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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


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


Who knew wearing
panties could be such fun?  Miles certainly didn’t, but he does now.  He also
knows what it’s like to touch another man now, and he liked that too.  The
problem is, touching another man is not something a man is supposed to do.  So
what will he do now?  And will Hollie find out what he did?


 


This is the
second book in the Blue Book version of the series.  In this book, Hollie takes
things a step further.  She introduces Miles to a new wardrobe.  She introduces
him to new games.  And she slowly takes control.  She even gets her friends
involved... sort of.  In the meantime, Miles tries to understand why touching
another man had been so exciting, and what to do about it.


 


Enjoy!  And as
always, let me know what you think.


 


With love,


Ann :)


 


Don’t forget to sign
up for my newsletter


https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website

















Chapter One: “We Need To
Stop”


—o—


 


Miles was
troubled by strange dreams he couldn’t quite remember.  He woke up feeling
guilty.  He felt guilty because he’d done the unthinkable:  he’d touched
another man.  More than that, he’d touched another man’s penis... and he hadn’t
hated it.  To the contrary, he’d found it erotic.  How could he do such a
thing?  Well, he’d told himself he only did it as part of the game, but in the
back of his mind, he knew that was a pretext.  Something inside him wanted
to do it.  That was troubling.  Why hadn’t he stopped himself?  Why hadn’t he
found it repulsive?  What did this mean?  He wasn’t sure he wanted to find
out.  In fact, he knew he didn’t.  This had to stop.  He didn’t want that ever
happening again.


And in terms of
things not happening again, he was starting to think that taking everything
further with Hollie might not be a good idea.  It had seemed exciting the prior
night after his adventure in the dress, but in the cold light of morning, he
wasn’t sure he wanted to do this.  He was a man, after all, and shouldn’t be
wearing women’s clothes.  Besides, he was a husband, an equal, not some sort of
submissive sissy to be ordered around by his wife, and the idea she wanted him
to be that made him nervous.  And on a deeper level, even if he did enjoy it,
was this the sort of thing one should embrace?  Where would it lead?  That
question worried him.


So he decided to
tell Hollie they needed to step back... take a break.  It was time for their
relationship to return to normal.


 


—o—


 


Hollie came
through the garage door carrying several shopping bags and her brown purse. 
She wore tan-brown slacks, brown pumps and a white patterned top.  She looked
quite sexy.  She was excited.  Miles wasn’t.  He felt pensive.  It was time to
tell her his decision.


“You look nice,”
said Hollie, setting the bags on the table.


Miles glanced
down at the jeans and dark green shirt he wore.  Below, he saw the white
slides, the one nod to femininity he still wore.  Well, that and the red polish
that remained on his fingernails and toenails from the prior night.  Hollie
hadn’t taken that off yet.  Why he wore the slides, he didn’t know for sure.  It
might have been habit.  It might have been that he didn’t really want this to
end.  Either way, he wore them, though he now regretted it.


Miles took a
deep breath and prepared to make his announcement:  Hollie, I’ve really
enjoyed what we’ve done, but I think we need to stop.  I’m a man and I don’t
feel right in women’s clothes, and I don’t think either of us should be in
charge of the other.


He opened his
mouth to speak.


Before he could speak,
however, Hollie held out her purse.  “Be a dear and put this away,” she said.


Miles tensed
up.  He could feel his resolve slipping away fast.  In its place, he suddenly felt
strongly submissive, and he knew he was about to do as she asked.  His ego
screamed to refuse, to say what he needed to say... but he didn’t.  Instead, he
watched himself, as if he was watching another person, slowly reach for his
wife’s purse.  A moment later, it was in his hand.  His wife’s purse.  A woman’s
purse.  Something, men do not hold.  Something men do not “put away” for their
wives.  Not real men.  He stared at the purse.  Butterflies filled his stomach
and a tinge of weakness softened his spine.  Then he started moving.  The walk
of shame.  He started for the front hallway, where Hollie kept her purse on the
small table.  A helpless feeling came over him.  Then his penis grew hard to
add to his defeat.


CLUNK! 
CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!


The sound of the
heels on the white slides seemed to laugh at his surrender.  SISSY!  SISSY! 
SISSY!  SISSY!  What’s more, the swing the heels produced in his walk made
his erection sway back and forth in his boxers.  It seemed to sashay in his
pants like a traitor.


Miles reached
the front hall.  He set the purse down and returned to the kitchen.


CLUNK! 
CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!


“Did you clean,
like I asked?” asked Hollie.


Miles’ mouth
went dry.  He had unfortunately.  He wasn’t sure why he had, but it embarrassed
him now.  “Y— yes.”


“Good boy,” said
Hollie with a grin and she kissed him on the cheek.  Her soft, moist lips felt
like burning shame on his cheek.  She had just defeated him and she didn’t even
know it; it was his own private shame.  “I’m going to like having a maid for a husband.”


“I’m not a
maid,” snapped Miles defensively.


Hollie smiled
smugly.  “Oh, I know, honey.”


Miles waited for
more, but didn’t get it.  Now he felt awkward.  She’d left him dangling with an
uncertain, though seemingly clear answer; it was insincere in its sincerity.  To
challenge that would be insecurity itself and would only confirm that he was
what he’d denied; it would also confirm that she was in charge as he would
essentially be pleading to her.  But the thing is, he really wasn’t her maid. 
He hadn’t agreed to that!  They’d both enjoyed him wearing women’s clothes,
sure, and they had both enjoyed her having him “under her thumb,” so to speak,
but that didn’t make him a maid.  And this wasn’t going to go on for much
longer in any event, he assured himself.  Unfortunately, he suddenly felt too
awkward to tell his wife that... he would do it later.


“H— how was
shopping?” asked Miles to break the silence.


“It was good.  I
got some really cute things you’re going to like.”


“Great,” said
Miles sardonically.


Hollie handed
the bags to Miles and started toward the bedroom.  When Miles hesitated, she
glanced over her shoulder.  “Coming?”  A shudder raced down Miles’ spine.  He
needed to refuse.  He knew that.  Now was the time, his ego told him: end this
before it goes too far!  Yet, somehow, he lacked the strength.  So he picked up
the bags, like a servant, and followed his wife, who seemed to have a new air of
confidence about her.


Miles followed
his wife sheepishly.  Their heels seemed to declare that femininity reigned:  CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLICK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


They reached the
bedroom.


Hollie pulled
off her pumps and tossed them into the corner.  Then she took the bags from her
husband and started dumping them on the bed.  The first bag contained lots of
panties and things, a pile of silks and satins and femininely-colored cottons. 
The second contained regular clothes, though it wasn’t clear what types of
clothes at first glance.  Hollie set the third bag next to the bed rather than
dumping it.  Then she pulled a pair of red thong panties from the pile and held
those out on the tip of her finger for him to take.


“Put these on,”
she said.


“Don’t!”
screamed Miles’ ego.


But he did.  Of
course, he did.


Miles pulled off
his shirt, stepped out of the slides and pulled down his jeans and boxers.  His
body looked oddly feminine with no hair on his chest and legs and his nails
still painted red from the prior night.  He felt a little embarrassed,
actually, that his body lacked real traces of masculinity.  This triggered an
erection.  He blushed bright red and he slipped into the panties quickly to
hide his growing shame.  His penis tented out the panties.


“I didn’t get a
chance to get much yet,” said Hollie as she sifted through the things she’d
bought on her shopping trip, “but there’s enough to start.”


“Start?”


Hollie ignored
his hesitance and tossed him a shimmering, silky sky-blue tank top and a pair
of matching tap pants.  “Those are for bed,” she said.  “I also got you a pair
in red and a nice canary yellow night dress too.”


Miles glanced at
the lingerie in his hands.  He wanted to hate it.  He wanted to throw it away
in disgust, but his heart skipped a beat instead and a warm, soft feeling came
over him.  He licked his lips nervously and tried to think of an objection.  “You
want me to wear these to bed?”


“Bed, yes.”


“I have
pajamas.”


“And now you
have these.  You can wear them in the evening too, if we’re just lounging
around,” she added.


“Lounging
around?”


“Yes.  These are
really just for the evening—”


“And the rest?”


Hollie smirked. 
“The rest... we’ll see.”


Miles twisted
his lips anxiously.  What was she planning?  How often was she expecting him to
dress?  She had said there would be changes, but enough to justify all of
this?  He opened his mouth to protest, but at the same time, he found himself
imagining wearing the tap pants around the house as he and his wife watched
television or read books or did whatever they did before going to bed.  The
idea made him shudder warmly and it made his penis grow even harder.  It seemed
his penis liked the idea.


But that
bothered him even more.  He was a man


 


– who had given
another man a handjob –


 


The thought
derailed his momentum.  He felt confused and weakened suddenly and, instead of
putting his foot down and refusing, he now searched for some sort of objection
instead... some escape rather than taking a stand, which made him feel all the
weaker too.


“They’re kind of
skimpy, aren’t they?” he said meekly.  He chuckled nervously.


“You never
complained when I wore skimpy things for you,” said Hollie with her own
dismissive chuckle.


Miles felt
himself shrink.


“Don’t worry,
darling,” continued Hollie.  “I won’t mind.  Also, there are matching robes if
you get cold.”  She pointed to the pile of lingerie.


Hollie now laid
out several pair of panties, some stockings, a white garter belt and a black
garter belt, and a bustier in white, one in black and one in flesh tones.  Seeing
all of this made Miles’ stomach turn.  This was a lot of feminine underwear!  Seriously,
what was she planning?


“D— don’t you
think that’s a little much?” he asked.


“Not really.  You’re
going to start wearing lingerie every day.”


“Every day.”


Hollie winked at
her husband in answer, which seemed to disarm Miles.  In fact, it made him all
squishy and weak on the inside.  Still, he wasn’t sure about this.  Wearing
panties had been exciting... thrilling actually, but he’d only worn them as
part of a game, something they did from time to time and which they knew he did
only because of the game.  Wearing panties all the time didn’t seem like a game
anymore, did it?  It seemed like she was proposing something new.  Before he
could gather his thoughts in a way to respond, however, Hollie pulled a shoebox
from the third bag.


“I want my
slides back,” said Hollie.


Miles glanced at
the white slides he’d removed.  He felt a pang of jealousy.  “Y— you do?”


“Yes.  I love
those.  But don’t worry, I got you these instead.”


Hollie pulled a
pair of mint-colored, patent leather slides from the shoebox.  These were like
the white slides only with much higher heels.  Much.  The heels on these
were somewhere between four and five inches high, offset only by the half-inch
platform, compared to the two-inch heels on the white slides.  She set them on
the floor before her husband, ready to be stepped into.


Miles stared at
them.  He told himself not to put them on.  He needed to finally say no or this
was never going to stop.  Hollie was even talking about wearing feminine things
“every day” now.  He needed to draw the line.  Remember what he was going to
tell her?!  But at the same time, he felt this overwhelming desire to slip
into these shoes.  These were like the white slides only more so in every way. 
They were far more feminine.  They were far sexier.  They were intriguing.  He actually
wanted to know how it felt to wear them.  What’s more, he wanted very, very
much to know what they sounded like.  Would their click-click give him the same
emasculating feeling that the slides’ heels did?


“Let’s see how
they fit,” said Hollie.


Her voice
sounded so easy, as if this was nothing.


Miles’ heart
began to race.  He knew he shouldn’t do this, but somehow he couldn’t stop
himself.  He felt helpless.  Slowly, he raised one foot and slipped it into one
of the slides.  His red-painted nails popped out the fronts.  The sight made
him tingle.  Miles then slipped his other foot into the other slide.


Miles immediately
noticed significant differences from the white slides.  For one thing, these
heels were definitely taller, higher.  They kept his feet at a much more
extreme angle, on his toes.  That pushed his rear out and made him walk funny,
like a sissy.  What’s more, the higher heels made balancing harder in these
shoes.  In fact, he found himself wobbling in them, which he hadn’t done in the
white slides.  That made him feel vulnerable because he knew that as long as he
wore these, he would be the slowest, least stable person in the room.  He would
need to depend on others for his protection and that filled him with a kinky
sense of submission.


Submission. 
His penis grew hard inside his panties at the thought.


“You look cute,”
giggled Hollie.  “How do they feel?”


Miles blushed.  “They
uh, they’re fine,” he said, not sure what he wanted to admit, even as his
tented panties admitted much of it for him.


“Show me you can
walk in them,” said Hollie and she motioned for him to walk across the room.


Miles started to
object, but he knew this wasn’t a bad idea.  These shoes were much more
challenging than the white slides had been and it made sense to make sure he
could wear them.  Right now, just standing in them was a challenge.  So he
pivoted, as he’d learned to do while wearing the slides and the sandals, and he
started across the room.


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


These shoes
didn’t quite sound like stilettos, but they made a deeply feminine and
arresting sound.  They sounded roughly like the golden sandals had.  Each step
brought home that Miles was not wearing anything designed for men, and that
made him shudder.  Between that and the wobbling, he felt very vulnerable.  He
turned and came back to his wife.


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


“You’ll wear
those around the house from now on,” said Hollie, “unless I give you something
else to wear.”


Miles raised an
eyebrow.  Again, his wife was suggesting she now had the power to tell him what
to wear.  That was unsettling.  It was unsettling because she clearly assumed
they were no longer equals, and it was unsettling because it seemed to be
true.  Indeed, the most unsettling aspect of this was that he knew he wouldn’t
be able to refuse, even if he wanted to, and even then he wasn’t sure he wanted
to.  Still, his ego demanded some resistance.


“If I
like them,” he countered rather feebly.


Hollie raised an
eyebrow and snickered.  “Right, honey, ‘if you like them’.”  She then
winked at Miles.


Her wink left
him speechless.  It seemed to neuter him.  It told him she knew she had him and
there was nothing he could do about it.  Unfortunately, given the evidence that
he had intended to call this off but now found himself instead wearing higher
heels and panties at his wife’s command, it seemed she was right.


“I— we’ll see,”
he sputtered.


Hollie ignored
his weak protest and slipped her own feet into the white slides.  Miles watched
with a creeping sense of emasculation.  Somehow, the fact she had put those
shoes back on brought home to him that he had been wearing actual women’s
shoes, not a costume or something meant for bedroom games, but genuine women’s
shoes, worn by a real woman, as a woman.  That made his feminization all the
more real.  That made him shrink and then grow very, very hard.


A wet spot
appeared upon his panties.


Meanwhile,
Hollie started sifting through the pile of clothes.  From it, she pulled out a
white shirt.  At least, it looked like a shirt.  It had a collar like a man’s
shirt and buttons like a man’s dress shirt, but Miles quickly saw this was no
man’s dress shirt.  For one thing, it was rather short.  It would only go to
maybe his belly.  And the bottom wasn’t smooth like a normal shirt.  Instead,
it was intended to be tied off in a large knot.  It was very feminine.


“I saw this and
couldn’t resist,” said Hollie.


She held out the
shirt.  Miles took it, glanced it at skeptically (though his erection seemed to
grow as he imagined himself in it), and finally slipped his arms through the
sleeves.  He then raised his arms over his head and stuck his head through the
shirt.  Hollie saw his somewhat feminine looking chest and chuckled.  She
placed her hand upon his exposed slightly flabby chest and squeezed.


“I should make
you grow breasts,” she giggled.


“Breasts?!”
gasped Miles.


He quickly pulled
the girly shirt down over his shoulders and torso to hide his exposed chest. 
His wife’s hand continued toying with his flat, useless nipple beneath the
shirt, however.


“Just little
ones.  Little girly, breasts.  Not enough for anyone to see, but enough to play
with.  Enough to jiggle when you walk to remind you who’s in charge, to remind
you you’re a sissy.”  She smirked.  “I’ll bet you’d love that.”


Miles was
stunned.  Was she serious?  Was such a thing even possible?  The idea was
horrifying!  Unnerving!  And yet, his penis was throbbing so strongly it felt
like it might explode right then and there.  But even if it was exciting, this
was beyond the limit.  He could never allow that.  He started to shake his head
firmly.


“Don’t worry,
honey,” chuckled Hollie.  “I’m just joking.”


She pulled the
shirt down over his chest for him.


“Or am I,” she
added with a wink and a giggle and she returned to the pile of clothes.


Miles stood
frozen for a moment.  He was dazed and confused.  Was such a thing even
possible?!  Even if it was, the idea of doing something like that was just too
shocking and horrifying to entertain.  How could he be a man at all if he had
breasts?  How could he hide them?  What would people say?  The idea was
impossible.  Outlandish.  Crazy.  Why would his wife even suggest such a
thing?  What could make her even think of it!  Maybe this was all a terrible
idea after all.  Sure, his wife had said she was joking, but to think of such a
thing even as a joke was... well, terrifying.  And yet somehow, he realized he
had come in his panties.  They were soaked.  He’d never felt more emasculated
by anything they had done.


Miles dropped
his hands to his crotch to hide his shame.


Hollie didn’t
seem to notice though.  She’d moved ahead and pulled what appeared to be a
white miniskirt from the pile.  “I saw these at the store and couldn’t resist,”
she said.  She held the item out for Miles to take.


“These?” thought
Miles.  A miniskirt is a “this.”  Still, he snatched it from her hand, intent
on using it to hide his wet panties before his wife noticed.  When he opened it
though to step into it, he realized it wasn’t a skirt at all; it was shorts!  He
felt strangely disappointed.  After everything, he didn’t really want to
backtrack to more masculine items.


“Oh, they’re
shorts,” he said sourly before he realized it.


Hollie giggled. 
“Is my little sissy disappointed?” she cooed.  She slipped her hand down to his
crotch and teased his erection through the tented panties with phantom strokes
and fleeting touches.  His penis began throbbing and his breathing became
harder.  “Look how hard you are.  And you’re wet, darling.  I didn’t know you
liked skirts so much, Millie.”


Miles shuddered
at being called “Millie” and all the blood raced from his brain, or maybe to
his brain, he wasn’t sure.  Being called by a feminine name, for the first time
in his life honestly, was shocking... shattering.  He suddenly felt dizzy and
began to wobble on the unfamiliarly-tall heels.  Meanwhile, Hollie kept toying
with his erection with light strokes and teases.  At least she didn’t realize
what had made him come, though she now thought he was totally turned on by the
idea of wearing a skirt.


“Who knew my
husband wanted to wear a skirt so badly?” she said.


Miles blushed
deeply, realizing his words and his erectile response to her teasing had
admitted his uncomfortable desire to be feminized.  He still struggled with his
wife knowing that this turned him on: men weren’t supposed to be turned on by
any of this, after all!  Besides, wasn’t he going to tell her something? 
Something about stopping all of this?  His ego quickly kicked in to provide
cover for his masculinity.


