ll never know,” said John.

John’s fingers traced Victor’s crack, exploring the canyon.  This sent warm, thrilling waves through Victor and his penis throbbed even harder.  It was wet with pre-come now.  John’s fingers on his right hand drew a figure eight on Victor’s cheek and then slowly came around to the front.  They touched the chastity device.  John chuckled and put his lips next to Victor’s ear.

“It’s too bad you’re locked up,” he said.

John’s right hand latched onto the device.  At the same time, the fingers on his other hand separated, leaving one finger to glide up and down Victor’s crack and the others riding the rim.  A moment later, Victor felt the tip of John’s single finger press against his hole.

It didn’t do much.

It didn’t go far.  In fact, it barely cracked the surface, if at all.  But it filled Victor with exhilaration and terror.  His whole body tensed and incredible pressure started to push into him.  His penis shot to attention!

Before Victor could say anything, however, the front door opened!

The familiar sound of Angela’s espadrille heels came next, tapping dully on the tile floor of the entrance hallway.  John yanked his hands from Victor’s body and stepped back.  Victor grabbed his panties and pulled them up.  He quickly smoothed his skirt.  A moment later, Angela appeared in the hallway.

“Wouldn’t you know it?  I forgot my wallet,” she said.

“Wouldn’t you know it?” echoed John.

Angela glanced down at the two towels remaining in the basket.

“Oh, I can get those.  That’s everything then.  You can go home,” she said happily.  “Another good day, sissy maid.”  She giggled as she said this.  She then walked him to the door.  His day was over.

This day would stay on his mind for some time.


Chapter Ten: “In Public”

—o—

Meredith decided it was time to step up her plan to embarrass Victor into demanding to be returned to being a man.  So far, everything she had tried involved making Victor feel embarrassed about acting like a maid.  But being a maid, she realized had really become quite a safe environment for him.  Sure, Victor would prance around the house in his ridiculous dress looking hyper-sexually feminine, yes, but only she and Regina would see him.  Thus, while this may have been a threat to his manhood, it was a threat he’d gotten used to.  She needed to expand the danger, she thought, to make dressing as Victoria more threatening.  She needed something that would truly make him so uncomfortable continuing that he would final put his foot down and say, “NO MORE!”  Fortunately, she had an idea how to make that happen.

“I’m hungry,” announced Meredith.

“Yes, Ma’am.  Would you like me to cook you something?” asked Victor.

Regina saw this and smirked to herself.  She couldn’t imagine the old Victor making such an offer to his wife if she merely said she was hungry.  The new Victor, though?  He was almost doing it as reflex.  He was serving his wife!  What’s more, Regina didn’t even need to tell him to do this, nor did she need to threaten him to make him do it.  Submission was becoming a habit!  Her plan was working!  She glowed with pride.

“Only a little more time and this will be entirely natural to him!” Regina told herself.  “He’ll be the most perfectly trained little husband!  Then we can drop the feminine attire and Meredith will never know what I’ve done.  She’ll only know she has an obedient, considerate husband!”

She chuckled with satisfaction.

“I should open a school for this:  Regina’s Academy of Husband Correction.”

But then Meredith threw them a twist.

“No,” said Meredith unexpectedly.  “I’d like to go out.”

The room seemed to pause.  The way she’d said this sounded like an announcement of sorts.  But what did that mean, wondered Regina and Victor anxiously?  If she simply planned to go to dinner herself, perhaps taking Regina, then why make such a big sounding deal of this?

“You want to go out?” asked Regina.

“Yes, so get ready,” said Meredith to both.

Victor raised an eyebrow.  “You want me to go out?!”

“Of course.  I’m not going out all by myself simply because you’ve become the family maid instead of my husband,” said Meredith.  “It’s time to learn to be seen in public!”

Victor glanced down at the way he was dressed.  “But— but—”

“Obviously, you can’t go out dressed like that,” laughed Meredith.  “So you will need to change.”

Victor was stunned and terrified!  But then a thought came to him:  could this be the moment he had been waiting for?  Was it possible his wife was setting him free?  Was she telling him he could return to manhood after all these weeks and be her husband again?  Something inside Victor smiled.  Strangely, it didn’t explode in joy though.  Even weirder, he suddenly felt afraid.  Indeed, even as Victor began to cautiously contemplate his parole to manhood, he stunningly actually found himself worried by the idea!  What did it mean to be a man again?  Would he look normal?  Would he act normal?  Could he still pass for a man?  Might it not better to stay the maid?  Still, he needed to seize this moment.

“I—”  He licked his lips nervously.  “I’ll— I’ll go change.”

He pensively started toward the bedroom.

“Hold on.”  Meredith moved to her purse and pulled out the keys.  “Come here,” she said.

Victor obeyed and Meredith crouched down and undid the locks on his feet.  She then unbuckled the shoe straps and pulled the sandals from his feet.  She picked them up by their straps and handed them to her husband.  Victor took them, curtseyed, and turned to walk off to the bedroom.  He walked on his toes the entire time, as if he was still wearing heels.

Meredith shook her head.  That was going to take some time to fix, she thought.  Victor might even need to see a doctor.  “High-heel related injury,” she thought with a chuckle.  “I’d like to see him explain how he got that!”

Well, that was his problem... and an issue for another time.

Meredith followed Victor to the bedroom.

Victor set the heels in the closet and then removed the dress.  He hung it on the rack.  As he did, Meredith sat down on the bed to watch, waiting to spring her surprise.  With the dress off, Meredith noted that his entire body shape had actually changed over the prior few weeks.  From wearing the heels, his calves were much more shapely... much more feminine.  And especially with him still standing on his toes and with his legs shaved, his legs truly were enviously feminine.  If she made him wear shorts and pretend to be a man, he would be utterly embarrassed with those feminine legs.  But that wasn’t the plan.

She also noticed that the shape of his waist and torso had changed.  Granted, he was still wearing the corset, so his body might bounce back the moment he took it off, but she knew it most likely wouldn’t.  The corset had seemed to be getting loser each days, so Regina had started tightening the corset each day little by little until it got to where it was now, and the few times Meredith had seen him without it, she’d noticed an increasingly distinct hourglass shape.  In fact, she doubted his shirt or pants would fit properly anymore.  But again, she wasn’t intending to let him wear his shirt or pants.  Not yet.  That was her surprise: she was going to make him dress like a woman to go out, not a man!

“Maybe I should let him try though,” she told herself.  “It might make a good lesson for him about the permanence of what he’s doing to see how he’s changing.”  Besides, she was curious how he would look.  So she remained silent as he opened the closet and reached for one of his own shirts.

Her surprise could wait.

Victor pulled a white button-down dress shirt from the closet.  He seemed to have forgotten about the corset, and Meredith wasn’t going to remind him, not yet, so it stayed on his torso.  He slipped the shirt over his shoulders.  Then he grabbed a pair of jeans.  As with the corset, it didn’t seem to occur to him that he was still wearing panties... or stockings.

Again, she didn’t remind him.

Victor stepped back from the closet, held out the jeans, and slipped one stocking-clad foot through the pants leg until his painted toenails appeared out the bottom.  Then he repeated this with the other leg.  He pulled them up to his waist and yanked them closed.

They fit very poorly.

The waist was too large, with his own waist having been narrowed by the corset by several inches.  The legs were oddly short too with him standing on his toes.  But most of all, they looked uncomfortable.  Indeed, he was shifting around in them as if he couldn’t get comfortable.  He looked perplexed.

“He’s been wearing open skirts so long he’s not used to having material around his legs anymore, especially such heavy material as denim,” she chuckled to herself.  This was utterly fascinating.  What’s more, it was oddly exciting.  Her husband was uncomfortable in pants!

Her nipples rose.

She felt the beginnings of wetness.

Meredith kept watching as her husband now tried to compensate for the ill-fitting waist by closing and buttoning his shirt and tucking it in.  But as he did, he found the shirt was far too wide around his lower torso, where the corset did its thing.  Again, he looked perplexed.  It also didn’t help the jeans; their waist sagged to his hips, which were wider than his waist now.

“I think the corset is keeping this from fitting right,” he said.

“Oh?” said Meredith almost sarcastically.  She wondered if he knew how much he had changed.

“Yeah,” said Victor nervously.  His glanced at himself in the mirror.  He looked like a mess.  His shirt was too big.  His pants were too big.  They were really uncomfortable too.  They felt so heavy, so unnatural.  That’s when he noticed that he was standing on his toes too!  His mind flashed back to what his wife had said about wearing heels too long.  Had he done that?  He forced his feet to go flat, but that felt rather awkward being flat.

“Is he going to realize?” wondered Meredith.

She suddenly had the sense that maybe she had just stumbled upon the victory she sought?!  Maybe this strange transition back was setting off warning bells inside him about the damage his being a maid was doing to the man inside!  Was he about to demand a return to husband status?!  This could be what she was after!  So why did she suddenly feel regret?  She tamped that down.

“Does this look right to you?” asked Victor.

No, thought Meredith... but in which direction.  “I don’t know, Victoria.  What do you think?”

Work through it, honey, she thought.

Victor looked at himself in the mirror.  He suddenly realized all he had not noticed before.  He still wore the corset.  Oh, and the stockings.  And there were panties beneath, weren’t there?  How had he missed that?  How had those seemed normal?  His face was still made-up too.  And his nails were still bright red.  How could he dress like a man like that?  He was apparently up on his toes again too.  That worried him, but that was the least of his worries right now.  Right now, he wondered how all of this had seemed so normal and why putting on men’s clothes had seemed so terrible?!  And why had he felt so pensive?  Did he actually want to change?

He suddenly felt butterflies in his stomach.  There was no way he could leave the house!

“Maybe I’ll stay here,” he said.

“Oh no!  I’m not going to be married but single.  I’m going to dinner and my husband is coming with me,” she said.

Victor glanced pensively into the mirror.  Her husband?  He didn’t look the part.  That was for sure.  But he was her husband, and all he needed to do to reclaim it was keep the jeans on, throw on some loafers, take off the makeup and nails and be Victor again.  But did he really want to lose his pretty nails?  Did he really want to wear these terrible pants?  For a moment, he didn’t know.  Then his manhood asserted itself once more.  Of course, he did!  What was he thinking?!  He was a man, a husband!  Not some sissy maid!  Right?

Only the butterflies were still there.  He wasn’t sure.

