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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.


 


Enjoy!

















Introduction by Ann
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Dear Readers,


 


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.  And what
he seems to like most is when Hollie takes charge when he’s dressed.  It will
be interesting to see where this leads.


 


I hope you enjoy
Hollie and Miles’ story.  As always, let me know what you think.  As a warning,
this one starts very similarly to the red-label version.  The ending of this
book is different and launches the story in a different direction, but they are
similar to that point.


 


With love,


Ann :)


 


Don’t forget to sign
up for my newsletter


https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website

















Chapter One: “It Might
Be Fun”


—o—


 


Miles ran the
device over his wife Hollie’s breast as she tightly gripped the bed’s headboard. 
The device was metal and had a handle the size of a razor handle.  At the tip
of the handle was a wheel the size of a quarter.  The wheel was encircled with
tiny metal spikes, sharp, but not enough to cut.  Hollie gritted her teeth,
squirming in an attempt to get away from the spikes without actually pulling
away, and grunted in devilish pleasure.  Her erect nipples strained toward the
heavens.  She was wet.


“Oh that’s—” 
She froze and winced before shuddering.  “Where did you find that thing?” she
asked through jagged breaths.  Her chest heaved and her body writhed as Miles
moved the device along the side of her naked breast sending sharp jolts of
excitement racing through her.


“This little
thing?” laughed Miles.  He held up the device to show her before rolling it
along her breast once more.


Hollie sucked in
air and clenched her jaw.  “Ahhh!”


“You like that,
huh?”


Hollie didn’t
answer.  Her eyes were closed.  Her heart was pounding.  She started grinding
her thighs together.  They had gotten slick from her juices.  She was on the
verge of orgasm.


Miles circled
her areola, making her wince again.


“That is so
unfair,” gasped Hollie.


“Life isn’t
unfair.”


Miles touched
her nipple with it... just the edge.  Hollie’s jaw slapped closed.  She gasped
in a staggered breath.  She felt a surge deep within and the shock of a
pre-orgasm.  Meanwhile, Miles slipped his hand inside her wet panties and ran
his finger along her silky lips before sliding his finger inside.  He kissed
her as he rubbed her special spot.  Within seconds, her back arched.  Her
breathing stopped.  She froze... and then she exploded.  Her whole body shook. 
Finally, she collapsed.


It took a minute
for her to catch her breath.


“That thing is
terrible,” she purred with satisfaction afterwards.


“Seems to work
pretty well to me.”


“Oh yeah?  Let’s
see how you like it,” said Hollie and she grabbed for the device.  Miles pulled
it away before she could get it, however.


“Have to be
faster than that,” he laughed.  “Besides, it doesn’t work on me.”  He put the
device against his chest and ran it over his nipple.  Nothing in particular
happened.


“That wasn’t
where I was going to use it,” said Hollie suggestively.


Miles smirked. 
“And that’s why I didn’t let you try.”


Hollie rolled
her eyes playfully.  “Chicken.”  Then she raised her eyebrow.  There was
something she wanted to mention, something... difficult... something she had
wanted for a long time, and she thought now might be the best time to do it.  “You
love me, right?” she started, but instantly regretted it.  She didn’t want this
to sound like an ultimatum.  If he was going to agree, she wanted it to be
voluntary.  She couldn’t blackmail him.


“Sure,” said
Miles and he kissed her lips.


“It’s fun
playing games like this,” said Hollie, starting over.  “I mean, doing
‘different’ things, right?  Like your little toy there or what we did in the
restaurant the other day.”


“Absolutely.”


“I think so
too.  I like being adventurous and trying new things.”


Miles raised an
eyebrow.  His wife wanted something, he knew it, and she rarely hesitated just to
ask for it or even just to do it; he wondered what it could be she wanted that
made her so cautious.  “Me too.”


“I’m glad.”  She
hesitated.


Miles waited,
his curiosity growing.


“Would you do
something for me?” she asked finally.


“I guess that
depends on what it is.”


She was hoping
for a “sure, anything for you,” but she knew that wasn’t likely.  She steeled
her courage.  “There’s this thing.  I mean, it’s always been kind of— I don’t
know where I saw it for the first time, but it’s always seemed like fun to me
and I always wanted to— uh— I mean—”  She ran out of words.


Miles had never
seen his wife this at a loss for words.


“It’s just,” she
continued, “it seems like fun and I know a lot of guys have very fragile egos
but I always thought it would be kind of kinky.”


“I assure you,”
laughed Miles, “my ego isn’t fragile.”


Hollie smiled
cautiously.  “I don’t want to do anything that will upset you.”


Miles had become
really curious; what would upset him?  “What are you proposing?”


Hollie blushed.


Miles laughed. 
“Spit it out.”


Hollie blushed
even more.  “I’ve always— I’ve always wanted to play dress up with a man.”


Miles’ eyebrow
shot up.  He was in no way prepared for that.  He thought his wife was going to
propose something public or exhibitionist or maybe something in the bondage
line, which all seemed to appeal to her; he’d never expected to hear that. 
Indeed, he’d never even considered cross-dressing as something that would
interest either of them.  Still, it seemed harmless, he thought, and he opened
his mouth to agree.  Only then came a sense of embarrassment.  Was she talking
about women’s clothes?  What man wants his manhood neutered by being
made feminine, he thought?  What would his wife think of him?  He blushed.  But
then something truly unexpected happened:  he felt a strange sense of guilty
pleasure come over him... a tempting naughtiness.  Suddenly, his penis stirred
even as his stomach dropped.  His curiosity sparked.


“What— uh, what
do you mean ‘dress up’?” he asked cautiously.


“I was thinking
we could make a game out of it,” said Hollie.


“What kind of
game?”


Hollie sat up in
the bed.  “Here’s the thing,” she said.  She always said this when she planned
some sort of confession, like when she’d overspent or the time she hit a curb
with the car.


Miles braced
himself.


“You know me.  I
love our games.  And I really love the games we play without other people
knowing we’re doing it.”  This was true, thought Miles.  Hollie had always been
turned on by their “secret exhibitionism” games, for lack of a better description,
like her going on that train last year in the miniskirt without the panties or
when she gave him a handjob on the plane beneath his coat.


“Right,” he said
cautiously.  These games had turned him on too, but he wondered what she was
suggesting.


“Well, I thought
we could do it a little differently this time.”


“Different how?”


“This time,
you’d be the one with the secret.”


Miles felt a
shudder.  He too was draw to their “secret exhibitionism” games, but it had
always been Hollie hiding the secret, like when she didn’t wear panties or the
time they used that vibrating device he could activate with his phone.  The
idea of being the one hiding the secret, being subject to his wife’s control,
sent a shiver racing through him.  Interestingly, he started to grow hard.


“Like how?” he
asked.


“Like for
example, I would pick out some panties for you to wear when we went out.  Then
only you and I would know you’re wearing panties and you’d have to hope no one
figured it out.”  She blushed before adding, “And that I keep your secret.”


What Miles did
not know was the extent of his wife’s fantasy.  For as long as she could
remember she’d had this fantasy of taking control of a man’s manhood and having
the power to take it from him.  She didn’t think Miles would agree to that,
however, if she suggested it all at once.  So she started small, in ways she
thought Miles would enjoy, as she slowly introduced him to the rest bit by bit.


Mile’s penis
stiffened.


“Or maybe,” she
added, “we get one of those devices and lock up your thing—”


Miles furrowed
his brow.  “Lock up my dick?” he said distastefully, and indeed, he told
himself the idea was a terrible one.  Why would anyone want that, he told
himself?  But even as he dismissed the idea intellectually, a ticklish sense of
emasculation radiated from his lower regions, and much to his surprise, he
found the idea rather erotic.  He blushed as his penis stiffened even more. 
“Wh— why would I want that?”


Hollie smiled
innocently.  “Because it would be exciting.  It’s like a game.  We could lock
it up and I keep the key.  Then you couldn’t touch yourself without my
permission.”


Miles’ penis
throbbed.


Hollie noticed
his erection and smiled to herself.  It seemed Miles was not at all displeased;
maybe this would be easier than she had hoped.  She slipped her fingers around his
shaft and gently massaged it.


“We can do other
games too,” she continued.  “We can do things at home.  We can play some other
games in public too.  It could all be a lot of fun.  I think you’d really like
it.  What do you think?”  Her tone was hopeful, though she felt nervous.  She
hoped Miles would agree.  She wanted this so badly for so long, even though she
had never really understood why.  Yet, none of her prior boyfriends had ever
agreed even to wearing panties.  They’d all proved too insecure to even start.


Miles, for his
part, was cautious.  The idea turned him on, of that there was no doubt. 
Indeed, he had the throbbing erection to prove it.  But he wasn’t sure what
turned him on about it.  What’s more the idea of being emasculated made him nervous. 
Would this change the way Hollie saw him?  What if someone else noticed?  What
if their friends noticed?  That could be really embarrassing.  There might have
been an adrenaline rush to getting away with it, but the cost of not getting
away with it could be catastrophic.  On the other hand, Hollie wasn’t proposing
anything permanent or which was likely to lead to exposure to their friends.  Just
panties, she’d said.  And who knows... it might be fun.  He decided he
would agree... for now... a little.


And thus, it
began.

















Chapter Two: “His First
Pair”


—o—


 


Miles watched
Hollie dig through her lingerie drawer.  She had changed into a luxurious,
soft-brown long-sleeved sweater which hung open like a jacket exposing her
naked breasts.  It hung to the middle of her curvy rear.  She had also changed
into pink high-cut panties.  Otherwise, she was naked.  She pulled a pair of
panties from the drawer.  They were red and tiny with little embossed hearts in
a diamond pattern covering the material.


“This is going
to be fun,” she said.


“I guess we’ll
see,” said Miles cautiously.


“Yes, we will.”


Hollie
approached her husband with the panties.  A playful smile danced upon her
lips.  Her eyes were ablaze with excitement.  Her nipples stood erect.  She
felt incredible anticipation.  Miles, on the other hand, felt rather insecure. 
This wasn’t like the other games they had played.  Hollie going without panties
or him using any of their toys on her or her jerking him off in public all
seemed normal somehow compared to this.  Cross-dressing seemed somehow
different, and wearing panties seemed somehow unforgivable.  What’s more, this
felt like the sort of thing that couldn’t be undone once it was done.  If he
had slipped into a vampire costume, they could laugh it off and forget about
it, but panties wouldn’t be laughed off and couldn’t be forgotten.


“Your panties,”
she said and she held them out.


Miles bit his
lip.  He was nervous about the panties and he still didn’t see how this would
be exciting.  Hollie saw that written on his expression.  Clearly, it was time
to explain the game to him.  So she unzipped her husband’s pants and fished out
his penis, which was growing erect at her touch; her hand was warm and soft. 
She slipped the silky red panties over his shaft and then wrapped her hands
around it.  Slowly, she pulled her hand forward, running it the length of his
panty-covered shaft before sliding her hand delicately back again.  He
shuddered with pleasure.


“Think about it
this way, honey,” she said in her best soft, bedroom voice, as she pulled her
hand forward once more on his erection.  “Wearing panties is forbidden for men,
isn’t it?”


Miles licked his
lips.  It was.


“A man caught in
panties is a weakling... a sissy,” she added.


Miles felt
himself shrink ever so slightly.


“And if he’s
wearing them because his wife is making him?  Well, what would his friends say?”
chuckled Hollie.


Miles swallowed
hard.  He began to wonder if Hollie was trying to talk him into or out of
this.  Getting caught in panties would be embarrassing.  Even being seen in
them by his wife would be difficult.


“Now imagine,”
continued Hollie, “you wearing panties right in front of everyone—”


“Everyone?”
asked Miles cautiously.


“Everyone,”
she purred.  She snuck a kiss, holding it for several seconds, before
tightening her grip on his penis and stroking him several times.  “But it will
be our little secret... our sexy secret.  On the outside, you’ll be like a
regular man... a manly man.  But underneath, you’ll be a panty-wearing sissy...
my sissy.”


Miles felt
confused.  The idea sounded terrifying but his erection actually grew at the
idea.


“Best of all,”
continued Hollie breathlessly, “only you and I will know.  It will be our
little secret, our sexy little secret our hot sexy little secret... unless
someone spots them.”  She smirked.  “Or I tell someone.”


A strange and
complex set of feelings hit Miles at his wife’s erotic threat.  On the one
hand, his stomach dropped.  His wife had put the fear he felt about wearing
panties into words:  wearing panties would make him a sissy.  The fact she said
it herself further filled him with an uncomfortable sense of dread.  Would she
think of him as a sissy if he put them on?  He likewise felt terror at the idea
of being exposed wearing them.  What if someone realized what he was wearing? 
His friends would never let him live that down.  Then there was an effete sense
of helplessness which came with the idea of putting himself in his wife’s
power.  He’d never really thought of that before it made him sick to his
stomach, it made him feel weak.  So he should have refused, logically at
least.  But for reasons he didn’t understand, all of these feelings didn’t
combine into some sort of revulsion.  To the contrary, they somehow made him
intensely horny.  What’s more, they brought an oddly incredible sense of elation. 
The only thing he’d ever felt even comparable was how he felt the moment he
asked his wife out for the first time:  terrifying, but intensely exhilarating.


“You wouldn’t
really expose me,” said Miles cautiously.  His rational mind seemed to be
seeking assurances this was truly just a game.


Hollie’s smirk
grew.  “Not if you’re a good girl.”


An icy blast
raced through Miles’ body at being called a “girl,” shattering his strength and
making him feel helpless.  For an instance, he actually thought he might
collapse – he would think of this later as his first orgasm without the orgasm.


Hollie saw the
effect she had had and it made her glow.  She didn’t know why, but she had
wanted to control a man’s masculinity since she was young and, seeing the look
in her husband’s eyes, she knew she had absolute power over him in that
moment.  She became intensely wet.  Her heart was pounding.  She leaned closer
to his ear, even as she kept stroking him.


“Think of the
fun we’ll have,” she whispered.


Miles was
speechless.  He bit his trembling lip.


Meanwhile, Hollie
tapped the panties, which remained draped over his erection, with her pointer
finger.  “Put those on,” she said.  Then she walked across the room to her
closet to get dressed.


Miles stood there
immobile and overwhelmed as she walked away.


 


—o—


 


It took Miles a
moment to realize the decision he had made:  his sense of thrill and adventure
had overcome his fears, though they continued to lurk beneath the surface.  He nodded
he head in acknowledgement of his decision and then pulled the panties from his
erection.  Next, he unbuckled his pants and let them fall to the floor, along
with the briefs he wore beneath them.  He stepped out of the pants and set them
on a nearby chair.  He was now naked from the waist down.  His penis was still
hard.


“They look so
tiny,” he said, holding up the panties.


He opened them
fully with both hands.


“They aren’t
going to fit.”


“They’ll fit,”
said Hollie.  She had opened her closet and was pulling out clothes to wear;
she still wore only panties and the oversized sweater-coat.  She grabbed a pastel
orange blouse and a bouncy white knee-length skirt.  Then she tossed the sweater
aside.  Her gorgeous breasts hung free.  Her nipples were hard.  Her panties
were damp.  She felt incredibly excited waiting to see Miles slip into a pair
of panties for her, though she tried to hide her excitement; she didn’t want to
make him nervous by telling him how important this was to her.


Behind her, but
seen in the reflection in the mirror, Miles lowered the panties to step into
them.  As he did, a strong sense of embarrassment came over him.  Did he really
want to wear panties?  Even as part of a game?  The idea made him queasy.  It
was like getting a sense of vertigo, only related to the loss of his
masculinity rather than heights. He pulled them back once more.


“You really want
me to put these on?” he asked.


“Put them on,
honey.”


“But, I mean. 
They’re panties.”


Hollie came back
to him and took the silky panties from him.  She kissed him on the lips as she
did.  “That’s what makes this exciting, darling.  It wouldn’t be exciting if
there was no naughtiness to this.”  She couched down until she was eyelevel
with his erection.  She spread the panties open and held them out for him to
step into them.  “Go on, Miles.”


Miles licked his
lips nervously and then stepped into the first hole.  He got a little jolt of a
thrill as he did, as did Hollie.  He stepped into the second hole.  Hollie pulled
the little red panties up his legs; she rose with them as she did.  When she
reached his crotch, she stood up straight.  She now worked them over his rear
before pulling them up over his erection in the front, using her hand to push
back his erection so she could get them over it.  With his erection now inside
the panties, she removed her hand and let the panties contain it on their own;
it tented them out.  Her fingers had traces of sticky pre-come.


“From husband to
little girl,” purred Hollie with a giggle.


Her words
shocked Miles.  No one had ever called him a little girl before and, more
importantly, there had never been a basis for saying it before.  In fact,
Miles’ instinct was to say he was not a girl, but then, he was wearing
panties.  He suddenly felt very small and weak... exposed, but oddly charged.


He blushed.


“And to make
this even more interesting,” added Hollie a moment later, as she slipped her
fingers inside the waistband of her own panties, “I’ll go without.”  She then
worked her panties down her hips before letting them fall to the floor.  Then she
calmly grabbed the loose white skirt and pulled it up her legs before closing
it in the back and adding the orange blouse.  She wore no bra beneath the
blouse and her nipples pressed through it.  Finally, she slipped her feet into
a pair of solid white wedges with four-inch platform heels.


“Now what?”
asked Miles.


“Put your pants
back on.  We’re going for a ride.”

















Chapter Three: “His
First Outing”


—o—


 


Miles hesitated
as they approached the restaurant.  It was silly, he knew that, but he couldn’t
get the thought out of his head that somehow people would know he was wearing
panties.  Again, he knew his fear wasn’t real; it was just a guilty conscience
– his pants weren’t tight enough to let panty lines show, nor were the panties
large enough to stick out of his pants – yet, he couldn’t shake the feeling
that somehow people would know.


“I don’t know if
we should do this,” said Miles nervously.


Hollie smirked. 
It was obvious the panties were a powerful symbol of femininity to him.  “Why
not?”


“I don’t know. 
What if somebody notices?”


“What if they
do?”


Miles blushed. 
“That would be embarrassing.”


“And that’s why this
is exciting,” said Hollie breathlessly, and she slipped her hand over his rear
as she kissed him.  Her tone and the warmth of her hand made Miles’ penis
stiffen.


“I don’t know if
I’d call it exciting,” denied Miles despite his stiffness.


“Then next time,
I’ll wear the panties and you can wear the skirt without underwear,” said
Hollie with a laugh.  She pushed open the door and went inside.  Miles
cautiously followed her.


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


“Table for two
please,” said Hollie.


The young woman
picked up two menus, asked Miles and Hollie to follow her, and started across the
restaurant toward a table.  Miles and Hollie followed; Hollie walked behind
Miles.


“What do you
think she would say if she knew?” asked Hollie mischievously.


She hadn’t spoken
loud enough for the young woman to hear, but Miles blushed nevertheless.  What
if she had heard?  The thought embarrassed him... alarmed him... and excited
him.  Then Hollie brushed her hand against his rear.  Miles almost jumped out
of his skin, only catching himself at the last second, but not before making a
visible jerk.  He immediately spun around to chastise his wife but saw her
smiling evilly at him.  He realized he was being ridiculous – not to mention he
was drawing attention to himself – so he turned away again and kept following
the young woman.  His wife immediately put her finger upon his rear and traced
where the panty lines would have been.  A feeling of helplessness came over him
in response.  Oddly, this made Miles’ penis grow even stiffer.


“How’s this?”
asked the young woman.  She had stopped at a booth.


“That’s fine,”
said Miles, happy to disappear into a booth.