“A skirt?! 
Me?!”  He blushed bright red.  “No, not at all.  I just figured you’d
want something feminine,” he said defensively.


Hollie smirked. 
“Oh, I think you’ll find them feminine enough.”


Miles shrugged
his shoulders.  “Shorts are shorts.”


“Oh, are they?”


“Yeah.”


A wicked grin
appeared upon his wife’s face.  “Put on the shorts, sissy,” she purred.


Miles nodded his
head defiantly and held out the shorts to step into them.  There was nothing to
fear.  After all, these might have been women’s shorts, but shorts were shorts,
right?  Well, as he stared down at them, he realized these were really quite
feminine.  The shorts were very short and had feminine cuffed legs barely an
inch below the crotch – they reminded Miles of hot pants only shorter and
somehow more femininely playful.  He stepped out of the slides and stepped into
the shorts, sliding them up his shaved legs.  As he did, the shorts got tighter
and tighter and tighter until they came to his rear.  He barely managed to get them
over his rear and struggled to button them in the front.  He got them on though
and he glanced into the mirror.  What he saw shocked him.  These shorts may not
have been a skirt, but they were ultra-feminine.  No man ever wore shorts like
these.  They were so tight they gave him a smooth, feminine front.  At the same
time, they lifted his rear and made it round and soft and girly.  The cuffs
were devilishly girlish.  Even the white color looked so emasculating on him. 
Now he saw why his wife had not picked a skirt.


There was
another emasculating aspect of these too.


While his penis
was hard, it had nowhere to grow because the shorts were too tight and too
firm.  As a result, it pushed upward, along Miles’ body, toward the top of the
shorts.  It stopped just short of popping out.  In fact, it seemed in danger of
slipping out at any point.


Hollie saw this.


“You look so
cute in your little sissy shorts,” she snickered.  She pressed her hand into
the bulge and ran her fingers up along his shaft.  Miles shuddered longingly in
response to her hand.


“They’re—
they’re just shorts,” said Miles stubbornly, trying to hide how wrong he had
been about the shorts and how much they turned him on.


“Oh, do you
still think so?” asked Hollie, feigning surprise.  She ran her fingers up his
shaft again.  Excitement radiated from her touch.  “Just plain old boring shorts? 
Shorts are shorts?”


“Y— yes,” he
said, knowing he was wrong.  His breathing was becoming labored.  Miles’ heart
was racing.  His chest heaved.  His penis throbbed, ready to pump out its treasure. 
He began to tremble.


Hollie added
pressure to her strokes and saw Miles melt.  She was enjoying watching him
squirm.  She was also enjoying how easily she was trapping him.  “Nothing
exciting at all?”


Miles shook his
head; he wasn’t sure words would come out if he spoke.


A mischievous
smile appeared upon Hollie’s lips.  It was time to spring the trap.  “Well, if
they’re ‘just shorts’, then you won’t mind wearing them the next time we go out,
will you?”


A chill raced
down Miles’ spine.  He shook his head.


“Or maybe in
front of our friends,” continued Hollie.


Miles shook his
head even more vigorously.


“You’d look so cute,”
she giggled, “in your shorts.”


She spread her
fingers so one finger ran up each side of the bulge and one ran up the middle. 
She could feel his penis starting to pulse with a rhythm as her fingers worked
their way up and down, almost pulling the rhythm with her as they pressed
toward his throbbing head.


“Imagine all our
friends sitting around, enjoying a nice afternoon of drinks and sandwiches,
which you can serve them in your little sissy ‘just shorts’.  They would enjoy
that immensely and you wouldn’t mind a bit, since they’re ‘just shorts’.”


As she said
this, Miles had a shocking vision.  It lasted only a second, but he saw it.  He
saw himself in the sissy shorts and the girlish slides with an erection poking
out the open zipper.  He was serving drinks to Kelli’s husband Taylor.  Taylor
was laughing and reaching for Miles’ erection.  Miles winced and told himself
he hadn’t had the vision he’d just had even as a feeling of aroused guilt came
over him.


His penis
throbbed.


Hollie, on the
other hand, felt her husband’s penis jerk.  Then it throbbed tremendously.  She
stroked faster.  She saw Miles close his eyes.  He clenched his teeth.  His
back arched subtly.  She even saw his toes curl at the ends of the slides.  He
held his breath... seemingly frozen.  His whole face turned bright red.  And
then he gasped.  He gasped again.  And suddenly, a tiny spurt of white fluid
shot out the top of the shorts by their button.  He’d come and his penis had
shot its load out the top of the shorts.  The sight made her laugh.


“What a naughty
boy you are,” she purred.


Miles burned
bright red with humiliation.


“There are more panties
on the bed.  Take these off and wash them by hand and hang them up.  Put on
some fresh panties and meet me in the living room.  We’re going to talk about
chores.”


Miles slunk off
to change his panties.  His plan to tell his wife this was over was in tatters.

















Chapter Two: “Everything
Changes”


—o—


 


Everything had
changed.


Yet... nothing
had changed.  Not really.


Miles sat at the
conference table with his notes before him watching the women in his office
gather for the meeting.  He wore a suit and tie.  That wasn’t new.  Beneath, he
wore panties and stockings.  Oddly, that wasn’t new either; he’d worn panties
and stockings to work regularly.  Yet, somehow, everything had changed. 
Everything seemed different.


Everything.


Miles had known
these women for years, and yet they seemed different.  They seemed stronger
somehow, more confident.  For years, he’d felt like the de facto boss
over most of them.  He suddenly didn’t feel that anymore.  If anything, they
seemed to intimidate him.  He felt small... submissive before them.  Miles snuck
a peek at Lilly; he found himself struggling to look her in the eyes – that
seemed to be the case with each of the women actually.  She wore a tan dress
made of a ribbed material.  Her hair was back in a bun.  Her nails were white. 
Miles felt naughty noticing these details.


Did she know
he’d worn a dress and heels the other night?


What would she say
if she did?


He glanced at
Tabitha.  Pretty Tabitha in her copper-colored suit.  Her nails were copper to
match.  Noticing that made him shrink ever so much.  Real men didn’t notice
details like that.


Did she know
what Hollie made him wear at home?


Could she take
him seriously if she knew?  Why did he hope she couldn’t?  Why did that seem to
excite him?  He glanced around the room at each woman, studiously avoiding eye
contact with each of them.


Did they know
he was wearing panties and stockings right now?


How would they
respond if they did?  How would they look upon him?


Miles shuddered. 
He no longer felt like a man among them, and that’s what changed.  He felt like
an imposter.  What did his wife keep calling him?  A sissy.  He felt
like a sissy hiding out as a man in a room full of strong, confident women
ready to crush him beneath their heels if they had the slightest hint of what
he really was.  The idea made him cringe exquisitely and he grew hard as a rock
in his panties.


Miles glanced
around the room once more, this time wondering what types of panties each woman
wore and if he’d worn anything similar.  He imagined Lilly in navy blue thong
panties.  He imagined they were lace and tight.  He’d worn thongs and now he
knew how they felt.  What would Lilly think of that?  He imagined Tabitha wore
boy-cut panties.  That seemed her style.  He thought of the panties he wore,
which were similar.  His were red, but hers were likely pink.  How she would
laugh if she knew!  So would Tracy.  She wore black.  Silky, black and lacy.


CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


Miles heard her
before he saw her; that was Candace.  She was Turner’s personal secretary and
she ran the office with an iron fist whenever Turner wasn’t around.  She had a
strong stride.  A confident stride.  A stride he could never match in the mint
slides, that was for sure.


CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!


She came through
the door.  She wore a black skirt suit, black spike heels, and a dark red
blouse.  Her nails were sharp and oval and matched her blouse.  Miles felt his
penis swell at her commanding presence.  What kind of panties did she wear, he
wondered?


“Ladies,” she
said.  Then she smirked at Miles.  “And Miles.”


Miles blushed.


As Candace
walked to her seat, Miles’ boss Turner appeared at the door.  He wore a black
pin-striped suit with a royal blue shirt and a red tie.  His sharp, clear eyes
scanned the room.  When they hit Miles...


... well, something
happened.


Miles felt a
flush come over him, the same flush he’d felt when he first heard Candace’s
sharp heels strike their way down the hallway.  His stomach tied in knots.  His
penis started to grow.  And then it began.  A vision.


Miles saw himself
in Turner’s office.  The office was spacious.  His desk was large, larger than
Miles’ desk.  The floor was covered in a Persian carpet, a kaleidoscope of rich
colors.  Miles sat in one of the two visitor chairs.  Turner rose from his
seat.  He brushed the front of his suit as he rose.  His penetrating eyes
latched onto Miles’ eyes and dug deep into his soul.  Miles felt as if Turner
had physically restrained him, though he had not.


“I called you
here because I know,” said Turner.


Miles licked his
lips.  “Know— know what?”


“I know what
you’ve been doing... what you’re wearing.”


Miles glanced
down.  He was wearing the red dress and the white slides.  His nails were
painted, fingernails and toenails.  His penis was hard as a rock.  He jolted,
wondering how he’d worn this to work.  His heart stopped!


“I— I can
explain,” he sputtered.


Turner silently continued
his slow walk around the desk toward Miles.  Miles’ heart beat faster now as
Turner drew closer.  Step by step.  Miles’ breathing became harder.  Turner was
taking his time.  Each step seemed to make Miles’ whole body throb with... fear? 
anticipation?


Turner finally
came to the front of the desk.  He stepped between Miles and the desk.  There
were only inches between them.  Miles felt so very small looking up at this
distinguished looking man with the striking eyes.


“Wh— what can I
do for you?” asked Miles.  His lips quivered.


Turner smiled. 
He reached out and ran his hand through Miles’ hair.  Miles shuddered.  Turner
then pulled his hand back and hooked his thumb in his own belt.  He smirked. 
He looked Miles up and down, making an icy thrill run through Miles.  Then he
pulled his thumb from his belt and brought his fingers to his zipper.  Miles
saw his boss’s fingers brush the zipper between his thumb and fingertip as if
feeling it.  Slowly, he pulled the zipper down.


Miles was
breathing really hard now.  His penis was throbbing.


Turner slipped
the tips of his fingers through the open zipper and started to pull something
out—


“What do you
think, Miles?” asked a distant voice.


Miles snapped
back to reality.


“Miles,”
repeated Turner with a trace of annoyance.


Miles realized
everyone was staring at him, most of all Candace, who was borderline glaring at
him.  It had been Turner’s question and Candace was quite protective of his
authority.  But what had been the question?


“I— well—  I
agree,” said Miles cautiously.  It seemed the safest answer.


“Good,” said
Turner.  “We need to get over this new product launch so we can get back to the
117-R.”


Miles half-smiled
at his escape, but somehow felt only smaller, weaker.  Worse, he saw Candace
glaring at him out of the corner of her eye.  He felt a fraud.  He wasn’t a man
and she knew it.  They all knew it!  He was just a sissy!  He didn’t
deserve to sit here and offer his opinions to these women.  He should be
serving them coffee or something.  Even worse, he was shocked that he’d
fantasized about his boss... Turner.  A man!  What was going on?  His
face flushed with embarrassment.


Things had
changed indeed.


 


—o—


 


Miles came home
from work.  He was still startled by these imposter feelings inside him and he
was especially stunned by his thoughts about his boss.  It had been a strange
day with a lot of guilty sexual tension.  He needed to relax and maybe
re-gather his manhood somehow.  Maybe it was finally time to tell Hollie he was
done, for real.


Hollie wasn’t
home, however.  She was out with two of her friends.  So he set down his briefcase
and made his way to the bedroom.  He wanted to take off his clothes, maybe take
a shower and relax.  He hoped that would clear his mind.  When he reached the
bedroom, however, he found a surprise of sorts waiting for him.


Carefully laid
out on the bed, Miles found black and white lingerie and a pair of white
wedge-heeled sandals.  The lingerie included a black garter belt, white
stockings, white see-through g-string panties, a black bustier, lacy white
wrist cuffs, and a ribbon with a bell on it.  The sandals had five-inch, narrow
wedge heels, a half-inch platform, and a t-strap with a cage design over the
open toe.  Sitting atop the lingerie was a single red rose and a handwritten
note.


“What is this?”
he asked aloud.


Miles picked up
the note.  It was from Hollie.  It was a list of chores to be performed,
nothing more, not even a request that he do these chores – she had simply
assumed it would be obvious.


He blushed
deeply with embarrassment.


“She’s assigning
me chores?” he growled.  “Who does she think she is?”


What he really
meant though was, “Is it just assumed now that I’m your maid?”  He couldn’t
quite bring himself to put that sharp of a point on it, however.  It made him
feel too weak to phrase it like that.


Miles looked
over the lingerie.  The fact it was all black and white caught his eye. 
Indeed, as he stared at it, the colors suddenly started to have meaning.  If he
put this on, it would be the lingerie mimic of a French maid costume!  He
would look like a kinky French maid!  Not only was his wife expecting him
to do chores, but she wanted him to dress like a maid – a sexy maid – to do it?! 
He filled with shame and his body burned bright red.


“She can forget
that,” he told himself defensively.


But even as he
said this, he knew he would put this on.  He didn’t know why, but ever since this
really got started, there had been this submissive thing inside him which had
been unleashed and it seemed to revel in being diminished.  That was why he’d
spent the day feeling inferior to the women at work and why he hadn’t been able
to tell Hollie he wanted to stop... because a growing part of him didn’t want
to.


But this was too
much.  It was one thing to play at being submissive, it was quite another to
let his wife assign him chores like a child or a servant, and make him dress as
a maid to do them.  And it was yet another thing entirely to do this while his
wife was out with her friends.  It was fine to do this as part of a sex game maybe,
but to do it alone... that felt a touch too submissive to him.


He would not do
it, he told himself.


But he hadn’t
walked away.  To the contrary, he found himself staring down at the feminine lingerie
knowing he had already decided to slip into it even if he hadn’t stopped
fighting yet.


“That’s probably
the most insulting part of this,” he said aloud with a hint of desperation or
futility in his voice.  “She expects me to dress like this even when she’s not
here!  She really is trying to make me into some sort of servant.”


Miles folded his
arms angrily, but it was hard to feel legitimately angry with his erection
tenting out the panties and knowing that he had already decided to put on the
lingerie.  He ran his fingers over the bustier.  He imagined himself fluttering
around the house looking like a sissy maid with an erection tenting out his
panties ridiculously.  He felt ashamed... and aroused.


“I won’t do it,”
he told himself firmly.  But the decision had been made... or was it maid.


 


—o—


 


Hollie came home
an hour later.


She set her
purse on the table and pulled off her overcoat, revealing a black dress with a
red floral pattern.  She did not see her husband.  His car was in the garage,
so he had to be home, but where was he?  Perhaps, she thought, he was in the
bedroom.  Hollie slipped off her open-toed black stiletto pumps and picked them
up.  She started toward the bedroom.  As she turned the corner into the living
room, she saw Miles bent over dusting the end table by the couch.  He had not
heard her come home.  He was wearing the lingerie and the wedges she had laid
out!


He.  Looked. 
Amazing!


She was stunned.


In what she saw,
Hollie saw her dream.  She had a husband, but he was feminized, neutered and
under her control.  Here he was in sexy, ultra-feminine lingerie acting and
looking the part of a maid, working under her orders.  He looked weak, helpless
and submissive.  That was incredible.  Even more incredible, she had
done that.  She had taken his masculinity.  This is what she wanted to
come home to every day for the rest of her life!  Her nipples popped up and she
became instantly wet.


Miles shifted a
bit and worked on the other side of the end table now.  He still didn’t realize
Hollie was there.


Hollie stood
there, transfixed, watching her husband play the part of the sissy maid.  It
was amazing to watch.  It made her feel so powerful!  Not only was he doing the
chores she had assigned him, but he’d actually dressed himself in humiliatingly
feminine lingerie to do it because that’s what she’d wanted!  No arguing!  No
fighting!  No resistance!  She didn’t even need to ask him.  She just laid it
out and he put it on.  How incredibly submissive of him!  How powerful she
felt!


Even more
exciting, she saw he was turned on by it.  His penis was hard as a rock inside
the see-through g-string panties, pushing them away from his body and letting
his balls fall out and hang freely.  She wanted to grab his balls right now and
let him know that they belonged to her from now on... he was not getting them
back.


“These are
mine!” she wanted to say gloatingly.


But she knew to
be cautious.  All of this might turn Miles on, but that didn’t mean he was
ready to give her what she truly wanted.  She wanted this full time, not just
as a sex game.  Miles still seemed to see this as a sex game.  She wanted more
than this too.  But Miles hadn’t shown yet he was ready for it.  She would
still need to move carefully, she told herself.


She took a deep
breath.


Miles now stood
up straight again, his back still to her.  He stepped to the left, moving surprisingly
gracefully in the tall, narrow wedge-heels, even as the shoes restricted his
movement.  He was getting used to heels.  More than that, he was starting to
wear heels like a woman and that made Hollie giggle to herself; he was becoming
feminine!


“Well aren’t you
cute,” said Hollie with a mischievous smile.


Miles started,
but only for an instant.  He spun around, embarrassment written all over his
face, his erection pointing hard in her direction.  “Hollie!  You’re home!” he
exclaimed as if caught doing something he shouldn’t be doing.


“Enjoying
yourself, I see,” she said.  She glanced at his erection and snickered.


Miles blushed
and instinctively dropped his hands to hide his erection.  “I— well—”


“Is this what
you do when I’m not home?”


Miles shook his
head nervously, unsure what to say.  “N— no.  These were on— on the bed.”


“And you just
thought you’d put them on?”  Hollie raised an eyebrow and folded her arms as if
she was angry.  She was toying with him.


All the color
left Miles’ face.  Had he misunderstood somehow?  Had he put on clothes she
meant for herself?  The idea was, frankly, horrifying.  What if his wife never
meant for him to wear these?  How embarrassing would it be if he decided to put
these on all by himself?!


“I— I—”


Hollie rolled
her eyes dramatically.  “I guess I need to watch you.”  She chuckled cynically
after she said this.  “You better not be dirtying your panties either.”


Miles blushed
even deeper; they were definitely wet.


Hollie now assumed
an even more commanding stance with her legs apart and her shoulders square. 
She put one hand upon her hip and held out the other hand with her stiletto
pumps dangling from her fingertips.


“Take these to
the bedroom and then we’ll inspect your work,” she said.


Miles raised an
eyebrow.  “Inspect my work?”


“Mistresses
always inspect their sissy maid’s work.  Besides, how else will I know if you
did it right?”