“Should I take off my makeup?” he asked uncertainly.

Meredith sighed.

That wasn’t the reply Meredith had wanted.  She wanted something far more definite:  “Honey, this stops now!!”  She didn’t get it though, and that meant she needed to keep pushing.  If she let him out now, without him clearly signally that this... this phase... was over, then he could return to that comfortable little world he’d occupied the whole time now and one day it would start again.  She needed him to never want to go back.  So no, the problem was not solved, but there was light at the end of the tunnel.  It was time to raise the stakes!  It was time for her surprise.

“Remove your makeup?  Whatever for?” she asked.

“I can’t wear makeup if I’m going to be your husband.”

“You’re not going as a man,” she laughed.

Victor’s eyebrow shot up.  “I’m not?”

“Hardly, darling.  You wanted to be a woman, so you stay a woman.  I’m just not going to spend the rest of my life going alone to restaurants as you stay home being the maid.”  She rose and started toward the closet.  “You need to learn to present yourself as a woman in public.”

His jaw dropped.

Meanwhile, Meredith pulled a red skater dress from her closet and tossed it to Victor.  “Put that on.”

Victor turned as bright as the dress.

“You want me to wear this in public?” he gasped.

“Yes, darling.  And you will.”  Until you’re ready to be a man, she thought, you will be a woman.

—o—

Regina watched nervously as Victor made his way to the front door.  He wore a regular dress.  A dress any woman would wear.  Normal, female clothing.  This was troubling.  As long as Regina kept his cross-dressing to the maid uniform, his feminization seemed contained.  The maid uniform was a costume, it was not day-to-day feminine wear.  So he wasn’t really getting used to dressing “as a woman” so much “as a maid.”  And even if he developed a fetish for maid costumes, so be it.  He would never wear those in public.  But dressing him as a normal woman risked a spread of his desires to somewhere Regina did not want.  What if he got used to this now... what if he learned to like it? 

She absolutely did not want him to become some sort of feminized creature:  submissive yes, sissy no.  But there were indications he was growing to like being feminized.

He would deny it, of course.

But she saw it.

She saw it in the barely perceptible smiles that accompanied his little glances in the mirror.  She saw it in the calming pauses as he reveled in the feel of his dress as a draught of wind danced between his legs or some echo of a heel strike that caught his fancy.  She saw it in how he smiled at his nails and took extra time to make sure his makeup was right.  She didn’t even know if he knew he was doing these things, but she saw them.

Then there were the erections.  Despite wearing the device and despite his penis being largely hidden away, he seemed to constantly be erect... or trying.

Was that for being submissive or being sissified?

Submission would be fine.  She could deal with that.  If submission led to erections, then he would have an incentive to be submissive.  But if it was turning him on to be a woman, that was bad.  For one thing, she doubted Meredith wanted a feminized man – who would?  That meant Meredith would work hard to undo all of Regina’s work if he told her he wanted to wear a dress regularly.  But even more importantly, she did not want a feminized son-in-law!  How would she explain that?  What would the ladies at the club say?

“Your son-in-law wears dresses?”  Disdainful look.

“I don’t know about your daughter, but mine would never accept a man in a dress.”  Judgmental tone.

“How can you stand it, dear?”  Schadenfreude.

Regina shuddered.  No, she could not let him come to like his feminization.  Submission yes, feminization no.  He needed to learn to submit to her daughter, but to do so with all the outward appearances of being a normal viral man.  Letting him dress in normal women’s clothes felt like playing with fire to her!  And it was such an unnecessarily risky!  Why could her daughter not simply trust her training methods and let her handle this?!  She would have him trained soon!  Why did Meredith always need to be so headstrong?!  Regina huffed in frustration.

“Do you think this is wise, darling?” asked Regina.  She could barely hide her agitation from her daughter.

Meredith pulled her purse up her arm to her shoulder.  “I don’t think he’s going to be caught.”

“I mean, is it wise to let him dress like a regular woman?”

“Well, he’s not going out dressed like a maid.”

“I mean, is it wise to let him dress like a regular woman at all?”

Meredith laughed.  “This, coming from my mother, who started his cross-dressing?”

“What if he— what if he enjoys it?”  The word “enjoys” dripped with poison from Regina’s lips.

Meredith rolled her eyes.  “I can’t see that happening.”

“But—”

“Trust me mother, this will shock him out of all of this.  I know what I’m doing.”

Regina growled to herself, but could say nothing.  What would she say, after all?  “This might interfere with my plan to remake your husband the way I think you should have him?”  That would not go over well.

—o—

Victor trembled as he stepped out of the car.  He’d never been dressed as a woman in public before, and here he was.  His wife hadn’t chosen an easy restaurant either.  This was no out-of-the-way hole in the wall far across town, this was a popular restaurant within two miles of their home – he, of course, did not know she wanted to make this as difficult as possible.

“Last chance to run,” he told himself.

But honestly, he had no choice.  He knew that.  And it could have been worse.  So he gave himself a pep talk.

“Yes, I’m in public,” he acknowledged, “but I’m not dressed like some sissy maid.  I look like a normal woman.”

That was a relief actually.  For as hard as it was on his ego to accept that he could look like a woman, he was rather passable.  He had no breasts, but the corset gave him an hourglass shape and the heels made his unshaven legs look quite feminine.  He wore the wig and makeup, so his face wouldn’t give him away.  And his wife had left him in the device, so there was no danger of an unwanted visitor spoiling the view.  He was thankful for that, as he was hard as a rock (a soft rock) inside the device.

“You can pass,” he told himself.

He glanced himself up and down once more.  He really could, he thought.

“I can do this,” he told himself.  “Besides, you like these clothes.”

He said the last part with an ironic laugh to loosen his tension, but there was truth in it.  As strange as it seemed, he did like the dress and the heels.  The dress was surprisingly comfortable and he looked rather good in it.  It was nice to wear something flirty and simple rather than the maid dress.  The dress was a skater dress which stopped mid-thigh, where it flared out flirtingly.  The dress had no sleeves, a rounded back and collar, and thick shoulder straps, which gave him a body-hugging bodice – something which had become comfortable to him from the maid uniform, and it was loose around his legs and crotch, which had also become comfortable to him – hence, his discomfort in the jeans.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do when I need to go back to pants,” he thought with a nervous laugh.

That didn’t matter now though.  What mattered now was that he had the perfect shape to fit the dress, so he wouldn’t get caught.  The one flaw was a lack of breasts – he actually told himself he would have given a lot to have breasts at the moment – but he could still carry it off.

The shoes were great.  In fact, he really liked them.  His wife had let him change his shoes because she thought the sandals he normally wore would look too slutty in the dress, so she gave him brown high-heeled wedges to wear instead.  These had cork heels and lots of straps.  They were surprisingly comfortable.  Indeed, he really liked the feel and the fit... and the look of the wedges.

“I should ask her to let me swap these for the stilettos when we get home,” he thought, never thinking what a strange ask that should be for a man.  Had he really gone that far?

Beyond that, he drew confidence from his makeup and his wig, which hid his face and helped him pass, and he liked the look of his nails; they were pretty.  They excited him and calmed him all at once.

It didn’t seem to occur to him how much he actually liked feminine things now rather than merely tolerating them.  Indeed, if he’d thought about it, he would have realized he was starting to develop tastes and preferences in feminine items and they weren’t all based on comfort, nor were they based on trying to minimize his femininity.  He actually liked some of these things!  And Meredith’s choices for his outfit were probably the best case scenario – they were what he would have picked himself.

All of this gave him the confidence he needed to appear in public without panic.  It was still difficult, but he could do it... and it was oddly exciting.

Meredith and Regina came around the car.

“Are you ready, Victoria?” asked Meredith.

Part of her hoped her husband would finally revolt.  That was why she had chosen such a public place and such a feminine dress and heels for him, but another part admittedly was enjoying seeing him like this.  There was something exciting – giggly, she thought... arousing – about turning her husband into a submissive girlfriend, that was for sure.

“I— I suppose.”

—o—

Victor lay in bed that night in the peach nightie.  He felt guiltily excited.  He’d pulled off going to the restaurant and that brought with it a sense of relief.  He’d gone into public as a woman and had not been exposed.  That lessened his fear of getting caught at some point.  The relief, however, was only the surface emotion.  There was more!

Specifically, this had aroused Victor, and he had the budding erection to prove it.  It had been an incredible high the first time the greeter called him “miss” and didn’t seem to notice.  He was getting away with it, and his ego swelled tremendously at that point.  In fact, he almost strutted to the table after that – Meredith came close to accusing him of doing so.  And when the waiter called them all “ladies” and never once said a word otherwise, his confidence soared.  He could do this!

Then something interesting happened, the reason he was gently tugging on his balls right now as Meredith slept next to him.  There had been a man.  Yes, a man.  Victor had only seen him briefly, and he barely knew what he looked like:  he only knew the man had piercing green eyes and strong hands.  He’d seen the man in a glance as he and Meredith and Regina stood up to leave.  Their eyes met.  The man’s eyes seemed to sharpen somehow.  He glanced Victor up and down in an instant.  Then his lips curled into a strange smirk.

He looked away almost instantly.

Then he walked away.

As Victor, Regina and Meredith walked out, all three of their heels tapping loudly off the tile floor of the restaurant lobby, this moment played over and over in Victor’s mind.  He knew this man had spotted him.  He had seen right through the wig, the makeup and the clothes and he had spotted Victor as a man.  He knew he was a man!

He was the only one too.  No one else guessed.

And here’s where it got interesting.  Victor didn’t panic.  There were no icy shudders, no nausea, no trembling weakness.  What he felt instead could only be described as raw thrill.  It was as if the world vanished and everything outside this moment and the two of them went dark.  For a moment, they were alone.  Then sheer energy poured through him like fire.  He burned arousal:  this man knew he was a man.  What’s more, he had turned the man on too, he saw it in the man’s eyes; he had been aroused.  Victor wasn’t sure how he knew, but he knew.  And he knew that for the rest of his life, that man would think about him.  Every time he saw some beautiful woman, every time he made love, he would think about Victor.

It had been a powerful connection they shared now.  Just them.

And that connection made him feel so incredibly naughty.  This was his own personal secret now, a secret shared between two people who would never meet again, a secret that made him horny.

He would deny that thought in the morning, but right now, he embraced it; he reveled in it.  So he stroked the device and he played with his balls, wishing he could come, wondering if this man was thinking of him now.