“Could we have
that one?” asked Hollie.  She point to a table a few feet away in the very
center of the room, where everyone could see them – unlike the booth which
would have afforded some privacy.  It had the feeling of being a stage to
Miles, which made him shudder.


He dared not
object, however.


The young woman
seated them at the table and gave them both menus.  She promised that a waiter
would be with them shortly.  Then she left to return to her duties, apparently
unaware of all that had transpired between Miles and Hollie.


“That was a
dirty trick,” said Miles when the woman had gone.


“Was it?” asked
Hollie innocently.


“Yes, it was.”


“Dirtier than
hitting the ‘on’ button on that little toy you had when I tried to order my
food?”


Miles blushed. 
He remembered that moment from one of their prior games.  That had been quite
the turn-on watching his wife blush and struggle very hard not to show what was
happening inside her panties.  Now the shoe was on the other foot, and apparently,
turnabout was fair play indeed.  He picked up his menu and let the matter drop.


“How are the
panties?” asked Hollie coyly as she too examined the menu.


Miles glanced
around nervously to make sure no one heard them.  Then he blushed.  “It’s
really weird.”


“Of course it
is,” said Hollie.  “But I’ll bet it’s exciting.”


Once again,
Miles blushed:  this was exciting.  He couldn’t deny that.  Not that he
wanted to be caught – who would? – but the idea of getting away with this right
in front of all these people was genuinely thrilling, even if that risk came at
the price of feeling emasculated.  He didn’t want to admit his excitement
though.  After all, he had no idea what his wife would think if she knew he was
turned on by this little adventure.  In fact, he wasn’t sure he wanted to know even
if he could.  And in truth, he would have been shocked if he had known.  He
thought his wife thought this was funny... a great joke.  But in reality she
was highly turned on.  Her heart was pounding with a sense of power and
triumph.  What she felt was far stronger than anything she had hoped to feel,
especially with Miles only wearing panties.


It was time to
step up the fun.


Hollie glanced
over the menu.  “So, my little panty-wearing husband, what would you like to
eat?”  She flushed as she said this.  Somehow, it made her feel powerful,
superior.


Miles
shuddered.  He felt weak.  He glanced at the menu to answer her question, but
found he couldn’t focus.  All of his attention was trained on the panties and
little else.  His eyes darted around the menu for several seconds before he
shrugged his shoulders helplessly.


This was
perfect, thought Hollie.  As Miles tried to focus on the menu, she casually
stuck out her hand as if to take the menu from him.  “I’ll order for you,” she
said.


Miles’ penis
throbbed at the suggestion.  Somehow, it made him feel kept.  It felt naughty. 
“Y— you?”


“Well, you are
the woman in our relationship now, aren’t you?”


Miles blushed. 
His penis throbbed even more.  “I am not!” he protested nervously.


“You are the one
in panties, aren’t you?”


Miles blushed
even more.  “Well, yeah, but that doesn’t make me a woman.”


“Women wear
panties.  Which of us is wearing panties?”


“Well,
obviously— but I mean—”


“Face it,
darling, you’re the woman now.”


Miles blushed
bright red.  “I’m not a woman just because I’m wearing— just because of those—
those things.”


Hollie smirked. 
“I believe the word you’re looking for is ‘panties.’  And the fact you can’t
even say it means I’m in charge.  In fact, I think you should admit right now
that I’m in charge.”


“Why would I do
that?”


Hollie laughed. 
“Because you’re wearing panties, darling, and you can’t even say the word! 
Panties, panties, panties.”  Each time she said it, she saw Miles flinch.  She
didn’t know if it was fear or excitement or shame, but it gave her power and it
encouraged her to continue.  “Since you can’t even say it, you’re hardly in a
position to call the shots now, are you?”


Hollie had made
the threat coyly, almost jokingly.  Yet, it was clear what she meant even if
she hadn’t said the exact words:  I’ll expose you!  Miles’ heart raced. 
His erection pressed almost painfully against the increasingly damp panties and
the stiff jeans beyond.  He’d never heard Hollie talk like this before and it
was breathtakingly exciting.


“You— you
wouldn’t,” he said because it seemed the thing to say.


Hollie smirked. 
“And if I did?”


Miles licked his
lips nervously.  He didn’t know how to respond.  He felt so strangely
controlled at the moment.  It was a horrifying, paralyzing feeling, yet
incredibly erotic.


Hollie’s smirk
sharpened.  “If I did, I’ll bet you would be humiliated, wouldn’t you?”  She
glanced around the room.  “Everyone would know about the little sissy boy in
his wife’s panties.”  Then she turned her attention back to her husband.  She
put her elbow on the table and rested her chin upon one fist.  “I’ll bet you’d
do just about anything to avoid that, wouldn’t you?”  Her crossed leg was
swinging excitedly beneath the table.  She was very wet.


Miles’ penis
throbbed like it would come.  What she had said was bizarrely tantalizing; part
of him even wanted her to say something to the waitress just to see how it
would feel to be caught.  But at the same time, his rational mind kept
screaming that getting caught was too far.  Besides, he knew that was not how
this game should be played. 


“What do I need
to do?” he asked.


Hollie’s sense
of power grew.  “Admit that I’m in charge.”


Miles’ manhood
screamed in protest inside him, but his penis throbbed.  “And then?”


Hollie blushed
with embarrassment because she actually had no idea what to say.  She had some
vague notion of how exciting it would be to hold a man’s manhood in her
proverbial grasp and toy with it, but she hadn’t expected to get this far, so
this wasn’t something she had prepared for and she truly had no idea what to
say.  But then suddenly, words came out of her mouth, words from deep inside:  “And
then you be a good little girl and do as you’re told.”


Miles’ penis
gave a mighty throb.  He knew something more than pre-come had come out into
his panties, but something not quite an orgasm.  He was highly turned on and
growing hornier by the second.  He slowly closed the menu.  Hollie watched him
with fire burning in her eyes.  Miles glanced down at it.  He bit his lip.  He
was terrified what his wife might do or demand, yet he was thrilled beyond
words and he knew it was the fear that gave it its power.  Finally, he took a
deep breath and handed the menu across the table to his wife.


“All right...
you’re in charge.”


 


—o—


 


By the time they
got home, both Hollie and Miles were bursting with horniness.  Indeed, they
barely got inside their front door before Miles grabbed Hollie and they made
their way, kissing heavily, down the hallway to the bedroom.


“I want to see
your panties,” said Hollie as she grabbed his belt and unbuckled it.


Miles kissed her
and started working on the buttons on his wife’s blouse.  Her braless breasts
sprang into view.  Her nipples were swollen and erect.  Miles’ pants fell a
second later to his ankles.  As he worked them off his feet, Hollie reached
behind her rear and unzipped her skirt.  She let it fall to the floor as well,
revealing her wet, naked pussy.  She then pulled off her husband’s shirt and
pushed him toward the bed.  Miles reached down and slid his hands inside the
waistband of the silky red panties to take them off to free his erection.


“Don’t!  Leave
them,” said Hollie between kisses.


She pushed him
back onto the bed, where he landed with his stiff erection tenting the panties
upwards.  Hollie climbed on top of him and slid her wet lips over the bump in
his panties.


“I thought the
waitress was going to burst out laughing when I told her I would order for
you,” said Hollie.


“That was
embarrassing.”


Hollie laughed. 
“Awww, is my little panty-wearing husband insecure?” she asked in a playful,
mocking tone as she started sliding her lips back and forth along his
pantied-erection.


Miles blushed...
and throbbed.  “No,” he said defensively.  “It’s just not normal.”


“You mean, not
manly.”


Miles blushed
even deeper.  “Well, yeah.”


“It’s not manly
to wear panties either, darling.”  She kissed him softly and let it linger. 
Then she straightened up again and continued sliding her lips along his bump. 
“That’s what makes this so exciting.  The world thinks you’re so manly, but
what they don’t know, what only I know, is that my little sissy husband
is wearing panties and letting his wife order him around—”


“You’re not
ordering me around!”


“Not yet.”


Miles felt a
queasy sensation in his stomach and his penis seemed to grow stiffer.  “Not ever.”


Hollie got even
wetter.  She kissed him again.  “You said I was in charge... remember?”


“That was only
then.”


Hollie
snickered.  “We’ll see.”


Hollie pushed
herself lower on the bump and started sliding back and forth faster.  They’d
never made love before with Hollie on top, and Miles had to admit it was
exciting, though it was also a little emasculating, especially in conjunction
with the things she was saying and the fact he was wearing panties as she did
it.  Hollie, on the other hand, felt incredibly energized by it.


“It’s too bad
she didn’t know what you were wearing,” said Hollie, referring again to the
waitress.


She kissed him
again.


“Can you imagine
what she would have said?” she laughed.


Miles
shuddered.  It would have been embarrassing.  The whole experience had been
embarrassing as it was, though it had also been exciting.  In fact, it had been
thrilling.  Not only to wear the panties, but also to hand such power to his
wife, and then the way she ordered for him.  It had been difficult for his
manhood to take, but it was also beyond exciting in every other way.  Still, it
was best kept secret.


“I’m glad she
didn’t find out,” said Miles.


“I think you
should wear panties from now,” declared Hollie.


Miles furrowed
his brow at the suggestion, though it did sound exciting.  His wife leaned over
once more and kissed him on the lips before kissing her way to his ear and
whispering.


“Especially
when we make love.”


Hollie sat up
straight again and started grinding against his bump faster, back and forth, up
and down, back and forth.  Her beautiful breasts jiggled right before his
face.  Her erect nipples almost seemed to throb.  The panties had become sticky
and slick as they wrapped tightly around his erection, covered in her juices.


“‘My husband
will have the house salad’,” repeated Hollie with a giggle as she recalled the
restaurant and what she’d said.  In her mind, she saw the sheepish look on her
husband’s face as he suddenly realized just how submissive he felt; he hadn’t
expected to feel that emasculated... she could see it on his face.  She could
also see the shock on the woman’s face.  She’d never seen a woman do that
before to her date, and she knew what it meant.


Hollie thrilled
at the memory of how powerful she felt in that moment, as the woman realized
the control she had over Miles; they had exchanged a knowing look she would
never forget.


“Did you like
your salad, darling?” she laughed.


Miles blushed. 
He too had seen the realization in the woman’s eyes.


She began
sliding her hips in a circular motion.  She was breathing heavily now.  Her
chest was heaving.  Her hips moved in a rhythm.  She slipped one hand up and
ran a finger over the tip of her nipple before massaging it.


“And your
water?” she added through sharp breaths.


Miles blushed
even more.  He’d felt so insecure when she had ordered for him.  The waitress’s
surprise embarrassed him.  And then when the waitress asked him what he wanted
to drink, as if to question Hollie’s right to order, and Hollie responded with
“water,” he felt incredibly small!  There was no way to interpret that except
that Hollie was in charge.  The woman clearly had thought the same too; she
spoke exclusively to Hollie after that, making him feel neutered as they spoke
together as if he wasn’t even there.


His penis throbbed
as if it was building toward an explosion.


Then suddenly,
Hollie froze, just for an instant.  An intense expression appeared upon her
face like a scowl or pain.  She rode even faster, up and down, up and down, up
and down!  Then she gasped.  A visible shudder ran through her.  She had come. 
A moment later, she rolled backward, off her husband’s erection.


“That was so
good,” she said finally with a giggle.


Hollie climbed
off the bed and went to her closet.  As she did, Miles lay there, still erect,
still unsatisfied, not sure what to say.  He watched her slip into a robe and
slide her feet into a pair of brown faux-crocodile, high-heeled mules she wore
around the house as slippers.  She did not add a bra or panties.  Finally, she
turned.  She saw him still lying there.  She glanced at his erection.  She
smirked.


“Something
wrong, darling?” she asked knowingly.


Miles visibly glanced
at his erection.


Hollie nodded as
if she now understood.  She then moved to her panty draw, her heels making a
slapping sound as she walked as the open-backed shoes slapped against her soles
with each step.  She pulled a pair of frilly pink panties from the drawer. 
They were very girly.  She came over to her husband and motioned for him to
remove the wet red pair.  He did.  She then draped the pink panties over his
erection.


“Enjoy yourself,
darling,” she said and she started toward the door.  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!


“That’s it?”
demanded Miles in shock.


“Oh, did you
want my help?”


Miles glared at
her.  Hollie laughed.  She then walked over to the bed and sat down on the edge
of it with her back to him.  Her motions were almost indifferent, making Miles
feel needy.  She crossed her legs, picked up the panties, and casually grabbed
his erection like she might a salt shaker.  She started stroking it with the
panties.  It was already throbbing within seconds.


“When we’re
done, I want you to put on a fresh pair of panties,” she said as she stroked.


Miles thought
about objecting, but didn’t.  He wanted to come too much.


“Do you
understand, darling?”


Miles nodded.


“Is that a yes?”


He nodded
again.  “Y—yes,” he said through sharp breaths.


“There are some
pretty blue ones in my drawer,” she added.  She strengthened her grip and
stroked a little fast.  Mile’s chest was heaving now.  “You can wear those to
work tomorrow—”


“Work!” gasped
Miles through shortened breaths.


Hollie shot him
a disdainful look and immediately stopped stroking him.  Miles got the message. 
He bit his lip and nodded his head.


“I— I’ll wear
them!”


Hollie waited
just long enough to make Miles worry before she started stroking again.  Within
seconds, his mind was losing focus.  His body was starting to tremble.  His
erection was throbbing.  He felt a rhythm building deep inside.  His wife
sensed this too and stroked faster.


Miles’ back
arched.  He held his breath.


And then he
exploded.  His hot, sticky seed shot into the girlish pink panties, drenching
them.  Once.  Twice.  Three times.  Then he collapsed deep into the bed.  He
was spent.


Hollie let go of
his erection without removing the panties.  She rose to her feet and slapped
her way to the door:  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  At the door, she turned and
spoke:  “There’s a yellow plastic tub in the laundry room.  Use warm water and
a cap full of the detergent.  Clean those and the red ones.  Then rinse them
and hang them in the laundry room.”


With that, she
walked out.


Miles felt
strangely submissive.  It was an uncomfortably feeling.  Yet, there was
something else in it he could not quite identify... something that felt
somehow... well... exciting.

















Chapter Four: “Working
Hard”


—o—


 


Miles had a lot
to think about the next day at work.


The prior day
had shocked him.  He’d expected it would be fun to wear the panties, even if
embarrassing, but he hadn’t expected it to actually turn him on.  At most, he
thought the risk would excite him.  Yet, it had all turned him on.  Even the
embarrassment of it seemed to thrill him.  He certainly never expected that,
and didn’t understand it now.  That was only the beginning too of what had
shaken him.  It seemed the moments where his wife had him under her thumb had
turned him on the most, and the more power she had, the more it had turned him
on.  Again, he didn’t understand what this meant or why it was, but it worried
him.


“It’s possible
I’m wrong about this,” he tried to tell himself.


But he wasn’t;
he knew it.


While he thought
maybe it was just the thrill of the game which had turned him on, that wasn’t
true.  There was something about wearing the panties which had turned him on.  There
was something about being in his wife’s power too, which had turned him on. 
Why?  That he did not know, which was worrying.  Indeed, he seemed to
understand none of it.  What he did know, though, was that he better not share
those thoughts with his wife.  She seemed to get off on being in charge, so
telling her it had turned him on would be a mistake: it was too risky to give
her such power as she seemed happy to use it.


But that alone
didn’t answer his question.


What he needed
to understand was why this had turned him on at all.  Being under his wife’s
thumb had felt unbearable in some ways, yet the most unbearable moments had
simultaneously been the most exciting.  He likened the feeling to the time he
jumped off his roof when he was young: it had felt terrifying, sickening and
yet liberating and thrilling at the same time.  Handing his wife power over him
gave him the same rush.


He sighed.  This
made no sense to him.  He never would have thought he would be turned on by
being submissive or emasculated.  Yet, it seemed he was.  Even now, he kept
hearing his wife’s words trickle through his mind, bringing a sickening feeling
even as it made him throb inside his panties:


 


“The world thinks
you’re so manly, but what they don’t know, what only I know, is that my
little sissy husband is wearing panties and letting his wife order him around—”


 


Why had that
turned him on?


He sighed again. 
He didn’t know.


Then there were
the panties he wore today, the blue panties.  Why had he agreed to wear them? 
He didn’t know that either.  Something in him wanted to continue this game,
that’s all he knew.  Indeed, as crazy as it sounded, there was no doubt some
part of him wanted more.  He couldn’t understand that either though.  He’d
never been turned on by women’s clothes before.  He didn’t want to be a woman. 
He wasn’t gay.  Why would it excite him to wear panties?  And what did he want
out of it?  If he was smart, he told himself, he would have refused to wear
them, but his curiosity had gotten the better of him.  At least he hadn’t
confessed anything to his wife.


Miles thought
about the panties he wore.


They were soft,
but not like cotton.  These were more like satin.  They were slick.  They felt
elegant against his skin.  It was a strange feeling.  He’d never really noticed
his own underwear before, be they boxers or briefs, but these he noticed.  He
also worried that others might notice.  His suit pants were loose enough they
should not show.  But he was sure that Candace and Tracy didn’t think they had panty
lines either, yet they had.  In fact, as he walked through the office this
morning, he suddenly noticed panty lines everywhere.  Candace’s were obvious
through her dark grey skirt.  She wore boycut panties.  Tracy’s were more
subtle beneath her black slacks and only appeared when she crouched down to
pick up a pen she had dropped... but they showed.


He was growing
hard thinking about it.


That visiting
lawyer had them too.  Hers were more of a thong beneath her dark-red
miniskirt.  Surely these women didn’t know they had panty lines, did they?  So
did he have them without knowing it as well?  Hollie would have told him...


... right?


He suddenly
blushed and grew very, very stiff.


“Would she have
told me or would that be part of the game?”


He wasn’t sure. 
It would certainly seem to be part of the game for her not to mention them, to
expose him to that kind of risk.  In fact, he could see her at home right now
playing with herself, reveling in the idea of him walking around with this
dangerous telltale written across his rear.


His penis began
to throb.


“What if someone
saw them?” he asked himself.


He suddenly
became very horny.


“What if Candace
sees them?  Or Tracy?”


His heart beat
faster.  His breathing became a tiny bit harder.  He imagined himself walking
down the hallway as Candace came up to him.  Candace was gorgeous and liked to
wear suits with tight mid-length skirts that showed off her legs and blouses
that highlighted her curves and her ample breasts.  She wore a dark gray skirt
today and tall black heels.  He imagined her smiling coyly.  She stepped right
in front of him, blocking his path.


“Can I help you?”
he saw himself saying.


“Do you always
wear panties?” she asked almost smugly.


Miles shuddered
at the thought of the look on her face, a sort of “I’m in charge now” look. 
His horniness grew and he suddenly knew he needed to do something about this
fantasy.  He cast a glance at his door.  It was partially open, but only a
little bit.  He should close it, he told himself; then he could do what he was
thinking.  But then an idea struck him.  His heart skipped a beat.  He burned
warm with excitement.  He felt sweat pooling beneath his armpits.  Slowly, he slipped
his hand to his lap; he did not close the door.  His chest was heaving,
his heart racing.  He stared at the door anxiously.  There was no one there
now.  Would he know in time if someone came?  He wasn’t sure.  Yet, he slipped
his fingers inside his panties and wrapped them around the base of his erection.


He started
stroking.


Miles couldn’t
believe what he was doing.  This was insane!  The rational part of him screamed
not to do this!  He was masturbating... at work... with the door
partially open!


But he didn’t
stop.  He wanted this too much.