Miles started to
object, but oddly couldn’t find a basis to object.  Sure, it was humiliating
for his wife to “inspect” his work as if she was his superior, but if he was in
charge, he would perform an inspection too and he had agreed to let his wife
take charge... hadn’t he?  Actually, it was funny:  he never really agreed to
that, did he?  His wife just kind of took over.  Maybe he needed to say
something, he wondered.  So why didn’t he?


Hollie wiggled
the shoes at her husband.


“Shoes. 
Bedroom,” she said impatiently.


Weakened, Miles
took the shoes, still not sure how he had ended up in this situation.  He
really hadn’t agreed to let his wife take charge like this, so why had she
assumed she could and why hadn’t he objected?  Wasn’t he going to put an end to
this?  And had she laid out the uniform for him or was it wishful thinking?  Did
he put it on because he wanted to or because she wanted him too?  He wasn’t
really sure suddenly.  Either way, he started for the bedroom.  Ironically,
Hollie came with him, making him wonder why he needed to carry her shoes at all. 
He knew the reason though:  she was making a point.


It worked too.  He
felt very servile.


When they
reached the bedroom, Miles set his wife’s shoes on the shelf where he knew they
belonged.  He then turned back to her.  He was trying to think of something to
say to regain some masculinity, but she came over to him and started looking
him over before he could speak.


It felt strange
that his wife was looking him over.


“What are you
doing?” he asked.


“Making sure you
dressed appropriately.”


Her comment told
Miles that, clearly, the uniform had been meant for him.  But he was too
embarrassed to admit any confusion or that he might have had doubt and
nevertheless decided to put it on; he let the matter drop.


Hollie looked
down and examined the white wedges.  They had significant heels to be sure and
he wore them well.  His legs were encased in the white stockings, as she had
laid out.  They were held up by the jet black garter belt.  The white g-string
panties struggled to hold his erection in place, and she gave it a little
squeeze.  The black bustier fit snuggly and gave him slightly feminine curves,
like the open-bottomed girdle had done when he wore it.  Finally, the lacy
wrist cuffs gave the whole thing the “French maid” look she had been after.  It
all looked good.  There was one thing missing, however.


“Where’s the
necklace?” she asked.


“Necklace?”


“The ribbon with
the bell.”


Miles blushed. 
When he saw the ribbon, he wasn’t entirely sure where she wanted him to wear
it.  Was it a necklace, as it appeared, or was it for somewhere else...
somewhere lower perhaps?  Either way, the idea of wearing a bell struck him as
too humiliating to do voluntarily.  It was bad enough she’d assigned him chores
and worse that she expected him to wear such a demeaning, sissy uniform to do
it, there was no way he was going to bell himself too.  He might as well cut
off his balls, he thought.  And as he did entertain some thought of still
backing out of this feminine trap, he kept telling himself there were lines he
needed to draw.  Putting on the bell while he was alone was one of them.


“I— I didn’t see
it,” he lied to avoid explaining.


“Uh huh,” said
Hollie doubtfully.


Hollie went to
the bed and retrieved the black ribbon, which still lay there.  As she did, the
bell tinkled:  ting ting ting.  Miles blushed when he heard it.  That
was the sound of control in its most delicately powerful form.


“Wear this with
your uniform from now on—” said Hollie.


“Uniform?”


“Yes, dear, your
uniform.  What you’re wearing now.  From now on, I want you wearing this when
you do chores.  It is your uniform.  And I want you wearing this,” she said and
she held up the bell collar, “whenever you wear the uniform.”  She placed the
ribbon around his neck, closing it in the back with two small hooks which made
it tight.  “Forget, and I’ll make you wear it all the time, even at work.  Got
it?”  She tapped the silver bell that hung from the front of his neck with her
finger for emphasis, and it again tinkled:  ting ting ting.


Miles blushed
red with embarrassment.


“Now I’ll always
know where you are,” said Hollie with a playful grin and she squeezed his
erection through the tiny panties.

















Chapter Three: “Whispers”


—o—


 


Something was
bothering Miles.


It was like a
whisper in the dark.  A repeating whisper, just below the level of conscious
thought.  A bit of nonsense that would not leave him alone.  At first he barely
heard it, but he knew what it wanted.  It was something Hollie had said, but hadn’t
meant.  An off-the-cuff comment.  A joke, nothing more.  And it was ridiculous,
stupid... impossible in any event.  And frankly, given all the other problems
he had – like not being able to resist his wife’s temptations or these
inexplicable thoughts he’d had regarding men – adding this to the list was just
too much.  He wasn’t even going to entertain the idea.


Yet, the whisper
stayed.


 


—o—


 


Miles stood
before his wife’s closet wearing only the sky-blue tap pants and the white wedges. 
He was holding a sweater he’d found in the laundry room.  That was why he’d
come to the bedroom, he told himself, to hang up the sweater.  That wasn’t the
real reason though, and he knew it.  The real reason... was the whisper.  It
had picked at him over and over and over until it finally piqued the curiosity
within him.


“I just came to
hang up the sweater,” he insisted to himself.  That was a lie.


He hung up the
sweater, but didn’t leave.


“I should go
finish the rest of the laundry,” he said aloud as if saying it aloud would make
it true.


He still didn’t
leave.


Miles ran his
fingers along his wife’s collection of dresses.  One caught his eye.  He pulled
it out.  She’d worn this dress the other day.  It was an emerald green halter
dress, secured by a small collar around her neck and held up by the structure
of her breasts.  Her breasts were gorgeous.  Their curves were perfect.  True
works of art.  They made the dress work.


BREASTS
came the whisper like a distant sound upon the wind.


Of course, he
thought, ignoring the whisper, his lack of breasts was why he could never wear
a dress like this, even with the collar holding it in place, because he lacked
the breasts to make it look right.  It would look like someone draped a bag
over his neck and torso.


“Not that I
really want to wear a dress,” he said, feeling suddenly embarrassed at
the topic.


It was a pretty
dress though.


He put the dress
back.


Miles started
toward the door, but stopped short.  He glanced at his wife’s lingerie drawer. 
In there was the real reason he’d come to the bedroom.  He tried to leave once
more, but still didn’t.  He heard the whisper again.


BREASTS


Miles slowly moved
to the lingerie drawer and opened it.  Unlike his small but growing collection
of feminine finery, his wife’s drawer was stuffed to overflowing.  There were
panties and camisoles and fluffy things and silky things and things he didn’t
even know the names of.


Oh... and there
were bras.


Miles ran his
fingers over his wife’s panties, but he knew why he was here; it wasn’t the
panties.  He touched a camisole and more panties before reluctantly touching
one of his wife’s bras.  To his surprise, it wasn’t soft.  He thought it would
be, but it wasn’t.  Neither were the others.  This seemed strange.  Women’s
clothes always seemed so soft and delicate from afar, but he’d learned not all
of them were.  Some of the thong panties, for example, were really quite
coarse.  The bras, apparently, were like those.  The decorative parts felt
coarse.  The straps were stiff.  The buckles and hooks were cold and metallic. 
Only the cups themselves proved smooth and soft.


“I wonder how
they feel on Hollie’s nipples,” said Miles to the empty room.


He’d said it as
if he was concerned about the issue:  why are designers making bras of harsh
materials?  Does this seem right?  Is this bra treating his wife right?  Should
he write a sternly worded letter?  But his mind was elsewhere.  His mind
was contemplating fantasies.


“Step away,” he
told himself.


He didn’t.


Miles pulled his
wife’s lilac bra from the dresser.  It was pretty.  Delicate, feminine, like a bouquet
of wildflowers, just touching it made Miles feel strangely girly, a sensation
that made him shudder warmly like that first moment of sliding into the perfect
bath when its warmth shivered the cold out of you.  He turned the bra in his
hands several times, examining it from different angles.  Each angle was
unique.  Each angle was pretty.


A nervous
chuckle escaped his lips.


Miles glanced
over his shoulder cautiously.  The room was empty.  Of course it was; Hollie
had gone to lunch with Charlotte.  Miles so disliked Charlotte.  It just felt
like she was looking down at him all the time.  That struck him as funny and he
let out a short, cynical laugh.


“Would Charlotte
ever look down at me if she’d seen what I wearing when she came to get Hollie
today!” he thought.


Miles had been
wearing the girly white shorts, the ones with the custom hem, the ones that
looked like hot pants.  Above, he wore the white half-shirt she’d gotten him,
the one that tied in a knot just over his belly button.  On his feet were the
white wedges.  They made him feel particularly feminine.  If Charlotte saw him
in those clothes, she would laugh herself silly, and he would never recover. 
Indeed, just the thought had burned him with shame then and it burned him with
shame now.


His penis grew
beneath the tap pants.


Miles shook off
the thought.  The erection stayed though.


He ran his
fingers along the inside of the cups of his wife’s bra.  These held his wife’s
breasts.  Her breasts were so pretty, and this little contraption held them in
place... in these little cups.  He blushed.  He didn’t blush so much at
the idea of holding a bra as he did at what he was thinking.  It was a thought
he didn’t want to think out loud, so to speak, but it was there, whispering through
the dark recesses of his mind.  He didn’t want to acknowledge it, which was why
he was thinking of anything else he could, but it was there.


BREASTS


Miles licked his
lips.  He felt the urge he knew would come, an urge he promised he would
ignore.  He couldn’t ignore it though.  He glanced over his shoulder once more
to make sure he was alone.  He was.  Then he put the bra to his bare chest.  It
didn’t fit.  Of course it didn’t fit:  he was a man; he had no—


—he had nothing
to fill it with, but that wasn’t the point.


What if he
did?


“It’s
impossible,” said Miles harshly, nervously at this unwanted thought.


He ground his
teeth unhappily.  Why was he thinking of this?  Sure, Hollie had laughingly
brought up the idea that he might grow— that he could have something to fill
the cups – “just something small, something we can keep secret” – but that had
just been a joke.  Neither he nor she would ever actually do something like
that.  Besides, it was impossible.  Stupid.


So why are
you here?


Miles’ penis grew
even stiffer, heavier.  It pressed against the silky tap pant material.  He
looked down and saw it tenting out the tap pants.  He saw the white wedges
beyond and his painted nails poking out their fronts.  He began to breathe a
little harder.  Then his eyes went to the bra, pressed against his chest.  It
was empty, but it didn’t have to be.  A ticklish shudder raced through
him.


BREASTS


“There could
be,” he said surprisingly breathlessly.


His breathing
got even harder.  Miles reached down and squeezed the head of his penis through
the tap pants.  It grew even harder in his fingers.  At the same time, he squeezed
his chest through the bra, creating tiny proto-feminine mounds out of his
flabby, chest.  Then his ego rebelled.


Miles yanked the
bra away and jammed it back into his wife’s underwear drawer.  The idea was
somehow – stupidly – arousing, but it was a fantasy.  Nothing more!  He
could never agree to that.  Way too far.  Stupid.


“It’s impossible
anyways,” he said aloud.


It was stupid.


“Put it out of
your mind,” he growled.


Miles turned sharply
on his heel and tottered off to the kitchen.  He had no time for silly
fantasies.  He had dishes to wash and laundry to finish before Hollie got home. 
He didn’t want breasts anyways.

















Chapter Four: “A New
Wardrobe”


—o—


 


Miles came
through the front door of their house.  He was relieved to be home.  It had
been an odd day at work.  In the morning, he found himself feeling rather horny
about everything that was happening, so he let himself entertain his submissive
fantasizes about the women in the office.  By noon, he’d realized he needed to
focus on work, but he quickly learned that turning off his submissive impulses
was harder than it looked, especially after indulging them all morning.  As a
result, he struggled inwardly not to say or do anything submissive throughout
the rest of the day.  It was as if his brain was taunting him... or daring him,
and it kept him on edge, needing to guard himself against a submissive slip. 
Hence, he was relieved finally to leave for home.


Thankfully,
Turner had not been there today.


“You’re home,”
said Hollie happily.


She approached
with the mint-colored slides in her hand.


Miles set his
bag on the table next to her purse.  He turned to face his wife and she started
pulling off his jacket.  When it was off, she pulled off his tie and unbuttoned
his shirt, letting it fall open.  Miles’ heart started to race and he pulled
off his shirt.  As he did, Hollie unbuckled his pants and let them fall to the
floor, exposing the red satin panties, the black garter belt and the dark
stockings he wore.  Miles kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his pants.  He
was actually quite eager to slip into the slides.  Hollie then set the slides
on the floor before him.  Miles slipped into them, instantly gaining height and
losing stability.  His penis stiffened, tenting up the panties.


“How was work?”
asked Hollie as if nothing unusual had happened.


“It was fine,”
said Miles.  He told her nothing of the strange thoughts he’d had at work,
thoughts of being discovered mixed with feelings of submissiveness and weakness,
and he certainly didn’t tell her about his need to guard his submissive
feelings from coming out at the wrong time.  Knowledge was power and she knew
too much already to add this to her arsenal.


Hollie kissed
him and pulled his erection from his panties.  Her hand was warm and soft and
inviting.  She stroked him twice, adding to his horniness.  He was ready for a
little release after the day he’d had.


“Come with me,”
she said.


“Where are we
going?”


“The bedroom.”


Hollie latched
her hand onto her husband’s shaft the same way one might grab a handle and
pulled him along behind her.  Miles’ penis throbbed in her hand as he tottered
after her on the tall, unstable heels.  He felt so girly letting her lead him
like this; it was exciting.


A moment later,
they reached the bedroom.


Miles walked
through the door.  On the bed, he saw several piles of clothes, most of which
were feminine.  Some of the clothes were his own clothes, though he hadn’t
noticed this yet.


“What’s this?”
he asked.


“I went shopping
and bought more things you need,” said Hollie proudly.


“It looks like
you bought the whole store.”


“I like a well-dressed
sissy.”


Hollie let go of
her husband’s erection and moved to the bed.  She picked up a black dress and
held it against her body for Miles to see.  The dress was tiny, at least to
Miles’ eye, and had spaghetti straps.  Beyond that, it was hard to imagine how
it would look on him other than “very feminine.”  Still, the idea of wearing a
dress definitely excited him.


“This is for
special nights out,” she said.  She pointed to some black pumps to go with it. 
Then she picked up a white tube of cloth.  “You wanted to wear a skirt, so I
bought you this.”


Miles blushed at
the reminder of his admission.


Hollie held up a
navy-blue dress next.  “Lunch dates.”  She pointed to some classic sling-backs
in a box.  Then she held up a pink playsuit and a pair of matching pink
wedges.  “Barbie,” she giggled.


Miles really
blushed now.


An intense grin now
appeared upon Hollie’s face.  She paused for dramatic effect and then put her
hand upon a pile of what appeared to be dress pants.  “These... you can wear to
work,” she said.


A chill raced
down Miles’ spine.  “W— w— work?”


“Yes, dear... work.”


“What are they?”


“Pants.”


“Women’s pants?”


“Of course.”


“You want me to
wear women’s pants to work?” gasped Miles incredulously.


Hollie’s grin
grew and she nodded her head.  As she did, she came to her husband and slipped
her hand upon his erection once more.  “Don’t worry, honey.  They won’t be too
noticeable.  There are just some minor feminine touches... just enough to
remind you to behave.”


The vision of
himself sitting before Turner as Turner unzipped his pants shot through his
mind.  This time, the other women in the office watched on with smug looks on
their faces.  He felt sick to his stomach, but at the same time, highly turned
on, which brought on a strong pang of guilt.


He shook his
head.  “I— I can’t.  What if someone sees them?”


“What if they
do?”


Miles raised an
eyebrow.  Was she serious?


Hollie moved in
even closer, resting her chin against his shoulder and bringing her lips to his
ear.  “They won’t say anything... they’ll be too embarrassed to say anything. 
Think about walking around the office with all of them knowing, but being
afraid to speak up.  You can be a sissy, hiding in the open.”


Miles was
stunned.


She kissed him.


“And if they do
say something, then you just tell them I made you.  Embrace your inner sissy. 
Be proud to submit to me,” she said breathlessly.


His jaw dropped.


She kissed him
again.  “You can be the office sissy.”


Miles withered
as she spoke.  The idea was bizarrely enticing.  Indeed, if he’d been so
incredibly turned on playing this game of hidden sissy today, how much more
exciting would it be to play it more openly in the office?  Seeing the shocked
looks on the women’s faces would be priceless.  But then there was that other
issue... the one coming out of Turner’s pants.  The idea horrified him.  He
wasn’t gay!  He couldn’t do that.  Not yet.  No, never!  No, never.


He shook his
head.


“I— I can’t,” he
said in a far more conflicted tone than his wife expected.


Hollie smiled. 
“In time,” she said softly and she kissed him again.

















Chapter Five:
“Courtside”
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It was game
night.


Rich had gotten
tickets.  Courtside seats.  Twice a year he got these tickets and twice a year
he invited Miles to go with him.  Twice a year, Miles went.  This time,
however, Miles was considering cancelling.  He was worried about Rich seeing
him... like this.


“I don’t know
about this,” said Miles.


He stared down
at the clothes he wore.  He twisted his lips nervously.


“I can’t go out
like this,” he thought.


But he’d
agreed.  In fact, he’d let Hollie convince him.  She’d told him to wear these. 
He refused.  Then she stroked his penis to erection, said a few well-chosen
words which turned on his thrill center, and brought him to the edge of
coming.  She stopped right as he was about to peak, telling him she would
reward him after the game if he wore the clothes she had picked out.  It was
blackmail, pure and simple.


And Miles
agreed.


He was
regretting that now though as he waited by the front window for Rich to come
get him.  Miles glanced down at the sandals on his feet.  These were probably
the worst thing Hollie wanted him to wear.  They belonged to Hollie.  They were
brown leather with stacked heels coming in just a hint below a centimeter in
height.  That short of a heel was supposed to make them “unisex,” but they
definitely tilted toward the feminine.  The straps were too thin too to be masculine
sandals.  In fact, they struck him as delicate, if not dainty, and they looked
like the sort of thing women wore with Sunday dresses.


But there was
Hollie’s promise to weigh against that.  She pointed out that lots of men wore
sandals now of all types and no one would think twice about them.  Besides, it
would be a huge arena and no one would be looking at his feet.


Ha.


Still, he could
handle them (probably) if it weren’t for the rest – though the idea that his
perspective had been skewed by the wedges and the slides and the other feminine
shoes so he no longer recognized “feminine” very well did creep into his
mind... maybe he needed to step back a bit, something inside him had said.