No doubt, he was.


Chapter Eleven: “This”

—o—

Taking Victor out into public had not worked.  If anything, he seemed even more calm in the role of Victoria now.  Treating Victor like a maid had not worked either.  Nor had putting him under the control of her mother.  Nothing seemed to be working actually, not locking him up, not denying him sex, not treating him like a woman.  Meredith wasn’t sure what to do next.  For the moment, Meredith was tempted to let things lie and concentrate on work and other things.  Having a maid made this surprisingly easy to accept.  In fact, truth be told, it was kind of nice, and while she would deny it if asked, the idea of keeping Victor as a maid was really starting to grow on Meredith.  Not only did she not need to do any cleaning anymore, nor cooking, nor laundry, but Victor was getting quite good at taking care of all her needs.

He painted her nails, for example.

He laid out her clothes – and he had gotten quite good at knowing what she needed to wear, whether for work, for play or for casual wear.  Even for just knocking about around the house, he always seemed to know what she liked, and she liked that a lot.

He gave excellent foot rubs and back massages.  They felt luxurious.

His cooking skills had greatly improved too, and it relaxed her to come home to nice meals rather than needing to cook dinner when she got home.  It was like having a personal chef at home!

And best of all, his first impulse now always seemed to be to ask about her and what she needed.  Gone seemed to be the old Victor who only worried about himself, the one she needed to care for even after she worked so very hard all day.  She liked this new Victor, she truly did, and she liked being the center of attention.  She liked being the important one.

She thought it was cute too, the way he dressed.  She did.

He seemed to be getting prettier somehow, especially now that she had begun expanding his wardrobe away from just the maid dress.  But even more to the point, what she really liked about the way he dressed was the sensation of power she drew from it.  She knew she had absolute control over him while he was dressed.  She could issue any command and he would obey.  It had not been the same in pants.  And if he ever pushed back, all she needed to do was threaten to expose him and he would surrender.  She won every argument.

But there were more subtle things too she had begun to savor, things most women didn’t normally notice about women’s clothes.

Take his heels.  When she wore heels, she felt powerful.  For her, these were a statement of female authority.  Men were drawn to them like moths to a flame and when you gave a man an erection, you controlled him.  Not all women understood this, but she did.  When she walked into a boardroom in heels, the men around her noticed.  Hutton noticed.  They all did and they became weak.  She liked that.  She liked having power over men.

But for Victor, heels were different.

He looked so lost in them.  To him, they suppressed his manhood.  The loss of balance made him vulnerable; it was always on his mind and made him meek.  She knew he couldn’t run in them either or carry heavy things or even use his strength, and if push came to shove, they both knew she could overpower him physically because he lacked the leverage he needed to use his natural strength.  That made her stronger, a humiliating state for a man but an exhilarating state for her.  Thus, they made him weak and vulnerable, unlike her, and while he wore them femininely, he had yet to learn to wear them as a statement as she had.  So the more he tottered around in them, the more powerful she felt.

Or take his dresses.  Dresses were so open on the bottom, accessible.  A man in pants was a man in armor; everything was hidden behind a wall.  A man in a dress was vulnerable.  Anyone could slip their hand up his dress at any time and find the thing he valued most unprotected.

That excited her:  his jewels were there for her to take whenever she pleased.

It made her giggle too, recalling how uncomfortable he looked in the jeans.  A man no more.

Then there was the fussiness of the makeup, the delicate ways he needed to hold his arms and his posture not to damage his dress or knock himself off balance or smear his makeup.  They say the clothes do not make the man, but in this case, the clothes literally unmade the man, they forced him to act womanly.  She forced him to be womanly.

That made her laugh... and it made her wet.

What she really liked most, though, was the freedom she suddenly had.  She could come and go as she pleased.  She could see who she wanted without answering questions, and when she wanted.  She could make decisions without question and without answering to him.  She could demand of him anything and he obeyed.  He could tell her nothing.  He could say nothing.

This felt right.

So while she absolutely wanted Victor to return to being her husband, she had come to realize there were things she would miss about Victoria and she no longer minded if it took time for the transition back to occur.  She was content to have her maid in the meantime.

—o—

Victor was conflicted.

The man in Victor, what he saw himself as, was horrified.  He was horrified at being femininely dressed.  He was horrified at obeying his wife and being under his mother-in-law’s watchful eye.  He was horrified at no longer having any say in the world around him.  He was horrified at being locked up.  He was horrified his wife was dating another man.  He was horrified he had dreams of the man at the restaurant and that he could still feel John’s finger pressing through his hole.

But...

But he couldn’t say it didn’t turn him on.  That was the problem.

In fact, it turned him on a lot and in every way.  The vulnerability made his heart race.  The submission made him hard.  Every time his wife gave him an order or he needed to curtsey or she talked dismissively to him, it made him burn with shame, but it also made him throb.  Truth be told, he savored it every time she called him “Victoria” or “she.”  He particularly liked it when she handed him her purse to put away or her shoes.  Her shoes!  Putting her warm, sweaty shoes in the closet as she went to chat with her mother brought such a strong submissive feeling he almost broke down several times.  It was such a powerful submissive feeling.  He loved it.

And as for Hutton?  While he hated it that his wife was attracted to another man, he almost came every time his name came up.  Something about this turned him on, and he wasn’t quite sure what it was.  Yes, he knew the idea that he was powerless to stop his wife from sleeping with another man held a strong erotic shock for him... but there was something more.  Indeed, at times, very rare times, he wondered what it would have been like if Hutton had slipped his finger in his crack instead of John.  He didn’t know why he wanted Hutton to do that, but he did.  Maybe it was a reaction to his feelings of impotence at Hutton dating his wife?  Maybe it was jealousy?  Maybe he wanted Hutton to humiliate him in this way because Hutton did humiliate him.  Or maybe... maybe he was just attracted to Hutton?

He wasn’t sure, but it was a naughty thought that kept coming.

All of this worried him.  Why did he have these thoughts?  He didn’t want to be submissive or a woman!  Yes, it turned him on, but he didn’t want it.  That was this monster inside.  It wasn’t him!  That’s what he kept telling himself and why he pushed to return to being a man.

But what if it was him?  What if there was no monster?

When this started, he let Regina blackmail him.  He understood that.  He’d had no choice.  When Meredith discovered him, he let her punish him.  He understood that too.  Again, he’d had no choice.  But why was he still dressed this way weeks after being discovered?  Shouldn’t he have put his foot down by now and taken his manhood back?  Sure, he was locked into the shoes and his penis was locked away, but shouldn’t he still have forced the issue?  Meredith would give in.  What else could she do?  So why hadn’t he done it?

And thinking about it, she hadn’t locked his feet in the shoes anymore for some time now, not since they went out to the restaurant.  He wore the “slutty” sandals during the day when he worked and wedges or slippers at night now, but none were locked on his feet.  He could take them off any time if he wanted.  But he hadn’t.  And while his penis was locked away, he knew where she kept the key.  Why hadn’t he just taken it and freed himself?  Why hadn’t he stopped John either?!  Why was he dreaming of Hutton?

He bit his lip.

Was he actually submissive?  Could that be?  Was he a sissy?

For a brief instance, maybe only a second, he wondered if it was time to admit this to himself.  But then his manhood asserted itself once more.  There was no way he was going to admit to being submissive!  He was not a sissy either!  He was a man and he would become a man again.  He just needed the right moment to do it, he told himself.

—o—

Meredith lay deep in the cushions.  She wore jeans and a blouse.  She was stretched out across the couch.  Victor sat on the other end.  Her feet were in his lap.  He was giving her a foot rub.  It was magical.  Regina was in the recliner, reading her novel once again.

“You have amazing hands,” said Meredith.

Victor blushed.

Regina looked up.  “Men need to be trained to have hands like that and Victoria has taken her training well.”

“That she has,” purred Meredith.

Even though both women had increasingly begun to refer to Victor as “Victoria” and as “she” or “her,” Victor still blanched at this, especially when Meredith seemed to do it without even realizing it.  Still, he said nothing.  What could he say?  Besides, it turned him on.

He worked his hand down her foot.

Across the room, Regina closed her book.  “Speaking of men, how is Hutton?”

Victor bit his tongue.  Regina never seemed to let that rest, especially lately, and Meredith was increasingly at ease discussing it before Victor.  She’d gone on two more dates now, ostensibly to upset Victor, but she knew her motives were more complicated than that.  She liked being with Hutton.  It was exciting and he turned her on.  In fact, after each date, she came home super horny and she made Victor give her an orgasm.  That always made her feel so naughty, to be with another man and then come home to make her feminized husband finish the evening, and she loved it.  Even better was to leave Victor locked and horny after she had had such a wonderful evening.  That was pure power.

“He’s Hutton,” said Meredith indifferently, though with a blush.

“Meaning?”

Meredith chuckled.  “He’s ambitious, but nice.  Handsome.  He’s a little dangerous, that’s for sure.”  She chuckled again when she said this, embarrassing Victor and making him wonder what could have spurred that comment; he almost asked, but told himself to resist.  “He has strong hands.”

Victor blushed even deeper.

Meredith saw this and giggled to herself.  She felt flush in her lower regions.  Something about humiliating Victor in this way, talking about another man right in front of him as he acted helplessly servile and feminized, just turned her on.

“We went dancing,” she said of their last date.

“Where?” asked Regina.

“Same place.  He holds me so tightly when we dance.  It’s— it’s almost overwhelming,” she said, blushing like a school girl.

Victor’s penis shot to attention.  If it could have gotten hard it likely would have come on the spot.  But was he thinking of Hutton holding his wife or being held by Hutton himself?  Either way, he filled with shame that this had excited him.  Meredith noticed his reaction and found it made her wet.

“It’s nice to be held by a man,” said Regina.

“It is.”  Meredith then giggled.  She blushed rosy red.  “He’s huge too.”

“Huge?”

Meredith held up her hands about a foot apart.  “Sometimes, I can feel it when we dance.”

Victor shrank, but also grew.  He felt so impotent right now.

“Oh, do that spot again, honey,” said Meredith to Victor, who was still giving her a foot massage through his humiliation.  “That felt good.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Victor weakly.

“Well, it’s nice to be with a manly man,” said Regina.

“It is.  And Hutton’s very manly.”