Miles returned
to his fantasy.  In his mind, he now saw Candace walk into his office.  She saw
him masturbating at his desk.  “What are you doing?!” she gasped.  Then she saw
hints of the panties.  “Are you wearing panties, sissy boy?!”


“It was my
wife’s idea,” he pleaded.


“Such a good
sissy to obey his wife,” she laughed.


Miles shuddered
at this comment and his penis throbbed.  He started to stroke faster as his
fantasy suddenly became more exciting; interestingly, he didn’t realize it, but
this was the first time the idea of obeying his wife had ever worked its way
into one of his fantasies.


“Get up on the
desk, sissy,” Candace said now, pointing to his desk.


“My desk?”


“Now!”


Miles swallowed
hard in his fantasy.  In real life, his penis was throbbing as he jerked it up
and down, making the panties wet with pre-come.  His eyes started to close as
he imagined himself slowly climbing up on all fours on the desk at the command
of this woman.  He struggled to keep them open, even though he needed to watch
the door.


He closed his
eyes.  Just for a second.


He stroked
himself faster.  His eyes closed again.  It was too hard to keep them open. 
His brain needed all his attention elsewhere.


Miles saw
himself on his desk now, naked except for the panties.  Candace walked around
the desk running her fingers over his rear, sliding them along the silky
panties where his balls made them hang down.


“What should I
do with my little sissy?” asked Candace.


“I’ll do
anything you want,” he replied meekly.


Candace slipped
her hand upon his rear and guided one finger down the center of the panties,
between his cheeks.  “I should tell everyone,” she laughed.


Miles’ penis was
throbbing now.  It had found its rhythm.  It had begun to pulse.  Any second,
it would explode.  He opened one eye to peek at the door to make sure no one
appeared.  The coast was clear.  He gritted his teeth and held his breath.  He
stroked even faster.  His heart pounded in his ears.  This was so risky... and
so exciting.  Maybe it was just the risk that excited him after all, he
thought, though the image of him on his desk in panties, submissive to this
young woman, was what had driven his fantasy.  He didn’t know.  Right now, he
didn’t care.  He held his breath.  His penis seemed to grow even taller.


Then it happened. 
A flash.  A shadow.  Blocking the light.  Someone appeared at the door.  His
eye barely caught it.  Panic!


A knock.


Miles’ heart
stopped.  He jerked his hand out of his panties.  His erection became like a fire
hose that had broken free and it throbbed unguided in several directions inside
his panties.  He pulled open his desk drawer almost desperately in the hopes
that would convince whoever was at the door that any noise they heard was the
drawer opening.  He looked up.


It was Turner,
of all people, his boss.


Turner Waters
was an older, but not old, man with a distinguished look about him.  He had
short, graying hair and his sharp, clear eyes spoke to experience.  He had a
broad chest and strong arms.  He wore a black suit today with a navy-blue and
gold-striped tie and a crisp white collared shirt.  This was typical of his
attire.


Miles blushed
deeply upon seeing his boss.  As he did, his penis spurted out come into his
panties from all his stroking, though without the usual satisfaction that came
with orgasm; it brought embarrassment instead, embarrassment that he’d been
masturbating at the office – or at all actually – and greater embarrassment
that he’d come with another male in the room.  Right now though, his
embarrassment was outclassed by his terror.  Had Turner seen anything?


Miles held his
breath.  He hoped his boss saw nothing.  He hoped he heard nothing.  His heart
raced in his chest.  Time seemed to stand still, it felt like hours passed as
Miles twisted in the wind.  His only hope was that his boss had been staring at
the papers in his hand when all of this happened.


“Here are the
receipts for the X-160,” said Turner.


Apparently... he
had seen nothing.  Miles breathed a sigh of relief.  Being caught would have
been bad.  “Thanks.  I’ll take a look,” he said.  His heart was still pounding,
his breath still short.


“I want them
added to the financials before the next meeting.”


“I’ll take care
of it.”


Turner set the
papers on his desk.  “How was your weekend?”


Miles
hesitated.  He was struggling to decouple the fantasy from reality and he
really didn’t want to speak to his boss right now, not with him still seeing
the smug look on Candace’s face and feeling her fingers tracing his balls in
the panties and seeing himself on his desk on all fours, wearing only panties. 
Turner would not be amused to know any of that.


“It— it was nice,”
said Miles with some difficulty.


“Do anything
special?”


Miles blushed
again because that wasn’t a question he wanted to answer either.  Indeed, this
time, he saw himself in the restaurant in the panties with his wife ordering
for him.  He bit his lip.  “Not— not much.  The wife and I went to a
restaurant.  What did you do?”


Turner shrugged
his shoulders.  “Spent the weekend with some great old albums and an even older
bottle of whiskey.  They don’t make music or whiskey like that anymore.  Did
you hear we’re getting a new employee?”


Miles shook his
head.


“Named O’Leary.”


“Hopefully,
they’re good,” said Miles.


“Better be; I
hired her.”  Turner glanced at his watch.  “Well, I’ve got a meeting.”  He started
toward the door.  As he did, despite how stupid it seemed, Miles could not
resist checking to make sure his boss had no panty lines.


He didn’t.

















Chapter Five: “Just One
Time”


—o—


 


Miles set down
his briefcase and called to his wife.  She called back from the bedroom.  He
loosened his tie and started toward the bedroom, pulling off his suit coat as
he went.  Hollie met him in the hallway before the bedroom.  She wore a blue
and white-striped man’s shirt, tight white shorts and white sneakers.  She
wrapped her fingers around his tie and kissed him.


“How was your
first day in panties?” she giggled.


Miles blushed.  “It
was fine,” he said, even as his penis stirred inside the satiny blue panties. 
It slowly grew to erection.


“Fine?” asked
Hollie with a fake pout.  She slipped her free hand to his crotch and wrapped
her fingers around his erection through his suit pants and panties.  She slowly
squeezed him, making him tingle all over.  “Just fine?”


An embarrassed
smile broke out on Mile’s face.  “Maybe a little better,” he admitted.


Hollie kissed
him.  “I bought you something.”


“Something?”


“Well, some things. 
Just to wear around the house.”


Miles furrowed
his brow.  “Girls’ things?”


Hollie blushed
and nodded.


“Like what?”


“You’ll see.”


With that, Hollie
let go of his erection and pulled her husband by his tie into the bedroom,
where she had laid out several feminine items on their bed.  Some were panties,
some were lingerie... one was a dress, a red and white-polka-dot knee-length dress
with capped sleeves and a broad-pleated skirt.  Miles saw the dress and felt a
moment’s panic at the idea of wearing it.  Asking him to wear a dress was a
lot.  Too much, perhaps.  Yes, too much.


“You want me to
wear a dress?  I can’t wear a dress!” he gasped, even as part of him suddenly
desperately wanted to, a confusing impulse.


“Why not?” asked
Hollie innocently as if her husband wearing a dress was nothing!


Miles oddly
didn’t know how to answer this.  The answer had been obvious up until seconds ago: 
because it’s a dress!!!  In fact, that would have been his only answer
his whole life.  Of that he had no doubt.  But once this strange, confusing
thought entered his brain, the conflict it created muddled everything and the
answer was no longer so clear to him.


He needed an
evasion.


“I— well— I
thought this was supposed to be secret.  You can’t wear a dress in secret!”
said Miles anxiously; it was the best excuse he could think of without
admitting what was apparently the truth, that he actually wanted to wear it...
or that he was terrified of doing so.  His penis then started to throb as he
imagined himself in the dress with his erection tenting it out.


“Sure you can.”


“How?  How can I
wear a dress in secret?”


“If you wear it
around the house,” said Hollie coyly.


Miles ran his
tongue over his teeth.  She had a point.  If he wore it at home, no one would
know, well, no one but her.  But that was actually a problem: she would know. 
What’s more, she would see his erection and, therefore, she would know it
excited him.  That bothered him.  He pursed his lips.  He’d never felt so torn
before between wanting to do something so badly and yet being absolutely
terrified of it.  He didn’t know what to do!


His fear won out.


Miles shook his
head.  “I— I don’t see how that works.  If we’re playing this game doing things
under people’s noses, like the restaurant, I don’t see how wearing that
at home would work.  How is that part of the game?”


Hollie had an
answer, however.  In fact, she was ready for his exact question.  She softly ran
her fingers down his chest, sending warm sensations rolling through him,
zapping his masculine strength.


“Imagine calling
one of your friends,” she purred.  “Like Rich.”


Miles raised his
eyebrow.  “Rich?”


“Rich.  You call
him to talk about basketball and beer and other manly things... but when
you call, you’re dressed up all girly and I’m playing with you.  Think of how
exciting that could be doing it right under his nose.”  She finished her pitch
breathlessly.


Miles actually melted
on the inside.  He wasn’t sure exactly why.


Hollie kissed
him on the neck before continuing:  “Or imagine the next time we see Taylor and
his wife Kelli.  Say we go out to dinner with them, and they ask, ‘How’s it
going?’  A simple question for anyone else, but all you can think about is how
you spent the day prancing around the house in a cute little dress and maybe
some cute heels for your wife.  Then you look over at me and, for a tiny little
second, you wonder if I’m going to tell them what you wore... tell them our
little secret.  Think of how exciting that will be.”


Miles’ penis was
so hard it felt like it might burst out of his skin.


Hollie kissed
him again before breathlessly adding:  “Imagine Kelli commenting on my dress...
knowing you’d been wearing it that day.”


Miles withered.


She kissed him
one more time, on the earlobe this time.  “Everywhere we go, think of how
exciting it will be knowing I might let it slip how much fun we’ve had playing
girlfriends.”


Miles shuddered. 
Part of him felt sick to his stomach.  The idea of putting on women’s clothes
scared him!  What if it turned him on?  What if his wife realized that?  What
if his wife thought less of him?  He couldn’t risk that!  He needed to abandon
the whole thing, and right now too before it spun out of control.  She’d
already bought him a dress!  What more was going to happen if he let this move
forward?!  But even as he screamed his fears inside his head, the erotic
tension overwhelmed him.  Something inside him wanted this so badly.  His
ability to resist evaporated.  He became defenseless.


“What— what do I
need to do?” he asked anxiously.


Hollie’s lips
curled into a mischievous smile.  She kissed him.  “Get naked, honey.”
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“I’m only doing
this once,” insisted Miles; his ego made the statement.


“If you say so,”
said Hollie indifferently, lightly mocking her husband’s attempt at
face-saving.  She moved to the bed and picked up what appeared to be a complex item
of white lingerie.  She handed it to Miles.  He turned it round and round in
his hands trying to figure out what it was, while simultaneously trying to
build up his courage to do this.


“What in the
world is this?” asked Miles.


“That is a
girdle,” said Hollie.


Miles cocked his
head to one side and examined the item again.  It looked like a tight,
stretchable tube to him with support straps running both along its length and
in a V-shape at certain points, which formed a diamond shape in the front
middle.  The top was clearly reinforced with a lace-appearing material worked
into the tube as a double layer, whereas the bottom was see-through akin to heavy
nylon.  Six straps hung from the bottom, which was open.


“It looks like
some sort of bondage device,” said Miles.


Hollie laughed. 
“It can feel that way.”


She took the
girdle and showed him how to slip into it.  Then she gave it back to him. 
Miles held it open and slipped one foot through it and then the other.  Then he
pulled it up until it reached his thighs, where it became very tight.  From
that point, he struggled to work it into place all the way to the middle of his
torso; it ran from there to mid-thigh.


“This is really
tight!” he complained.


“It needs to
be.  It’s meant to give you a feminine shape.”


Miles furrowed
his brow.  “A feminine shape?” he said doubtfully, but then he glanced into
their mirror.  The girdle had in fact changed his shape.  Not only had it
pulled in his waist, but it seemed to widen his hips and his rear with the use
of hidden padding, which resulted in a sort-of hourglass-like shape.  He felt
oddly feminine seeing his shape so altered, and once again, his penis started
to grow stiff.  This time, it did so beneath the girdle, only the girdle was
too strong a material for it to push out more than a tiny bit; his erection looked
like little more than a button or perhaps the tip of a thumb pressing into the
material.


“That solves
that,” laughed Hollie.


“Solves what?”


“Keeping your
little guy from tenting out the pretty dress I bought you,” she said and she
ran her fingers over the girdle over his erection, sending tingly sensations
into his penis and adding to the sense that his manhood had somehow been locked
away.  “It’s almost like it’s not even there.”  She then ran her hand down his
thigh until she reached the bottom of the girdle, where she slipped her fingers
up inside and grabbed his balls.  She gave them a squeeze.  “Just checking,”
she said with a wink.


Miles shrank on
the inside.  He didn’t know why, but what she had done was both entirely
emasculating and incredibly exciting.  For a brief moment, he felt utterly
helpless before her, and that had turned him on.  He took a deep breath to try
to shake off that feeling.


“N— now what?”
he asked.


“Now you put on
the rest.”  Hollie moved to the bed and picked up a pair of silk stockings. 
“Let’s start with these.”


Miles instantly
recalled how much he loved seeing his wife’s legs in stockings.  They were so
sheer, so beautiful, so feminine, he could never resist touching them.  The idea
that he would wear them now made him tingle.


“If— if you
insist.”


Hollie smiled knowingly
at her husband before balling up the first stocking.  “Watch how I do this,
honey.  That way you can do this yourself,” she said, before coyly adding, “the
next time.”


Miles blushed.


Hollie held the
stocking out for her husband to see.  “Now you slip your toes in the top.  Then
you slowly pull it up your leg, letting the material unwind as you do.  Pull it
carefully so you don’t put a run into it.”


Miles took the
stocking and sat down in his wife’s vanity chair.  He pulled up his leg as he’d
seen her do many times and he slipped the balled-up stocking over his toes.  It
was much looser than he had expected.  He then slowly pulled the stocking up
his leg, letting it unroll as he went.  He pulled it all the way to his thigh,
where it fit, but remained loose.  His wife handed him the other stocking and
he repeated what he’d done with the first.


“They’re kind of
loose,” he said when they were both in place.


“That’s what
these are for,” said Hollie and she flicked one of the tabs hanging from the
bottom of the girdle with her fingertips.  She motioned her husband to stand. 
She then crouched down and attached the six clips hanging from the open-bottom
girdle onto the tops of the stockings.  The tabs now held the stockings in
place.


Miles ran his
fingers down his thighs.  The stockings felt electric.  It was like rubbing his
wife’s amazing legs as he did this, only they were his.  That was exciting, but
even more interestingly, it felt feminine and, for a moment, he felt deeply
immersed in femininity.


“This is crazy,”
he thought.


He looked down,
almost in a trance.  He was hard as a rock, but couldn’t see his penis. 
Instead, he had a flat, feminine front because of the girdle.  Below that, he
saw his silky legs.  Further down, he saw his toes through the nylon.  For an
instant, part of him wished they were painted so he would see what they looked
like, but then his ego struck back and he suddenly felt guilty.  Only once,
it reminded him.


He blushed.


“Now put these
on,” said Hollie, continuing with her feminization of her husband.  She was
deeply happy.


Miles looked up
and saw his wife holding out a pair of platform slides for him to wear.  They
were white leather with open toes, no backs, and low chunky heels about an inch
and a half high, plus another half-inch platform.  They were distinctly
feminine and seeing them made him shiver.


“You want me to
wear those?” he asked, knowing the answer.


Butterflies
filled his stomach even as his penis throbbed.


“I don’t want
you ruining my stockings running around in bare feet,” said his wife casually
and she set the slides on the floor before him.


Miles stared at
the shoes and licked his lips nervously.  For one tiny moment, he wanted to
wear them so badly he could barely stop himself.  Then, just as quickly, he
wanted to refuse.  He wanted to save his manhood.  In fact, he started to
object, but then curiosity collapsed his resistance and he yearned to find out
what it was like to wear high heels, and what Hollie had offered was excuse
enough to do it.


Miles slid one
foot into the first shoe.  It was loose and kind of wobbly.  He pressed his
weight on that foot and slid the other foot into the other shoe.  He
immediately noticed the added height he got from wearing them.  Everything
suddenly seemed shorter to him.  An instant later, he noticed the lack of
stability he felt in the heels; he’d never worn heels before of any sort, and balancing
on these – even as chunky and low as these heels were, was a new and unfamiliar
experience for him and it took him a moment to make sure he wouldn’t topple
over.  This brought on an odd feeling: he was suddenly no longer as sure-footed
as he had always been and that made him feel vulnerable... which was kind of
exciting.


He blushed
self-consciously.


Hollie didn’t
notice his inner doubt, however.  She was far too excited to see him dressed,
so she had already returned to the bed and grabbed the dress.  This had been
one of her favorite dresses for years and she saw it as the perfect dress to
start her husband’s collection, so she threw it in among the panties and girdle
and other items she had bought for him.


“Isn’t it
pretty?” she asked as she held it against her body and spun to face her
husband.


Miles swallowed
hard.  It was a pretty dress.  It was a classic, feminine dress in bright flirty
red with white polka dots.  Its hem stopped around his wife’s knees, when she
wore it, and it seemed to dance when she walked.  In many ways, this dress was
the epitome of feminine to Miles, and that made this almost a daunting
challenge:  could he put on a feminine dress before his wife... one that
belonged to her?  Sure, he was wearing other feminine items already, but
somehow, wearing a dress was different.  Dresses were for women, not men, and
putting it on would change his status from man to something less.  That was a
scary prospect, becoming something less than a man before his wife.  Making it
even worse, what if it turned him on to wear it?  What would that mean?  And
what if his wife realized it had turned him on?  Would that diminish him even more
somehow?  Would she laugh?


“Are you sure?”
he asked.


“Don’t worry,
darling.  It will be our secret,” said Hollie, who wanted to see him in this so
badly.


She unzipped the
zipper on the dress and handed it to her husband.  Miles fumbled it around in
his hands for several seconds before he got up the nerve to put it on.  He took
a deep breath and slipped it over his head.  It cascaded down his body like a
river of silk flowing past his shoulders, down his torso and to his hips.  It
stopped just above his knees, where it hung loose and flirty.  Unlike his
pants, it applied no pressure to his thighs and he felt a cool breeze come up
the dress.


“I’m wearing a
dress,” he thought and he shuddered.


He suddenly felt
very weak.  He had a strong urge to rip the dress off.  He started to panic.


“Don’t you look
cute?” laughed Hollie.


Her words
instantly zapped his strength.  Miles’ thoughts of revolt collapsed.  In those
few words, he went from struggling to claw back his masculinity to utter
meekness.  His wife could demand anything right now and he would simply obey. 
He’d never felt so defeated.  Yet, in that defeat, he started to feel a warming
sensation within.  It was like a sense of comfort combined with budding
horniness.


“N— now what?”
he asked nervously.


“Now comes the
fun.”
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Make A Call”
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It took Miles a
moment to calm himself.  He was awash in so many emotions.  Part of him was
turned on... amazingly turned on.  He was wearing a dress.  Part of him
was terrified.  He was wearing a dress.  Part of him felt weak and
helpless.  He was wearing a dress before his wife.  What unified all
these conflicting feelings was a growing sense of the forbidden:  he was doing
something naughty and dangerous, and somehow, that made this exciting.


His heart was
pounding.


“What are we
going to do?” asked Miles cautiously.


Hollie smiled,
imagining the fun she could have with her husband.  Indeed, there were all
kinds of things she wanted to try, things she’d dreamed of for years, even
before she met him, things her prior boyfriends never let her try.  She wanted
to do them all.  But right now, she could tell Miles was nervous, too nervous
to push too hard.  She understood why too.  He was a man, after all, and that
meant his ego was fragile, particularly when it came to being seen as unmanly,
and did he ever look unmanly at the moment in the dress and heels and stockings. 
To keep him from panicking, she knew she needed to start slowly and she needed
to keep him excited so he kept wanting more.