Either way, the
rest worried him more even though everything he wore, on the outside at least,
could technically be seen as masculine.  He wore jeans.  Jeans were
pretty masculine.  And he wore a team shirt, it was men’s.  Sounds fine.  But
the problem was the jeans.  They were women’s jeans and they had bold stitching
which made the pockets look decorative – in fact, the pockets were fake.  Most
people probably wouldn’t notice.  But to Miles, knowing what these pants were,
that stitching might as well have been glowing rhinestones.  That was a
problem.  Of course, there was a problem with the jersey too.  Hollie had made
him wear the open-bottomed girdle beneath and that gave him a slight hourglass
figure which made the jersey fit funny.  That wasn’t as big of a deal as the
jeans, but it did make him look... soft.


Miles licked his
lips.  What if Rich noticed?  Hollie had assured him Rich would never notice. 
But what if he did?


“This could be a
disaster,” he thought.


So why hadn’t he
refused?  Did he want to come that badly or was it something else?  Maybe,
despite all his fears, he was craving this more than he realized.  That was
worrisome because he wasn’t sure what exactly was he craving.


“I can’t do
this,” said Miles aloud.


“You’ll be
fine,” said Hollie, who sat nearby.  She came over to Miles.


“What if someone
recognizes what I’m wearing?  What if Rich sees?”


“Put a
basketball in front of Rich and he wouldn’t notice if you were dressed like a
clown.”


True, but what
if he did this one time?  What if other people saw him?  Miles twisted his lips. 
Panic was building.  “I don’t know.  I should cancel.”


“Nonsense!  Rich
paid for the tickets.  You agreed to go.  It’s your yearly tradition.  You
can’t back out on him now.”


“Then I need to
change.”


Hollie raised an
eyebrow.  “And give up your reward?”  She slipped her hand upon his crotch and
kissed him.  “Be brave.  The game’s no fun if there’s no risk.  This will be
exciting.”


Miles took a
deep breath.  It seemed like too much risk though.  This would be the first
time he’d visibly worn anything feminine in public (apart from the dress, which
had been different because he was disguised).  Granted, it wasn’t a dress or
stilettos, but it was feminine to his eye.


“Rich is here,”
said Hollie, looking out the window.


Miles glanced up.  Rich was here indeed. 
It was too late now.
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The walk to the
car was terrifying.


Miles expected
Rich to hop out of his car at any moment, point, laugh and say something like
“what the heck are you wearing?!”  Each step made this fear stronger too as he
drew closer.  But it didn’t happen.  Even when he got in the car, nothing
strange seemed to happen.  In fact, it wasn’t until they got out at the stadium
that Rich noticed anything.


“You lose some weight?”
asked Rich.


Miles held his
breath.  “No, not really.”


“You look different.”


“Huh.”


They started
toward the gates.


“Sandals, huh?”
said Rich.


Miles blushed. 
“Hollie got them for me.  Lots of guys are wearing them.”


Rich nodded and
let it drop.


Miles felt a
rush.  He’d pulled this off.  Rich had noticed, but hadn’t put any of it
together.  He was actually wearing women’s sandals and jeans right in front of
his best friend and he’d gotten away with it!  This was incredible!  He felt
incredibly alive suddenly.  Powerful, in a way.
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They made their
way to their seats, which were near half-court, but across from the players. 
They were amazing seats.  Of course, it helped that the team stunk this year
and had just fired their coach.  That made seats like this easier to get. 
Still, it would be a good game and Miles found himself reveling in the idea of
wearing what he was wearing in public in front of thousands of people.


They took their
seats.


Next to them sat
two middle-aged women dressed to the nines.  This had become a thing in
basketball actually.  For reasons not entirely clear to Miles, young to middle-
aged women had started to flock to courtside seats in recent years, and when
they came, they dressed to show in tight dresses or designer outfits,
extra-tall heels, designer bags and big hair.  The two women next to him were
no exception.  The one wore a tight silver bandage dress and five-inch stiletto
heels with a two-inch platform and the other, the one directly next to him,
wore tight black leather pants, t-strap stiletto sandals, a black crop top and
lots of makeup.  Her bag was famous.  Her phone sparkly.


The game began.


As the game went
on, Miles could not help but keep glancing at the women.  They were beautiful,
especially the one next to him, so it was natural for him to admire her
looks... perhaps even fantasize... a little.  This happened sometimes when he
and Rich went to games, and it happened again now.  Only, this time, Miles
oddly couldn’t get past her clothes.  He kept looking at her pants and
wondering how it felt to wear them.  He wondered how he would look in her crop
top too.  He imagined tottering around in her tall stilettos.  It was the
strangest thing.  He expected to have a normal “male” moment, so to speak, and
yet here he was ogling her clothes!


Something had
really changed within him.


But at least no
one knew, he told himself.


And then she
caught him looking.  He blushed, smiled and looked away.  But he looked back
soon enough.  Somehow, he couldn’t resist.  Again, he glanced at her exposed
belly and wondered how it would feel to walk around like that.  He turned
away.  But he couldn’t stay away.  Once more, his eyes wandered back.  Her feet
were pretty.  Her pedicure was pretty; he had begun to notice details like
that, things he never noticed before as ma— before their game started.  She wore
the same red polish he sometimes wore too, that was exciting.  Her heels were
kind of exciting too.  His penis grew really hard.


Suddenly, a
strange thought him.  A naughty thought.  A forbidden thought, but an exciting
thought.  He imagined a bump beneath her leather pants, a bump shaped like a
peni—


Again, she
caught him.


Miles blushed
even more as his eyes darted away once more.  “She must think I have a foot
fetish or something!” he thought unhappily, though his mind wondered if she
knew what he’d imagined.  He suddenly felt rather dirty, but that only seemed
to make him harder.  He turned to watch the game, trying to focus on the game,
not this strange fantasy.  Only, his eyes kept coming back to her, wondering
what she would look like if she was a man.  Each time, he felt dirtier and
dirtier too.  Soon, he started to breathe harder.  His penis started to throb. 
He couldn’t believe it.  He was having a fantasy about this woman being a man!


Suddenly, there
was a break in the game.  The half ended.  He snapped out of his fantasy. 
Fortunately, no one could read minds, he thought.  Still, he blushed.  As he
did, the two women grabbed their purses.  They rose to their feet.  Then,
before he even realized what the woman was doing, she leaned over and whispered
in his ear.


“I love your
sandals.  I have a pair at home.”


Miles withered
as if he was a balloon deflating.  He filled with humiliation and insecurity. 
His face burned bright red and he wanted to flee the arena.  She had caught
him.  How many other people had?


He felt incredibly weak.
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When Miles got
home, Hollie asked him how the game was.  He couldn’t really tell her as he’d
spent his time focused on something else.  He did not tell her about the woman
though.  Instead, he said it was a good game.


True to her
word, Hollie rewarded Miles when he got home.  She made him strip down to his
panties and the girdle and then she took him to the bedroom.  He kept the
sandals on by his own choice, though he didn’t tell her that either – he just
didn’t take them off.  She then had him lay on the bed and she lay down beside
him.  She reached beneath the girdle, slipped her hand inside his panties,
wrapped her fingers around his solid shaft and started stroking.  As she
stroked him, she kissed him and periodically told him now that he’d survived in
public in women’s clothes – not just hidden on the inside – he should
reconsider the work clothes she’d bought him.  His mind was elsewhere, however.


Miles closed his
eyes.


His wife’s hand
felt amazing on his thick, heavy penis.


Miles saw the
feet of the woman sitting next to him.  He imagined her pretty painted toes. 
He glanced at his own feet in the flat sandals.  He imagined his toenails
painted now too, also the same color the woman wore.  He glanced at her crop top. 
His penis swelled.


He began
breathing harder.


Hollie kept
stroking him.


“I have the same
pair at home,” said the woman as she had in real life.


A chill ran down
Miles’ spine and his erection surged.


Miles spread his
legs, giving Hollie better access to his erection inside the restrictive girdle. 
He then saw the woman again in his mind.  She was smiling at him kind of
wickedly.  So was her friend.  Miles blushed.  He wasn’t sure why.  He felt
nervous.  He decided to get up and walk away for a little.  He grabbed his
purse, the same one the woman had carried.  He rose to his feet.  He balanced
on the tall stiletto heels, the same ones the woman had worn.  He saw the black
crop top and the black leather pants upon his body.


His heart
raced.  Hollie stroked faster.


“Do you like
wearing my pants, sissy?” laughed the woman.


Miles held his
breath, but it wasn’t enough.  He knew that.  He would not come, not like
this.  There was something though that would help.  He burned with shame, but
he imagined himself kneeling before the woman.  She wore the leather pants, he
wore the white shorts and the mint slides.  She rose to her feet before him.


“Do you like
what you see?” she said this time.


Miles glanced at
her crotch and saw the bump.  It started to grow, pushing out the leather pants
just a little more.  The bump had no specific shape, but it had to be a penis. 
He imagined his hand reaching out to rub the bump.  As he did, he felt it.  That
familiar rhythm had hit its crescendo.  His penis throbbed like mad and then it
seemed to stop instantly.  His heart stopped.  His breathing stopped.  His back
arched even more.  And then it exploded.  A bolt of energy shot through his
body and out his erection into the girdle.  One.  Two.  Three.  His penis shot
its load into the girdle.


Miles collapsed
into the bed.  His heart started again.  He slowly caught his breath.  He lay
there satisfied.  He almost giggled at the thought.  Apparently, he had enjoyed
the game after all.

















Chapter Six: “Things
That Excite”
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It had been a
week since the game.  Miles thought about the woman in the leather pants a lot,
and what it had taken to make him come.  One issue was being caught.  That had
shaken his confidence in terms of staying undetected in public if he wore
anything outwardly feminine.  On the other hand, getting caught had been kind
of exciting.  He’d felt compelled to masturbate about the idea several times...
“I love your sandals.  I have a pair at home.”  In many ways, getting
caught seemed to up what he was looking for in terms of excitement and risk.  That
said, he knew the idea of getting caught needed to remain in the realm of
fantasy.


The other issue
was why he’d needed to think the woman had a dick to make himself come.  Why
did his fantasy need to involve a penis for him to get off?  This was troubling
as it seemed more evidence there was something within he didn’t want to admit. 
Once again, he decided to explain it away.  He wasn’t gay after all.  Men held
no attraction for him.  There had to be an explanation.
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Miles lay in bed
with an erection.  He wore the red tap pants.  He was covered with a sheet. 
His wife had let him sleep in today.  She was across the room getting dressed. 
She was going out with a friend this morning.  Hollie had already slipped into
panties, but was otherwise naked.  She had dried her hair, but hadn’t done
anything with it yet.  It was a little bit wild.  She pulled on her jeans.


“Good morning,
sleepy head,” said Hollie.


She sat down in
her vanity chair and brought one knee up to her chin.  Her foot rested on the
edge of the seat before her.  She held a tiny white ankle sock.  Miles watched
her slip it over her toes and then pull it into place.  She switched legs to
put her other sock on.  As she did, Miles’ eyes drifted to her naked breasts. 
They hung so beautifully.


BREASTS


“Good morning,”
said Miles, ignoring the whisper.  He stretched.  As he did, the sheet lay
flatter against him, exposing the outline of his erection.


“Well, good
morning,” giggled Hollie when she saw it.


She slipped the
other sock onto her foot and then came to the bed.  She sat down on the edge of
the bed and brushed the back of her hand over her husband’s erection.  That
made Miles tingle.


“Dreaming about
some cute dress you saw?” she asked with a mischievous smile.


Miles blushed. 
It had been a bump, not a dress in the dream.


Hollie ran her
fingers up and down his erection, through the sheet, teasing him.  She could
see his erection agitate.  “Or maybe some sexy new little maid uniform you can
wear when you do your duties... while I order you around?  I’ll bet you’d like
that, wouldn’t you my little sissy?”


A tiny wet spot
appeared upon the sheet.


“Thought so,”
said Hollie.


She kissed her
husband on the lips even as she slowly brushed her fingers up and down his throbbing
shaft.  Her fingers were driving him crazy.  He wanted her to grab him so badly
and squeeze him until he exploded, but she didn’t.  Instead, she rose to her
feet and returned to the vanity.


Miles’ penis trembled
desperately.  The tension caused by her teasing had filled it with incredible
energy.  Miles imagined it like a battery that had been overcharged to such a state
that it sparked and arced electricity, and when her hand pulled away, its
chance of release vanished.  He actually wanted to grab it and finish himself,
but he wouldn’t do that... not before his wife.  Besides, this was how they
played the game.  Hollie had teased him and he needed to let her make the next
move.  This was her game they were playing now and he was hers to toy with.


He was breathing
hard.


“Clean the sheet
when you do the laundry today,” said Hollie.  She felt powerful saying it,
giving her husband a command as if it was normal for a wife to do so.  She felt
dampness below.


Miles
shuddered.  Where his wife felt powerful, he felt helplessness and weakness at
being denied ejaculation and then being given a command like a simple maid.  It
emphasized his humiliating new status, which made him burn with shame, but also
tingle with erotic thrill.


“How— how long
will you be gone?” he asked.


Miles asked the
question merely to say something, to break the spell his wife’s arousing him
had cast over him, but it also told them both he was counting the minutes until
she came back, hopeful for his implied reward for obeying the rules of the
game.  If he was going to be her slave to command, then he wanted to come...
but that decision was hers, not his.


Hollie snickered
as she applied her mascara.  She glanced at his erection out of the corner of
her eye.  The feelings of power within her grew.  She owned this man now and
she knew it.  She decided to string him along a little.  “Why?  Did you need
something?”


Miles blushed.  He
couldn’t say it.  “I’m— I’m fine.”


Hollie set down
the mascara and picked up her lipstick.  She painted her lips a pretty red. 
“To answer your question, I’m not sure how long I’ll be.  Charlotte needs a lot
of things for her new place,” she said casually, before adding, “You’re welcome
to come, of course.”


Miles pursed his
lips.  Just the name made him cringe.  He really did not like Charlotte.  He
scowled.  “No, thank you.”


“Good.  Then you
have plenty of time to finish your chores.’


Miles winced. 
Why didn’t his wife have “chores”?  The thought made him burn with shame and
frustration.  It also made him feel very servile.  Things had changed in their
lives and part of him still wanted to reverse that.  Part of him still wanted
to be a man... the man of the house!  As he thought this, however, Hollie rose
to her feet and came back over to him.  She patted his erection with her
fingers, neutering any thoughts of manhood and re-intensifying the kinetic
energy inside his penis and making him tingle electrically.


“Maybe when I
get back... if you’re a good boy,” she said suggestively.


She kissed him
and ran her fingers up his shaft, sending waves of power radiating up his shaft
just ahead of her fingers like the wake of a ship’s bow.  Then she pulled her
hand away and moved to her lingerie drawer.  Miles’ penis surged and again
entered the frustrating world of teased denial.  He took several deep breaths
to calm his heart.


Meanwhile,
Hollie opened her lingerie drawer.  From it, she took a simple white bra and
she wrapped it around her chest.  Miles watched her.  This strange feeling suddenly
filled his stomach.  He wasn’t sure what it was at first.  Then, as he watched
her fasten the bra and slip her arms through the straps, he started to realize
what it was.  That realization embarrassed him.


It was envy.


But it wasn’t
like anything he’d ever felt before.  Sure, he’d felt run of the mill envy. 
Someone had a nice car, he thought it would be nice to own one.  Their friends
went on a nice vacation, he’d wished he was going too.  But this... this was
different.  This was the first time he truly felt envy envy.  It had the
want of love mixed with the sting of jealousy.  It made him tremble almost with
fear.


Hollie now adjusted
her breasts in the cups of her bra.  Miles watched every movement, every touch,
every jiggle.  He was watching her breasts rise and fall with each breath and
with each movement.  They were magnificent.


 Finally, she
threw on a sweater and she grabbed her purse.  She came over to kiss him.  He
watched the curve of her breasts in the sweater as she approached.  His penis
throbbed.  More pre-come came out.


“I’ll be back
later,” said Hollie.  “Do your chores.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” he
said sarcastically.


She kissed him.


“I’ll give
Charlotte your best,” she added, which brought a physical groan to Miles’ face,
before further adding with an emasculating giggle:  “If you’re good, I might
even tell her what you’re wearing... sissy.”  She winked at Miles and walked
off with a laugh.


Miles cringed at
his wife’s words.  The idea of Charlotte ever knowing would be a nightmare. 
But as his wife walked out, Miles suddenly wanted very much to masturbate to
that thought: Charlotte knowing.  He didn’t know why.  He really didn’t like
her and being submissive before her seemed like a nightmare, but somehow it
also seemed to arouse him.  He would masturbate to that thought... and to Charlotte
having a bump when he submitted to her.

















Chapter Seven: “A
Confession”


—o—


 


Another week
came to a close.  Miles hadn’t exactly felt the pang of jealousy again, though
he did find he had a heightened interest in breasts.  Indeed, everywhere he
went, he started noticing breasts:  their sizes, their proportions, their
shapes.  He noticed the bras that held them in place.  He even felt strangely
dirty somehow, noticing these.  Not that he equated any of this with the idea
of actually wanting them, but he definitely found himself more curious.  In
some ways, this became his new obsession, though he refused to believe he had
become that focused on the idea.  It was enough, however, that it seemed to put
his worries about the random thoughts about men into the back of his mind.  He
was fine with that.


That was all
about to change.
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Miles lay on the
bed.  Well, yes, but that’s not all.  He was tied to the bed too.  His wife had
tied each hand to their headboard and each ankle to the footboard with red silk
ribbon.  He wore black silk panties, tan stockings, and a pair of peep-toed
stiletto mules Hollie owned.  Hollie was snuggled up next to him.  She wore
purple panties and a matching bra.  Miles was hard as a rock.  He’d tied Hollie
up in the past many times, but she’d never tied him up before.  It had excited
him at the time to have his wife under total control, being able to do whatever
he wanted, but apparently it excited him even more to be helpless and under his
wife’s control... able to do whatever she wanted.


“You look so
cute when you’re helpless,” she purred.


Hollie ran her
fingers along his side, making him shudder and his penis visibly tremble even
inside the panties.  She giggled.  She was really turned on.  Seeing her
husband helpless and feminized was so exciting!


“You like being
teased,” she added.


“I do not,” he
protested.


Hollie ran her
fingers along his thigh up to his balls, but then lifted her fingers up over
his panties by just a millimeter avoiding his balls.  Miles seemed to yearn his
body upwards at them, but couldn’t reach.  “Yes, you do.”


“I have work to
do,” he said disingenuously.  He was totally enraptured by being teased like
this, but he also still struggled to admit his weaknesses to Hollie.


“Sissy maid
work?”


Miles blushed.  “Somebody
has to clean the house.”


Hollie
chuckled.  “I’m sure your ‘boss’ won’t mind.”