“As a man should be,” said Regina.  She glanced at Victor and smiled politely.  “Present company excepted.”

Meredith chuckled.  “It’s all right, honey.  Don’t let my mean, old mother put you down.  Not every man can be like Hutton,” she said teasingly.  Then she raised her soft foot to her husband’s mouth and held out her toes for him to kiss.  “Go ahead, darling.  Kiss.”

To her great surprise, her husband kissed her toes.

She flushed wet.

A thrill raced through her.

Meredith had a vision.  It all suddenly came together.  She lay on her bed in a negligee.  She was horny.  In fact, she was dripping.  Her nipples were hard, her chest was heaving, her pussy was wet, her whole body tingled.  What had excited her?  Down at the foot of the bed, kneeling before her, was Victor wearing the peach nightie and a matching pair of high-heeled marabou mules.  He was painting her toenails and essentially making her orgasm doing it.  She felt so powerful seeing him like this.  It made her tingle.

And then came more.  Lying next to her, naked with a massive erection was Hutton.  She toyed with it with her fingers as Victor worked on her toenails.  Her whole body quivered, a powerful wave passed through her, and her pussy became very, very wet.

This was what she wanted.

This was what she wanted.


Chapter Twelve: “This Is A Problem”

—o—

Victor stepped through the door at Angela and John’s home.  His heart was pounding.  He had been thinking about what happened the last time and found himself more and more intrigued.  What would it feel like to truly be touched by a man?  To touch a man?  To have John slide his finger inside him for real.  He could still feel that tiny bit of pressure from last time whenever he closed his eyes.  It felt like pressing into a balloon to the point of popping; only before he popped, John stopped.  What would happen if he popped?

His penis was hard as a rock at the thought and he felt giggly.  And all his thoughts of hanging tough, of being a manly man once more, seemed to collapse and vanish as dust the moment he crossed the threshold into Angela’s home.

“Good morning, Victoria,” said Angela.  She was cheerful as always.

“Hello, Ma’am,” said Victor enthusiastically.

“Here are your duties for the day.”

Angela handed him another list, which looked remarkably like the first list and the second list.  She then kissed him on the cheek, told him he was a “good sissy,” that she appreciated him, and that it was time to get to work.

He wasn’t listening though.  He was thinking about John.

Angela took a seat in the recliner with her book.  She began to read... and she read... and she read.

She did not leave.

She didn’t even seem to be considering it.  Minute by minute and soon hour by hour, she sat there reading her book as he worked.  If she didn’t leave, John couldn’t do whatever John was going to do.

“Just leave,” he said beneath his breath.  But she didn’t.

Victor never saw John.

—o—

Regina had been watching.

She had been watching her daughter in particular.  But she had been watching Victor too.  As she expected, taking Victor out in a dress had been a mistake.  Unlike her daughter’s idea that this would shock him into wanting to be a man again, it only seemed to energize him.  He was now asking if he could switch into “normal” women’s clothes in the evenings.  Normal!  As if any women’s clothes were “normal” for a man!  He even walked around at night in a peach nightie!  A peach nightie!  Did he now want to be a woman?

The idea made her shudder.

Worse, while she could no doubt order him back out of skirts soon – his submission training was coming along rather nicely – she was having doubts he would ever be truly masculine again no matter what she did (or that he would stay out of skirts).  He acted so femininely now!  What if he kept his feminine mannerisms?  What if he took on women’s interests?  The prospect of having an effeminate son-in-law somehow seemed even worse than having one as a maid!

Worse, she wasn’t sure her daughter understood this.

In fact, she had been watching Meredith and she had seen a shift in her lately.  To Regina’s horror, Meredith no longer seemed so concerned about Victor’s feminization.  It was as if she had decided it was all right for Victor to remain a woman now that he had shown he could pass in public.  This worried Regina greatly.  She wanted a man for a son-in-law, not a woman.

So what to do?

Perhaps it was time to start transitioning him back to being a man, she told herself.  It was time to start re-imposing some masculinity.

—o—

Victor stood before Regina.  Meredith was at work.  Regina had made him strip out of his uniform and remove his heels.  He now wore only panties and the device.  She had even removed his corset.  To her annoyance, his body had retained the hourglass shape the corset had given him.  He also seemed to be standing on tiptoes even out of the heels.  This was frustrating.

She paced before him in her dark green shirtdress and tall black pumps.

“When your training is complete, as it will be soon, you will obviously return to your male status,” said Regina dryly.  “My daughter does not need nor want a maid for a husband.”

Victor perked up.  What was this?

She continued:  “Today, we’re going to start preparing you for that.”

Victor felt a burst of hope.  Could it be there was an end in sight?  Was it possible he would return to being a man soon?  Excitement flushed through him.  This was what he wanted!  This was what he needed, and it was none-too-soon.  Much longer and he would be a sissy forever, he told himself.  But now he was saved!

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.  His chest swelled.

“Let’s start with getting you dressed,” she said.

Regina opened his closet.  It had been some time since anyone had disturbed his clothes.  She moved her hand over his shirts and pants until she came to a dark suit.  It was a classic two-button black suit with narrow lapels.  She pulled it from the closet and walked it to the bed.

“While you won’t be wearing the maid uniform anymore, you will be wearing another form of uniform,” she said.  “I expect you to dress nicely around the house.  My daughter deserves that.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She returned to the closet and grabbed a white collared shirt and a dark die.

“Think of the modern butler,” she said.

She set the collared shirt on top of the suit along with the tie.

“Naturally, you won’t tell her that.  That will remain between us, but that is how you will think of yourself.  You will wish to serve her even as her husband.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good.  Now get dressed.”

Victor curtseyed and then moved to his underwear drawer.  He pulled out a pair of briefs and some socks.  He then moved to the bed and slipped into the socks before pulling the briefs up his legs.

It all felt funny.  The socks felt thick and itchy.  The briefs had a funny fit compared to his panties.

He grabbed the suit pants and pulled them up his legs.  As with the briefs, they felt funny.  They didn’t fit right either, being far too loose around his waste – as the jeans had been, and far too restricting otherwise.

“I may need new pants,” he said.

“Apparently,” said Regina.

Victor moved to the closet and grabbed a belt.  He slipped it through the loops on the pants and tightened it.  It kept them up, but they looked ridiculous.  Either way, he then added the dress shirt, which also fit poorly.  It felt heavy and scratchy too compared to the silks and satins he had been wearing.  He buttoned it and added his tie.  As he did, Regina grabbed a pair of tasseled loafers for him.  He slipped his feet into them.

His discomfort was immediate and obvious.

For weeks now, if not months, Victor’s feet had not been flat on the ground.  The loafers forced them to go flat.  For weeks now, if not months, he had worn feather-light women’s shoes.  The loafers were heavy and unforgiving.  His arches felt stretched and his toes sat funny.  For weeks now, he had balanced on thin heels.  Suddenly, his footfalls were heavy and dull.

He was determined to make this all work, however.

Regina was too.  She saw the discomfort on his face, but downplayed it.  “He’ll get used to it,” she told herself.

“Follow me,” she said.

Regina led Victor to the kitchen, where she ordered him to clean up breakfast.  She had not watched him walk to the kitchen as he walked behind her, but she saw him move around now.  It sent a shock through her.

Despite wearing the loafers, Victor continued to try to walk on his toes.  What’s more, he took small, non-masculine steps, and he placed one foot in front of the other as if he was mimicking the way women walk in some over-the-top manner.  He held his arms too far out from his body for a man too, as if he was trying not to disturb the skirt he no longer wore.  His hands moved delicately and in feminine arcs.  He took care not to damage his nails (they were still long as Regina didn’t want to change them and tell Meredith what she was doing).  He crouched down rather than bent over so as to avoid anyone looking up his skirt.  When he sat a few minutes later, he smoothed his pants and he crossed his legs femininely.

“What are you doing?!” Regina wanted to scream.

But she knew:  his mannerisms had become feminine.

This was a problem.  Victor neither looked nor acted like a man.  He looked like a woman who had dressed androgynously.  Worse, he didn’t even seem to realize this!  He seemed to take all of this as perfectly normal.

“What do I do now?”

—o—

Later that night, Regina sat before her mirror removing her makeup.  She forcefully dabbed a wipe against her cheek.  She was lost in thought.  What to do about her son-in-law?  She had suspected it might take time to get rid of all the feminine touches he had picked up, but this suddenly seemed like a Herculean task.  She wasn’t even sure it was possible.  What if he stayed feminine?  She imagined him fluttering around the house in suit and tie but looking as if he wore heels and skirts.  That would be worse than having him as a maid.

She sighed.

If only her daughter had not come home early and caught them before she finished his training.  If only she had not taken him out as a woman.  If only she hadn’t asked her to train him in the first place.

She ran another wipe across her cheek aggressively.

This may be a difficult task, she told herself, but she could do it.  She would not have a woman for a son-in-law!

“He will be a man again.  I will not fail in this,” she assured herself proudly.


Chapter Thirteen: “What Are You Doing?”

—o—

Victor felt incredibly nervous.  This made him chuckle sardonically.  The last time he had been at John and Angela’s house, he had been excited.  No... thrilled.  He had been high on the idea that once Angela left for whatever reason – to work in the basement, to go to the store, to visit the moon, whatever – John would appear and then he would get to satisfy this overwhelming curiosity that had built up.  This felt like the first time he had been with a girl when he was younger.  The anticipation.  The curiosity.  The overwhelming desire.  And when he was denied because Angela never left the house, he filled with disappointment.

Now he was back, but this time he felt nervous.

He didn’t know why he felt nervous this time but exhilarated before, but he did.  Maybe it was more real this time?  Maybe he was less sure.  He didn’t know, but he felt like a nervous wreck.

“Good morning, Victoria,” said Angela cheerfully.  “Ready for work?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Angela handed him the list and he got to work.  The list was the same as always.  And as always, she took her seat in the recliner to watch him.  Unfortunately, she seemed to have her book with her again.  The last time, she had had a book and she read that the whole time.  Victor wasn’t sure he could handle her not leaving.  He needed her to leave.  He needed to know what it felt like when John— when he did what he would do.

For the first hour, she didn’t leave.

Victor’s nerves grew.

Victor cleaned the living room.  He cleaned the kitchen.  He swept and mopped the front hallway.  He dusted the bookshelves and tables.  She didn’t move.  And as the second hour began, she still didn’t leave.