She held out her
hand.  “Come with me.”


“Where are we
going?”


“There’s a game
on, isn’t there?  Why don’t we watch it?”


Miles ran his
tongue over his teeth nervously.  He loved basketball, but his mind truly wasn’t
thinking about basketball; it was thinking about this dress and the confused
swirl of emotions he felt.  In fact, basketball seemed like the last thing he
wanted right now.  But at the same time, he had no clue what to do next.  If
someone had told him even yesterday that he would wear a dress today, he would
have laughed.  Even now, the idea was shocking.  So while this was indeed
exciting, he had no idea what to do with it next.  His wife, however, apparently
did.  In fact, this had been her idea.  Maybe, he decided, it was time to trust
his wife, to let her take the lead and to see where this went; she hadn’t
disappointed him so far.


“All right,” he
said.  His mouth was dry.  His palms sweaty.


Miles took his
wife’s warm, soft hand, and she led him to the living room.  As they went a new
surprise hit him:  his heels echoed femininely off the hardwood floor in the
hallway.  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  Each
step told the world he was wearing women’s shoes.  Each step mocked his
masculinity.  He burned with shame.  Yet, at the same time, these feminine
sounds made his penis grow intensely hard.


“Y— you just
want to watch the game and then I’ll change my clothes?” he asked.


CLUNK!  CLUNK! 
CLUNK!  CLUNK!  Throb, throb, throb.


Hollie smirked. 
“Something like that.”


They continued
on, past the kitchen.  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  Miles opened his
mouth to say something, but had no idea what to say, so he continued in
silence, his wife pulling him along in the heels.  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  Throb,
throb, throb.


They reached the
living room.


“Have a seat,
darling,” said Hollie.


She motioned to
the couch and Miles sat down.  He sat down in an overtly masculine manner,
perhaps intentionally so, and spread his legs when he did.  The dress rode up
his thighs a bit as he spread his legs, but not enough to let the girdle show. 
He folded his arms insecurely and waited for his wife to tell him what to do.  Meanwhile,
his wife picked up the remote and turned on the game.  It was in the second
period and the score was tied.  She set the remote on the end table and moved next
to her husband on the couch, folding her legs beneath her.


“This should be
a good game, don’t you think?” she asked.


Miles nodded his
head uncertainly.  “I guess so.”


Hollie slid her
hand onto her husband’s nylon-covered thigh.  Her warm soft fingers deliberately
moved along his thigh, beneath his dress, toward his crotch, where they ran
circles around the small bump his erection caused through the tight girdle. 
She leaned closer and kissed him.


“You’re
excited,” she said.


“It’s exciting
to be touched.”


“That’s not it. 
I think it turns you on to wear my dress,” said Hollie.  She pulled her fingers
back along his silky thigh, making him shudder.  Her fingers started back
toward his crotch, pushing the skirt up with them as they went until the girdle
showed.  “I think it excites you a lot.”


“Me?  Wearing a
dress?  Exciting?  No,” said Miles defensively.  He shook his head for
emphasis.  He didn’t know why it bothered him so much to be thought of as
enjoying this.


His heart raced.


Hollie smiled
coyly.  “It does,” she purred.  Then she moved her hand to the girdle’s hem. 
Both watched her hand disappear through the open bottom of the girdle.  Her
fingers pushed their way between his thighs until they found his erection.  She
ran two fingers up and down his stiff shaft sending waves of intense pleasure
rippling through him.


“It— it
doesn’t,” he said weakly.


“It’s all right,
honey,” giggled Hollie.  “I don’t mind.”  She kissed him on the lips.  “I think
it’s kind of cute, actually... kind of sexy that it turns you on.”


“You do?” asked
Miles cautiously.


“Of course,”
said Hollie.  She closed her eyes and kissed him softly on the lips again. 
“It’s sexy when a man trusts his wife enough to do this.  It’s sexy when a man
lets out this side of him.”  She kissed him again.


Miles
shuddered.  Pre-come dripped out of his throbbing member.


Hollie leaned in
close to her husband’s ear.  “Why don’t you call your friend?”


“My— my friend?”


“Call Rich.”


“Rich?”


Hollie nodded
and made a sound like “uh huh” as she seductively bit his earlobe.  She reached
over with her free hand and grabbed the phone from the end table where it sat
next to the remote.  As she did, she slipped the fingers of her other hand
around his shaft and lightly started moving them up and down his shaft without
actually stroking him.  This made Miles more and more horny at the tease of her
touch as she slowly simulated jerking him off.


“You’re really
hard right now,” she giggled.


“Because you’re
stroking me.”


Hollie kissed
him again.  “Call your friend,” she whispered.


“Wh— why do we
need to call Rich?” asked Miles nervously.


Hollie added a
hint of pressure to her strokes, but just enough to drive Miles crazy, not
enough to make anything happen.  She kissed him again.  As seductions go, this
was perhaps the best she’d ever done.  “Because it’s part of the game,” she
said softly.


Miles started
breathing harder.  He desperately wanted her to grab him and start stroking for
real.  “Wh— what do I tell him?”


“Just talk to
him about the game.  I’ll do the rest,” she said breathlessly.


“Wh— what do I
say?”  His heart was pounding in his chest.


“Whatever you
want.”


“And what are
you going to do?” asked Miles nervously.  His chest was heaving now.  His penis
was throbbing.


“Whatever I
want,” she whispered.  She held out the phone, but Miles hesitated.  Her
seduction was amazing, but the idea of calling Rich at such a time was
nerve-wracking.  What if Rich somehow realized something was going on?


“I— I—”


“You don’t want
to stop do you?” asked Hollie with a faked pout.


Miles shook his
head.


“Then call,” she
purred.


Hollie pressed
the call button on the phone and held it out for Miles to take.  Miles
struggled to focus.  Her hand was driving him crazy.  Her soft, moist lips
dangled on his memory.  His penis tingled.  This felt like such a dream that,
for a moment, he wasn’t sure it was really happening.


The phone rang.


“Hey Miles,
what’s up?” asked Rich before Miles even realized it.


His voice was
jarring to Miles.  His friend was on the line and Miles was wearing a dress!!! 
His mouth went dry.  He looked down and saw the girly red dress he wore, saw
his wife’s mischievous smile, felt her fingers teasing his penis.  He was in no
state to talk to Rich, especially about a game he hadn’t watched.  He thought
about hanging up.  But then he looked down into his wife’s eyes.  They were on
fire with passion and lust.  He’d rarely seen her this excited.  Of course, he
was equally excited... if not more.  He would trust her on this.  That’s what
he would do.


“He— hey Rich,”
he said cautiously.  “Are you, uh, watching the game?”


“Yeah, I am.”


Miles glanced at
his wife’s eyes once more.  They almost seemed to gleam.  His fear faded with a
flush.  In its place came a warm, soft, growing sense of horniness inspired by
the naughtiness he felt from his friend, in a way, being in the room as he was
dressed so embarrassingly and as he was letting his wife do what she was
doing.  He suddenly saw why Hollie thought this would be so exciting.  “Good
game, huh?” he asked.


“Yeah.”


“They have a
chance if Hamilton plays to his potential,” said Miles.


“Yes, they do,”
said Rich.


Hollie wrapped
her fingers more tightly around Miles’ shaft and start stroking him for real. 
As she did, she kissed his throat and then the side of his neck.  Miles was
positively throbbing now.


“H— Hamilton’s
the key.”


“He needs some help
though.  That’s the problem!” growled Rich and he launched into a rant over
which players the team needed to get in trade to truly become competitive.  As
he ranted away Miles pushed further back into the soft couch cushions and
spread his legs to give his wife easier access to his erection.  Hollie
responded by pulling his erection toward the opening of the girdle.  The tip of
it now appeared just beyond the girdle in the open air.  She then started
stroking it, massaging it.  She could feel Miles throbbing.


“Hi Rich,”
giggled Hollie softly.


Miles tensed up,
had Rich heard?  Apparently not.


“If they got
another good perimeter shooter.  That’s really what they need.  Someone who can
feed the ball to Hamilton—” continued Rich.


“Uh huh,” said
Miles indifferently.  He spread his legs a little wider, sunk into the couch a
little deeper and let himself enjoy the feeling of his wife’s hand.  He was
really beginning to like this.


“Ball control—”


“Yup,” said
Miles.


Hollie smirked. 
“Speaking of ‘ball control’,” she said and she wrapped her fingers around her
husband’s balls, before returning her hand to his shaft.


Miles tensed
up.  His wife had spoken softly, but what if Rich heard?


“That’s the
thing: ball control—”


“What would Rich
think if he saw you right now?” Hollie giggled.


Miles shivered. 
With Rich talking away about basketball, a strange sort of normality had set in
and, for a moment, Miles had almost forgotten that he was wearing a dress and
girdle and women’s shoes as he spoke to his friend.  His wife’s giggly reminder
made him very conscious of that again and he blushed involuntarily.  At the
same time though, his level of excitement spiked.


“... in a pretty
dress,” she added.


A chill raced
through Miles.  His penis throbbed.  His chest heaved.


“... girly
heels.”


She added a
slight swirl to her stroke which made his penis feel like it was lurching
forward and would explode any moment.  Miles’ breathing became very labored.


“... all soft
and sissy.”


Hollie giggled now
and Miles melted.


“What would he
think?” she asked in a rhetorical tone.


Miles’ heart
raced.  He felt so incredibly naughty doing this.  He couldn’t believe how
exciting this was.  His penis was getting close to exploding.  He glanced at
his wife.  Oddly, she was smirking.


“Are you going
to answer him?” she asked with a chuckle.


It took Miles a
moment to process what she’d said.  Rich had stopped talking!  Miles
tensed up!  His stomach tied in knots.  “Uh— yeah, I totally agree,” said Miles,
hoping that was a valid answer.


“Right?!” growled
Rich.  He burst into another rant.


Miles breathed a
sigh of relief.  Hollie giggled.


“Good girl,” she
said and she patted his erection.


Miles blushed
brightly.


Hollie now slid
from the couch and down between his legs.  Miles spread his legs further as she
did, though he was starting to feel the limits allowed by the girdle.  A little
more of the tip of his penis appeared out the bottom of the girdle.  Hollie
leaned forward and gave it a tiny kiss right on the head.  This made Miles
shudder and more pre-come came out.


“What do you
think?” asked Rich.


This time, Miles
didn’t miss a beat.  “I agree.”


In the
background, Rich continued his rant.  “They need better coaching—”


“You’re loving
this,” said Hollie softly.


Miles licked his
lips.  He couldn’t deny that.  In fact, this was one of the most exciting
things he’d ever done.  Not only was Hollie proving to be an excellent tease,
but wearing the dress gave her so much to tease him over.  And doing it right
in front of his friend – figuratively and somewhat literally – was unbelievably
exciting.  The thrill of doing this before him, possibly getting caught, was
intense!


“I may never get
you out of dresses again,” giggled Hollie.


Miles blushed. 
Right now, he didn’t really want to refute that statement.  Right now, he was
so turned on that he wanted more, not less of this, and the idea of wearing a
dress again shockingly sounded amazing.


“Uh huh, I
agree,” he said to Rich.  His chest was heaving.


“Ball
handling, that’s the key—” came over the phone.


Hollie smirked
and slipped her hand from Miles’ shaft to his balls.  She tickled them from
beneath.  “He sounds obsessed with ‘ball handling.’  Do you think he’d like to
take over for me?  Is that what he means?” she giggled.


Miles turned
bright, bright red at the thought.  Indeed, the idea of Rich touching his balls
was shocking.  It was horrified.  It was terrible.  But there was something
else there too... it oddly felt like arousal.  Before Miles could dig into this
feeling, however, his wife grabbed his shaft again and stroked it before slipping
her lips around it.  His mind went blank.  She then ran her tongue over it in a
swirl and then pulled her mouth off of it again.  Miles’ penis responded by
jumping toward her.  He almost came.  His heart was pounding so fast now.


“Don’t you
agree?”


“I— I agree,”
said Miles into the phone.  It was getting harder to speak.  It felt like that
moment right before he came when his whole body seemed to freeze up except for
the act of explosion itself.  He was close, he knew it.


“I really
think it all comes down to—”


Hollie locked
her eyes on her husband.  A mischievous smile appeared upon her lips.  “I
should paint your nails,” she said.  Her voice was just a hint louder than made
Miles comfortable, but his discomfort added to the thrill.  As for the offer,
he shook his head, though part of him screamed YES!!  His chest was heaving for
breath.


“No,” he
mouthed.


Hollie nodded
her head in response.  “I should.”


He shook his
head again.


Hollie smiled
coyly and nodded.  An evil glint appeared in her eye.  Then she slipped her
lips over his head once more and gave it another swirl with her tongue before
pulling her lips away again.  This constant teasing, starting and stopping, was
driving him wild and Miles needed to claw the couch with his hand to keep from
grabbing his dick and stroking it like mad.  He was so close, but Hollie’s
constant stops kept it from happen.  He couldn’t believe his wife knew how to
do this!


“What color
should I paint them?” she asked innocently.


Miles shook his
head.  “No,” he mouthed again.


“Fundamentals! 
That’s what they’re missing—”


“It’s all right,
dear.  You can agree.  What color do you want?”


Her words “you
can agree” made him feel strangely soft suddenly and, for an instance, he
realized there was a danger he actually would agree.  His shook his head
vigorously in response and again mouthed “No.”


“You have to
have the fundamentals—”


Hollie pursed
her lips and raised an eyebrow almost scornfully.  “Well, if you don’t want to
play.  If you want me to stop,” she said with a sigh, and she slowly pulled her
hand from his shaft ever so slightly.  Miles gritted his teeth at the sour feeling
of sudden denial and each millimeter her hand retreated from his flesh, toward
the girdle opening, made it all the more sour.


“Don’t stop,” he
whispered, covering part of the phone with his hand.


“What’s that?”
asked Rich.


Miles blushed
brightly.  “I mean, they need to never stop,” he said into the phone.


“Absolutely! 
Never stop!  That should be their motto!  And another thing—”


Hollie chuckled
at Miles’ near miss.  Then she made a motion indicating that she would begin
again, but only if he answered her question.  “What color should I paint your
nails?” she asked.


Miles’ ego
warned him not to answer this question.  This was a mistake, it said.  It was
taking things too far, it warned.  He was already wearing a dress and that was
bad enough:  do not do this!  But he needed to come too badly.  He took several
shallow breaths as he wrestled with the decision.


“Red.”  That was
his favorite color on his wife’s nails.


“Such a girly
choice,” gushed Hollie approvingly.


Hollie had her
husband in the palm of her hand now and she knew it.  She burned with a sense
of raw power and her lower regions tingled; her nipples were so erect they
almost hurt.  It was time to give Miles his reward for his good, submissive
behavior.  She started stroking his throbbing penis once more – not quite
enough to make him come, but enough to make him think he might.  


“Do you want to
come?” she asked coyly.


Miles vigorously
nodded his head.


“I really
think it all comes down to desire—”


“What’s the
magic word?” asked Hollie.


“Please,” he
mouthed with barely a sound.


Hollie shook her
head.  “A little louder.”


Miles winced.  She
was playing with him and he knew it.  She wanted Rich to hear him.  But Miles
knew he couldn’t stop.  “Please.”


“Effort!  You
have to give 100%.  The coaches need to teach them—”


“Please what?”
asked Hollie with a wicked smirk.


Miles blushed
bright red.  “Please, let me come,” he whispered at barely a peep, though it
sounded to him as if he screamed it.  He clenched his jaw and waited for Rich
to mention it.


He didn’t.  “Fundamentals
too.  They need to get back to fundamentals—”


“Please let me
come,” said Miles a little louder.


Hollie tingled
at her husband’s choice of words.  Miles had said, “let” not “make” or “want.” 
That suggested the very mindset she wanted, a mindset where she made the
decisions and he submitted to them.  She felt a throbbing inside her at that
thought and her panties became damp.


“Good boy,” she
purred.


Hollie now
stroked him a little faster, taking him right to the edge, but no further.  She
ran her free hand down his stocking-covered leg making him shudder.  Miles’
chest heaved.  His grip tightened on the couch.  He felt that very familiar
throbbing deep inside which signified what was coming.  He was right on that
edge, the last chance to return.  He spread his legs as far as the girdle let
him; he felt the girdle push back.  He felt the heels on his shoes catch the
carpet, a kinky reminder of how he was dressed.  He stared so expectantly into
his wife’s glowing eyes.  She could make him come with the slightest touch now...
he was so close... so very close.


But she wasn’t
quite ready yet.  Her mischievous smile grew.


“I want to play
dress up again,” she said.


Miles saw the
trap, but didn’t care.  Right now, he would agree to almost anything to get
off.  Besides, if wearing a dress was this exciting, then he wanted to do it
again.  Of that, he had no doubt.  Only his ego resisted, and then only just.


“All right,” he
said through sharp breaths.


Hollie saw her
victory, but wanted just a tiny bit more.  “Ask me to dress you up.”


“What?”


“Ask me to dress
you up and I’ll let you come.”


“Honestly,
this feels like a lost season to me—”


Miles wasn’t
even listening to Rich anymore.  He was entirely focused on his wife.  Could he
do what she wanted?  Could he ask her to dress him up?  That was a complicated question. 
Part of him was incredibly curious to explore this whole new world, but his ego
wasn’t going to let him.  It told him this was wrong... unmanly, and it would
not let that go.  He started to shake his head.  But then Hollie loosened her
grip and started moving her hand just a bit side to side, throwing off the rhythm. 
His penis started to slip away from the edge, bit by bit.


“Don’t stop,” he
blurted out.


“Then say it.”


“I don’t know
how they think they can recover from that—”


Miles gritted
his teeth.  He needed this desperately.  He knew that.  He would pay any price
and deal with the consequences later.  Still, this was a hard thing to ask; it
went against what he thought he was.  He opened his mouth to speak.  His mouth
was dry.  He spoke... but nothing came out.  Hollie slowed her stroking a hint
more, taking him further from the edge.  The erotic explosive feeling started
to fade.


“Say it,” she
repeated.


“Really, this
is looking like a rebuilding year—”


Miles swallowed
hard.  He moved his head from the phone and covered it with his hand.  He
closed his eyes.  “Please dress me up again,” he said so quietly Hollie almost
couldn’t hear it, but she had.


“We need a
new coach—”


Hollie winked at
her husband.  Then she leaned over and slipped her lips over his erection once
more.  She began licking and stroking at once.  He felt her tongue slide over
his head.  Miles gripped the phone tighter and dug even deeper into the couch. 
He arched his back.  His penis thrust forward into his wife’s lips.  He held
his breath.  And then it happened.  A wave of pressure burst through him from
behind his balls and shot forward.  As it did, his wife slyly pulled her lips
away and let his hot, white sticky fluid shoot out of him and land on the floor
between his legs.


Miles collapsed
into the couch.


“Isn’t that
right?”


Miles heard the
question but had no idea what his friend had said.  That made him laugh.  He
looked down at the red dress he wore, the tip of the girdle, the white heels
and his penis, still erect, peeking out from beneath the girdle and dripping
with his own come and he laughed.  He had gotten away with it.  He’d worn a
dress on the phone while talking to his friend.  Only his wife knew, and now
that secret was theirs to share.


“Hey Rich,
something just came up.  I need to go,” he said.


Rich said
something and Miles hung up.  Miles smiled at his wife.


“That was
incredible,” he said.