She kissed him. 
Her nipples were straining against her bra.  Her lower regions were damp and
tingly.  A soft warmth filled her and radiated out throughout her body.  She
felt utterly relaxed and yet high on power.


“Isn’t it
funny?” she asked.  “Me being your boss now.”


Miles’ penis
grew ever so slightly.


“I mean, how
many husband obey their wives?”  She chuckled.  “Who knows?  Maybe it’s a lot. 
Maybe every man secretly obeys his wife and nobody talks about it.”  She
snickered.  “I doubt it, though.  I don’t see Rich obeying his wife.  And I
can’t see Taylor obeying Kelli.”  She snickered again.  “No.  Taylor’s a real
man, he wouldn’t obey his wife.”


Miles felt her
words like a knife to his manhood, but at the same time, he burned excitedly at
her emasculation and that made him feel even weaker and more submissive, which
add to his arousal.


“Not that I’m
saying you aren’t a real man,” added Hollie with a half-embarrassed blush. 
“You are.  Don’t get me wrong.”  Here it came... “But Taylor?  He’s got it
all.  Abs, strong arms, a deep voice.  He dresses like James Bond.”  There was
a dreamy quality to her voice.  “But you, honey?”  She glanced down at his
tied, hairless body and his painted nails peaking out the peep-toes of the
mules.  She shrugged.  “You’re a cute maid,” she finished and she patted him on
the erection.


Miles shrank. 
He felt utterly emasculated, but again, it turned him on which kept him from
being able to protest.  He felt so weak not being able to refute a word.  He
blushed, which Hollie noted.


“I’m sorry,
honey, but you have to admit, even before all this, Taylor was always just a
bigger specimen of manhood than you.”


Her words were
true, which made them sting all the more – he’d always felt a little inadequate
when compared to Taylor.  His erection grew stiffer at his shame.  Hollie
noticed that too.  She snickered.


“Oh oh,” she giggled. 
“Does Taylor excite you?”


“No!” gasped
Miles even as an image flashed before his eyes of him wearing the red dress and
standing before Taylor, who shook his head disdainfully at Miles.


“You grew hard
when I talked about him.”


“I did not!”


“You did.”


“He doesn’t
turn me on!” snapped Miles with more than a hint of nervousness.


Hollie slipped
her hand inside Miles’ panties and latched onto his erection.  She didn’t
stroke it though.  Her hand just sat there, like some sort of statement of the
power she had over him that she was the one to decide if he came or not: if he
came, it would be on her terms.


“I think he
does,” she teased him and ran one finger up his shaft barely touching it.


Miles blushed
bright red.


“Do you want me
to hook you up?” she giggled.


All the color
drained from Miles’ face.  He tensed up.  It wasn’t so much what she might do
that bothered him as what he might admit.  After all, with those crazy visions
coming along, who knew what might come out of his mouth!  He bit his tongue and
told himself to say nothing.


“You could wear
your little maid outfit for him,” continued Hollie with her teasing.  “I’ll
even loan you some sexy black stilettos.  You could kneel before him and give
him something I’ll bet Kellie never does.”


Miles fought
against this forming an image, but it was there.


Hollie stroked
him several times now.  She could feel his erection throb.  His breathing
became harder.  She watched his chest heave.  She realized she could make him
come right now, and she thought about it.  It would be rather humorous – maybe
even exciting – to make her husband come at the idea of giving a blowjob to one
of their male friends.  After all, she liked the idea of taking his manhood and
making him come to that thought would certainly be a tremendous blow to it...
no pun intended.  In fact, she hadn’t stopped thinking about the bar and seeing
Miles snuggled up next to that dark-haired man.  The idea of Miles touching
that man had been exciting.  And truth be told, she’d thought about it more
than once since... seeing her husband on his knees with another man’s penis in
his mouth.  The thought made her very wet now.


But he would
never agree.  She’d seen the shocked look on his face when the man pecked him
on the cheek.  Even now, he was so tense about her just teasing him over it. 
She knew that if she pushed an idea like this, Miles would call a halt to
everything, her fun would be over.


Hollie stopped
stroking him now and instead toyed with his erection with her fingers, poking
it, sliding it around, teasing it.  She could see the need in Miles eye for her
to let him come.  She liked that.  She liked him needy.  It added to her
feelings of power.  If only she could have everything she wanted.  She imagined
Miles serving her right in front of their friends, including Taylor.  She felt
a tiny tremor.  Not enough yet to be called anything more, but building.


“Of all our
friends, who would you tell about your new status?” she asked.


Miles raised a
suspicious eyebrow.  “What?”


“Which of our
friends would you tell about all of this?”


“None,” laughed
Miles nervously.  The question worried him.  Was his wife thinking about
telling someone?  That would be a disaster.  Sure, the idea might have crossed
his mind from time to time as kind of a “toying around” sort of thing – and his
exposure fantasies – but he really didn’t want anyone knowing.  Why was she
raising this now?


Hollie shook her
head.  “No copouts.  Answer my question.”


“No one,” he
insisted.


“If you had to
choose one.”


Miles shook his
head.  “No one.”


“That’s not how
this game is played, honey.  Girls talk about boys they like, even if they
never intend to be with them.  It’s all just for fun.  You’re a girl now, so
answer my question.  Which of our friends would you want to tell that you’re my
little sissy maid?”


Miles licked his
lips nervously.  A name had come to him when his wife went through her little
speech, but it was a name he didn’t want to say.  He didn’t even know why he
thought of this name, but it was the only name that came up.  He couldn’t even
think of a safer alternative.


He shook his
head.


“Tell me,
Miles,” whined Hollie playfully.


Miles shook his
head once more.


Hollie sat up
and scrunched up her face.  She huffed in faked-frustration.  “All right,” she
said.  “If you want to be difficult, then there are many ways to make you
talk.”  She rose from the bed and went to their closet, where they kept a small
locked box.  Miles watched as she crouched down and spun the combination on the
box.  It opened.


“What are you
doing?” he asked cautiously.


Hollie found
what she was looking for.  She rose again a moment later, though Miles could
not see what she held.  She started toward him with whatever it was hidden in
her palm.


“You asked for
this,” she said.


Miles tried to
see through her hand, but couldn’t.  Then he saw a flash of something silver
and he knew instantly what it was.  It was his little toy with the spiked
wheel!


“Wh— what are
you doing with that?” he asked.


“I believe it’s
called ‘torture’, darling,” said Hollie.  She sat down on the bed and yanked
his panties down to his balls, letting his erection pop out into the cool air
of the bedroom.


“You— you
wouldn’t,” he gasped.


Hollie laughed. 
Then she grabbed his stiff erection with one hand and used the other to set the
device right up to it, but not touching it.  “Are you going to answer my
question?”


Miles’ brain
told him to answer.  He had no idea how this would feel against his penis, but
he had seen Hollie writhing in erotic torture (ecstasy?) when he used it on her
breasts.  He imagined it would be far worse on the sensitive skin of his
erection.  Even more so, Hollie was proving to be a master at taking him to the
edge and making everything seemingly go on forever.  This could be difficult.


On the other
hand, he found himself yearning to see what she could do.


Miles shook his
head.


Hollie smirked. 
Then she touched his head with the tip of one of the tiny spikes.  It felt like
a needle... almost... not quite... maybe.  Miles wasn’t sure.  What he did know
was that it felt unbelievably sharp, yet safely dull at the same time.  It was
like an unbearable pain, or maybe a shock, but only for an instant.  And then
she rolled it.  All of his nerves lit up, but he couldn’t tell if it was from
the device itself or anticipation of how the device would feel.  Was it truly
torture or was it all in his mind?  And why was he throbbing madly!


He writhed on
the bed.


Hollie pulled it
away.  “Tell me.”


“No,” he laughed
insanely.


Hollie rolled it
up his head once more.  Miles’ entire body stiffened and jerked as the device slowly
made its way to the tip.  It was as if his body was trying to escape, but not
quite far enough to actually get away.  Hollie became so wet watching this.  It
was amazing to be able to do this to her husband.


“Tell me,”
laughed Hollie.


“I can’t,” said
Miles, not sure if he needed this to stop or to continue.


Suddenly, Hollie
dropped the device onto the bed.  She climbed on top of Miles, pinning him
down, and started tickling him anywhere she could.  Miles burst out laughing. 
His writhing increased dramatically, but he couldn’t escape.  Hollie was merciless. 
She was getting quite wet too.


“All right!  All
right!” he finally exclaimed.  He could take no more.


Hollie raised an
eyebrow.  Had she won?  “Are you going to tell me?”


“No,” he gasped
at the last second, finding a tiny bit more strength.


She tickled even
faster now.


Miles brain was
spinning.  He was losing control.  He was starting to give in.  He fought
though.  This was a name he could never say.  Not to his wife.  It would be
something he would forever regret.  Heck, he didn’t even know why he’d thought
of the name.  He couldn’t even bring himself to repeat it in his head, his
thoughts danced around it with only hints.  But the pressure was building too. 
It was like his body was starting to burst.  He was losing control.


Then it
happened.  The name popped out.  “Taylor,” raced across his head.


But “Charlotte,”
came out his lips.


Hollie’s jaw
dropped.  “Charlotte?!”


She stopped
tickling.  Miles tried to catch his breath.  To his embarrassment, he realized,
he’d come somehow.  His panties were wet and sticky.  Meanwhile, Hollie folded
her arms across her chest, but didn’t climb off her husband.  Miles took a deep
breath.  He even bit his lip.


“You— and
Charlotte.”  Her tone was incredulous.  “Charlotte?”


He nodded his
head again, but felt like a liar.


“Kelli’s
gorgeous.  Even Rhianna’s sexy.  Ally’s sweet.  Heck, I could even see it if
you picked Taylor.  He’s a guy, but he’s hot.”  Hollie shook her head in
disbelief.  “But Charlotte?”


Miles was
glowing bright red now.


“You two hate
each other!” said Hollie.  “Why her?”


Miles shrugged
his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  It’s the only name that came up.”


Hollie furrowed
her brow.  This made no sense.  Of all their friends, Charlotte was the last
one she would have expected to come out of his mouth.  What could possibly make
him pick her?  And then, like lightening out of the blue, she understood. 
Miles had a submissive crush on Charlotte.  That’s the only thing that made
sense.  Charlotte’s constant attacks on him and his manhood, for lack of a
better word, had triggered his submissive instincts and he wanted her to
humiliate him!


“You’ve got a
crush on her,” she giggled.


Miles winced. 
He did not have a crush on Charlotte!  He hated Charlotte.  He wanted
nothing to do with her, his inexplicable answer notwithstanding.  “I do not!”
he gasped.  Though, in truth, he probably did and for the very reason Hollie
had thought.  That was why he’d picked her of all of Hollie’s female friends. 
But the reason he’d picked her, he knew, was to avoid what he was really
thinking.  So he had avoided mentioning Taylor, but he’d done it at the cost of
Charlotte.


Hollie grinned
excitedly.  The vehemence of his protest told her all she needed to know:  she
was right and he was super embarrassed by it.  It seemed she had another tool
to use against him.


“I never would
have guessed you like Charlotte,” she chuckled.


“I don’t,” he
protested.


Hollie kissed
him on the lips.  “Yes, you do,” she said with intense satisfaction and she
climbed off him.  She grabbed her robe and slipped it on.  “I don’t know about
you, but I’m hungry.  I think I’ll go make a little snack.”  She started toward
the door.


“Wait!” said
Miles.


Hollie turned. 
“Yes, dear?”


“Aren’t you
going to untie me?”


A mischievous
look appeared in Hollie’s eyes.  “Maybe you should ask Charlotte,” she said. 
And then she walked out, leaving her husband tied to the bed, as he’d done to
her once before.  She felt incredibly powerful doing it.


“What have I
done?” he groaned.

















Chapter Eight: “I Have
An Idea”


—o—


 


It was evening.


Hollie and Miles
sat on opposite ends of the couch.  They were reading.  Miles wore the blood-red
tap pants, a matching camisole, and the mint high-heeled slides his wife wanted
him to wear around the house.  His toenails poked out the fronts.  They were metallic
white.  Hollie glanced at her husband.  Her eyes drifted to his painted
toenails.  Her nipples rose.  She felt a warmth inside her and shuddered.  Suddenly,
a wicked smile appeared upon her lips; she’d had a thought.  She closed her
book and aimed her smile at him.  He noticed a moment later.  Her smile made
the hair stand up on the back of his neck.


“What?” asked
Miles cautiously.


“I have an
idea.”


Miles closed the
book he was reading and set it on his lap.  “And what idea is that?” he asked.


“I want to have
a party.”


“What kind of
party?”


“I want to have the
girls over... for drinks and snacks.”


“And?”


Hollie blushed. 
Her smile grew a little more embarrassed.  She paused, or more likely
hesitated.  Normally, a party sounded like fun to Miles, only his wife’s
cautious tone and her blush told him this might be a more challenging request
than it seemed at first mention.  And with the way she was having him dress
these days, he began to wonder if she might not be up to something.


“Go on,” he said
suspiciously.


Hollie shifted
on the couch to face her husband.  She brought one leg up onto the cushions in
the process.  She slid her foot forward and through the wide leg opening of the
tap pants.  Her toes found his erection and latched onto it between her first
two toes.  It grew hard as she did.


“Well,” she
said, “I’m thinking we could incorporate our game.”


Miles felt a
terrific chill race through his body and he suddenly imagined wearing the red
dress and the wedges and fluttering around the party serving his wife’s friends
drinks as his wife watched on with mocking eyes.  He’d fantasized about the
idea before, but to hear his wife suggest some real-world application was horrifying...
even as his penis grew even harder beneath the tap pants.  Still, he’d told
himself over and over that exposure needed to remain just a fantasy.


“I’m not wearing
a dress in front of your friends,” he said firmly, but with an odd sense of
uncertainty.


Hollie laughed. 
“I never said anything about a dress.”


“What then?”  He
imagined the sandals from the basketball game.


“And I didn’t
say you would be attending, did I?”


Miles now looked
confused.  “Then what are we talking about?”


Hollie started
stroking his erection with her toes.  Her toes were warm and soft but had a
surprisingly strong grip and they sent tingles racing along Miles’ spine.  “I
said, you wouldn’t be attending, but I didn’t say it wouldn’t involve you,” she
started.  “First, obviously, you would help out getting things ready.”


“Obviously,”
said Miles sarcastically.


“If you have a
sissy maid, use her.  Right?”


Miles cringed at
being called a “her,” but added a sarcastic “Naturally.”


“You could help
make the food, clean the house and generally organize,” Hollie continued.  “You
could even wear your cute little maid outfit as you did it.  A sexy sissy
servant should be well dressed.”


“And I suppose
I’m going to greet them at the door, in uniform, take coats and perform a
little curtsey for each,” said Miles cynically.  Unsettlingly, the idea
actually turned him on strongly, so Miles folded his arms and tried to look
unimpressed, even as the tiny voice in the back of his head kept telling that
maybe... just maybe... it might be exciting to finally be exposed being
feminized and submissive before her friends; something he’d fantasized about a
good deal.


Hollie laughed. 
“That would be a sight to see!”


“I bet,”
grumbled Miles.


Hollie scrunched
her nose.  “Could you imagine the look on everyone’s faces?”


“I’m trying not
to,” said Miles sourly, though he tingled on the inside.


“Oh don’t be
such a sourpuss,” laughed Hollie.  Suddenly, she raised an eyebrow.  She’d put
together the odd hints of uncertainty in her husband’s denials, the
over-grumpiness he’d displayed, and the throbbing of his erection against her
toes to reach a rather strange conclusion.  She smiled coyly.  “Wait a minute. 
Is this turning you on?  Do you want me to make you greet them as a maid?”


“Absolutely
not!” barked Miles.  His stomach filled with butterflies.


“You’re throbbing.”


Miles blushed.


“You just got
harder,” she laughed in a sing-song voice.


“You’re playing
with my dick.”


“Oh no, no, no! 
There’s more to this!”  She shook his dick with her toes.


Miles shook his
head.  There wasn’t more to this, he told himself.  And even if there was, he
knew he could never agree to have their secret revealed to their friends.  It
was one thing to play this game in some distant bar in front of people they
didn’t know and would never meet again – and even then it had been too much of
a risk, he thought – but to do it in front of their friends was simply
impossible.  They would laugh mercilessly!  For the rest of his life, he would
be Hollie’s little sissy to them.  He couldn’t do that!


“I cannot and
will not let any of our friends see me like this,” said Miles firmly.


“Except
Charlotte,” said Hollie with a wink.


Miles withered
helplessly at her throwing his confession back at him.  Pre-come dribbled from
his erection onto his wife’s toes as she continued her stroking.  He opened his
mouth to deny that he wanted anyone, least of all Charlotte, to see him like
this, but her teasing mention of his confession had disarmed him entirely.  No
words came out.  At least, he thought, she didn’t know the real name.


“Anyways,” continued
Mollie, “that’s not what I’m proposing—”


“What are you
proposing then?” demanded Miles a tad harshly to hide his embarrassment and insecurity.


“What I’m
thinking is that rather than having you with us—”  Hollie paused.  Her mischievous
smile returned.  “You know what?  I don’t think I’m going to tell you.  You’ll
just have to wait and see.”


“Wait and see?”
repeated Miles incredulously.


“Yes.  Wait and
see.  That will be a good lesson for you to not question your mistress, maid,”
she said half chuckling and she walked off leaving Miles aroused, confused and
worried.

















Chapter Nine: “A Good
Little Maid”


—o—


 


Miles wrapped
the cord around the vacuum cleaner.  He’d finished the floors and was about to return
to the kitchen, where he still needed to put the dishes away.  He wore his maid
“uniform,” consisting of the see-through white g-string panties, the white
stockings and the white wrist cuffs, along with the black garter belt, bustier
and bell necklace.  The bell jingled whenever he moved.  Ting ting ting. 
On his feet were the white wedges.  He was hard as a rock and had been most of
the afternoon.  The uniform always made him so; it was so submissive and
emasculating.  And with the bell ringing all the time, it was the perfect
reminder of Hollie’s control.


Ting ting
ting.


A gentle shudder
ran down Miles’ spine.  That ringing made him feel so tiny, somehow.  It felt
exquisite.


He set the vacuum
in the closet.  As he did, Hollie came up behind him.  She wore a white peasant
skirt, a light blue top and the brown stiletto mules she liked.  Her hair was
pulled back in a ponytail.  She pulled her right foot from the mule she wore
and showed her toes to her husband.


“My nails are
chipped,” she pouted.


Miles glanced down
at his wife’s foot.  Indeed, there was a chip in the polish on her big toe.