“Why won’t she leave!” he groaned to himself.

Victor went to the laundry room to start a load of sheets.  He put the sheets into the washer.  As he did, he felt a familiar hand snake up the back of his thigh to his rear.  He shuddered.  Excitement filled him.  Finally!  His penis stood up within the device as best it could.  He turned.  As he did, John slipped his arm around his waist and pulled him close, pressing his lips against Victor’s!

Victor was stunned!  He was kissing another man!!

Victor melted.  For an instant, it was magic.  He felt warm and soft and weak.  He was helpless in John’s arms.  He felt girlish!  His penis was throbbing, his heart raced.  But then suddenly, he was overcome with guilt.  He put his hands on John’s chest and pushed him away.

Victor stepped back.  He was breathing hard.  He wasn’t sure how to respond.  Another man had kissed him.  That was a shock.  That wasn’t supposed to happen.  He was a man!  Men don’t kiss men, no matter how they’re dressed!  What should he do now?!

Then John reached down and unzipped his pants.

Victor watched in horror and excitement.  His heart beat even faster.  Part of him wanted to flee, but an even bigger part was dying to see what was coming.  Then John reached inside his zipper and pulled out his penis.  It snaked out of the hole and grew hard.  Victor stared at it.

Victor ran his tongue over his teeth.  His heart was pounding in his ears.  This was a penis.  A real penis.  It belonged to another man.  A man!  And it was hard for him.  Why was another man hard for him?  He felt squishy at the thought... emasculated and weak... yet, excited.

He shook his head.  “I— I can’t,” he said even as he knew he would.

John said nothing.

“This is— I can’t.  I really can’t.”

Then he slowly lowered himself to his knees, never an easy act in tall heels and a fussy dress like the uniform.  His face was inches from John’s erection now.  He took it in with his eyes now.  It looked like his.  He could see veins, soft broken material on its head, the slit and the ridge that formed the head.  The head was thicker than the shaft, which disappeared into the pants.  He could smell its slightly musky smell.  It reminded him of sniffing Regina’s shoes, though differently.  This would be both better and worse all at once, but either way exciting.

“Go on,” he told himself.

Victor leaned forward, his face approaching its tip.

“Don’t do it,” something tiny inside warned him.

He didn’t listen.  He spread his red lips with their dark red, sticky lipstick.  He wondered if he would leave a lipstick print.  The thought made him giggle on the inside.  He suddenly felt very girly, which made it all all right.  His lips slipped over the head just slightly as his mouth started to take it in.

“What do you think you’re doing?!” demanded Angela.

Victor filled with panic.  He yanked his mouth away even as John pulled away, but it was too late.  Angela had seen what they did.  Victor shot to his feet.  John stepped away from him.

“I am stunned, John!  Just stunned!”

“It’s not what you think, honey!” pleaded John.

Angela let out a withering laugh.  “Oh really?!  He’s a man, John!  You let another man suck your dick!”  She was angry.  But then suddenly, she went silent.  A strange look came over Angela’s face.  Clearly, something had occurred to her.  An evil smile appeared upon her lips.  She turned to Victor.  “I think we’re done for the day, Victoria,” she said.  “John and I have some things to discuss.”


Chapter Fourteen: “A Discovery”

—o—

Meredith’s epiphany had been stressing her out.

Since having it, she’d spent days asking herself all kinds of difficult questions:  Did she have the right to do this?  What if Victor didn’t want it?  What if he didn’t want to be her maid?  What if he didn’t want to be a sissy permanently?  What if he didn’t want her to see Hutton?  What if he didn’t want to be a sissy around Hutton?  Did she have the right to demand these things whether he wanted them or not?  She knew she could likely make him agree if she pushed things, but did that make it right?  Was it a fair trade if she promised him erotic thrill therefrom?  Would she need to take off the device as part of this?

She kind of liked the device.  It made life easier.  And it made her feel strong.

And what would her mother think?  Ug.  Meredith rolled her eyes at the thought of her mother.  Her mother had caused this.  Of course, her mother wasn’t the one who demanded Victor stay as Victoria as punishment, but it was still her fault.  She started this.

These thoughts and more tumbled around inside her head sending her on an emotional rollercoaster which seemed to have no ending.  But as her brain processed all of this, she started to sense a sort of plan for moving forward.

“I’ll just see where things go.  See if he objects,” she told herself.

Simple.

“If Victor wants to be a man again, he can speak up.”

And if he doesn’t want her to be with Hutton?

“He can speak up then too,” she told herself.

In terms of getting Victor to participate with her and Hutton?  Well, that seemed like an impossibility.  She might never get to see him kneel at her feet as she made love to Hutton.  Sad.  But maybe something could happen around the edges, she thought.  Maybe he could be coaxed into some of it?  It was possible, right?  Either way, the next step had to be planning another date with Hutton and seeing what Victor said about it.

“One step at a time,” she told herself.

—o—

Victor slipped into the bedroom.  Meredith and Regina were watching a movie, so he assumed he wouldn’t be missed.  It was early evening.  All day, he’d been awash in thoughts of the things that had happened at John’s house.  He saw John’s penis in his face, felt its subtle pressure between his lips.  He felt John’s warm hand upon his rear and felt his finger pressing just barely through his hole.  Those were exciting thoughts... almost breathtaking at times.  But they were frustrating too because they had never had the chance to become truly real to him.

He wanted to masturbate to alleviate the frustration... the yearning.

Masturbation was his solace, if only he could do it.

This all got worse when Meredith told him she was going on another date with Hutton.  She’d said it so casually and that just burned him with jealousy, a jealousy that needed release.  Then the two thoughts somehow combined and Victor found himself fantasizing about Hutton.  Indeed, he imagined Hutton doing the things John had done or tried to do.

He was in the bedroom.  He already wore the peach nightie.

He wore that every evening now.  It always made him feel so feminine.

On his feet were tall white platform wedges.  These weren’t his.  They belonged to his wife.  He’d taken them out of the closet only moments before.  Why he wanted to wear his wife’s shoes for this, of that he was not sure, but it seemed to add something.  Perhaps it was because she was the one humiliating him with Hutton and she’d worn them when she told him about the date with Hutton.  Perhaps he felt a pang of jealousy that she would be with Hutton.  He wasn’t sure.

Victor climbed onto the bed.  He braced his back against the pillows and spread his legs.  His balls hung freely between his wide open legs.  His penis was still locked up.  If only he wasn’t locked up, then this would have been easy.  As it was, there was a chance he couldn’t make this happen – a very good chance actually.  He was willing to risk it, however; he needed relief.

Victor slipped his hands around his balls.  He tugged on them slightly.

It felt good.

His mind began to run through images:  John touching his rear.  John’s penis pressing against his lips.  He felt the warmth of John’s hand against his rear.  He felt the pressure of John’s finger against his hole.  Then his mind replaced John with Hutton and the images came again.

“Hutton,” he said softly.

He imagined Hutton laughing at him.  He stood before Hutton, looking demurely in the peach nightie, his hands covering his penis.  Hutton looked large.  He wore the same suit Victor had seen him in at the party.  Behind Hutton stood Meredith.  She was naked except for the slutty heels she made Victor wear.  They seemed more powerful on her, not enfeebling as they did on him.  This was like a statement.  She had one hand wrapped around Hutton’s waist.  The other was wrapped around his chest.  Her chin rested on his shoulder.  Her hand at his waist slipped inside his suit pants zipper and pulled out Hutton’s penis.  She was stroking it slowly.

“Go on, darling,” he imagined her saying.

“Suck it.  Suck his dick, darling,” he said breathlessly, imagining the words coming from his wife’s mouth.  “Be a sissy.”

He stroked faster.

His balls bounced.  They felt good, but nowhere near enough to come.  His penis was hard(ish) though and throbbing.  It pressed against the cage.  If only he could reach it!  He yearned to come!

“On your knees, darling,” he said beneath his breath as he kept stroking.  He imagined his wife ordering him.  “On your knees before a real man.”

He shuddered as he said this.

He now turned his body slightly, raising his rear ever-so-slightly.  As he did, he slipped his other hand beneath his rear to where his fingers could touch his crack.  He ran a finger up and down the rim of his crack, letting the bright red nail scrape the fleshy material, sending sharp waves of pain and pleasure through him.

“Suck him,” he imagined Meredith saying.

Victor pressed his finger against his hole.  If he pressed too hard, he might break a nail he realized.  He tried, however.  His finger carefully pushed beyond the opening, just a millimeter.  It felt instantly tight.

He imagined Hutton doing this to him.

He was breathing heavily.

“Oh Hutton,” he moaned.

Meanwhile, Meredith stood at the door, watching her husband try to masturbate.  She had come looking for him.  She hadn’t expected to find this, however.  Even more to the point, she never expected to hear what she was hearing... the whispers, the moans, the baited words.  Hutton.  Suck his dick.  On your knees for a real man.  Maybe it was time to step things up and to see what Victor did?  She stepped away, unnoticed.


Chapter Fifteen: “Hmmm”

—o—

Regina watched Victor the following day.

She was trying to decide how to approach returning him to being a man.  It wasn’t going to be easy.  Today he was dusting, so he roamed the house in the pink uniform with the tall black sandals and a dust cloth wiping down everything in sight.  He had gotten quite good at this and little was ever found lacking during Meredith’s evening inspections.

Admittedly, there were certain upsides to having Victor as a maid.  Since she’d come to visit, Regina barely needed to lift a finger.  Victor did all the cooking, cleaning and laundry.  She had trained him to put her clothes away directly in her closet and her drawers.  He polished her shoes.  He ran baths for her.  He brought her drinks and snacks.  Virtually anything she could think of, he did.  This made life comfortable.

It seemed to make Meredith happy too, though that wasn’t a good thing.  The last thing Regina wanted was Meredith deciding to keep Victor feminized!  Submissive yes, feminized no.

Either way, it was nice to have someone at her beck and call.  She liked the feeling of power that gave her... she liked being in charge – not that she was a control freak, mind you, or domineering, but she liked it when things were done her way.  And Victor did them her way.  What choice did the poor dear have, after all?

She snickered at the thought.

“Can you imagine him standing up to me?” she chuckled dryly.

She recalled smacking his balls with the wooden spoon and the horrified look on his face when he ejaculated on the floor.  Such an admission of weakness, she told herself!