Hollie
snickered.  “I told you you’d like wearing a dress,” she said.  She then rose
to her feet.  She pointed to the sticky mess on the floor.  “Be a dear and
clean that up.”  She then turned to leave, but stopped.  She smirked.  “Oh, and
next time, you’re the one on your knees.”


It seemed they
would do it again after all.
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Miles changed back
into his male clothes.  Hollie hoped he would stay in the dress for the rest of
the day, but she wasn’t going to push him just yet.  This had already been a
big step, and a little backtracking was to be expected, especially after he had
just come.  Most men’s focus seemed to fade after that.  So she let him change
back into his jeans and a sweatshirt without comment, and she let him relax and
watch the rest of the game... most of it at least.


It was the final
two minutes of the game.  It wasn’t close though.


Hollie came to
the living room and sat down on the far side of the couch.  She was holding a
vial of nail polish.  Miles watched her, unsure of what she was doing.  He
assumed she was going to paint her nails, though a slightly different thought
gave him a tinge of nerves (excitement?).  Hollie then turned sideways on the
couch to face her husband and crossed one leg under the other, leaving one foot
on the floor and the other dangling off the couch.  She patted her calf before
her.


“Let me have
your feet,” she said.


Miles’ instant
reaction was to furrow his brow and demand to know what exactly his wife was
planning, but he knew what she was planning already.  She’d told him what she
was going to do when he was talking to Rich.  She’d even made him pick a
color.  He now blushed, realizing what he’d committed to letting her do.  His
stomach quivered with uncertainty and a tingling excitement.


“You, uh, you’re
going to, uh—”


“Paint your
nails, yes dear,” said Hollie matter-of-factly.


Miles licked his
lips.  His ego did not like this, not at all.  It started to revolt.  But at
the same time, he recalled seeing his feet in the stockings for the first time
only an hour before, and he recalled wondering what his toes would have looked
like with painted toenails.  The image was vivid in his mind, his curiosity
palpable.  A warm, softness raced through him.  His penis started to unfurl.  At
the same time though, his nervousness grew.  What if his wife thought he liked
this?


Miles forced a
reluctant look onto his face which said he was tolerating his wife’s game but
would not enjoy it, even as his heart started beating faster.  He slowly pushed
off his sneakers with his feet and turned on the couch to face his wife.  He
took his time, to emphasize his reluctant facade.  Finally, he cautiously
raised his feet to the couch, setting them before his wife, with his knees
bent.  He still wore his socks.


Hollie smiled
kindly, nothing more, even though her heart was pounding, as she too didn’t
want to make too big of a deal of this and scare her husband.  She casually took
one sock-covered foot and pulled it to her lap.  She pulled off his sock and
picked up the nail polish.  She started shaking the bottle.


“How was the
game?” asked Hollie.


“It was fine,”
said Miles whose mind hadn’t been on the game.  He’d kept thinking about the
dress he’d worn and how excited it had made him... even as it brought him
shame.  Speaking of shame, what had been worse, a couple times as these
thoughts danced through his head, he actually imagined Rich kneeling before him
instead of his wife.  He had no idea where that came from and he quickly
dismissed the image each time.  But he’d had those thoughts, that was true. 
And when he did, he recalled that odd feeling hidden amongst the feelings of revulsion
he’d felt earlier.  It had been so strange.  It almost seemed like— well— NO,
that couldn’t be.  It had been revulsion.


Hollie now adjusted
his foot so she got a good look at his nails.  “Now, I want you to pay
attention.”


“Why?”


“So you can do this
yourself, silly.”


Miles raised an
eyebrow.  Clearly, his wife did not intend for this to be merely a one time
thing.  So was this to become a regular part of this odd game they were playing,
he wondered?  That idea was a little unnerving, but also sounded exciting.


Hollie opened
the vial of polish.  As she did, its acrid smell filled the room.  It seemed a
feminine smell to Miles, even though it was similar to things like paint
remover and turpentine.  Somehow though, this was different.  Somehow, this was
almost floral.  Somehow, this smell belonged to women.


“Watch how I do
this,” said Hollie.


She dipped the
brush into the vial, pulling it back out along the rim of the vial.  When it
cleared the vial, there was a beautifully teardrop-shaped drop of red liquid
attached to the brush.  It almost glowed in its rich, deep red color.  She then
set the brush at the top of the nail on his big toe, right at the edge of the cuticle. 
The instant it touched, she dragged the brush smoothly to the other end of the
nail in one smooth motion and lifted it before the brush touched his skin. 
Where the brush went, a wet, glossy red trail now appeared.


“See what I
did?  You pull the brush slowly from end to end.  You don’t dab it or brush it,
just pull it,” said Hollie.  “The brush and the polish will do the rest.”


She then set the
still-wet brush next to the new red line and smoothly pulled it down the nail
once more.  The line now widened.  After two more strokes, she finished the
nail.  The whole nail was now glossy red and feminine.  It was no longer a
man’s nail at all.


Miles stared at
it in disbelief.  It was amazing how feminine his foot suddenly looked with a
red-polished toenail.  Even more shocking was how emasculated he suddenly
felt.  He’d worn panties, a dress, a girdle, stocking and even heels, yet this
was more emasculating than the others combined.  This was his own body, not
just something he wore over it like a facade; his own body had become partially
feminine.  An effete feeling crept over him.


“What do you
think?” asked Hollie.


Miles smiled
with embarrassment, unsure what to say next.  “It’s uh, different.”  He
chuckled nervously.


“I’ll do the
rest today, but next time, you’ll do it,” said Hollie.


Miles licked his
lips nervously.  He didn’t respond.  He didn’t know what to say: should he
object?  Should he agree?


Hollie got to
work on the rest of his nails.  She was loving this.  She’d always wanted to
paint a guy’s nails, but no man had ever let her.  Now she got the chance and
it was even more exciting than she thought it would be.  There was something
incredible about watching Miles’ masculinity slowly vanish, brush stroke by
brush stroke, and something even more exciting about her being the one to take
it.  It was making her very wet.


It was turning
Miles on too.  There was something about watching his wife take his masculinity
in this way that was really exciting.  In particular, he noticed that it made
him feel helpless that his wife would be able to hold this over him now at any
time, and that was somehow erotic.


He liked this.
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Miles excused
himself under the pretext of using the restroom.  In reality, he felt almost a
sense of panic, if panic can be erotic.  It was like a quivering tension that
his manhood was on the verge of utter collapse if he stayed there with his wife
smirking at his girly feet even one more second.  He needed to get away to
catch his breath and regroup.


He closed the
bedroom door and sat down on the edge of the bed.  He took a deep breath.  Then
he glanced down at his bare feet and his painted toenails.  They were red.  All
of them.  They were oddly beautiful too.  They had transformed his toes into
something exciting and erotic and feminine, and he suddenly wanted to see them
in women’s open-toed shoes.


Miles looked
toward his wife’s closet.  He saw her heeled-shoes standing side-by-side on a
series of shelves.  She had a lot of shoes.  Some were wedges, some had chunky
heels, some were stilettos.  He’d never really noticed her shoes before except
to note that she looked good in them, but now he did.  The colors, the shapes,
they were all incredible, so artistic.  He wondered what it would be like to
walk in them... to walk in them with his wife watching.


“No,” he said
and he looked away.  “I can’t.”


Miles took
another deep breath.  His eyes returned to his toes.  Then they returned to her
shoes.  Again, he wondered what it would feel like to totter down the hallway
in really high heels, not just the white slides; they barely had a heel.  This
thought made his heart skip a beat.  His penis started growing.  He licked his
lips.  Then his eyes drifted past her shoes to the dresses that hung beyond. 
He recalled the red dress and how different it felt, how unmanly.  He wondered
how it would feel to wear others...


Actually...


... he wondered
how it would feel to be made to wear the others.


This immediately
struck Miles as an odd thought.  He truly did not see himself as having a
submissive side, and yet, the idea of being forced to wear women’s clothes by
his wife kind of turned him on.  It was a shocking revelation, but one that
really set a passion burning inside him.


Miles slid
backward on the bed.  He touched his penis through his jeans.  His eyes swept Hollie’s
closet and her dresses.  He saw the dark blue dress, the pink one, the pretty
little black one.  He saw a brown suede skirt and some sweaters.  His eyes
darted back to her shoes.  She had a pair of brown stiletto pumps with a woven
sort of texture which he really liked on her.  He liked the way they made her
walk.  She often wore them with the suede skirt.


How would
they look on him?


Miles unzipped
his jeans with one hand and slid the other inside.  He found his penis and
slowly started stroking it.


Miles imagined
his wife wearing the brown suede skirt and a bulky white sweater and the brown stilettos. 
She stood before the closet with her hands upon her hips.  Her feet were spread
wide.  One foot was balancing on its heel, with her toes pointed up in the
air.  She was looking through her clothes and shaking her head as if trying to
find just the right thing.  Finally, she reached into the closet and pulled out
a black skater dress, though Miles didn’t know the name of the style.  He just
knew it excited him.  She turned with the dress in her hand.


“And now, my
little sissy, husband, you’re going to wear this,” she announced.


She came to him
as he lay naked on the bed and draped the dress over his erection.  Miles
picked up the dress and sat up.  As he did, his wife pulled a pair of silky black
panties from her underwear drawer and grabbed a pair of tall spike heels from
the closet.


“I don’t want to
wear these things,” he protested.


“You don’t have
a choice.”


“What if I just
refuse?”


Hollie smiled
evilly.  “Then I’ll tell everyone you’ve been wearing panties and painting your
nails.”


Miles shuddered
deliciously at her words.  He repeated her threat in his mind as he stroked
himself.  His heart started to beat faster and his breathing stepped up.  He
started stroking faster.


In his head, the
scene changed.  Miles now wore the dress and heels and panties and the girdle
and silky stockings.  He imagined himself standing in the living room looking
sheepish as his wife circled him like a shark circling its prey.  She was
adjusting his dress with her hand, brushing his hair with her fingers, and
running her palm across his rear.


His penis throbbed
and his breathing got harder.


“You look so
girlish,” he imagined her saying.


Miles shivered.


“And so
helpless,” she added.


She came around
to his front and slowly lifted the hem of the skater dress with one hand until
his tented panties showed.  She slipped them down with the other hand, letting
his erection pop out into view.  She then pulled the panties down beneath his
balls before latching her hand onto his erection.


“Such a naughty
thing for a sissy to have,” she said in a faux scolding voice.  “And it’s so
hard,” she giggled.


Miles’ chest
started heaving.  He spread his legs a little wider on the bed.  In his fantasy,
he now saw his wife guide him to his knees.  His erection jutted out before
him.  His heels trailed behind.


“You know you’re
completely in my power now, don’t you sissy?” she asked.


Miles’ heart
beat a little faster.  He stroked faster as well.


“I can make you
do anything.”


He shook his
head.


His wife
laughed.  “Oh yes, I can.”  Her threat made Miles melt on the inside.


Miles’ breathing
became jagged as he stroked even harder.  He felt a rhythm building deep
inside, behind his balls.  He stroked methodically to the rhythm.  He knew he
would come soon.


Miles now imagined
his wife running her fingers in a swirl around the head of his erect penis as
she smirked down at his submissiveness.  His spine went weak at what he felt, a
sense of erotic helplessness.  His wife sensed his weakness and almost seemed
to grow.


Miles opened one
eye and looked down his body past his erection at his toes.  They were still painted
bright red.  It turned him on even more now.  His penis started throbbing
strongly.  He was getting very close.  He closed his eyes again to take up the
scene once more.  His wife stood over him shaking her head.


“I should show
you to Charlotte,” his wife laughed in his fantasy.


Miles cringed. 
Charlotte was his wife’s least favorite friend, to put it kindly.  She was
bossy, opinionated, and seemed to revel in making him feel inferior.  He had no
idea why he’d included her in his fantasy suddenly.  There was nothing about
her he liked, he assured himself of that.  Sure, she was pretty, but she was
the last person on Earth he would want knowing about any of this.  Why had he included
her?


“At least you’re
not thinking of Rich,” came a voice deep inside his head.


Suddenly, Miles
saw Rich between his legs.  He felt Rich’s hand grasping his penis, stroking
it.  He felt himself throb out pre-come at the thought.


He winced.  He tried
to shake that off, all thoughts of Rich as well as thoughts of Charlotte.  Evil
Charlotte... but thankfully not a man.  He brought his knees upwards, pulling
his feet closer.  He arched his back and stroked faster, thinking of his
painted nails and the dress he’d worn and the sound of his heels in the
kitchen:  CLUNK CLUNK CLUNK!  His erection now throbbed almost beyond
control.  Indeed, he was struggling to keep it from coming too soon, too fast.


He closed his
eyes once more and focused on the scene with his wife.  Only, this time
Charlotte was there.  She was standing before him laughing.  He felt a sense of
apprehension.  Why was she here?  What did that mean?  It was too late to stop,
however, and too late to change anything: the time had come.  His penis
seemingly reared back and froze for an instant in time.  His breathing had
stopped.  His body was burning hotter and hotter.  And then his balls jerked,
his penis thrust forward like an explosion and hot fluid shot from it.


Miles
immediately felt everything release.  The pressure.  The excitement.  The
entire fantasy.  It all drifted away.  His penis throbbed three or four more
times, and then slowly softened.  He’d come.  He felt calm, but also giddy.  He
now lay there, covered in his own come, panting.  It had been one of the
strongest, most satisfying orgasms he’d ever had.


He smiled at the
relief he felt.


Only, one very
strange question remained.  Why?  Why had this excited him?  He wasn’t
submissive, so why had a submissive fantasy turned him on?  And why had his
wife’s unpleasant friend been there?  And why had Rich appeared?  What did this
mean?  He felt uneasy.


Miles bit his
lip.


“Honey, dinner,”
called Hollie from somewhere outside the bedroom.
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“Put these on,
honey,” said Hollie when Miles returned from the bedroom.


Miles glanced at
the white slides in his wife’s hands.  They were the same ones he’d worn
earlier.  His stomach tensed and his penis grew.  Something in him wanted to
wear them again, even as he told himself he didn’t.  In fact, as he glanced at
them, he had a sort of mini-fantasy where he saw himself slipping into them as
his wife called him a “sissy.”  That sent a shiver down his spine.


His heart
started beating faster.


“Th— those?” he
asked.  He wasn’t sure how else to respond.


“Yes.  Then I
can see your pretty nails.”  Hollie smiled glowingly.


Miles blushed.  His
pretty nails.  His.


Hollie took her
husband’s hand and led him to the living room, where he sat down.  She set the
slides on the floor before him.  Then she crouched down and pulled off one of
his shoes – he had replaced his socks and sneakers before leaving the bedroom
because his shame at being feminized had returned after Charlotte saw him
feminized in his fantasy.  Hollie pulled off the sock next, revealing his painted
nails once more.  Miles’ heart skipped a beat at seeing it.


“Somebody looks
so pretty,” she giggled.


Miles felt a
warm, soft feeling come over him.  The idea of being “pretty” was rather
shocking but also somehow exciting.  It made him feel... happily girly.  He
quivered on the inside.


Meanwhile, Hollie
pulled off his other shoe and other sock.  She pointed to the slides.  Miles
slipped his feet into the slides until his red-painted toenails appeared
through their open-toes.  Then he stood up.  Again, he felt taller as the shoes
added two inches to his height.  Again, he felt traces of vulnerability as he
needed to balance on the heels.  Again, he felt emasculated as he now stood
before his wife in girly shoes.  Again, this cocktail of feelings made him horny. 
Again, he grew hard.


“Now you’re
ready for dinner,” said Hollie.


She took his
hand and led him to the kitchen.  As before, his heels announced each step
femininely... CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  That sound turned him on
so badly, though there was nothing he could do about it at the moment.  Still,
it gave him a little private thrill.


They took their
seats.


Hollie and Miles
sat at their small kitchen table and ate dinner.  Despite Miles wearing women’s
shoes, the conversation stayed away from the topic, instead focusing on what
was happening at Miles’ job and when Hollie expected school to return from
summer break.  When they finished dinner, Hollie leaned back and smiled.  Her
nipples slowly rose to attention:  it was time for the next step.


“You’re doing
the dishes tonight,” she announced.


“Me?  But it’s
your turn,” protested Miles.


“I don’t think a
man with painted toenails and who’s wearing his wife’s heels can really say
‘no’, do you?”  She tingled as she said this.  She felt her chest swell with
strength.


Miles shuddered
helplessly.  His penis sprung to erection.  “That’s not fair,” he said meekly.


Hollie smiled
coyly.  “Fair doesn’t come into it, darling.”  She leaned over and kissed him
on the lips.  “That’s the price of this particular secret.  It just happens to
give me all the power I want.  Now do the dishes.”


Miles burned
excitedly with a helpless feeling.  He slowly rose to his feet as ordered. 
Holly watched him... her lips were wet.  He was hard as a rock.
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For the next
week, Hollie asked nothing of her husband.  She didn’t ask him to wear
panties.  She didn’t ask him to paint his nails.  She didn’t ask him to slip
into a dress or the white slides.  Nothing.  Miles found this rather surprising. 
Up to now, Hollie had drawn him into this little game of theirs so skillfully
that it became a natural part of his daily life.  Miles had come to love the
exquisite thrill of the crisp fear of discovery as he walked out in public with
panties possibly casting panty lines upon his rear.  He savored the weakening cringes
he felt every time his shoes hit the floor and he heard that ever-so feminine
sound of heels.  He dreamed of the girlish breeze coming up his dress, the
silky feel of stockings, and the complicated tug of lingerie.  And he loved the
warm glow of emasculation as he glanced at his red-painted toenails.


And now he had
none of it.


Why hadn’t
Hollie demanded more?  Why hadn’t she pushed him harder?  Why had she seemingly
stopped?  That question had gone from a curiosity to an annoyance to almost a
desperation.  Would she continue?  When?  What was she waiting for?  Soon, he
began asking himself if he could find some way to give things a push.  He
started dropping little hints, but that didn’t work.  He dropped bigger hints,
but she seemed oblivious.  Had she lost interest?  He began to worry.  What’s
more, the longer this denial went, the more he began to crave doing this
again.  He thought about it all the time.  Every time he saw her slip into her
panties or slide into her shoes, he felt the sting of envy... and each day, it
got stronger.  At one point, when Hollie was at the store, he even found
himself slipping into the slides and walking to the kitchen just to hear
himself making that sound.  That didn’t help relieve the pressure though.  It
felt hollow somehow without Hollie.


“Maybe I should flat-out
tell her,” he told himself.


He wasn’t sure
he could though, so he didn’t try.  He put the slides back and tried to ignore
what he felt.  But day by day, his desire for more grew until it became an
obsession.  Finally, one night, it became too much and he found himself pushing
before he even realized it.


They were in the
bedroom.


Miles stared at
the white slides which stood on the floor of the closet.  Hollie sat at her
vanity removing her earrings.  She’d been out with a friend and had just gotten
home.  Her high heels had been dropped next to the couch.  Her purse was in the
front hallway.


“You know, we
haven’t done anything in a while,” said Miles.  His stomach tightened as he
spoke.  He hadn’t intended to say anything, but he had.  He knew he was
committed now, though his brain screamed for caution.


Hollie
imperceptibly smirked.  “Anything?” she asked innocently.


“Yeah, you
know.  Our secret little game.”


Her smirk grew
on the inside.  “Oh.”  She paused to let the silence do her work for her.  It
did.  She saw Miles struggling internally, unsure what to say next.  She could
tell he was hooked but didn’t want to admit it.  This was what she had been
waiting for.  But was Miles ready for what she wanted next?  She pulled off the
other silver earring and set both in the jewelry box in which she kept them. 
“Did you want to do something?”