“I just got them
done too.”  She and Charlotte had gotten mani-pedis together the day before. 
She grunted her frustration.  “You know what this means, right?” she asked
Miles.


“What?”


“You’re going to
fix them.”


“Me?”


“Yes, you,” said
Hollie.


Hollie motioned
her husband to follow her.  She then led him to the bedroom, where she grabbed
her nail kit, before leading him to the family room where she sat down on the
couch.  Miles’ heels echoed his progress femininely the entire way, as did the
bell.  THUNK! THUNK! Ting ting ting.  THUNK! THUNK! Ting ting ting.  THUNK!
THUNK! Ting ting ting.  THUNK! THUNK! Ting ting ting.


Hollie motioned
for him to drop to the floor before her.  He did, kneeling first and then
swinging his legs beneath him to seat his rear upon the floor.  His erection
jutted out from his lap, pushing the see-through white g-string with it. 
Hollie then handed him the nail kit and crossed her legs, letting her right
foot hang inches from her husband’s face.  The brown stiletto mule dangled from
her toes.


“Get to work,
sissy,” she said.


Miles blushed.


“Take it all off
and replace it with the ‘Rose Red’,” she said.


Miles glanced at
the foot in his face.  Hollie definitely had a way of making him feel servile. 
That turned him on.  He reached for her shoe and pulled the mule from her
toes.  He set that aside.  The faint smell of her warm foot came to his nose.  Then
he took her soft foot in his hands, set it against his lap, and got to work
stripping the polish from her toenails.  When he finished, he switched feet, removing
the other mule and stripping the polish from the remainder of her toes.  Finally,
he set both of her feet against his lap and opened the “Rose Red” polish. 
Miles dipped the brush into the open vial and set the brush against her big
toe.  He pulled the brush forward, leaving a thick, wet red line where it had
traveled.


As Miles worked,
Hollie read a magazine.  When he started painting her nails, however, a mischievous
smile appeared upon her lips.  She reached over and picked up her phone.


“You don’t mind
if I make a call, do you darling?” she asked.


“Who are you
calling?” asked Miles cautiously.  Her smile made him nervous.


“Your favorite
person... Charlotte.”


Without waiting
for approval, Hollie pressed Charlotte’s number and put the phone on speaker. 
Miles winced.  What was his wife up to?  He didn’t know, but he would find
out.  After two rings, Charlotte answered.


“Hey Hollie. 
What’s up?”


“Hey Char,” said
Hollie.  “Not much.  Just sitting around enjoying my afternoon.”


“I take it Miles
is out watching basketball,” said Charlotte snidely.


Hollie laughed. 
“No, he’s fluttering around here somewhere.  I think he’s in the other room
dusting.”


There was a
moment of silence.  “Dusting?”


“Yes, dusting. 
He’d doing his chores.”


Charlotte let
out an incredulous laugh.  “You mean to tell me Miles actually helps out around
the house?”  She seemed to miss the implication in the word “chores,” i.e. that
Miles was ordered to perform these tasks.  Miles didn’t though; he winced and
sucked in a hard breath.


Hollie smiled at
the uncomfortable response Miles gave.  It made her wet to tease him like this,
with him helpless to stop her, and using Charlotte to do it felt especially
naughty given his recent confession.  “Oh, all the time,” she replied casually
as Miles winced again.  “He’s a regular little maid.”


Miles’ stomach
filled with tension as Hollie said this.  It hit too close to home.


But Hollie
wasn’t done.  She looked him up and down.  “All he needs is one of those French
maid uniforms,” she said slyly.


Miles’ jaw
dropped.  What was his wife thinking?  Charlotte was not someone to be toyed
with like this.  She was smart and she was cruel and she did not like him.  And
despite his confession, he really didn’t want Charlotte knowing!  Hollie should
not be joking about these things with her!  Miles shook his head and pleadingly
mouthed the word “Stop.”


Hollie just
winked in return.


In the meantime,
Charlotte laughed.  “Miles?  Ha!  His dick would fall off, I guarantee it.”


Hollie raised
her free foot to Miles’ crotch – the one not currently in her husband’s hands –
and pushed aside the g-string panty to get a better view of his hard shaft.  “Nope,
still there,” she said with a snicker.


“What?” asked
Charlotte.


“Nothing... but I’ll
bet I could get him to wear one though.”


Miles jerked
himself more upright in surprise.  Ting ting ting.  He swallowed hard. 
His heart started to race.  He let go of his wife’s foot and brought his hands
together as if in prayer or pleading.  He mouthed the words, “Please stop.” 
Seeing her husband begging made Hollie tingle.  She nudged her husband’s penis
with her toes before sliding his shaft between her big toe and the next.  She
planted her heel on his thigh and started moving her toes up and down,
effectively stroking his shaft.


“Miles?  Never!”
replied Charlotte.


“Never say
never.”


“With Miles, I
say never.  I mean, can you imagine?!  Miles in a French maid costume?!  Or any
sort of dress!  He’d probably chain himself to that ridiculous basketball hoop
he has in the backyard to prevent it.”


“He’s not as
difficult as you think.”


“Yes, he is. 
He’s ridiculous.”


“I’ll bet I
could convince him to wear one... if I wanted,” purred Hollie.


Charlotte
laughed.  “I’d love to see that!”


“Then you should
come over.  I’ve got him in one right now,” said Hollie with another wink at
Miles.  His jaw dropped!  Had she really just told Charlotte he was wearing a
French maid uniform?  What if Charlotte believed it?  Terror filled him even as
his penis throbbed to as large as it had ever been.  He was incredibly aroused.


Fortunately,
Charlotte didn’t believe it.  “Yeah, right.”


“Don’t believe
me?”


“No, I don’t.”


Hollie’s mischievous
smile grew and she became very wet.  “Should I get Miles on the phone to
confirm it for you?”  She raised her leg and tapped the bell around Miles’ neck
with her toes.


Ting ting
ting.


Then she pressed
her toes against his mouth and told him to “kiss it.”


“Do you know how
much I would laugh if Mr. Basketball Miles was secretly a cross-dresser?” said
Charlotte in the meantime.


“How do you know
he’s not?” asked Hollie coyly.  She ran one foot along the line of Miles’ black
bustier and kept stroking his erection with the other.  She could feel it
throbbing between her toes.  He would come soon.  Even his breathing suggested
this, as his chest now heaved with each breath.


“Miles?  Are you
kidding?”


“You never
know.”


Miles was horrified. 
Was his wife really confessing what he was wearing right now?  Was she really
just telling their secret to the hated-Charlotte?  What if Hollie was being too
clever by half and Charlotte realized the truth?  He started to feel dizzy.  At
the same time, his brain seemed to shut down.  All of his attention began to
shift to his erection and his wife’s incredible toes.


“Have you ever
found your clothes moved around when you weren’t home?  Did you ever catch
Miles secretly reading women’s clothing catalogs?  Has he ever spent too much
time looking longingly at your clothes?  Does he know just a little too much
about dresses and lingerie?”  After each question, Charlotte let out a
sarcastic laugh.  “Somehow, I doubt it.”


“Maybe, maybe
not,” said Hollie coyly again.


“Well, the next
time you catch him in a French maid costume, send him to my place.  It could
use a good cleaning.”


Hollie’s smiled
knowingly at her husband.  “I’ll see what I can do,” she laughed.


“You do that.”


Hollie sped up
her stroking.  Miles began breathing to the same rhythm which made his penis
pulse.  He was very near exploding.  Hollie jerked her toes several times in
quick succession, making Miles gasp and almost lurch forward as if he’d come (and
his bell ring ting ting ting) but then slowly, teasingly pulled her toes
away.  She crossed her legs, hanging one foot in her husband’s face, and
motioned him to finish painting her nails.  Playtime had expired.  He would
need to earn ejaculation later.


“As an aside,
I’m having a little get together next weekend.  Are you interested?” asked
Hollie.


“Will Miles be
wearing a French maid costume?”


A wicked gleam
appeared in Hollie’s eye.  “Come and find out,” she said.


“Oh,
intriguing,” laughed Charlotte.  “Maybe I will.”


“Good.  See you
around two.”

















Chapter Ten: “Unexpected
Guests”


—o—


 


“A girl could
really get used to this,” laughed Hollie.


She lounged on
the couch in a yellow sundress.  Her brown leather wedges lay on the floor
before the couch.  Miles sat on the other end of the couch wearing the sky-blue
tap pants, and the matching tank top.  Like Hollie’s wedges, his high-heeled
mint slides were parked before the couch, but on the other side.  His legs were
folded.  Hollie’s feet were in his lap and he was massaging them.


“Every girl
needs a sissy maid,” she purred.


Miles blushed. 
He was still embarrassed to be called a sissy.  It was true that it seemed to
turn him on to be feminized, especially against his will.  And it really turned
him on to be submissive.  And he’d certainly let his fantasies get the better
of him.  But he still cringed at the idea that his wife thought him a sissy. 
Somehow, that was too close to the truth apparently.


He rubbed her
foot.


Hollie moaned.


“You know, just
because you like making me do the housework doesn’t mean you can’t still help
out,” said Miles.  This was at times a strange point of frustration for him. 
Before all this started, they split the housework – though in truth, Hollie did
most of it.  Now that his wife had anointed him her “sissy maid,” she made him
do all of it.  Even when she had nothing else to do, she liked to sit on the
couch and watch him work.  That was annoying.  It bothered him.  It was unfair. 
But each time, just as his annoyance built to frustration, his submissive
impulses would kick in and he would find his wife’s entitled behavior somehow
erotic.  Suddenly, it wasn’t just that she was taking advantage to push chores
upon him, she was making him lesser.  She was using power over him.  And
that was intensely arousing.  And that disarmed him and made him feel even
weaker.  It made his anger impotent, but it still felt unfair, which was why he
mentioned it now.


Hollie laughed,
however.


Miles burned
with embarrassment at her laugh.  “You could you know,” he said meekly.


“I could,”
said Hollie and she raised her leg, placing her toes against his lips, “but why
would I want to when I have you.”  She giggled.


Miles melted. 
His penis grew.


Suddenly, Hollie
raised an eyebrow.  “Did you hear that?”  She sat up and glanced out the
window.  There was a car in front of the house.  It belonged to Taylor and
Kelli.  “It’s Taylor and Kelli!”


Hollie shot to
her feet.  So did Miles.  Hollie told him to race to the bedroom, throw some
jeans and a shirt over his lingerie, slip into loafers, and come back as
quickly as possible.  She went to the door a moment later.
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By the time
Miles came back, Kelli and Taylor were sitting on the couch, flanked on either
side by Miles’ and Hollie’s shoes.  Hollie sat on the sofa.  Seeing their shoes
worried Miles:  what if they realized one pair of those heels was his?  It
sounded irrational, but what if they thought it strange that Hollie had left
two pair of shoes out, one at each end of the couch?  What if they realized the
slides were a size larger than the wedges?  Miles knew this was paranoid, but
it seemed so obvious to him it was hard to separate what he knew from what they
knew.  He caught a nervous breath.


Worse, when he
stepped into the room, his made eye contact with Taylor and he suddenly felt
very, very guilty.  All the dirty little thought he’d had about Taylor seemed
to ooze out of his pours and he felt himself shrink.  He felt very girly
suddenly in Taylor’s presence.


Miles blushed
and sat down sheepishly on the sofa next to his wife.


“So, I’d love to
come to your get-together,” said Kelli.  “Should I bring anything?”


“No, just
yourself,” said Hollie.


“I just know how
much work these things are to plan and to set up.  So I’m happy to help.”


“Oh, don’t worry
about it,” said Hollie.  “I’m making Miles do all the work anyways,” said
Hollie with a laugh.


Kelli laughed. 
Taylor made a sour face.  Miles froze.


Was this just a
joke or was this another attempt to dangle their relationship before other
people?  Miles feared it was the latter and he crossed his arms insecurely and
pulled his feet back ever so slightly to hide any chance they saw his stockings
at his ankles; he wished he’d gotten the chance to change completely, not just
cover his femininity.  He swallowed hard and waited to see if there was more.


“See, that’s a
good husband,” laughed Kelli, and she tapped her husband on the shoulder as she
said it.  “Taylor never does anything to help.  Typical male.  But Miles
helps.  He’s a good boy.”


“I’ve been
training him,” said Hollie.


“A good caning?”


Hollie smirked
slyly.  “Not yet, but I’ll keep it in mind.”  Miles shuddered, not only at the
words but at his wife’s tone.


The others
laughed.


“Oh, where are
my manners?” said Hollie suddenly.  “Can I offer either of you a drink?”


“I’d take
lemonade if you have it,” said Kelli.


“Water,” added
Taylor.


Without warning,
Hollie turned to Miles.  “I’ll take a lemonade as well.”


Miles stared at
her in shock.  She had just ordered him to fetch drinks for them all!  She did
it without asking too:  that made it an order.  It was likely obvious to
everyone in the room too that she had just commanded him, not asked him.  His
first instinct was to refuse, to make an ego-saving joke out of it:  “Do I look
like a servant?”  “Something wrong with your legs?”  But even as he tried to
think of something snappy, he recalled in the back of his head what he was
wearing beneath his outer male clothes and he realized it would take nothing at
all for Hollie to expose him.  He even imagined her doing it cleverly, in a way
which didn’t necessary expose everything:


 


“Oh Miles, are those
panty-lines?  Are you still wearing my panties?  Didn’t I tell you I finished
the laundry earlier?  You have clean underwear again, silly.”


 


The thought made
him sick to his stomach.


It was better to
let them think Hollie bossed him around or at least wore the pants in their
relationship than it was to see what creative means of punishment his wife
could come up with.  So he gave in.


... and his
penis started to grow.


“Happy to help,”
said Miles, trying to make this sound like it had been voluntary, even though
it clearly had not been.  His wife had sent him to the kitchen to fetch drinks,
there was no way to see this as voluntary, he thought.  The only question was
whether the others recognized it.  Perhaps he was being paranoid about this
too?  Maybe?  Maybe he really was just being paranoid?


No such luck.


“Well-trained
indeed,” laughed Kelli.


Miles blushed
bright red and slowly made his way to the kitchen to fetch the drinks.  This
was embarrassing.  And perhaps even worse, this had happened in front of Taylor. 
Somehow it seemed worse to be emasculated in front of a man, especially
Taylor.  It made that girly feeling grow and he started to feel helpless.  What
did Taylor think of him?  Then, despite himself, Miles suddenly wondered – very
briefly mind you – if Taylor had gotten hard at his emasculation.


He cringed and
shook off the thought.


Miles started on
the drinks, telling himself not to think of Taylor... or his dick.  The idea
hung on though.  So did the idea of being his wife’s servant in front of these
people.  He was struggling with this, far more than he would have guessed.  He
knew nothing “real” had happened, yet it felt as if he’d confessed something. 
It was almost an overwhelming feeling.  Indeed, he wasn’t sure he could go back
out there and face them again.


And then
suddenly, he giggled.  It was like a nervous giggle, like a release valve had
opened.  He’d giggled because he imagined himself wearing his uniform with the
white wedges as he brought them their drinks.  He saw the shocked looks on
their faces and he smiled at what he had caused.  What’s more, there was
something new in this image:  he had breasts, genuine breasts.  He saw himself
totter out to them again, his breasts jiggling.  Kelli stared at it in horror,
but Taylor... there was something in his eye which suggested he wasn’t too
unhappy to see this.  Miles’ erection rose into a very large size, pushing out
the panties.  He saw Taylor smile.  Then he reached for it and stroked it.  He
could literally feel Taylor’s hand upon his shaft as Kelli watched on in total
shock.  Miles then performed a humiliating little curtsey.  A tiny chill raced
through him and then he felt soft and warm.


The image came
to an end.


His heart was
racing.  He was in shock.  He wasn’t sure why he’d had that thought, but one
thing he did know, he suddenly felt the most intense desire he’d ever felt.  He
wanted what he’d just seen.


 

















Chapter Eleven: “Breast
Envy”
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Miles’ mind was
anywhere but work.  He couldn’t get that image out of his head.  To be
feminized before their friends.  To be servile to his wife before their
friends.  To have breasts.  To let Taylor hold his erection.  It was all so
incredibly humiliating.  He was a man.  None of that was acceptable for a man,
not one tiny part of it.  Yet, he knew he wanted it.  He needed it. 
What’s more, he wanted it so badly, he felt like he was on the verge of calling
Hollie right now and telling her this was what he wanted.


Surely not, he
gasped.


But it was
true.  And he was starting to realize he might actually do it.  The thought
made him tremble.


“I’m a man, I
can’t do that,” he protested.


But he was a man
in panties already.  A man with painted toenails.  A man who had worn a dress
in public.  A man who had given another man a handjob... and found it exciting.


“What am I going
to do?” he asked worriedly.


What he meant
was how would he stop himself.  This genie would never go back in the bottle
and, what was worse, he could tell his brain had already made a decision to go
forward.  What did that mean though?  Taylor would never go for this, so he
could forget that part, he told himself.  But Hollie would happily make him
more servile.  She seemed to really enjoy that.  Would she go so far as to tell
someone?  Did he really want that?  Right now he thought he did, but he wasn’t
truly certain on that point.  What really caught his attention, truthfully, was
the idea of breasts.  He’d been telling himself those weren’t really possible. 
Men couldn’t grow breasts.  But what if they could?  There were
hormones... would they really work?


He shook his
head.  “No, I can’t!” he gasped.


Breasts.


He shook his
head again.  “No.  This is fantasy.  Go jack off or something and get over it,”
he told himself.  But he knew this was deeper than that.  The image hadn’t just
aroused him, it made him feel something... more, something he could not
describe.  He knew he wanted it.  But how would he handle it?


“How can I grow
breasts?  How can I do— those things in front of our friends?!  I would
be a laughing stock.”


His penis
throbbed.  Pre-come dripped out.


Miles bit his
lip.  Could this be?  Was he really seriously considering this?  He felt sick. 
He was breathing hard.  His mind became a battlefield between reason and
desire.  Desire was winning, but reason had to prevail.


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


His thoughts
were interrupted.


Candace appeared
at his door.  She wore a tight almond pencil skirt which came to her knees, a
white blouse, and tan stockings.  On her feet, she wore brown sling-back
sandals with think straps, tall chunky heels and a thick platform.


“Have you got
the latest TTSR report?” she asked.