“Men are so weak, and that man could never stand up to me!”

A tiny little tingle ran through her at the image of the wooden spoon against his balls, sending a gentle current cascading down her spine.  She could still recall the feel of his balls in her hand.  She shook with a feeling of exhilaration.

“That was an interesting moment to be sure,” she purred.

Suddenly, an idea came to her.  It was a naughty idea, she knew it, but it was an intriguing idea.  Still, she was too proper to allow it.  Then another idea struck... if there was another reason... not a pretext, mind you, but a legitimate reason to touch him... to paddle him... then...

She blushed.

Regina rose to her feet and went to a lamp Victor had dusted.  If there was anywhere Victor ever failed to dust properly, it was this lamp – it had several nooks and crannies and a rough surface.  She ran her finger over the lamp, but she didn’t examine her finger... she didn’t want to know for sure.  He must have done it wrong, right?  That was enough.

She held up her finger.

“You have done this lamp wrong,” she declared.

Victor turned to face her.  He glanced toward her finger, but she tucked it into her palm immediately.

“I have warned you before about this lamp.  I think it’s time for a reminder.”  She sat down on the couch, smoothing her dress beneath her and tucked her legs together, pushing her heels back into the couch.  She folded her hands in her lap.  “Bring me a wooden spoon.”

Victor winced.

Regina hadn’t used a wooden spoon on him since she got the rod, which she hadn’t used much either.  Her mentioning it instantly reminded him of what it felt like when she paddled his balls with it.  It had hurt.  There was just something about the solid yet hollow-feeling of wood striking his balls which stung far worse than her padded hand or the more rigid rod.  Worse, there was something that infantilized him about being whacked with a spoon.  That was something mothers did to errant children, not mothers-in-law to the husbands of their daughters.

For a moment, he thought about refusing.  He genuinely did not want to be paddled with it.  But something inside him wasn’t prepared to resist her.  Maybe it was the fact he knew he’d lose, maybe it was the fact he’d gotten used to giving in, maybe it was the idea that perhaps he had failed to dust properly and a punishment was appropriate... whatever the reason, he tottered off to the kitchen.

His heels announced his progress like the drum roll before the execution of sentence:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

His penis rose as he became acutely aware of their feminine cadence.

Victor now stood before his mother-in-law.  She held the spoon.  She was turning it in her hand, examining it.  She felt funny on the inside, excited but filled with trepidation, somehow.  She rubbed her thumb against her finger rubbing away any traces of dust.

“Raise your skirt,” she commanded.

Victor swallowed hard.  He trembled slightly.  He grabbed the hem of his skirt near each thigh and lifted it, exposing his panties and the device beneath.  Regina reached out and pulled down his panties, exposing the device and his balls.

Regina stared at his balls for a moment.

The funny feeling within her grew.

Her heart began to race.  She flushed.  She tingled below.  Victor’s balls were there, waiting to be punished.  Waiting to be... touched.  She hesitated.  Then she slipped her hand around them.  They were heavy and smooth and hairless.  They felt warm and soft in her hand.

Victor held his breath as she took them.  Her hand was warm and soft and surprisingly gentle.

She stroked his balls.

Her breathing grew a tiny bit harder.  Her heart raced a tiny bit faster.

“It’s almost a shame,” she said, meaning that she would lose this.

She stroked him once more.  It was almost hypnotic, the rhythm she had begun with her hand.  She felt his balls slide through her fingers like delicate, soft eggs, wanting to be squeezed.  She squeezed gently, making Victor take in a breath.  His penis was throbbing inside the device.

Having a sissy certainly had its attractions...

She stroked his balls once more, softly, carefully, but with a bit more pressure.  Victor trembled now.  His penis was throbbing and throbbing.  Its tip was wet with pre-come.  She pulled his balls through her hand once more.  She was breathing hard now.  She was tingling below.

She flushed with power and excitement.

Suddenly, she flushed with anger(?) guilt(?) desire(?).  She wasn’t sure.  She yanked her hand away though as if she had touched a hot stove.  Her brain focused like a laser beam on one thought:  I do not want a woman for a son-in-law!

“Get back to work,” she commanded.

She then excused herself to collect herself.  It was time to come up with a specific plan to undo this, she told herself.  No more excuses!  It was time to rid Victor of Victoria!


Chapter Sixteen: “Hutton”

—o—

As Regina renewed her determination to return Victor to a being man, Meredith was going the other direction.  She was at the office thinking about what she wanted.  Up to now, she had been hesitant to take what she wanted, particularly as it pertained to Hutton, but now that she knew Victor was turned on by this, she decided it was time to take what she had been after... all of it.

She picked up her phone.

“Hutton,” came the voice on the other end.

“I want to make a small change to our date,” said Meredith.

—o—

Hutton will be here soon,” said Meredith.

She adjusted Victor’s apron.  He wore the formal maid uniform tonight, one he rarely wore.  It was black, compared to pink, had a shorter skirt, a tighter bodice, a lower-cut top, and came with delicate white gloves and a white lace cap.  It was incredibly sexy.  Victor actually blushed when he saw himself in it.  With it, he wore dark stockings, which created a very feminine contrast against the black uniform with his shaven legs beneath, and black slingback pumps.  The pumps had wide open-toes on the front, tall stiletto heels, and folded bows above the vamp.  Around his right ankle, Meredith had hung a golden anklet.

He wore the device beneath.

“Mother will be gone all evening,” said Meredith.

“Do we have to do this?” asked Victor nervously.  His mouth was dry.  Ever since his wife had told him that Hutton would be coming, he had been a ball of nerves.  The idea that he needed to face Hutton, dressed as he was, was sickening... terrifying... horrifying.  And yet, he was burning to see him.  He didn’t know why, not for sure.  One thought was that the idea this man would be making love to his wife actually turned him on, in a masochistic sort of way, but that wasn’t it.  He knew that.  The truth was, he wanted to see Hutton and he wanted to be seen by Hutton.  And part of him hoped for more.

He was trembling with nervous excitement alternated with dread.

Meredith looked at Victor and smirked, but didn’t answer his question.  She turned to the mirror and examined herself again.  She wore a little black dress and sandals with tall black heels.  Her toenails were painted seductive red.  Victor had done them.  He had slipped the sandals on her feet too.  He was on his knees when he did it and she had playfully rubbed her toes against his lips before he slipped the shoe on.  His penis had throbbed.

She liked him on his knees.  She wanted to see him on his knees before Hutton.

Meredith’s hair was up in a complicated bun with loose strands hanging down, highlighting her beautiful neck.  Her makeup was understated but her eyes exotic.  She wore black lace thong panties beneath the dress, black stockings, and a garterbelt.  A decorative, tight bra pushed up her inspired breasts.

She looked amazing.  Victor was so jealous that all of this was for another man.

He was jealous too that he wasn’t wearing it.

“How do I look?” she asked.

“You look good,” said Victor, trying to sound indifferent.

Meredith saw through this and snickered.  “Just good,” she said and she put her hand upon his thigh and ran it up his dress until she touched the device.  She had forbidden him panties today.

Victor blushed.

“Are you sure?” she asked and she kissed him on the lips.

Victor melted.  “You look amazing.”

Meredith smiled.  “Do I turn you on?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Meredith smirked.  “Too bad this isn’t for you, Victoria.”

Victor’s penis throbbed like mad.

Meredith kissed him again.  Then she instructed him.  Hutton would arrive soon.  Victor was to greet him.  “Make sure to curtsey.  You are only the maid, after all, and he is my lover.”  Take his coat.  Offer him a drink.  “Be submissive and obedient.”  After drinks, they would move to the bedroom.

And then came the first surprise:

“You will join us.”

Victor’s jaw dropped!  He saw a flash of blinding light and then went wobbly.  Could he have heard that right?  Did she really say that he would be joining her and Hutton in the bedroom?  Could she really mean that?

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said to his utter surprise.

Meredith smirked.  Then a warm feeling came over her.  Now she knew that she was right, and she would get what she wanted.  She imagined her husband on his knees before her lover.

“Come along, Victoria, let’s greet our guest.”

She took his hand and led him to the hallway.  Their heels echoed loudly, together.

—o—

Victor hesitated before opening the door.  On the other side of the door was the man who had witnessed his emasculation.  A man who fancied himself a competitor for his own wife.  This should be the last man Victor ever wanted to see, and he had no idea how Hutton would treat him.  What’s more, he was here to sleep with his wife and there was nothing Victor could do about it.  That turned him on, but it did it in the way a fever made you warm.  But despite all of that, he burned to see him.

Victor opened the door.

Hutton stood on the other side.  He wore a dark suit, dark shirt and dark tie.  His black-silver hair lay perfectly.  His eyes were sharp.  He wore a wicked smirk upon his lips.  Victor’s heart skipped a beat.

“Hello, Victoria,” he said with a snicker.

Victor blushed with shame.  Then he curtseyed.

Behind Victor, Meredith came from the kitchen.  Victor heard her high heels tapping along the hardwood floor as she came to them and walked past Victor to greet Hutton.  She stopped before him, smiled and then gave Hutton a kiss.

This was the first time Victor had seen his wife kiss another man and it had not been the kiss of an acquaintance.  It had been deep, sensual and lingering, and each second made Victor smaller.  It made him harder too.  In fact, it was exciting.

“Hello there,” said Meredith breathlessly.  She turned and motioned toward Victor.  “You remember my husband, don’t you?”

Hutton smirked.  “Cute dress.”

“You’re welcome to borrow it,” giggled Meredith.

Hutton laughed.  “Pass.”

“Can I have Victoria fix you a drink?”

“Sure.”

Meredith took Hutton’s hand and led him to the living room where the drinks cabinet was.  She left Victor to close the door and follow them.  He did and then moved to the drinks cabinet to prepare a scotch and soda for Hutton.  He handed it to Hutton, which made him feel so servile!  He downed it and handed the glass back to Hutton to put away.

“You don’t mind if Victoria joins us, do you?” asked Meredith.

Hutton chuckled.

“I thought she might like it.”

“I’m sure she would.”

With that, Meredith took Hutton’s strong hand and started toward the bedroom.  As she did, she glanced over her shoulder at her feminized husband.  “Are you coming, darling?”

—o—

Victor didn’t know what Meredith had planned, but there was no way he would refuse.  As much as he felt sick to his stomach, impotent, emasculated and defeated, he was so horny he couldn’t resist.  He needed to see what happened.  Indeed, all of his worst fears seemed to be morphing into his greatest, horniest hopes suddenly.