Miles blushed. 
Yes, he absolutely did... but he couldn’t bring himself to admit that openly. 
What kind of man would, after all?  She needed to initiate it, not him, so why
was she asking him to start?  He bit his lip.  Finally, he shook his head
“no.”  His ego had won.  He’d lost.


Hollie returned
her attention to her vanity, but watched quietly out of the corner of her eye. 
Meanwhile, Miles glanced down at the white slides again.  He wanted so badly to
slip into them.  He could feel the way they hugged the balls of his feet, how
they made him taller, the strike of the heels when he walked, how feminine they
made him feel.  He was awash in envy.  Hollie saw these emotions as he stood
before the closet, staring at the shoes.


“I had an idea
the other day,” said Hollie casually.


Hope rushed at
Miles.  An idea?  What kind of idea?  “Oh,” he said cautiously.


“Yes, but it
wasn’t something you’d want to do.”


He tensed up:  why
would she say that?!  Still, here was his chance, he thought, if he could engage
her in this, get her to tell him what it was, find some way to get her to
propose it, then reluctantly accept it, then maybe he could turn this to what
he wanted!   He needed to handle this carefully, however.  There was a fine
line between interested and too interested, and an even finer line with
disinterested.  He licked his lips nervously.  “What, uh, what was it?”


Hollie smirked
to herself once more.  She could hear the desperation just beneath his tone. 
His forced week off had clearly done its work; he was putty in her hands.  It was
time to reel him in slowly.


“It was nothing. 
Silly.  Too much,” she said dismissively.


“You never
know,” replied Miles hopefully.


Hollie smiled. 
Then she shook her head.  “This was too much.  It was too daring.  You wouldn’t
have done it.”


“I can be pretty
daring.”


“Not this
daring.”


“What was it?”


“It was
nothing.  Forget about it, darling.”


Miles’ tension
grew.  The more she refused to answer, the more he wanted to know, but also the
more embarrassed he felt about asking; it made him sound like he wanted this,
which he didn’t want her thinking.  Then an idea hit him: a means to get what
he wanted without actually admitting this was what he wanted.  He would accept
it without knowing what he was accepting, then she couldn’t accuse him of
wanting anything specifically – to the contrary, he could claim he just bravely
accepted the unknown... he was just being a good sport.


“We should do it,”
he announced.


Hollie raised an
eyebrow.  She hadn’t expected that.  “You don’t even know what it is?”


“Then tell me,”
laughed Miles.


Hollie got it.  Nice
try, she thought, but she had the perfect response.  She turned to face her
husband.  “I’ll tell you what, darling.  If you think you’re brave enough—” 
She paused and waited for a reaction.  Miles responded to this challenge to his
ego by puffing up his chest and folding his arms defiantly.  “All right.  But
we’ll do it on one condition:  I’m not going to tell you what it is.  I want it
to be a surprise as we do it.  Agreed?”


A shiver ran
down Miles’ spine.  Was that fear or excitement?  Either way, he wanted this. 
His week without playing this game had left him craving it, and his wife had
just offered perhaps the biggest thrill yet:  an adventure unknown.  He licked
his dry lips and then nodded.


Hollie smiled;
she had him.  “All right.”
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“Let’s get you
dressed,” said Hollie.


Hollie rose from
her seat and walked over to her lingerie drawer.  From it, she pulled a pair of
tight black bikini panties.  To this, she added a pair of tan stockings, and
the white girdle.  Miles would wear these tonight, for their adventure.  But
first, she needed something more... another step toward her goal.  It was time
to turn up the charm.  Hollie dangled the lingerie tantalizingly before her
husband.


“These are for
tonight,” she said.


Then she set the
stockings and girdle aside, but kept the panties.  She stepped up to her
husband and unzipped his pants.  Miles watched with growing excitement.  With
his pants open, she worked them down his rear until she could let them drop. 
She did the same with his briefs.


He became hard
as a rock.


Hollie brushed
his erection with her fingertips teasingly before draping the panties over it. 
Then she slipped her fingers around his shaft, over the panties, essentially
wrapping his shaft in the panties.  She started stroking him slowly, but
firmly, with a particular rhythm which felt like she intended to slow-motion
pump him empty.  Each tug made his body shudder and thrust forward.  Each push
back gave him precious relief.


“Before you get
dressed,” she said with a mischievous grin, “there’s something you need to do
to make tonight’s adventure work.”


“Wh— what’s
that?” asked Miles through the breathless moments of her strokes.


Hollie could
sense the control she had, watching her husband surrender more and more with
each stroke.  “You have to look right for tonight,” she said.  She gave him
several more strokes before continuing.  “After all, a pretty girly like you
can’t look all hairy and manly, can she?”


Miles withered
at being referred to as “she.”  It was intoxicating.  He nodded his head
without grasping the implications yet.


Hollie kissed
him.


He melted ever
so slightly at her warm touch.


“Before I let
you put on my panties,” she said – with the word “let” setting a fire deep
inside her husband; it smacked of control – “you need to shave.”


Miles
subconsciously raised one hand to his chin and felt for stubble.  Hollie
chuckled when she saw this.  She shook her head.  Her eyes worked their way
downward along his body.


“Your body,
darling,” she said.


“My body?”


“Of course.  A
girl needs a smooth, hairless body.  After all, I can’t have you covered in
nasty hair while you’re wearing my pretty, little girly things, now can I?” she
laughed.


Her laugh was
like a hammer at his manhood.  Worse was the idea of shaving his body.  “You
want me to shave my body?” he asked.


“Your legs and
chest.”


Miles blushed
deeply at the idea:  women shaved their bodies, not men.  His erection grew
ever so slightly in his wife’s hand.  She noticed and smirked, which made him
blush even deeper.  She then stroked him twice more before pulling her hand,
and the panties, away.


“Use the razor
in the shower,” she said.


Without another
word, Hollie moved to the closet and started picking out clothes for herself. 
She didn’t look at her husband, nor did she speak, as she had already spoken
all that was needed.  It was up to him now:  obey or not.


Miles licked his
lips nervously.  Her statement had been an order, though delivered kindly, and
the implication of it was quite clear:  do as I say, or you will not get to
wear panties and there will be no more game.  The end.  No debate.  Miles
suddenly felt very small that his wife could simply tell him what to do. 
Worse, he knew he couldn’t fight her because this was what he wanted.  Indeed,
in this one moment, it had become clear his wife now wore the pants in his
family.  His ego screamed to refuse, to fight back, to reclaim his fading
manhood.  Don’t let this happen!  It told him he was a man and he needed
to stand up to defend that.  He didn’t need to dress in women’s clothes for
pleasure.  Look at all the games they had played before.  There would be other
games... other pleasures.


“But none like
this,” came the reply.


And like that,
his rebellion faded.  He would submit.


Miles felt a
strange feeling come over him.  It was like surrender.  He had been demoted and
he would accept it.  And from this moment forward, he knew he would never be in
charge again no matter what happened.  From this moment on, he belonged to his
wife.
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Miles stood in
the shower as a stream of warm water caressed his chest.  He was holding the
razor and staring at it.  Part of him was worried.  In some ways, this was like
painting his toenails only worse.  Shaving would remove his hair, and it would
not grow back right away.  That meant if he looked girly with a hairless chest
or hairless legs, he would be stuck with it for some time.  On the other hand,
he glowed with a sense of exhilaration.  He was about to do something that
could not be undone easily and that was thrilling.  This felt like a real step
forward in this strange game they were playing and that was exciting.


“Don’t do this,”
warned his ego, but it was powerless.  His mind was made up.


Miles took the
cream his wife had set out.  He turned away from the water and spread the cream
across his chest.  He took a deep breath and ran the razor down his chest.  Where
it went, hairless skin appeared.  A few strokes later and his chest was completely
hairless.  His legs followed.
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While Miles
showered, Hollie changed for their adventure.  She had gotten as far as panties,
a bra, stockings and black pumps before he finished in the shower.  A string of
white pearls hung around her neck.


He stood before
her now, naked.


Miles definitely
looked less masculine without his body hair.  He wasn’t quite feminine, but
without hair on his chest and legs, he bordered on something less than manly. 
His chest had never been particularly muscular, but his light-but-present hair
had hidden any im-masculine curves.  Those now showed like the start of
tiny boobs at the right angles.  That was embarrassing.  His legs too looked
surprisingly androgynous without their hair.  The embarrassment made him hard.


It turned Hollie
on too.  It felt like she had literally started to take his physical
masculinity bit by bit, and that was incredible.  Her nipples pressed into her
bra excitedly.  Her panties were damp.  She was breathing harder.


“Much better,”
said Hollie.  She ran her fingers over her husband’s hairless chest.  The lack
of masculinity gave her a chill.


“I look a little
silly,” said Miles.


“You look cute,
darling.”  She crouched down and ran her fingers down his thigh to his calves
to check for stubble.  His erection pointed toward her face.  His legs were
smooth.  He felt “on display” as his wife looked him over.  He insecurely
crossed his arms over his hairless chair.  His penis grew even stiffer.


“Now what?” he
asked nervously.


“Now you can put
on my panties,” said Hollie.


Miles felt another
tinge of weakness at being given permission to wear his wife’s panties but that
only added to his excitement.  Hollie held out the silky black panties for her
husband.  He took them excitedly.  A moment later, however, he felt insecure:  had
he taken them too quickly?  He suddenly worried.  Would Hollie think he had?  Why
did it matter, he wondered?  The truth was, there was no doubt this excited
him, but he still wasn’t sure he wanted Hollie knowing that it did or how much
it did.  It made him feel... funny.  He found himself turning away from her to
slide into them.


Hollie chuckled
at his sudden shyness.


“It’s all right,
honey,” said Hollie, reveling in the sense of power she held.  This was what
she’d always wanted, power over a man, power to take his manhood, and it was proving
to be everything she’d hoped it would be.  Her panties got a little more damp
and her nipples got harder.


Miles pulled the
panties into place.  He burned with embarrassment, which only seemed to make
him hornier.


“Now, let’s
paint your nails and then you can get dressed.”


Miles’ penis jumped! 
She was going to paint his toenails!  His chest swelled.  He was so excited,
yet the idea stung too.  Why did he want this, he asked himself?  Why did he
want a hidden shame, a burning weakness that marked him as a sissy?  He had no
answer and he chuckled helplessly, never wanting something so much while hating
the idea so much at the same time.


Hollie grabbed a
red polish from her vanity and pointed to the bed.  Miles climbed up onto the
bed as she instructed.  His erection tented up the panties.  Pre-come formed a
tiny wet spot where his tip touched the silky material.


“I suppose I
should make you do this,” she laughed, “but I’m faster, so I’ll do it. 
But in future, you’ll need to get better at this.”


Miles felt both
excited and submissive at the threat of there being a future where he wore nail
polish and at his wife’s tone, which had become a sort of cross between
commands and matter-of-fact statements, which indicated her comfort with being
in charge.  She was not the insecure boss barking commands to try to seem powerful,
she was in charge and she knew it: her control was a simple fact now.  He truly
had been demoted.


Hollie sat down
on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs.  She let one black pump dangle
from her toes.  Miles sat back against the pillows.  His feet were before him
on the bed in front of his wife.  He felt very girlish sitting like this.


Hollie opened
the nail polish, filling the room with the acrid smell of the polish once
more.  Then she set the brush against one of his toes and swept the brush down
its length.  The nail turned red.  She moved the brush to another toe and did
the same.  One by one, his toenails turned bright, glossy red.  And with each,
Miles felt increasingly feminine.


“Now your
fingers,” said Hollie.


Miles felt a
giggly, embarrassed feeling in his stomach.  “My fingers?”  His penis grew ever
so slightly.


“Yes, darling,
your fingers.”


Miles held out
one hand and his wife took it.  His heart was pounding so fast now.  Hollie made
him brace his hand against her thigh and she painted each of the nails on that
hand.  Miles pulled his hand back finally to see red tips on each of his
fingers.  This felt so incredibly naughty!  Having feminine hands was even more
emasculating than having his toenails done.  A tremendous sense of horniness
filled him and Miles wanted desperately to touch himself.


Of course, he
could not.


Hollie finished
the other hand and then warned him to sit still.  “Don’t move for about ten
minutes until they dry,” she said.


Meanwhile, Hollie
rose from the bed and moved to her vanity.  As Miles waited impatiently for his
nails to dry, Hollie adjusted her makeup and brushed out her hair.  Finally,
she went to her closet and grabbed a little black dress.  She slipped it over
her head, wiggling it into place, and zipped it up.  Its hem stopped mid-thigh. 
It was very sexy on her.


“Let’s see how
your nails look,” said Hollie.


She came over
and examined Miles’ fingers and toes.  They were dry.  She told him to get off
the bed and she went to retrieve the girdle.  Miles recalled the girdle
excitedly.  Not only did it grip him tightly like an erotic hug, but it gave
him a hint of a feminine shape.  In many ways, it felt like bondage, something
that was starting to appeal to him.


Hollie handed
her husband the girdle and Miles slipped one foot through it and then the
other.  He pulled it up until it reached his thighs, where it became very
tight, pressing his legs together.  From that point, as before, he struggled to
work it into place all the way to the middle of his torso.  It now ran from
just beneath his chest to the middle of his thighs.


“I forgot how
tight this was!” he laughed nervously.


Hollie
snickered.  “I’m sure you love it, darling.”


Miles blushed
embarrassingly.  “It’s ok,” he said evasively.


With the girdle
in place, he turned to the mirror.  This time, the girdle seemed to work
miracles.  With no hair on his now-girly chest, no hair on his androgynous
legs, and the girdle squeezing his waist into a near-hourglass figure while
seemingly expanding his hips and rear, his shape had become really rather
feminine.  His body didn’t look like a woman, obviously, but it no longer
looked like a man either.


“Now what?” he
asked.


“Now we add
makeup.”


“Makeup?”


“You want to
look like a woman, right?”


Miles blushed at
her statement.  It wasn’t what he wanted, it was what she wanted... right? 
That’s what he told himself, though he knew the truth.  “What are we doing
tonight?” he asked to change the topic.


She ignored his
question.


Hollie patted
the back of the chair at the vanity.  “Sit.”


Miles twisted
his lips.  He debated refusing, telling her that this was enough, that he had
reached his “girly limit” shaving, but the curiosity was too strong:  how would
he look in makeup?  Would he actually look like a woman?  Part of him hoped he
did, but his ego didn’t.  It was one thing to dress like a woman, it was quite
another to be turned into a woman with such ease.  In fact, his ego hoped he
looked terrible, like a clown even.  He was sure he would.  He was a man, after
all, and you couldn’t turn a man into a woman just by painting his lips!  Could
you?  Either way, there was only one way to find out.  He cautiously moved to
the chair and sat down.  He tingled excitedly.


The next few
moments were a blur for Miles.  His wife popped open tins of powder, tubes of
lipstick and containers of cream.  She smeared, brushed and painted things all
over his face.  She applied a stiff brush to his eyelashes, pens to his lips,
and dapper little pads to his eyelids.  And then it was over.


Miles looked into
the mirror before him.


“Unbelievable,”
he gasped.


His wife had expertly
painted a convincingly feminine face over his own.  He could still see his own
face through it, but he doubted many other people could.  The transition was
incredible!  Indeed, he leaned forward and stared into the mirror.  Staring
back at him was a woman.  A woman without breasts, but in a sort of corset.  A
woman with painted nails and painted lips and mysterious eyes.  His cheeks were
rosy, his lips were red.  The only thing still masculine was his hair.  That
was the only thread remaining of his masculinity.  It was a shocking,
shattering and exciting sight.  It felt like a real blow to his manhood, but it
opened a world of... possibilities?


“Wait here,”
giggled Hollie, who was utterly turned on by the transition.


Hollie crossed
the room to her closet.  From it, she pulled out a box from the top of the
closet.  From the box, she pulled out a brunette wig with red tints and lighter
highlights.  It was styled in a bob, and Miles felt butterflies when he saw
it.  By putting that on, the man would disappear entirely, to be replaced by a
very passable woman.  He was both terrified and elated to see how he would look.


“Ready?” asked
Hollie.


Miles licked his
lips and nodded cautiously.  His heart started beating faster.  He didn’t know
why this excited him so, but it did.  He didn’t understand that.  This
obviously wasn’t the same game anymore, it wasn’t about the possibility of
getting caught doing something naughty anymore, but it turned him on more than
ever now... so what was turning him on?


Hollie set the
wig upon his head and arranged it so the longer side of the bob fell across his
right eye.  When she finished, it looked natural.  When she finished, her
husband was gone.  She had taken his manhood.  She had turned him into a woman
and that was thrilling.  It made her feel on top of the world, high with
power.  It made her wet.  She even shuddered, imagining him prancing around the
house in a dress and heels, doing her bidding.


“You look
pretty,” she said breathlessly.


As she spoke,
she was hit with an overwhelming desire to make love to her husband.  She grabbed
his shoulder and pushed him back into the chair before kissing him deeply on
the lips.


“And best of
all, you’re all mine, girlfriend.”


She slipped into
his lap and began kissing him passionately.  Her nipples pressed hard against
her dress.  Her panties were damp going on soaked.  She slipped her hand up his
girdle and grabbed his erection through the panties.


“I can’t believe
how sexy you are!”


Hollie started
stroking her husband inside the girdle.  She wanted to make him come.  She
wanted to feel him shoot out his seed into the panties as a woman, as a
woman she made.


At the same
time, Miles was going through a crisis of conflict.  It had startled him that
his manhood had so easily vanished.  Scared him, in fact.  But it turned him on
too, and he didn’t understand why this turned him on.  That scared him even
more.  What did it mean?  What did he really want?  He began to tell himself
that maybe this was not a great idea, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to stop. 
It was too exciting.  And with Hollie kissing him so passionately and stroking
him so intensely, he wasn’t sure he even wanted to stop.


“Stop!” his ego
screamed nevertheless.  “You’re a man.”


Then why was
this so amazing?


He had no
answer.  Before he could get one either, everything suddenly stopped.


Hollie pulled
back.  She looked down into his eyes with fire in hers.  Her lips curled up
devilishly.  She wanted him so badly right now, but she knew she needed to
wait.  She had to take her time or her dream would never happen.  Step by step,
that was the only way.  So she pulled her hand from his erection.  “Not yet,”
she said.  She kissed him once more and then pulled back again.


Miles was
stunned.  “But—”


Hollie put her
finger upon her husband’s lips to silence him.  She shook her head.  “Maybe
later... if you’re a good boy on our adventure.”


“I— I thought
this was the adventure?”


Hollie laughed. 
“We’re just getting ready.”


With that, she
slid off his lap and moved to the closet.  At the closet, she grabbed a dark
green skater dress.  She pulled it from the hanger and came back to her
husband.  “Stand up, darling.”


“Wh— what’s that
for?” he asked.  He was still shocked everything had stopped so suddenly, and
his mind was a whirlwind of confusion.  Arousal and terror mixed in a twister
of desire.  His penis throbbed beneath the girdle.  The panties he wore were wet
with pre-come.  Yet, he shook with fear too.


Hollie unzipped
the dress without answering.  She held it out for him and he ducked into it. 
She then brought it carefully over the wig and his made-up face before pulling
it down into place; it stopped just above his knees.  With the help of the
girdle, he had just the right shape for it – subtle feminine curves.


“You know, I
think we’ll be better without the panties,” said Hollie.  “Better access.” 
Before Miles could react, she reached beneath the dress and the open girdle,
and pulled the panties down Miles’ thighs, letting them drop to his feet.  He
felt cooler air rush up the dress and tickle his balls.  He then stepped out of
the panties and she picked them up and tossed them toward the hamper.