Miles stared at
her.  For a moment, he felt too insignificant to answer.  Indeed, this woman
suddenly seemed so powerful to him.  She was just a regular woman, like the
others in the office.  They were colleagues.  Supposed equals.  Actually, she
was beneath him as a secretary except she worked directly for his boss.  But
she seemed all-powerful to him now because he was an imposter.  He was.  Was he
not now a sissy, secretly wearing women’s under things beneath his suit?  Would
Candace think him an equal if she knew that?  And was he not thinking of asking
his wife for breasts?  Breasts?!  Was a man like that truly an equal of
anyone?


He ran his
tongue nervously across his teeth.


“It’s— it’s in
my file cabinet,” he said finally.


Candace stepped
over to Miles’ file cabinet.  When she did, Miles saw her heel lift slightly
from the shoe and then the shoe catch up in the air before she set it down. 
That little gap between her heel and the shoe somehow fascinated him.  Would he
ever have noticed that before?  No, but he did now.  And that wasn’t all!  He
noticed everything she wore now.  The skirt, the stockings.  Her blouse.  What
did this mean?  His penis grew even harder and he took a difficult breath.


“What has Hollie
done to me?” he asked himself nervously.


“Which drawer?”
asked Candace.


“Technical
Invoices.  The bottom one.”


Candace opened
the lower drawer and bent over to look through it.  Her curvy rear pressed into
her tight skirt as she did, looking stunningly feminine.  Miles could just make
out hints of the panties she wore.  They were bikini thongs.  He wore something
similar.  He suddenly felt very effete.  He wore the same panties she wore!  He
wore tan stockings too, just as she did.  She wore red polish on her
fingernails and her toenails too, the same polish he wore on his toes.  But she
was a woman... he wasn’t.  That made all the difference.


“My little
sissy,” he heard his wife whisper in his ear.


Candace flipped
through the files with the nail on her pointer finger.  When she found the file
she wanted, she grabbed it and stood back up to her full height.  As she did,
Miles’ eyes rose up her body and watched her chest pull upward.  She had pretty
breasts, even hidden by the blouse.  What’s more, her blouse was open in the
front just enough to show hints of cleavage.


Miles stared at
her cleavage.  His mind raced.  It repeated that same thought he couldn’t
shake, the whisper.  He recalled Hollie’s laughing threat to make him
grow breasts:


 


“I should make you
grow breasts,” she had giggled.  Giggled!  “Just little ones... little
girly breasts... to remind you who’s in charge, to remind you that you’re a
sissy.”


 


His stomach
quivered and filled with butterflies.


“Hollie just put
this thought in my head, that’s all,” he told himself dismissively.


But that wasn’t why
he kept hearing her words.  Hollie hadn’t mentioned it for weeks, yet he kept
thinking about it over and over.  Why was that?  Why did he keep thinking about
this, he wondered anxiously?  Could he really truly want breasts?  Did he dare?


“It doesn’t matter,”
he asserted.  “It’s not possible.”


But what if it
was?  There were hormones.


Once again,
Miles imagined the same scene with Hollie and Kellie and Taylor he’d been
seeing again all day.  He saw himself serving them drinks.  He wore the sissy
uniform.  His erection was free for all to see... and touch.  He had breasts.  He
had cleavage.


Miles’ penis
jumped inside his panties.  A shuddering weakness raced from the back of his
neck to the tips of his toes.  He felt helpless and exposed.  He began to tremble.


Suddenly, he
remembered Candace.


He looked up
apprehensively.  Fortunately, Candace was reading the file pretty intently and
hadn’t noticed his moment of weakness.  He breathed a sigh of relief.  He
licked his dry lips and watched her.  As he did, he started to feel this
so-incredibly-naughty urge to masturbate, right now, in front of her, while she
wasn’t looking.  Somehow, that would confirm all of his deepest fears that he
was no longer any sort of man and all these women were now his superiors, and
that turned him on.  It was an electric thought.


And what if
she caught him?  What indeed.


“This is
insane,” he thought.


And yet, he
seemed to lack the strength not to do this...


His hand slipped
off the desk and drifted beneath the desk to his lap.  He was sure she couldn’t
see what he was doing if he didn’t move his arm.  Still, his stomach filled
with butterflies.  His fingers found the tip of his erection pressing into his
pants.  His penis swelled.  He felt a rush of fire race down his spine.  He
couldn’t believe he was doing this!  It was genuinely shocking.  It was as if
he had lost control.  The best he could figure, later at least, was that all
the stress had overwhelmed him and he simply lost his judgment... or the thrill
of the risk had become addictive... or... well... he didn’t know.  All he knew
for sure was that he had actually slid his hand to his penis and he was
terrified and beyond exhilarated at the same time.


What if she
caught him?


Miles locked his
eyes on hers; she was still reading.  His fingers circled his erection,
tickling it.  They pressed into it, squeezed it through his slacks and his
panties.  His breathing grew even harder.  He felt so naughty!


“Why am I doing
this?” he asked himself.


But he didn’t
stop.


“What if she
catches me?”


His eyes were
still locked on hers.  She hadn’t moved.  Her eyes were busy scanning the page
before her.  His heart raced now, ten times faster than ever.  Suddenly, his
eyes darted down to her breasts again.  He saw her cleavage.


He wanted
cleavage.


The thought hit
him like a hammer.


This was the
first time the thought had come through so openly, so clearly, without
hesitation and that was shocking.  It felt almost like a moment of clarity:  he
wanted cleavage.  Then he heard his wife’s voice again:  “Just little
ones... little girly breasts... to remind you who’s in charge, to remind you
that you’re a sissy.”


Miles’ eyes
darted down again to Candace’s cleavage.  His eyes savored the beautiful curve
of her breasts.  The delicate-but-firm bra holding them in place.  He imagined
a hand touching her breast, its fingers following the curves.  The hand had
dark red nails, like the polish on his fingers the prior night.  It moved along
the edge of her bra.  It pushed the bra back.  It found the nipple.  The tips
of the fingers circled the erect nipple.  Miles heard the woman moan... only,
it didn’t sound like Candace.  He looked up at the face in his vision:  the
woman was him.


In that moment,
Candace looked up from the paper.  Miles froze instantly.  He must have looked
so strange with one hand draped into his lap, but it was beneath the desk and
maybe she couldn’t see it.  Still... did she know what he was doing?  Could she
see what he was thinking on his face?  Did she know he wanted— he had— what
he’d imagined?  He waited breathlessly.


“I’ll bring this
back in a few minutes,” she said.


She then turned
and walked out.


Miles all but
collapsed in his chair.
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Miles stepped
through the garage door into the kitchen.  He set his briefcase on the kitchen
table.  His wife came up to him and tossed her arms around his neck; she wore
dark slacks, a light tan sweater and white wedges.  She kissed him excitedly. 
Miles, by comparison, was pensive.  His heart was pounding.


“The girls will
be here in two hours,” she said.  “It’s time to get ready.”


Hollie took his
hand and started to lead him to the bedroom.  Miles stopped her, however.  A
serious look appeared upon his face.  It was time.  His mouth went dry.  He
licked his lips nervously.


“Do you remember
what you said about me growing breasts?” he asked.


Hollie looked
confused.  Had she said something like that?  She may have.  Yes, she likely
had.  But it had only been a fantasy, as Miles would surely never agree.  So
why had he mentioned this now?


“Go on,” said
Hollie.  Her tone was steeped in curiosity.


“You said we
could grow small breasts, something no one could see, but we could play with.” 
Miles hesitated.


“We can,” said
Hollie cautiously.


Miles twisted
his lips.  “I want to.”


Hollie felt an
intense, sudden tremor deep inside her.  It stunned her.  It made her
incredibly wet.  Was her husband truly asking her to help him grow breasts? 
Small ones, sure.  Hide-able, yes.  But breasts!


“Are you sure?”
she asked.


Miles slowly
nodded his head.


“You know what
you’re asking, right?”


Miles nodded his
head once more.


“They won’t just
go away if you change your mind.  Once they’re there, it may take months for
them to go away again, if ever.”  Without realizing it, she latched her
hand onto his hanging balls.


“I know.”


“That whole
time, if someone sees you without a shirt, they’ll think you have breasts.”


Miles shuddered
at the idea.  His erection was intensely stiff and sending waves of horniness
through him.  His mind was becoming dizzy.  He felt confused, but simultaneously
focused like a laser.  “I— I know.”


“You might even
end up having to wear a bra,” said Hollie cautiously.


A tremor now
raced through Miles.  Pre-come dribbled out of his penis.  His breathing became
labored.  He licked his lips nervously.  Then he slowly nodded his head.


“All right.  We’ll talk about it
after the party,” she said.


Miles nodded his head once more.


Then Hollie suddenly smiled
broadly.  “My little sissy is going to have breasts.”

















Chapter Twelve: “Just
Some Girlfriends”
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The revelation of
Miles’ desire to grow breasts had filled Hollie with incredible excitement. 
She couldn’t believe her husband was going to grow breasts!  She was going
to give him breasts!  But for now, she couldn’t think about that.  The
girls were set to arrive in half an hour and they had this party to get through
first.


“Everything
looks good,” said Hollie.


She wore tight,
faded jeans, tan stockings and a white sweater.  She wore no shoes.  Her eyes
swept the table.  There were chips, dips, tiny sandwiches, cookies and a bowl
of salad.  Miles had placed plates on one end, along with forks, and wine
glasses on the other along with three bottles of wine and a corkscrew.  He
glanced down at his “uniform” and wondered what he would be doing... and
wearing.  It couldn’t be this, could it?  The thought kept him on edge.


“Let’s get you
ready,” said Hollie.


Finally, thought
Miles!  Now he would find out what she had planned.  Miles truly had no idea.  It
had to be something interesting, he knew that, but what?  It certainly couldn’t
be wearing the uniform!  Hollie was clever and adventurous, but she would never
expose him, he had told himself.  But then he recalled The Purple Pad.  Hollie
had exposed him there quite openly, though to be fair, she never told anyone
that he was a man, she just made him go in dressed as a woman.  And she had
almost exposed him when Kelli and Taylor came over.  Ok, maybe not.  That had
been his imagination, but she had flirted with exposing him at least.  Could
she be planning something similar now?


“No, these are her
friends,” he assured himself.  “She wouldn’t want them to know.”


But there was
doubt.


“What are we
doing?” he asked cautiously.


“I told you,”
laughed Hollie, “it’s a secret!”


“With your
friends coming soon, don’t you think you should tell me?”


Hollie just
smirked and shook her head.


Miles gritted
his teeth.  He really wanted to know very badly, but his wife was in charge now,
so he needed to wait.  Hollie took his hand and led him to the bedroom.  Miles
always felt small when she led him somewhere by the hand, as if he was a young
girl.


“Strip,” said
Hollie when they reached the bedroom.


Miles started
removing his clothes.  He felt a surge of excitement.  Would it be jeans with
panties beneath?  A classic part of their game.  How about his women’s pants
and a feminine sweater?  Thrilling and daring.  Possibly too daring.  The
sandals?  He thought of the woman in the leather pants.  Or a dress?  No, she
wouldn’t do that, but the idea was exciting nonetheless.  His curiosity grew.


Miles was naked
a minute or so later.  He stood before his wife, who had rummaged through his
growing lingerie collection in the meantime.  She held a white garter belt, tan
stockings, white bikini panties, and a white strapless bustier with lace at the
top and bottom.


“Lingerie under
jeans?” he speculated.  “Or still the slacks and sweater?”


“Put these on,”
she said.


Miles took the
lingerie from his wife and slipped into it.  The stockings felt electric
against his freshly shaved legs.  His red-painted toenails looked ultra
feminine through the nylon-mesh of the stockings.  The garter belt fit snugly
around his hips.  The stockings tugged on it when they were connected.  And the
bustier hugged his torso softly and made his hairless chest appear all the more
girly.  It stopped right at his bellybutton leaving the space between that and
his panties uncovered, which was certainly a look he liked on young women.


When Miles finished
with the lingerie, his wife brought him the white wedges.  He slipped his feet
into those and tightened the straps.  He now wore heels too.  Something was
wrong here, he now realized:  those he could not hide beneath pants.  His heart
began to beat a little faster.


“Don’t you look
pretty?” said Hollie.  She ran her fingers over the bustier.


Miles blushed
and his penis started to grow.  “N— now what?” he asked cautiously.


“Now you come
with me.”  Her tone was seductive to be sure and Miles melted.  Still, his
worries seemed to be multiplying.  First the heels he could not hide, and now
she had offered him no pants or other cover despite putting him in lingerie.  What
was she planning?


“Like— like this?”
he asked with growing anxiety.


“How else?”


Miles twisted
his lip.  “I mean, shouldn’t we add some pants or something like that?  If I’m
dressed like this— if they see me!”


“We wouldn’t
want that to happen,” giggled Hollie sarcastically.


She took his
hand and gently guided him to the door.  Despite his fears, Miles found he
lacked the strength to resist and he wobbled along as she led him to the living
room.  His heels made that now familiar emasculating sound as they went:  CLUNK! 
CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!


“What are we
going to do?” asked Miles to no avail.  Hollie remained silent.


They walked past
the table with all the food on it.


CLUNK! 
CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!


They walked past
the couches.


CLUNK! 
CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!


Finally, they
came to the front hallway.  Across from the open arch that led to their living
room stood a closet.  It wasn’t a large closet, but it was large enough.  It
had two sliding doors.  In this closet hung their coats.  On the floor were
some grocery bags, a pair of snow boots, and an umbrella.  Along one side wall
stood a metal wine rack they had added a few years prior.  There were a half
dozen bottles in it.


“I’ll be right
back,” said Hollie and she kissed him softly.


Miles watched
Hollie move back into the living room, where she pulled a large spool of
hot-pink ribbon from a drawer and a scissor.  She pulled off some ribbon,
cutting it into four parts.  Then she came back to her husband.


“Turn around,”
she said.


“W— why?”


“Because I said
so, darling.”


Miles glanced at
the ribbon uncertainly, but turned as instructed.  Hollie took his right arm,
pulled it behind him, and tied one of the pieces of ribbon around his wrist. 
She then pulled his other arm behind his back.  Miles’ penis shot to attention,
tenting up the panties, when he realized what she intended.


“Wh— what are
you doing?” he asked, though he knew.


“I’m tying you
up, silly,” she said.


“Yes, but why?”


She pulled his
wrists together and tied the ribbon around his left wrist now, tying his hands
tightly together.  “Because that’s how this game is played.”


Miles chuckled
nervously.  “I understand that, but why?  What are you planning?”


“All will be
explained,” she said.  “Now kneel.”


“Kneel?”


“Yes, on your
knees, darling,” she said.


“On my knees?”
he repeated cautiously.


“Yes, Miles.  On
your knees.”


Miles wasn’t
sure he understood what she was doing.  His fear was growing.  Was he to meet
them like this?  On his knees with his hands tied behind his back, he would be
defenseless.  And in what he was wearing... would they see him like this?!  What
did she have in mind?  Suddenly, being discovered seemed far more terrifying
than exciting!  His mouth went dry.  He licked his lips nervously.


“Wh— why?”


Hollie
chuckled.  Then she wrapped her fingers around his erection from behind and
kissed him on the neck.  “Down, dear.  Down... sissy,” she whispered.


Miles withered
under her warm breath on his ear.  He wanted to object.  Perhaps what she was
doing wasn’t a good idea!  It was scary.  He would be defenseless!  He
would be unmanned.  Could he trust her that far?  What if something
happened?  What if they saw him like that?  What if he liked it?  He was
on the edge of panic.


“I don’t know if
this is a good idea,” he said with a cracking voice.


“It’s a
wonderful idea.”


“What if they—
what if they see me?”


Hollie’s mischievous
smile returned.  “That would be exciting, wouldn’t it?”


Miles swallowed
hard.


“Trust me,” said
Hollie.


She then pressed
down gently on her husband’s shoulder.  As incredible as it seemed to Miles in
that moment, he slowly began to descend.  Inch by inch, he lowered himself to
the floor.  When he was down, and with his wife towering over him even in her
bare feet, Hollie made him scoot backwards into the closet until the heels of
his shoes touched the wine rack.  Then she crouched down and did some things he
could not see, but definitely felt.  First, she tied a ribbon around his far ankle. 
Then she tied that ribbon off, apparently to a leg of the wine rack.  Next, she
tied a different ribbon around his other ankle and tied that to another leg of
the wine rack.  Finally, she tied the ribbon holding his wrists together to the
wine rack as well.  Miles realized immediately that if he moved, he would make
the wine rack shake, which would cause considerable noise.  And if he moved too
far, he would bring the wine rack crashing down.


Hollie’s nipples
popped up looking at her husband tied helplessly in the closet.  She felt so
powerful.  Her lower regions tingled excitedly and a warmth burned through her.


“You look so
helpless,” she giggled.


Miles glanced
around nervously.  “Is this— what are you— what about the party?”


Hollie ignored
him.  “Oh wait!  We need one more thing,” she said.


Miles watched
his wife walk back to the living room and grab a white cloth.  He didn’t know
what it was, but he quickly learned what she intended to do with it as she
folded it into a rather classic blindfold.  Then she set it over his eyes and
tied it off behind his head.


“The girls will
be here soon,” she said.  “I’m sure they’ll have coats.  I’m going to hang them
in here.  If you’re a good boy and you stay very, very quiet, they’ll never
know.  If you start making noises, then they might just wonder who’s tied up in
the closet wearing his wife’s pretties.  Understand?”


Miles swallowed
hard.  “You’re going to leave me in here?”


“Unless you’d
rather join us?” she laughed.


Miles shuddered
and shook his head vigorously.


“Then be a good
boy, darling.”  She kissed his lips.  As she did, Miles felt her hand upon his
penis.  He thought she was giving him a last second stroke.  Instead, she
pulled down his panties below his balls leaving his erection poking out hard
for anyone who saw him in the closet to see.


She closed the
door.  Everything went dark through the blindfold.
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Miles kneeled in
the dark.  He saw nothing, but he could hear.  He heard the sound of his wife
moving around the living room and the kitchen area.  Finally, he heard her walk
off to their bedroom.  This was the most risk they had taken so far, he thought,
and it was being taken right under the noses of the most important people:
their friends... people who knew them!  Her friends would be so close the
entire time, and if they caught him, there would be no explaining how this
happened.  Even at the bar, in the dress, they could have argued they had come
from a costume party or something, but not this time.  This had no explanation.


This was
thrilling.


CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


Miles heard the
sound of stilettos in the hallway.  His wife had slipped into high-heeled shoes
and returned.  Oddly, he found himself wondering which shoes she wore.  He
imagined they were the brown leather mules, only he didn’t hear her feet
slapping against the shoes as she walked, so they couldn’t be that.  Maybe they
were basic pumps?  He wasn’t sure, but he felt dirty thinking about it.  This
was something he never would have considered in the past and it seemed more
evidence of how much he was losing his masculinity.  And now he would have
breasts...