It was beyond his understanding.

What he did understand was that he was highly turned on.  His wife was gorgeous.  That turned him on.  He felt emasculated and feminine.  That turned him on.  He felt helpless.  That turned him on.  Hutton humiliated him.  That turned him on.  He was high on arousal.

They reached the bedroom.

Meredith gave Hutton a quick peck on the lips and then pulled herself away from him.  She moved to the middle of the room and motioned Victor to her.  Victor had been standing awkwardly by the door, unsure what his role was to be, if any.  He came to her now.

Meredith turned her back to him.  She put one hand on the back of her bare neck and raised the random strands of hair away from her zipper.  At the same time, she ran her other arm across her chest, pressing the dress against her breasts.

“Unzip me,” she said.

Victor took the zipper and unzipped it.  She shifted her shoulders and let the dress slide down her body to the floor.  She now stood there in only her black bra and panties, the stockings and the heels.  Victor then crouched down and pulled the dress from around her feet so she could step out of it.  He touched her high-heeled sandals with his fingers as he did.  Her feet were warm.  Her nails were pretty.  Was this all he was to have of his wife tonight?  Even as Hutton had what she had denied him for weeks now?  He felt so insignificant.  So emasculated!

Victor’s penis throbbed.  This felt so naughty!

Meredith stepped out of the dress and into Hutton’s arms.  They kissed, making Victor feel very small.  He wanted so badly to masturbate, but he couldn’t.  Meredith then pulled Hutton’s coat from his shoulders.  She held it out to her side.

“Hang that up, Victoria,” she said.

Victor cringed, but did as he was told.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Victor, burning with humiliation as he took the coat.  He hung that in the closet.

“Now the rest, darling,” said Meredith.

Victor raised an eyebrow.  “The wh— what?”

“Finish undressing my lover, darling,” said Meredith.

Her tone was superior and cold, much like her mother’s, but there was something warm in it too.  This wasn’t an order so much as an invite.  But why would she invite him, wondered Victor?  What exactly did she have in mind?  He had assumed she only wanted him to watch.

“You— you want me to undress him?”

Meredith smirked.  “Don’t you want to?”

“But—”

“On your knees for a real man,” said Meredith, repeating the words that had escaped his lips when he was trying to masturbate.

Victor gasped upon realizing she had heard him.  “I— but—” he started to explain.

“Take off his clothes, darling,” said Meredith, cutting off his confusion.

Victor blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

His penis grew.

Victor tottered over to Hutton, who was taller even with Victor in the heels.  He trembled with excitement.  Hutton was smirking at him.  Victor flushed.  Should he do this, he wondered?  He wanted to, that was for sure.  But should he?  Could he ever be a man again if he did this?  Did he want to be?  Before he could make up his mind, he saw his hands reach out for Hutton’s shirt.  His fingers with their red nails touched Hutton’s chest.  It was solid.  He took the first button on Hutton’s shirt between his finger tips.  He undid the button.  Then another, and another.  Soon, Hutton’s naked chest began to appear.  He was well-built with well-defined muscles.  Hutton was far more masculine than Victor.  This made Victor feel even smaller, girlish, so girlish he almost giggled unexpectedly.  He then stepped even closer so he could pull the shirt down Hutton’s arms.

Meredith took the shirt from Victor’s hand and tossed it toward the chair.

Victor now reached for Hutton’s belt.  He was trembling.

“On your knees, Victoria,” she purred.

Victor carefully lowered himself to his knees without thought or pause.  It wasn’t easy in his heels, but it felt right.  He then took hold of Hutton’s belt and unbuckled it.  A moment later, he unzipped Hutton’s pants.  Victor’s penis throbbed.  He started to pull down Hutton’s pants.

“No, no, darling.  Pull it out first.”

A chill raced through Victor.  Pull it out?!  That meant touching his penis!  Could he do that?  He didn’t think he could.  Or could he?  Had he not been fantasizing about this?  He suddenly filled with shame.  Yet, at the same time, he became highly aroused and he suddenly realized he needed to see Hutton’s penis... to touch Hutton’s penis... to put his lips on Hutton’s penis.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said softly, hiding his tension.

Victor slipped his hand through the open zipper and down into Hutton’s briefs.  He fished around until his hand caught hold of Hutton’s penis.  It was big.  Huge actually.  And it started to grow and grow firm as he claimed it.  Indeed, by the time he got it out of the pants, it was already fully erect and pointed toward his face.

It was much bigger than John’s.

It was hard too, but silky.  It was strong.  It was what a penis should be.  His?  His felt inadequate by comparison.  It was good it was locked up so as not to embarrass him, he thought.  As he thought this, he again became so aware of the feminine clothes he wore.

“Good girl,” purred Meredith.

Victor turned to her, still holding Hutton’s erection.

Meredith winked at him.  Then she slipped her hands inside the waistband of her black thong panties.  She slowly, teasingly worked the panties down her hips and thighs until they fell to the floor, leaving her womanhood bare.  She stepped out of the panties and moved to the bed.  She sat down on its edge and crossed her legs, letting her leg swing and her high-heeled shoe dangle from her toes.

“You like being a sissy,” she said.

Victor’s heart was pounding.  His penis was throbbing.

“You like being a maid... my maid,” she added.

Yes, he did.  He hated the fact he did and he didn’t understand it, but he did.  He knew it.  Still, he couldn’t admit that.  His ego wouldn’t let him.  But it turned him on, and the thrill was winning.

He blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“My mother taught you to be a proper ladies maid.  The key to being a proper ladies maid is to submit your own desires to those of your mistress, in this case, me.  Do you understand?” she asked calmly.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Can you submit to me?”

Victor blushed.  Was he submissive?  He didn’t like to think so.  What man did?  But he thought he could be for his wife.  After all, he had let her have sex with another man, hadn’t he?  And honestly, it wasn’t like he minded playing second fiddle to his wife, though it did make him feel funny... girlish... weak... horny.  But he wasn’t really submissive.  Still, he could do it.  That’s what he told himself, at least.

“I can,” he said cautiously.

“You’re ready to obey me in all things?  To do whatever I tell you, no matter how humiliating?”

Victor’s heart was pounding.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Can you submit to me when I’m with other men?”

He blushed.  “Y— yes.”

“I’m going to keep seeing Hutton,” she said.

He burned with shame.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“You will help me.  You’ll prepare me for my dates.  Watch me.”

His penis throbbed like mad.

“You will attend me.  Attend us.”

“Ye— yes, Ma’am.”

“Are you ready to give up being ‘Victor,’ Victoria?”

“Ye— yes, Ma’am.”

“To serve me openly, even before our friends?”

Victor shuddered, but surprisingly answered, “Yes, Ma’am.”

“You will live like a woman from now on.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“My woman.  You will belong to me.  I— I will be free to do as I please.  You, you will be my property, to do only what I allow.  And I will keep you locked until I want to use your penis.”  She felt so powerful saying this.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Let’s test that, shall we?”  She smirked.  “Be a good sissy... kiss his penis.”

Victor stared at Hutton’s penis.  It was so large, so impressive.  He’d felt John’s penis slip between his lips before, but this would be different.  Hutton’s penis was so much larger.  He closed his eyes, leaned forward, and pressed his lips against Hutton’s penis.  He kissed it.  Then he pulled his lips away, leaving lipstick prints where they had been.

Pre-come dripped from its tip.

Meredith patted the bed next to her.  Hutton came over and sat down next to her.  Meredith then pointed to the floor before him.  Victor swallowed hard.  This was it.  He moved over to before Hutton and kneeled before him.  Meredith then slipped her arms around Hutton, he around her, and they started kissing.

Victor stared at Hutton’s erection.  It was throbbing.

Meredith had not given him instructions, but then... hadn’t she?

Victor suddenly had doubts.  A guilty feeling crept over him.  It was strong.  “Should I do this?” he asked.

He thought of John and how it felt to have his dick in his lips.

“But I didn’t want that,” he thought.

Only, he did.

He’d wanted it for some time.  He’d been curious with John, but needy with Hutton.  He’d dreamed of this.  Had fantasies of it.  He wanted Hutton’s penis inside him somehow so badly.

“But I’m a man,” he protested.

Only, he wasn’t.  He wasn’t dressed like one.  He didn’t walk like one.  He didn’t act like one.  Maybe he never was.  And Meredith had told him that was all right.  She wanted a sissy maid, not a husband.

And thus, he slipped his lips around Hutton’s erection, sliding this man’s massive penis into his mouth.  It filled his mouth.  Victor closed his eyes and let his tongue slide around the thing inside his mouth.  Then he slowly moved forward.  The enormous penis pressed against his throat as he did, making him gag.  It filled his mouth, touching every part of it.

“No real man would ever do this,” said something inside him.

He thought of himself in the heels and the dress with no penis that could get hard.  He was no man.

He started moving his head back and forth.  Back and forth he went.  The penis slid deeper and deeper with each pass.  And with each deeper thrust, Victor became more and more excited.  With each deeper thrust, he felt more and more like a woman.

Victor started using his tongue now, lashing the head of the penis when he could and running the length of his shaft when it went too deep.  As he did, he felt Meredith’s foot slip beneath his balls.  She was wiggling and shaking her leg, bouncing his balls upon the tops of her toes.  This was sending waves of pleasure racing through Victor and making him breathe hard.  That old familiar rhythm was starting.

A moment later, Meredith pulled back her foot.  She stood up.  Hutton pulled his dick away and backed up onto the bed.  He spread his legs wide.  Meredith urged Victor up onto the bed on his knees to follow Hutton.  He did until he came to Hutton’s penis was once more.  It was wet with Hutton’s pre-come.

Meredith wiped her finger over it, coating her finger.

“Every good sissy needs a man’s seed inside her,” purred Meredith.

She moved back now, behind Victor who was on all fours on the bed between Hutton’s legs.  She lifted his skirt and ran her hand over his rear, stopping to squeeze his balls.  Then she used one hand to spread his cheeks while the other hand found his crack.  Victor felt her wet finger touch his hole.

And then it went through.

Victor sucked in hard as his wife’s finger pushed inside him, coated in Hutton’s seed.  She laughed as she did.  Waves of pleasure and pain shot through him and the pressure was intense.  It felt like her finger was a foot wide.