“Now what?”
asked Miles, who was becoming incredibly excited.


“Now we just
need one more thing,” she said.


Hollie returned
to the closet once more before coming back with a pair of metallic, golden,
high-heeled sandals; the gold was almost reflective.  The shoes had a thick
platform and a thick, chunky heel to match.  The fronts of the shoes were like
classic rounded pumps except for a small peep-toe opening just wide enough to
let two toes show.  The back of the shoe had half-inch thick straps that
wrapped around the ankle.  All told, the heel would add five inches to Miles’ height,
but the thickness of the platform wouldn’t make them much more challenging than
the white slides.


“Sit down,
darling,” she said.
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Miles stared in
disbelief at his red-painted toenails as they peeked through the peep-toe of
the golden sandals.  Somehow, he thought, he’d never seen anything more
feminine.  It made him feel funny... uncertain.


“You look
perfect,” said Hollie.


Miles looked
into the mirror once more.  What he saw still shocked him.  Between the
reddish-brunette wig, the dark green dress, the hairless tan legs and the tall golden
platform sandals, he looked... well, like a woman.  There was little man to be
seen.


“How do the
sandals feel?” asked Hollie.


Miles glanced
down at his toes again.  The shoes felt strange, so very strange.  They felt
like the white slides had felt the first time only more so – if that made sense. 
He was significantly taller in these and his feet were held at a much steeper
angle than the white slides held them.  In fact, the angle was steep enough
that it put considerable pressure on his toes.  More interestingly though,
balancing in these was harder.  He’d gotten to the point where he barely
noticed the inch or two heels on the slides, but the heels on these were
significant.  He needed to take much shorter, more “dainty” steps in these
shoes and he needed to be very certain of his balance.  What’s more, he’d
already discovered that the motion it took to walk in these without stumbling
made his hips sway femininely.  They also forced him into a much more feminine
posture, which brought a sense of vulnerability... along with more shapely
calves.


“They’re
different,” he said, downplaying his fears.


“Walk across the
room again.  Let’s see how you do.”


Miles cringed at
the idea of putting his ability to walk in high heels on display for his wife,
but she was right.  It would probably ruin their fun if he fell over in the
middle of whatever she had planned.  So he pivoted as he’d learned to do in the
slides and he started across the room.  He kept his knees together, landed one
foot in front of the other, rather than letting them spread out, and took
small, meek steps.


THUNK!  THUNK! 
THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!


Each step
brought the echoing sound of his heels striking the hard floor.  That sound was
both louder, stronger, and more feminine than the sound the slides made.  It
still wasn’t quite the clicking of a stiletto as his wife’s shoes made though,
but it was much closer than anything he had worn before.  That made him tingle
all over, and he chuckled nervously.


“You’re doing
great,” said Hollie.  “Now come back to me.”


Miles pivoted
and came back to his wife.


THUNK!  THUNK! 
THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!


“Perfect,” she
said.


Hollie now dug a
purse out of her closet.  As Miles watched, she crossed the room and added
certain items of makeup to the purse, a brush, and some tissues.  When she
finished, she turned back to her husband and smiled expectantly.  This was her
moment.  She was ready.


“Now what?”
asked Miles nervously.


“Now you follow
me.”
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They had made
their way to the kitchen, their heels tapping loudly and femininely off the
tile floor.  Hollie now stood before the door to the garage.  She had grabbed
her purse and was looking through it for her car keys.


“That’s the
garage,” said Miles cautiously.


She smiled mischievously. 
“I know.”


“Wh— why are we
going to the garage?”  Miles’ heart was pounding.  It was starting to dawn on
him that his wife intended for them to go outside... outside... the world...
where there were people.  The idea filled him with shock and terror and made
him tremble, but it also brought a strange sense of morbid curiosity:  could he
pass as a woman outside?


“We’re going for
a ride,” said Hollie.


Miles licked his
lips nervously.  “A ride?”


“Yes, dear, a ride.”


“Are you crazy?”
blurted out Miles unexpectedly.  Even he had not expected to sound so nervous,
but this idea really worried him.  Outside in a dress?  “What— what if someone
sees me?”


“It’s dark,
dear.  No one will see a thing.”


“But outside— there
are people!”


Hollie
snickered.  “That’s the point,” she said and she opened the door to the garage
and stepped through it.  Miles heard her high heels clicking off the concrete
floor in the garage.  Was she serious?  Did she really expect him to go outside? 
Dressed like this?!


Miles froze,
uncertain what to do.  Fear bubbled up inside.


What happened
next seemed to take an eternity, but it really didn’t.  Miles told himself he
would not do this.  It was enough to wear panties under his pants or let his
wife dress him up in the privacy of their home.  Going outside was too much.  Hollie
would need to accept that.  But even as he said this, he knew the temptation
was too high.  He wanted to take this further, and here was his chance. 
Besides, so far, Hollie had never really endangered him.  She’s always had a
good plan, and whatever she had planned now could be their greatest adventure
yet.


Miles took a
deep breath.  His mind was made up.  He stepped through the door.


THUNK!


His heel hit the
concrete, the first time he’d worn heels on anything other than hardwood or
carpet.  That sound sent a chill down his spine.  He tingled all over.  He was
stepping far beyond his comfort zone.


THUNK!


The other foot
followed:  he was now in the garage.  Hollie stood by the passenger side of the
car smiling mischievously.  She knew she had him.  She knew he couldn’t
resist.  She grabbed the car’s door handle and opened it.  Then she motioned
with her other hand as a chauffer might for Miles to get in.  Miles licked his
lips nervously and quickly tapped his way to the car, as if getting there fast
would avoid anyone seeing him.  THUNK! THUNK! THUNK! THUNK! THUNK!  When
he reached her, she stepped back to let him into the car.


“Getting into a
car in heels and a dress can be tricky,” she said.  “Spin your rear toward the
seat.  Slide your hand beneath your rear to keep from sitting on the dress and
then slide into the seat.  Bring your feet in after you.  When you get out, do
it in reverse.  Turn toward the door.  Slide your feet out first.  Put them
together and then lift yourself onto them.”


Miles nodded his
head cautiously.  Then he did as his wife instructed.  His rear went first.  He
brushed the dress beneath him.  When he was in, he pulled his feet in after
him.  It was a motion he’d never made before as a man, where he generally
climbed in leg first, and it felt very feminine to do it this way.  It felt
complicated... restrictive.  But that only seemed to heighten his excitement.


Hollie closed
the door behind him and came around the other side.


“Where are we
going?” he asked.


Hollie smiled
evilly.  “Isn’t not knowing part of the fun?”
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When Hollie
first backed out of the garage, Miles’ heart was racing.  Even though it was
dark, he was terrified someone would look out their window and see two women
sitting in the car and wonder who the second woman could be.  It was an
irrational fear, he knew that, but it was a fear he could not break.  After
all, from his perspective, it was obvious who this other “woman” had to be.  His
fear remained even as they drove through the neighborhood and out onto the main
street toward downtown.  What if someone they knew just happened to drive past
and recognize them?  The idea was terrifying.


The further they
got from their home, however, the more this sense of terror shifted into a budding
excitement.  Here he was in public – in a way – in a dress and heels and a wig
and makeup.  He was outside, dressed as a woman, and he was getting away
with it.  In fact, each car that passed offered a little boost to his
confidence and added to the thrill.


After a few
miles, they came to the first stoplight.  It was red.  Hollie pulled to a stop.


“Enjoying
yourself?” she asked, though it seemed more of an assertion than a question.


Miles smiled
with embarrassment.  He was.


Hollie slid her
hand onto her husband’s silky thigh and rubbed her fingers downward toward his
inner thigh.  Miles’ thigh tingled and his penis grew really hard in response.


“There’s more to
come,” she said.


The light turned
green and they moved forward, but about fifty feet up the road, they were
caught by a second light.  This time, a car pulled up next to them.  Miles
tensed up when he saw the car.  The other driver was parallel to him but sat a
lit bit higher and could likely look down into their car.  This rattled Miles: 
not only was he dressed as a woman, something possibly obvious in the brightly
lit intersection, but his wife had her hand on his thigh.  He swallowed hard
and hoped the other driver didn’t look over.  He focused his eyes straight
ahead and tried to remain inconspicuous.


“Worried?”
snickered Hollie.


“What if he sees
me?”


“He’ll think
you’re a woman.”


Before Miles
could object, Hollie moved her hand down Miles’ thigh to his knee and slipped
her hand beneath his dress.  Then she pulled the dress up his leg, exposing his
silk-clad thighs.


“What are you
doing?!” gasped Miles.


Hollie
chuckled.  “Giving him a show.”


Miles put his
hand on hers to stop the retreat of his dress.  “You can’t do that.  What if he
realizes I’m a man?!”


“Danger’s part
of the fun, Miles.  Besides, he won’t recognize you.  He thinks we’re two
women.”


Hollie pushed
her hand, and the dress, further up Miles’ leg until her fingers came into
contact with her husband’s erection.  Miles, to his surprise, didn’t resist. 
To the contrary, he pulled his hand away and set it on the seat next to him. 
He was breathing so hard suddenly.  She ran a fingertip over the tip of his
erection where it created a small mound in the girdle.


“Somebody’s
looking,” said Hollie in a sing-song voice.


Miles tensed
up.  At the same time though, his penis started throbbing.  The idea that they
were being watched by some stranger – a man – as his wife played with his
penis, all the while thinking they were two women, hit Miles like an erotic
storm.  He couldn’t believe how horny it made him.


“He’s
watching?”  Miles sounded nervous, but felt more horny than nervous.


“Uh huh.”


Hollie slipped
her fingers inside his girdle, the hem of which had now been revealed to the
other driver, and she wrapped her fingers around his shaft like a spider wrapping
its legs around its prey, leaving only the tip peeking out the top of her
palm.  The other driver couldn’t see Miles’ shaft as it was blocked from view,
being beneath the bunched-up dress, but he could see the bottom of the girdle
and he could tell where Hollie’s hand had gone.  His eyes got really big, which
made Hollie chuckle.


“He’s loving
this,” she purred.  Then she felt how hard Miles had gotten.  “And so are you.”


She giggled.


Hollie started
stroking Miles by moving her wrist, holding his shaft and head firmly in her
grip.  Miles shuddered a dozen times at the feeling her hand created.  At the
same time, he felt worried about the man, but simultaneously incredibly
aroused.  Was a man really watching his wife jerk him off?


“Is he really
watching?”


“Hmm hmm,” said
Hollie.


Miles blushed. 
The idea of a man watching him was somehow far more embarrassing than if it had
been a woman, even if the man thought he was a woman, but there was no denying this
was exciting in a naughty sort of way.  In the past, they’d played
exhibitionist games.  Hollie had flashed her panties.  Miles had touched her
breasts in public.  Miles had slipped his hand up her skirt in a restaurant. 
Those moments had been exciting, even though Hollie was the one exposed.  Now
the shoe was on the other foot – quite literally – and he was stunned how
exciting it felt to be the one taking the risk.  He even spread his legs to
give his wife greater access.


“Ooops, one hand
just left the steering wheel,” giggled Hollie.  “One guess where it went.”


Miles felt even
naughtier... dirtier.  A man was touching himself over Miles now!


Hollie stroked a
little faster.  “This is probably the most excitement he’s ever gotten.  How
does it feel, darling?  Having a man watch me jerk you off?  Do I need to
worry?” she teased him.


Miles was
breathing really hard now.  His chest was heaving.  His penis was pulsing in
his wife’s hand.


“You’re
positively throbbing,” she giggled.  Her giggle was like an accusation.


Miles opened his
mouth to answer, but didn’t know what to say.  What man would enjoy this?  What
man could?  He could, apparently, and he didn’t know what to say about that. 
Did he really want Hollie to know?  Was there some way to deny it?  It was best
to remain silent.  Besides, his mind was too busy to speak.  Miles pushed back
into the seat.  He spread his legs a little wider yet.  His erection was
throbbing as much as it had ever throbbed.


Hollie stroked a
little faster.  Back and forth, back and forth.


Miles grasped
the door handle to steady himself.  A strong rhythm had built inside him.  His
penis started to shake because the rhythm was so tense.  It felt like a spring
pushed about as far back as it could go.  The explosion was going to be
massive.  Only, it didn’t come.  Hollie wasn’t through teasing him yet.  She
slowed her stroke to keep him from finishing.  She glanced at the other driver.


A crooked smile
appeared upon her lips.  “Do you think he’d be as excited if he knew you were a
man?”


Miles glared at
his wife.  “Let’s not tell him.”


“Why not,
honey?” teased Hollie.


“Are you
kidding?  He’s a man!”  His tone was annoyed, but something inside him
tingled weirdly and he suddenly felt conflicted between this nebulous worry and
being highly turned on.


“You’re a man
too,” countered Hollie.  “You two have a lot in common.”


Miles sharpened
his glare even as his penis was throbbing from her continued stroking.  “That’s
not funny.”


“I think it’s
hilarious,” purred Hollie.


She leaned over
and kissed him.


“It would be
super sexy to see you and another man together,” she said.


And then
something funny happened.  Hollie hadn’t meant it.  She had just been tweaking
her husband’s ego as the idea of letting a man see him sexually submissive like
this clearly hit a sore spot – masculine pride no doubt!  But when she said it,
she felt a strange quiver within.  Her entire body trembled and she became even
wetter.  And for an instant, she had a vision of Miles in the green dress and
gold heels on his knees before another man as she watched.  That man was
Kelli’s husband Taylor.  Taylor had always struck her a man’s man, a man among
men, and somehow it seemed right that he would be here at this moment.  As she
watched, Taylor unzipped his tuxedo pants – and why not, she thought, it was
her fantasy – and pulled out his penis.


Suddenly, it hit
her what she was imagining and she bit her lip.  She tried to shake off the
image.


A car honked.


Hollie snapped
back to reality.  The light had turned green, but neither she nor the man next
to her had moved from the light.  The guy behind them was not amused; he was
honking.  Hollie glanced around nervously for a second.  Then she yanked her
hand from Miles’ erection – Miles who was on the verge of coming as she had
sped up her hand tremendously during the vision – and she pressed down the gas
with her stiletto-heel-encased foot.


The car roared
off.


“What did this
mean?” she wondered nervously.

















Chapter Ten: “Inside”
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Miles had been riding
that agonizing edge so close to tipping over that it felt like the world
stopped spinning when his wife pulled her hand away, and it took him several
blocks before he could recover and speak again.  He was hornier than ever now. 
He was so horny, he even considered slipping his own hand up his girdle and
finishing himself.  It would take very little, he knew, and he wanted it so
badly... but that’s not how the game was played.


“S— so what
happens next?” he finally asked.  He was still breathing hard.


Hollie had
recovered from her shock and now smirked at his obviously disguised eagerness
for more.  She had turned off the main road and onto another before taking a
bend to the right.  They were now in a part of town they rarely visited and
neither knew very well.


“Now comes the
adventure,” she said.


Miles raised an
eyebrow.  “I thought that was the adventure.”


“Just the start,
honey.”


Miles licked his
lips anxiously.  It felt like they had taken a lot of risks so far, but excitement
coursed through him.  “So what are we doing?”


Hollie turned
the wheel and drove into a parking lot lined with trees and strategically
placed walls on either side, which afforded the lot some degree of privacy even
as it sat on a busy street.


“Let’s get a
drink,” said Hollie.


Miles raised an
eyebrow.  “You want a drink?  Like from a drive through?” he asked cautiously.


“Not quite.  I
was thinking here.”


With that,
Hollie turned the car off and snatched the key.  She picked up her purse and
started looking through it.  She pulled a lipstick from her purse and traced
her lips with it.  Then she fluffed her hair with her fingertips.  Meanwhile,
Miles glanced around for a sign.  He saw one on the building.  It read:  “The Purple
Pad.”  Apparently, they had stopped at some sort of club.


All the color
fled his face.  “You want to go inside?” he gasped.


“I promised you
an adventure.  This is it.”


She looked so
calm that the whole scene felt surreal to Miles.  How could his wife be so
calm?  She was suggesting he get out of this car, in a dress, and go
inside where there were people!  This was crazy!  Panic hit him.  He couldn’t
go in there in a dress!  No way!


Before he could
open his mouth in protest, however, Hollie slipped her hand into her husband’s
lap and scraped her nails over the dress where his erection created a bump that
could be felt, but not seen.  Her nails sent tingly shocking waves through his
penis and made him wither, even through the girdle.  She leaned over and kissed
him on the lips.  Then she moved her mouth closer to his ear.  At first, she
gently bit his earlobe, sending another withering feeling down his spine.  Then
she spoke.


“Come with me,”
she purred.


And she got out
of the car...
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What happened
next surprised Miles.  He remembered sitting in the car telling himself he
would not get out of the car under any circumstances but then he recalled
walking toward the front door.  He wasn’t sure what had changed his mind, or if
it even really had changed, but either way he knew he was headed toward his
wife.  He felt the feel of his heels on asphalt.  The wind up his dress and
girdle.  The tug of lingerie.  He heard the passing of cars.  His saw his wife
waiting for him in her sexy black dress.  And now the front door neared.


“I can’t believe
I’m doing this,” said Miles.  He felt a rush of excitement.


“You’re going to
love this,” said Hollie.


“If I don’t get
caught,” laughed Miles nervously.


Hollie pulled
her husband close, wrapping her arms around his waist.  “And what if you do?  Doesn’t
that just add to the excitement?”  She kissed him deeply on the lips before
taking his hand and leading him through the door.
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They were
inside.


The club was
dark and mysterious to Miles.  Music was playing, but it wasn’t so loud you
couldn’t speak privately.  The tables were mainly booths with a few tall
bar-style tables mixed in.  All the booths were made of heavy leather.  The
tables were black.  A bar ran the length of one entire wall.  It was decorated
in neon, which cast a surreal glow over everything; Miles’ reflective golden
sandals glowed like rainbows in the neon lights.  Three waitresses moved from
booth the booth.  Each wore a sort of uniform consisting of black pants and a purple
shirt.  The booths were largely full, as were the tall tables.  A waitress came
to them.


“Two?” she
asked.


“Yes, a booth
please,” said Hollie.


The waitress led
them to a booth against a wall.  The seat was rounded, forming a half-circle
large enough for four to sit comfortably.  Hollie let Miles slide in first and
then followed.  They sat right next to each other, their bodies touching.  The
waitress handed them a drinks menu, promised to be right back, and walked off.


Miles looked
around tensely.  The club was full of people.  Most were couples or sets of
couples.  One large booth had a group of young women.  Two men sat together at
the bar.


Hollie slid her
hand across her husband’s nylon-clad knee.  Miles’ penis instantly shot to
attention, pressing into the girdle.  Hollie crossed her legs toward him.  She
touched his shin with the tip of her shoe and began rubbing the top of her foot
up and down his leg.


“What if someone
sees?” said Miles pensively.


“Sees what?”


“You running
your leg up and down mine.”


Hollie smirked. 
“They’ll think we’re lucky women.”  She picked up the menu and started looking
over the cocktails.  Miles followed suit, though he kept glancing around the
room nervously.


“Make sure you
keep your legs together, honey.”


Miles raised an
eyebrow.  “Why?”


“Because that
dress is rather short and you aren’t wearing panties.”


“But my— the
girdle.”


“It’s an
open-bottom girdle, remember?  Your dick is just hanging there and women don’t
have things like that hanging between their legs.”


Miles
instinctively pressed his knees together.  As he did, the waitress returned.