The thought made
him giddy.  How he wished he could touch himself right now!


But he couldn’t.


A few minutes
passed... maybe more.  Time moved strangely in the dark, or maybe not at all. 
It was hard to tell.  Had he been in here a minute?  Five minutes?  An hour? 
He wasn’t sure.  It felt like two minutes but simultaneously like an hour. 
Either way, time passed.  His erection did not abate.  He was too excited. 
Between the incredible adrenaline he still felt from his breast confession to
the naughty idea he would be hiding here as the women partied all around him,
he was throbbing with excitement.  It was a tease though.  It didn’t throb
enough to make him come and he couldn’t touch it to stroke himself, Hollie had
seen to that.  It just trembled impotently before him like a glass of water he
could not drink.


“She sure knows
how to drive me crazy,” he thought.


He took a deep
breath and tried to think of something else.


Miles began to
wonder about this party.  He was in the closet, so they wouldn’t be able to see
him, but they could hear him.  He would need to stay very still to keep from
making noise.  That was the challenge: his wife was dangling his secret before
her friends and whether or not he could stay silent was the bait.


Miles tested the
ribbon holding his wrists together.  The rack moved right away.  He would need
to be very still.  He would need to trust Hollie not to expose him too.  If
Hollie chose to open the closet and let the women see him, there wasn’t much he
could do about it!  That thought sent a chill down his spine.  But he knew she
wouldn’t do that, right?  She was much more likely to hint that he was here
because that made it exciting... the risk.  The problem was, what if she made a
mistake in her hinting?  What if she said too much?


That thought was
tiny bit frightening... and yet, exhilarating.


Suddenly, he
heard his wife approach.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 
She stopped before the closet.  The door opened.  The light grew through his
blindfold.


“Don’t you look
cute?” she giggled.


She crouched
down and wrapped her fingers around his erection, making him throb all the
more.  She started stroking it slowly, not enough to make him come, but enough
to make his heart race at the prospect.  He began breathing heavily.  His body
trembled slightly, causing the wine rack to shake and the bottles to jingle
against its metal frame.


“Are you ready?”
she asked.


“Do we really
want to do this?” he asked nervously.


Miles could
almost hear Hollie smirk, but she didn’t respond.  Instead, she kissed him on
the lips.  Then she let go of his erection, leaving it searching in the air for
her hand.  She closed the door.  A moment later, Miles heard the doorbell.  His
body tried to tense up, but he was so horny his fear could only claim a distant
second status on his nerves.  He heard his wife walk to the front door:  CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


It had begun.
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The door
opened.  Multiple women exchanged enthusiastic greetings.  Their words were
somewhat muffled, but Miles heard Hollie invite them in.  They stepped inside. 
The voices drew closer.  Multiple heels on the hardwood in the hallway.  Two stilettos
at least, perhaps one pair of wedges or maybe two.  Maybe chunky heels instead
of wedges.  A hand upon the closet door.


Miles froze. 
His heart raced.


The door slid
open.  Miles saw light through his blindfold.  He clenched his jaw.    He began
to sweat beneath his arms.  He heard the clinking of plastic hangers on metal. 
The rustling of coats.  The shuffling of heels.  The hanging of coats.  The
door closing.  The light vanished.  He was in darkness.  There had been no
screams about a man in the closet, no laughing.


Miles breathed a
sigh of relief.  Only then did he realize the tip of his penis had become damp. 
He struggled not to laugh nervously.


Outside, the
women moved into the living room.  Miles heard them gush over the
preparations.  He heard a bottle open.  The clinking of glasses.  The women
were getting wine.


Another
doorbell.


Miles stiffened.


The sound of
heels trooping down the hallway.  One pair only; his wife.  A giggle as she
passed, her nails scraping along the closet door, teasing him.  The front door
opened.


“Not late?” asked
a voice.


“Not at all,”
said Hollie.


More heels in
the hallway.  Two pair of stilettos.  No, three.  Despite himself, Miles
wondered what type:  pumps? opened toe? sling-backs? sandals?  Miles blushed
with embarrassment that he was paying attention to these women’s shoes, but it
was true.  He felt weak for noticing “girls things.”


“The others have
already arrived,” said Hollie.


A hand upon the
door.  The door slid open.


Miles held his
breath.


The sound of
hangers pulled from the closet.  The rustling sound of coats.  Again, the
shuffling of heels.  Definitely stilettos this time.  An embarrassing thought
occurred to him; he wondered what shoes each woman wore.  He actually wanted to
see them now.  The sound of hangers returning to the closet with coats.  One of
the coats pressed against his face.  There were so many, they started to take
over the closet.  The door closed... only not entirely.  Hollie had left it
open to some degree!  Miles knew this because there was still light in the
closet.  He had no idea how widely open it was though.  It could have been
almost entirely open for all he knew.  Indeed, for all he knew, he was
visible!  What’s more, the women were all gathered in the living room directly
across from the closet and within direct view of the now-open door!


A shudder raced
down his spine.


“Close the
door,” he whispered.  “Hollie!  Hollie!”


But she ignored
him.


CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  His wife walked off.


Miles began to
sweat.  How far open was the door?  Could they see him?  He didn’t think so,
but he didn’t know.  All he knew for sure was that he better remain very, very
still.


The women all moved
to the living room and began to chat.  They talked about their jobs, their husbands
and whatever else.  Miles felt like the dirty voyeur listening to it, but it
proved rather thrilling actually, spying on them as he did.  It felt naughty.  He
was listening to women talk about women’s things as he cowered in the closet in
lingerie with a telltale erection!


His penis
throbbed.


Miles kneeled in
the closet for some time, listening to the women giggle and laugh and chat
about various people they knew.  The whole time, they were less than maybe
eight feet away, but remained blissfully unaware of him.  He, on the other
hand, was certainly aware of them.


It felt
naughty.  Listening to them.  Spying on them.


It felt risky. 
Being feminized, erect and helpless so very close to them.  One mistake and
they would know, especially with the door ajar.


It felt
emasculating.  His manhood was being mocked.


There was a
threat too.  His wife had made it without saying a word.  Obey me or my friends
will see the real you.  This “real” him gave his wife such power, it
meant his manhood survived only at his wife’s pleasure.  She could tell them
and she would grow in their esteem – “look at the power I have over my husband”
– while he shrank, and he would be powerless to stop her; he might even revel
in his surrender.  That put him entirely at her mercy.  That made him so very
weak.


It felt
humiliating too, humiliating that this turned him on.


His penis
throbbed.


Worse, Miles
kept having strange thoughts... submissive thoughts.  Indeed, he found himself
growing incredibly turned on by his continuing fixation with their shoes. 
Women’s shoes had never mattered to him before, but suddenly, he was obsessed
with what each woman wore.  And his obsession wasn’t just about identification,
he realized.  They had become his window to these women.  Their sounds were all
he had.  He wanted to see them, to touch them, to know how they smelled, not
just know who wore them.  Even more so, he wanted the women to know he wanted
to know.  He wanted them to have this power over him of knowing his secret, and
then to tease him with what he desperately wanted to possess.  He wanted them
to make him beg to touch their shoes and then laugh as he licked their shoes
one by one as they watched, never removing his blindfold, denying him.  It was
a fantasy he could not stop seeing.  Did he really want that?


Did he really
want any of this?


The answer was
uncomfortable.  Yes... he did.


Miles struggled
with the submissive fantasies that peppered him now.  On his knees.  Dressed. 
Begging.  Teased.  Denied.  Why had this become so exciting, he wondered in
excited horror?


Then a troubling
thought zipped through his mind:  what if he wanted to make this happen for
real?  He didn’t, he assured himself.  (So why would he even think such a
thing?)  This was all just fantasy!  But even as he denied this impulse,
the thought crystallized and it seemed more real than ever.  His wife was going
to give him breasts, why not be exposed too?


“One good kick
and the wine rack would act like an alarm bell,” he heard himself think.


The thought
chilled him, but also made his penis throb.  He licked his lips.  He felt a
twitch in his calf.  Had he moved?  Had he tried?  He felt panic rise within. 
Could he really be considering this?  Had he reached the stage where his
fantasies overwhelmed his judgment so badly?


“No,” he
said firmly.


But his heart
raced.  His chest heaved.  His penis throbbed.  In his mind, he saw the heels
he wore pressed right up against the rack.  He saw the heel move just a tiny
bit and the rack shake.  That was all he needed to do.


“I could never,”
he protested through his dry mouth.


And yet, he
imagined himself shifting his foot ever so slightly, the same way one imagines
rising from a chair before doing it... a signal to reluctant muscles, and he
knew some part of him was trying.


“Just a
little shove,” said the voice.  “Maybe even just an accident.”


Miles began to
tremble at the reality of what he was considering.  He couldn’t do this!  Yet,
his heel had pressed harder against the rack; he felt the pressure from the
weight of the rack push back.  He tensed up.  He told himself to stop, to
slowly bring the rack back into place.  It was surprising how difficult the
struggle was to stop himself, how much he resisted.  Something in him wanted
this, to get what he seemingly dreamed of... for better or worse... to get
caught.


Then the fever
broke.  Miles shuddered.  His breathing slowed.


He slowly pulled
his foot away from the rack.  The rack didn’t move.  He was safe once more.


Miles closed his
eyes and took several deep breaths.  Had he really considered exposing
himself?  Or had it all just been a fantasy?  He wasn’t entirely sure.  It all
took on a dream-like quality in hindsight.  It had to have been a fantasy, he
told himself.
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The doorbell
rang.


Miles heard the
sounds of heels approaching once more: stilettos.  Then he heard a hand upon
the closet door.  It had to be his wife, right?  Still, he wasn’t sure.  What
if one of the others had spotted something and came to investigate?  His heart
skipped a beat.  He tensed up.


The door opened.


He felt a hand
upon his erection.  A terrifying thought:  what if this wasn’t Hollie!  The
hand started stroking him.  His body instantly responded.  His penis started
throbbing.  He started breathing harder.  His fear remained.  Then she spoke. 
It was Hollie.


“Enjoying our
little game?” asked Hollie.


Miles felt
intense relief.  He nodded his head, but was careful not to shake the wine
rack.


“I thought you
would.”


Hollie pulled
her hand away.  Miles’ penis once more vibrated in the air, looking for her
hand.  He wanted to come so badly!


“Don’t stop,” he
whispered.


“Later,
darling.”  She started to close the door, but then stopped.  “I’ll ask
Charlotte to come take care of you, if you like?”  She giggled.


The doorbell
rang again.


Hollie backed
away from the closet.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  She
moved to the front door.


“Taylor!  Hi,”
said Hollie.


TAYLOR!


Miles froze.


“I’m here to
pick up Kelli,” he replied.


Panic flooded
through Miles.  Taylor was within inches of him... and he was dressed in
lingerie and heels and a blindfold.  The thought was terrifying.  A thousand
images raced through his head, none of them good.  He saw Taylor standing
outside the closet looking in on him with a disgusted look on his face.  He saw
Taylor laughing.  He saw Taylor sitting on the couch with his arms folded
disdainfully as Miles stood before him in his serving uniform holding out a
silver tray with a single cocktail on it.  He saw himself on his knees before
Taylor as Taylor laughed at him.  Then he saw Taylor stand.  He unzipped his
pants.  He reached through his zipper and pulled out his penis.  Miles watched
it inflate to full erection, it was much bigger than his.  Miles reached for
it.  He slipped his fingers around it.  He gently began to stroke it.


A soft, effete
feeling came over Miles and he felt calmer.


He let out a
nervous giggle that this had calmed him, but caught himself.  Then he listened
as Hollie and Taylor made small talk as they waited for Kelli, including talk
about him:  “Where’s Miles?” “Oh, he’s busy tonight... all tied up.” “How was
the party?” “It was nice.”  “We’ll have to have another get-together with you
boys.”  “Sure.”


Miles listened
to this for signs that Taylor had spotted him.  He heard none.  Between that
and the lingering image of himself on his knees stroking Taylor, he started to
become very horny.  If only he could stroke himself, he thought.


The sound of
wedges in the hallway.  Kelli.  Greetings exchanged.  Goodbyes said.  A coat
removed from the closet.  Miles tensed up again.  Wedges and stilettos walking
off.  The door closed.  Stilettos coming to the closet.  Hollie scraped her
nails along the closet as she walked back to the party... giggling to herself.
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The women
finally left.  Miles heard the last of them leave.  Then he heard the sound of stilettos
approaching the closet.  The door opened fully.  Light poured in.  His wife
chuckled down at him.


“Did you enjoy
your time in the closet?” she asked with a snicker.  “I thought it was a nice
metaphor for you, my little sissy husband.”


Hollie slipped
off her shoes and slid to the floor before her husband.  She moved her legs
beneath her and braced one hand against the floor.  She wrapped the fingers of
her other hand around her husband’s trembling erection.  It jumped in her
hand.  She smiled and started stroking it leisurely.


“You were a very
good boy, sissy.  No one heard a thing.”


She moved her
hand slowly back and forth, slightly side to side, adding tension to his
throbbing erection, but only teasing release.  She could feel how close he was already,
and after what she assumed had been two hours throbbing away without
satisfaction, she knew he was ready to come, but she didn’t want that yet.


Miles licked his
lips.  “It was terrifying,” he said finally.  It was exhilarating too, but he
didn’t say that.


“I’m sure.  So
terrifying, I’ll bet your little guy was stiff with ‘terror’ the whole time,
wasn’t he?”


Miles blushed. 
She knew him too well.


“Or maybe it
wasn’t terror that made him stiff.”  She giggled.  “My sissy.”


Hollie shifted
the angle her hand was moving.  The new angle started building pressure faster
within Miles.  Both knew it wouldn’t take much like this to bring about the
explosion he so desperately needed; Hollie could make it happen any time she
wanted.


“The girls
missed you.  They asked where you were.”  A knowing smile appeared upon her
lips; her nipples rose beneath her sweater.  “For a moment, I thought I might
tell them.  I’ll bet they would have liked that.”  She felt Miles tense up, but
erotically rather than fearfully.  Her smile grew sly.  “I’ll bet you
would have liked that.”


Miles would
have, he knew it.  He could deny it all he wanted, but he would have.


Hollie added a
tiny bit of pressure to her stroke, just enough to start his breathing to
become labored.  He felt a growing pulse behind his balls.  Still, there was
not enough to get him what he wanted.


“Charlotte was
there,” said Hollie.  She giggled.  “I can’t believe you have a crush on her.”


Miles turned bright
red.  “I don’t have a crush on her!”


“Oh yes, you
do.”


Miles shook his
head vigorously, causing the wine rack to shake and the bottles finally to jingle
against their enclosures.  “I don’t.”


“Don’t worry,
darling.  I think it’s cute.”


“Cute?” repeated
Miles incredulously.


“Yes, cute.  Cute
that you secretly like her.  Cute that you want her to know about you.” 
She smirked.  “I’ll bet you were wishing she spotted you the whole time.  You
know I’m not wrong.”


Miles didn’t
want to answer.  What could he say?  He’d said her name to avoid saying
Taylor’s.  Why he picked her from the rest of Hollie’s friends, that he did not
know, he told himself.  He didn’t like her and the idea of being exposed to her
made his skin crawl.  Oh, it made him hard, but it also made his skin crawl. 
Surely, it wasn’t a crush as Hollie insisted... was it?


Hollie tickled
the underside of his shaft.  “I take it you want me to let you come?” she
asked, toying with his helpless erection with her finger.


Miles nodded his
head desperately.


“Say it out loud,
darling,” purred Hollie.


Miles bit his
lip.  There was something incredibly humiliating, and yet exciting, about
needing to ask his wife’s permission to come.  And her tone was so erotic, so
enticing, yet so condescending... emasculating.  Indeed answering her was
proving surprisingly difficult.


“Y— yes, please,”
he finally managed.


Hollie felt such
an incredible surge of power race through her.  The idea of her husband asking
her to let him come was so powerful.  She shuddered and felt wet.  She took a
deep breath and set one finger on the top of his shaft.  She ran it back and
forth several times, making his penis pulse.  He was straining to come now, it
was obvious.


“Before I let
you out, you have to tell me something,” she said.


“T— tell you
what?” he asked through sharp breaths.


She tickled his
dick again, making him visibly shudder.  “Tell me why you want Charlotte to
know.  What do you want her to do to you?”


“Do to me?”


“Yes, tell me
what you want her to do to you when she finds out.  What has you so excited
about her?”  She tickled his erection once more, again causing a shudder.  Then
she giggled.  “And be graphic, darling.”


Miles shook his
head.  “I don’t want her knowing.”  His heart was pounding in his chest from
the feelings his wife was causing him down below.


Hollie let out a
cynical laugh.  “You named her.”


Miles blushed. 
“It wasn’t— I didn’t— I mean—”


“What?” said
Hollie, her curiosity piqued.


Miles shook his
head.  He couldn’t believe he’d given that much away.  Why couldn’t he just
make something up about Charlotte?  She wouldn’t believe anything he offered
now.  This was a problem.


Hollie pursed
her lips.  It was clear her husband was hiding something.  She pulled her
fingers away so they no longer touched, but he knew they were still there.  “Tell
me Miles or I’ll make you tell me.”


Miles shook his
head.  “There’s nothing to tell.”


“Clearly, there
is.”


“There isn’t.”


Hollie sighed. 
Then she stroked his penis one time.  The threat was clear.  Miles still shook
his head, however.  Hollie responded by brushing her fingers along his shaft,
making him wither.  His heart was racing now.  His breathing was labored.


“You picked
her.  There’s a reason,” she said.


Hollie started
running her fingertips along his shaft repeatedly.  The pressure was building
within Miles.  His breathing got even harder.


“What are you
hiding, Miles?”


“N— nothing,” he
said through sharp breaths.


Hollie ran her
fingers up and down his shaft, hitting all the right places, all the places she
knew he couldn’t resist.  Miles was struggling.  The pressure was building
within him.  It was becoming unbearable.  Hollie knew this.  She could see him
writhing.  She saw how badly he needed to come.


“Why did you
pick Charlotte?” she snapped.


As she did, she
tipped one finger every so slightly and her nail just tickled the bottom tip of
his penis.  It had the same effect as the notorious wheel she had used on
him... and he on her.  He winced even as his brain seemed to explode. 
Suddenly, it just poured out.  He couldn’t stop it.


“I didn’t!  I
meant Taylor!” burst from his lips.


Everything
stopped.


 


To be continued...


 


The End of Part Two


—o—

















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!


 


 


—o—


 


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!


 


—o—


 


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!


 


—o—


 


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!


 


—o—


 


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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