Meanwhile, Hutton put his hand on the back of Victor’s head and guided his mouth back down onto Hutton’s penis.  Victor began sliding his mouth up and down Hutton’s stiff erection, going faster and faster, matching the speed of his wife’s finger.  He was breathing so hard and throbbing.

Victor felt so feminine, so weak, yet so alive.

It felt incredible.

And then, he felt it.

The rhythm he knew was there caught hold.  His penis shuddered and throbbed.  It pulsed.  Once, twice, three times.  It was coming.  And then it exploded.  Despite the cage, Victor shot his load as if it came from a cannon!  Spurt after spurt of saved seed came flying out of him to land impotently on the sheet.

A moment later, Hutton exploded.

A shot of hot fluid blasted against Victor’s throat.  It was sticky and salty.  It flooded his mouth.  This was another man’s seed, shot into him like a woman by his wife’s lover.  He was their now.  He could never claim manhood again.

Meredith kissed her husband on the lips.

“Make sure you swallow that.  And then clean the sheet.  If there’s a stain, I might not let you come again,” she said.

—o—

Victor watched Meredith stand on her tiptoes within her slides and kiss Hutton goodnight.  She wore a black negligee and matching peignoir.  Her hair had been pulled back into a ponytail, her makeup corrected somewhat, but still smeared.  Her panties and bra gone.  Her stockings gone.

It had been a wild night.

“It was lovely,” purred Meredith.

“We’ll have to do this again sometime,” said Hutton.  He glanced at Victor and winked.  Then he kissed Meredith again.  “Until next time.”

“Until next time.”

Meredith closed the door.  She was smiling to herself.  She felt so incredibly alive, so strong, so in control.  She was in charge now.  There was no going back.  Victor belonged to her, and Victoria he would be.

“Go prepare my bath,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Victor.  He curtseyed and raced off to the bedroom.

Meredith watched Victor disappear around the corner to the bedroom.  She smiled.  This had been everything she had hoped and more.  It felt so incredible, the freedom to be with another man, and the power to make her own husband participate, to see him on his knees before her lover.  But best of all was knowing how closely she and Victor were tied now.  They had shared this amazing moment.  She knew Victor had loved it too.  He was trembling with excitement still.  It was time to give him a little reward, she thought.  Maybe she would unlocked him... maybe.

“For being a good sissy cuckold,” she said with a smile.

She started toward the bedroom, when suddenly the front door opened behind her:  her mother was home early.  Indeed, Regina came through the door holding a shopping bag.  She stopped at the door, clearly waiting for Victor to come take her purse and the bag, but there was no Victor to greet her.

“Where is Victoria?” asked Regina.

“He’s preparing my bath,” said Meredith.

“I see.”  Regina’s tone became more serious.  Her face darkened.  She set her purse upon the little table at the door and the shopping bag next to it.  “It’s time you and I had a chat,” she said to Meredith.

Meredith raised an eyebrow and folded her arms defiantly across her chest.

“This needs to end,” declared Regina.

“What does?” asked Meredith coldly.

“This Victoria thing.”

“Forget it, mother.”

Regina ignored her and rolled on:  “You are an executive.  You have your reputation to consider.  You cannot have a cross-dressing— a maid— a sissy maid for a husband!  Whatever will people think?!”

“I don’t care what people think—”

Regina ignored this as well.  “You need a man, darling, a real man.  A masculine man.”

Meredith’s glare sharpened.  “I have all the man I need in Victor.”

“He’s a woman, darling.”

“He’s a man.”

“He’s hardly a man!”

“Yes, he is, mother!”

“Darling, I wasn’t going to tell you this, but Victor is too much of a sissy for a woman like you.  He ejaculated down my leg, darling.  And all over the floor another time when I was spanking him!”

Meredith froze.  “What?!”

“I was spanking him and he ejaculated down my leg.  Is that really the type of man you want to be married to?”  Before her daughter could respond, she made her point:  “This needs to end.  I will not have a sissy maid for a son-in-law.  It’s time you returned him to being a man and all this ridiculousness ended.”

There was silence.

“Mother,” said Meredith calmly, “I love Victoria.  I love her as she is and I’m going to keep her.  I will not be changing Victor back, not to please you or anyone else, and certainly not to protect your reputation!”

Regina looked horrified.

“And I’ll tell you something else, mother.  If you want to stay here, then it’s time we made another change.”

—o—

Victor held out the towel for his wife.  She stepped from the bath.  She wrapped the towel around herself and then slipped her feet into her slippers.  She made her way to the bedroom with Victor following on her heels.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  It had been a glorious evening, an amazing evening.

“There is one problem with me staying as ‘Victoria’.  What are you going to do about your mother?” asked Victor.

Meredith smirked.  “I’ve already sorted that out.”

“Have you?”

“Yes.  She came home before I joined you.  We had a little chat.”

Meredith picked up her hairbrush.  Then she moved to the edge of the bed and sat down.  She crossed her legs, letting her slipper dangle from her toes.  She smiled at her husband... her maid.  This was how it should be, she told herself.

“Well don’t leave me in suspense!” laughed Victor.

Meredith smirked evilly.  “I told her that if she wants to stay in my good graces and if she ever wants to see me again, then there’s something she needs to do to make amends.”

“Which is?”

Meredith’s smirk sharpened.  “Short answer... for the next month... you’re getting an assistant.”

Victor laughed.

“Speaking of my mother,” said Meredith.  She tapped the brush against the palm of her hand.  “I understand you had a little accident down her leg... and accident you didn’t tell me about.”  She tapped the brush against her palm a little harder.  “In fact, if I recall correctly, you lied to me about it.”

Victor swallowed hard.

It seemed, his evening wasn’t over yet.

The End

—o—
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Becoming Georgia (Blue Label Edition)

Poor George.  George and his friend Oliver never meant to break the widow, but they did.  Even worse, George's pesky stepsister Emma saw the whole thing.  Now they would learn the price for her silence... and it included dresses.  That’s just the beginning too.

This is the tale of how George goes from average young man to feminized servant of his stepsister, to feminized maid for his ex-girlfriend and for the handsome boy who stole her from him, to finding himself going to the dance in the arms of another boy.  Nothing will ever be the same for George again.

This was my first Blue Label Edition story.  It is an alternate version of the original Becoming Georgia.  This story is a little more graphic than the original because I think that’s appropriate in this instance.  It’s different too, even as I tried to keep the original spirit of Becoming Georgia.  Indeed, while this story starts the same and begins with only subtle changes, it slowly goes its own way to tell this story properly.

This is all four parts of the story in one volume.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 115,000 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, male-to-male contact, bi, oral, spanking, and so much more!

March 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminization Island (Part Three) (Blue Book Edition)

In parts one and two, Walter was tricked into going on vacation at an island resort where he was feminized according to his wife’s wishes.  His “vacation” is now coming to an end, if you can really call it a vacation.  It seems more like a job interview for a new position his wife is looking to fill: sissified husband.  Either way, before things end, Walter is in for some major surprises.  There’s the rest of his training, the bachelor party, the wedding... that ring thing he forgot about.  Good times!  Do you think Jackie will make Walter wear a tux to the wedding after all?  Probably not, right?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,957 word part is the third and final part of Walter’s story.  This is the Blue Book version ending to the story. This follows the regular Parts One and Two (so read those first) and then finish with this.  Things get really kinky now.  This part includes forced feminization, female domination, hormones, bondage, maybe-not-so-forced bi, chastity devices, power exchanges, a wedding dress and still more surprises!  Walter’s vacation pictures are going to be something special, that’s for sure!

May 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminization For His Wife’s Lover (Blue Book Edition)

George wants his wife Selena to sleep with another man. He doesn’t understand why he wants this, but he knows the idea turns him on. Selena loves her husband and will do anything to make him happy, even this. But if she’s going to do it, then she’s going to do it on her terms. One of those terms involves George wearing a dress and panties while she dates this other man. This is the story of George and Selena’s journey into cuckolding. If that bothers you, don’t read it. If it doesn’t, I think you’ll find this to be highly erotic.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 33,500 word story includes female domination, power exchange, denial, cross-dressing, cuckolding, male to male contact, and so much more.

September 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Our Little Secret (Parts 1-3) (Blue Book Edition)

A young couple. A wife’s secret desire. A suggestion involving panties. That’s how Hollie and Miles’ story starts. Before it ends, nothing will ever be the same again for the two lovers. This will be a three book set. In this first volume, Hollie and Miles explore the idea of dressing Miles in secret, as a kinky way to play games before their friends and coworkers and everyone else. It doesn’t take long before Miles realizes he likes this way more than he expected.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes cross-dressing, female domination, power exchange, male-to-male contact, denial, and so much more.

April 2024 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Some Side-Effects May Occur (Parts 1-4) (Blue Book Edition)

Frank is an impulsive guy. One day, he learns about an experimental shot that is supposed to give him an extra inch down in the, uh, manhood department. Frank’s wife Martha is a doctor who knows that anything making that kind of promise is probably not going to be safe. She absolutely forbids him to do it. But Frank, well, Frank does it anyways. Soon the changes start... but they aren’t the changes Frank expected. Frank’s wife is not amused. This is the story of how Frank grew an inch, but lost his manhood in the process.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This four book series includes hormones, breast growth, cross-dressing, female domination, power exchange, denial and so much more.

February 2023 - March 2023 No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Training Him (Part 3) (Blue Book Edition)

The end of Charlotte and Jackson’s story has come! Both Charlotte and Jackson have come a long way from that first moment Jackson tried to manipulate his ‘mousy little wife’ into dominating him in bed. Much to Jackson’s shock, Charlotte has found a dominant side she didn’t even know she had and has pushed him further into submission than he ever expected. She’s not done yet, either. This is the Blue Label conclusion too, which means Jackson’s in for an even bigger surprise. But first, we need to find out how Charlotte handles catching Jackson using his little toy on himself as Marsha watched. There are some interesting times ahead. Will Jackson find a way back to being the man of the house or will he forever become her ‘good little husband’? Read on and find out.


This 42,930 word story includes cross-dressing, female domination, power exchange, male-to-male contact, chastity devices, denial, a sex toy, maybe a spanking, and so much more. This is the Blue Label finish for the series, read it after the red-label Parts 1 and 2. For Mature Audiences Only.

July 2023 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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