“Have you had a
chance to look over the menu?” asked the young woman.


“What’s in the
‘Shaken Not Stirred’?” asked Hollie.


The young woman
started to explain what was in the drink and how it was made.  It was a classic
vodka martini made with vodka, vermouth, and optional bitters.  As she
explained the types of bitters available, Hollie slipped her hand from the
table into her husband’s lap.  She ran her finger over his dress until she
found the tiny bump his erection created in the girdle, where it pressed up
hard into the girdle.  Miles flushed with excitement at her touch.  But with
the young woman just across the table, a sense of panic hit him and he thought
about pushing his wife’s hand away, lest the waitress notice.  But the idea
that his wife was playing with him right in front of this young woman was too
thrilling and he knew he wanted to experience it.  This was a risk of a higher
order of magnitude than anything they’d done before and that was exciting.


“That sounds
tasty.  I’ll have one of those,” said Hollie.


The young woman
turned to Miles.  As she did, Miles opened his mouth to order an old fashioned
when Hollie adjusted her fingertip so it was no longer the fleshy part of her
finger circling Miles’ erection nub, but the tip of her sharp nail instead.  Its
tip now scraped along the sensitive flesh of his head, sending sharp jolts
racing through him as if her finger had imparted electric shocks, jolts which
made him wince and struggle to focus his thoughts... jolts which made him
throb.


Miles again opened
his mouth to speak, but still found himself speechless.  “I— uh—”


“She’ll have one
too,” said Hollie with a snicker and a knowing smirk.


The waitress
smiled in response.  “Sure,” she said.  She walked away.


“What’s she
going to think?” gasped Miles a moment later.


“That we’re
lesbians,” laughed Hollie.  She pinched the tip of the head of his penis
between the tips of her nails on her pointer finger and thumb, sending a sharp
almost-pain through Miles.  He sucked in his breath, closed his eyes, and
shuddered.  When she let go, he felt a warm, soft effete feeling come over him
and pre-come dripped out of him.


“That hurt,” he
protested, merely to make some face saving response; he didn’t want his wife
knowing this had turned him on.


“Would you like
me to stop?”


Miles blushed.


Hollie
snickered.  “I thought so.”  She then slipped her hand to his lower thigh and
grabbed the hem of his green dress.  She pulled it up to the edge of the
girdle, where it bunched up in his lap.  She then dipped her fingers inside the
girdle and brushed his hard shaft with the edge of her nail.


Miles squirmed. 
“That feels incredible,” he said between sharp breaths.


“I’m glad.  If
you’re good, we’ll finish what we started in the car.”  She kept slowly running
her nails up and down his shaft, sending more jolts through his penis, making
him tremble.


“In here?” he
asked through clenched teeth.


“Why not?  Isn’t
that how the game is played?” she purred breathlessly.


Miles blushed.


Hollie giggled. 
“You’re so cute.”


Miles blushed
even more.


Hollie now
pushed her fingers deeper beneath the girdle and slipped them around his shaft backwards. 
She pulled his penis horizontal and started stroking it.  As she did, Miles
spread his legs to help her gain access.  He felt a cool breeze dance over his
balls and the tip of his erection.


“You such a girl,”
laughed Hollie and she kissed him.


Miles blushed.  She
started stroking him in faster, shorter strokes.  Miles started breathing
harder.  His heart was pounding.


“Who’d have
thought my husband could be so turned on by being a girl?”


Hollie laughed at
her words to tease Miles, but in truth, this was what she wanted and it made
her happy.  She loved seeing him feminized and she loved seeing him respond so
helplessly to her ministrations.  Even more, she loved the idea that she could
do anything to him.  This was what she wanted, only more so, and she knew now
she was going to get it!


“Are you
enjoying yourself, honey?”


Before Miles
could answer, however, the waitress approached with the drinks.  Hollie pulled
her fingers from her husband’s skirt as she approached, letting Miles catch his
breath.  The young woman set the drinks down, asked if there was anything else,
and then left once more.  Hollie picked up her drink and sipped it.  It came in
a traditional martini glass.


“That’s really
good.  How is yours?” she said.


Miles had
recovered just enough to pick up his drink and take a sip.  As he did, he saw
the two men sitting at the bar rise.  He wasn’t sure what caught his eye about
them, but something had.  And sure enough, they started toward him and Hollie.


“Oh oh,” he
said.  “They’re coming our way.”


Hollie glanced
in the direction Miles was looking and saw the two men.  Both were tall and
handsome and well-dressed in dark suits.  They looked like businessmen and the
smiles on their faces suggested they were very interested in Miles and Hollie. 
The prospect of interacting with the two men rather intrigued Hollie,
especially after the incident with the man in the car.  “So they are,” she said
slyly.  Her lips began to tingle at the idea of feminized Miles dealing with a
man up close.


“What are we
going to do?”


“Just relax,
Miles.  This could be fun.  You’re a woman now, remember?”


“I am not a
woman,” he protested.


“They don’t know
that,” said Hollie with a chuckle.


Miles furrowed
his brow.  He did not see how being approached by two men when he was dressed
as a woman could be “fun”!  Terrifying was more like it.  And the fact he
looked like a woman didn’t make it any better, it made it worse!  What if they—
well, wanted something?


The two men
arrived at the table.


“We couldn’t
help but notice you,” said the first one.


“It’s hard not
to notice two beautiful ladies,” said the other.


“And we thought
we might come and offer you some drinks and some company,” finished the first.


Hollie smiled. 
“We’d love that.”


She motioned for
them to join them in the booth.  The two men then moved into the booth, one on
each side of Miles and Hollie.  The shorter one with slightly darker hair squeezed
in next to Miles, adding to Miles’ nervousness.  Even worse, when he sat, he sat
closely enough that his leg touched all along Miles’ leg from his hip to his
knee.  It made Miles feel funny in a way he couldn’t explain.  Effete.


Miles swallowed
the rest of his drink hoping it would give him courage.


The conversation
began.  The two men were indeed businessmen.  They were in town for a
convention and would be leaving in the morning.  The town was nice.  The
convention was dull.  Sure, they’d seen the local tourist traps.  They both
liked whiskey.  Wasn’t the bar nice?  What did the girls like to drink?  They ordered
another round for them.  What do you do?  We’re students, lied Hollie, which was
easier than saying, “we’re husband and wife.”


The shorter one
seemed to move closer, if that was possible.


Miles bit his
lip.  His heart started to beat faster.  Butterflies filled his stomach.


The taller one
started telling travel stories, which Miles had to admit were quite good,
though he didn’t hear too many of the specifics.  His mind was struggling with
trying to figure out how he should be acting as a woman.  Should he move away
from the shorter one, an act which wasn’t actually possible?  Should he ask him
to move back?  Should he simply say nothing?  What about his legs?  Should he
cross them?  Should he put his hands on the table or in his lap?  Would it be
better to smile or to frown?  How does one “not flirt” as a woman?  He knew
none of this, but it all seemed like it mattered suddenly.


The new drinks
came.


Hollie slipped
her hand from the table to her lap.  A moment later, Miles felt her fingers
running down his thigh making him shudder warmly until they reached the hem of
his dress.  He took a deep breath as her fingers slipped under his dress and
moved back up until they could grab his erection.


His erection.


He had gotten
hard.  Yes.  But it wasn’t Hollie’s doing.  He’d gotten hard the moment the
man’s leg ran up against his and it hadn’t stopped.  Indeed, nothing he tried
made it go flaccid.  This was rather embarrassing actually.  One wasn’t
supposed to get hard because of other men, so this was difficult for Miles to justify,
but it was true and there was nothing he could do about it apparently.  That
intensified the butterflies.


He sipped his
drink.


Hollie began to toy
with his penis with her fingers now, jiggling it and running her fingers along
its head.  This sent little electric jolts down his spine whenever her nails
made contact with his sensitive skin.  This was exciting, but it worsened the
funny feeling because Miles felt really awkward about being turned on at the
same time he felt the man’s warmth against his skin.


Miles took
another sip to hide his blushing.


“You can
touch him if you like,” whispered Hollie unexpectedly in his ear.


Her words had
been whispered so ephemerally that Miles wasn’t even sure she had really said
them.  Could it have been his imagination?  He thought it might, only he saw
the smirk on her face out of the corner of his eye and he felt her foot which
hung from her crossed-leg rub up against his nylon-covered leg.


His erection
jumped.


Hollie giggled. 
“You can touch him if you like.”  She had said it to tease her husband –
and because it was really turning her on to think of Miles with another man –
but she hadn’t expected any sort of response from Miles other than masculine disdain
or annoyed silence.  Feeling his erection surge in her hand surprised her; it
seemed she had found another weakness... another way to embarrass her husband
in their game.  But even as she giggled, another thought occurred to her: could
it be that Miles was interested in testing those waters as well?  Why else had
his erection stiffened at the suggestion?  Could she have this too?


Her nipples
popped up and her lips got wetter.


By comparison, Hollie’s
giggle had stung for Miles because it struck so close to a truth Miles simply
could not accept, though it stung in a disturbing way which seemed to add to
his arousal too.  He shook his head imperceptibly to deny her charge, but she
smiled knowingly, making him feel all the smaller.


“It’s not
possible,” he thought firmly.


“So tell me more
about your company,” said Hollie to the taller man.  As she did, she turned away
from Miles slightly, at least above the table, though below she kept playing
with his erection and rubbing her foot up and down his calf.  The effect was to
separate the table into two groups.


“And where do
you go to school?” asked the shorter man of Miles now that they were being
ignored by the other two.


Miles bit his
lip.  “Uh— I— uh, locally.  The local college,” he said, continuing Hollie’s
lie.


“What are you studying?”


“Uh,
accounting,” said Miles.


The man gently brushed
his hand against Miles’ hand on the table and laughed.  “What a coincidence! 
I’m an accountant,” he said.  He then gripped Miles’ hand and squeezed it.


Panic filled
Miles’ brain.  What was this man thinking?


He found out a
moment later.  Indeed, as the man started rambling on about accounting, he subtly
pulled Miles’ hand from the table and slipped it down between them.  Another
adjustment after that and Miles’ hand rested on the man’s thigh.


Miles swallowed
hard.  He had no idea what to do now and couldn’t exactly ask Hollie.  How do
women get out of these situations, he asked himself?


“What do I do?!”


Miles picked up his
drink and swallowed it.  He was starting to feel the first drink and he knew
the second wouldn’t be far behind, but it seemed to be calming him.  That was
good because this was nerve-wracking and because he was starting to feel rather
horny from Hollie playing with him.  That could cause him problems. 
Fortunately, right now at least, the calm prevailed.


Hollie’s fingers
now wrapped around his shaft and started moving up and down.  It felt good,
really good.  It gave Miles a warm tingly sensation.  It also made him chuckle
as he thought how funny it was that this man, who thought he was a woman, had
no clue that Hollie was stroking him at this very moment right next to him. 
All he knew, at most, was that Hollie’s hand was under the table, seemingly in
her own lap.  That was an exciting thought!


Suddenly, a new
thought came to him.


He giggled.


Then he
blushed.  He hadn’t meant to giggle.  It had slipped out.  It slipped out
because this new thought was— well ridiculous.  He could never do it.  He should
never do it.  He was a man and men don’t touch other men.  On the other hand, if
one can forgive the pun, Hollie would never know and that was the core of the
idea.  It wasn’t really that he wanted to touch the other man, he told himself,
and it was that this could be a sly way to “win” the game, so to speak.  This
was a way to play the game within the game.  It was the game, only more slyly
played.  It was the game turned upside down where he was hiding this kinky
secret from his wife, the woman who now held all his kinky secrets.  By doing
this without Hollie knowing he had done it, right under he nose, he
would in a way turn the tables and “win” the game.  It was confusing, but it
made sense.  And that was why he giggled.


At least, that’s
what he told himself.


Either way, he
suddenly started to feel an overwhelming desire to do this.


Hollie’s fingers
now grabbed Miles’ shaft like a cigar and started stroking it a good deal more
firmly.  Miles’ breathing became more labored.  His penis started to throb.  A rhythm
was building.


And suddenly
Miles knew he would do it.  He had no idea where this came from, and would
later tell himself it was the alcohol speaking or the horniness Hollie was
causing him or an impish combination of them both, but either way he suddenly
had the most wicked, kinky determination.


Miles glanced
cautiously at his wife.  She was still looking toward the other man.  They were
engaged in some conversation Miles wasn’t following.  He glanced at the man
next to him.  The man glanced back.  Their eyes met.  Miles smiled shyly.  He
felt embarrassed, but exhilarated.


“Should I really
do this?” he wondered.


He didn’t hear a
“no.”  He knew there should be one, but it wasn’t there.


Miles giggled
involuntarily.


“That’s really
interesting,” said Miles in response to whatever the man had said.


The man smiled
back at Miles.


Miles surged
with euphoria... and his fingers began to move.  They crossed the man’s thigh
to his crotch, where he could feel the man’s erection pressing hard into his
palm through his slacks.  His fingers found the man’s zipper and opened it.  The
man’s erection practically popped out into his hand.  Miles wrapped his fingers
around it.  To his surprise, the man’s penis felt rather silky.  It wasn’t at
all what he’d expected.  The thing itself was hard and long, but the touch-feel
was silky smooth.  It was incredibly erotic too to be holding this, not at all
what he expected – though this may have been enhanced by the fact his wife was
stroking him at that moment.


He started
stroking the man.


As he did, a
sense of panic hit him.  This was all so crazy!  He was playing with another
man’s penis while wearing a dress and pretending to be a woman.  He was doing
it in front of his very wife as she secretly stroked him.  What was he doing? 
This was so insane!


He hesitated.


Then Hollie
stroked faster.


Miles’ breathing
became even more labored.  He began to writhe in his seat as his wife’s hand
did its thing.  His own hand sped up now, to keep up with the rhythm his wife
was causing him.


Giddy thoughts
bombarded Miles.  He saw himself in the dress.  He saw himself painting his
wife’s nails.  He saw himself on the phone with his friend as his wife toyed
with him.  And then he saw the man’s penis, at least in his mind.  He imagined
himself on the floor on his knees in the dress and sandals.  He was between the
man’s legs as Hollie had been between his.  The man’s penis was naked and
hard.  It pointed at his lips.  It was calling to him to slip his lips over it.


Again he
hesitated.


This was too
much.  How could he do this?  This was a man!


It was too late
to stop though.  It was too late to reconsider.  His wife’s hand was now going
at the right speed.  His body was responding perfectly.  His penis was
throbbing.  His chest was heaving.  His whole body tensed.  His penis pounded. 
And then he exploded all over her hand and his girdle.


He’d come.


It took Miles
several seconds to calm himself again and to restore his composure.  When he
did, he pulled his hand from the man’s lap and realized it was soaked.  Apparently,
the man had come too.  Miles wiped his hand on a napkin.  He felt very, very
sheepish suddenly.  He felt guilty.  But it felt naughty too, in a good way. 
He’d enjoyed it, no doubt, but this had to be kept a secret from Hollie.  If
she found out, he would die of shame, he told himself.  He bit his lip and tightly
crossed his legs.  Then he glanced at Hollie who was smirking at him.  He felt
himself shrink under her smirk.  Did she know somehow?


“Wh— what?” he
started to ask.


But then the
short man leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.  Hollie’s eyes got really large
when she saw this.


Miles turned
bright red.


 


—o—


 


Miles slipped
out of the green dress.  He still wore the panties, the stockings and the
heels.  He still wore the makeup and the wig as well.  It had been quite the
night, he thought.  Just the idea that he had gone out in public dressed like
this was amazingly arousing.  He didn’t understand that, but it was.  It wasn’t
just the adrenaline-filled thrill of risking getting caught either.  There was
something he couldn’t quite explain about the feminine sounds, the mysterious
tugs, the delicate complexities which appealed to him.  As impossible as it
seemed, it seemed he loved the idea of wearing women’s clothes.


There was more
too though.


He realized he really
loved the idea that his wife knew this secret.  He didn’t know why, but he
loved the power it gave her over him and the trust that required.  That alone
gave him intense erotic tension.  He loved the way Hollie had taken charge and
he truly wanted more.  Maybe it was the combination of everything that had
happened that night, but right now, he wanted his wife to take it all.  Take
charge of everything, take his manhood, make him hers.  He wanted her to push
everything further.  Make him keep playing the game.  Make him dress like this
all the time at home.  Maybe even show off her control before one of their
better friends!  His penis jumped at the thought.


But he knew she
wouldn’t do that.  He could tell.  This had been just a game, after all, and it
was a game that had run its course.  There was nothing left to achieve.


His penis
softened again.


Miles leaned
over to unstrap his sandals.  He didn’t though.  Instead, he sat there staring
at the high heels and thinking about the bar.  He’d worn these in the bar.  Outside
too.  In public.  That sent an electric chill down his spine.  He
smiled.  People had seen him, he thought, in a dress!


His penis
started to grow once more.


Then there was
the man.  The man had touched him... and he’d touched the man.  Boy, had he
touched him.  Miles blushed.  He knew he should have felt embarrassed, but he
found himself feeling warm and kind of giggly all of a sudden.  That funny
feeling returned.


Meanwhile, in
the kitchen, Hollie finished her drink and picked up her heels.  It was
bedtime.  She’d had an amazing night and a shocking night.  It was amazing to
have feminized Miles and to have gotten him out in public.  It was amazing how
powerful she felt.  And then to also see him interacting with other men?  Wow! 
All of that made her so very wet.  She’d never even suspected that would excite
her, but had it ever!


Unfortunately,
it all ended tonight.


There was no way
Miles would let her continue after tonight, not after that man kissed him. 
Miles looked so embarrassed when it happened that it was obvious to her Miles
would never do this again.  Even now, he was in the bedroom stripping off his
feminine clothes and makeup.


She sighed.


Hollie put her
glass on the counter and made her way to the bedroom, prepared for Miles to be
Miles and her dreams to be ended.  As she walked in, however, her jaw dropped. 
She saw Miles on the bed wearing the stockings, the heels and the wig.  He
still wore his makeup too.  What’s more, his penis was long and hard and
pointed at the ceiling.  He was masturbating furiously.


Hollie flooded
with warmth.  Her pussy yearned.  Her nipples stood on edge.


Miles looked
up.  Shock registered on his face.  He immediately jerked his hand away from
his erection and started to scramble to sit up.  Hollie, however, put her hand
on his chest, holding him in place.  She pushed him back down onto his back. 
Then she stepped back and unzipped her dress.  She pulled it over her head and
tossed it to the floor.  Then she climbed on top of her husband.  She straddled
his sides with her knees.  He could feel her silky stockings brush against
his.  It was an electric feeling.  She reached down and pushed her panties
aside, guiding his erection into her.  She started grinding it in slow circles.


“There are going
to be changes,” she said.


Miles licked his
lips nervously.  “Yes, Ma’am.”


 


To be continued...


 


The End of Part One
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Thanks for reading my book!


I hope you enjoyed it!


 


If you keep clicking, you will get the chance to leave
a rating.  Please leave a nice rating. That helps me reach other readers
which helps me keep writing!


 


(Your name will not appear if you
only leave a rating)


 


Or you can leave a full review!


That helps too


(but your name Amazon name will
appear with your review).


 


You can also send me your thoughts at:


annmichelle@ymail.com


 


 


And, don’t forget to check out my other books at my
Amazon homepage (you can click the link):


 


https://www.amazon.com/Ann-Michelle/e/B007JLQ9RG/


 


Below are other Blue Label books you might enjoy!
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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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Some
Side-Effects May Occur (Part 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!


 


—o—


 


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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