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“Prologue” 

—o—

Things  were  spinning  out  of  control  in  Satin  Falls.    All  the  younger males in town had fallen prey to the virus.  Not one of them could resist any command  given  by  any  female.    The  girls,  naturally,  were  taking  full advantage  of  this  to  make  the  boys  do  the  things  the  girls  wanted. 

Sometimes,  this  was  simply  getting  a  boy  to  move  aside  as  the  girl  passed him in the hallway, but more often than not it involved humiliating paybacks by ex-girlfriends or little sisters, attempts by the girls to mold their boyfriends into  their  image  of  perfection,  or  the  abuses  that  come  naturally  when  one person receives unlimited power over another. 

Making  matter  worse,  Melanie  Morgan’s  plan  to  feminize  the  boys was going into effect starting Monday morning.  That meant the girls would be required to feminize the boys and they would be encouraged to humiliate them to help suppress the “male ego,” which Melanie assured everyone was causing  the  boys  trauma.    Once  that  plan  took  effect,  the  girls  would effectively have a license to toy with the boys. 

What’s more, there was no escape for the boys.  Every boy needed to comply  with  Melanie’s  plan  if  he  wanted  to  continue  at  the  college.    Nor couldn’t  they  leave  the  town  either  to  escape  the  plan  because  the  outside world  was  even  less  safe  for  them.    Even  those  not  at  the  college  quickly found  their  mothers  and  girlfriends  making  them  comply  with  the  plan because everyone believed this was necessary to cure them. 

Actually, not  everyone believed this.  Most of the women did, but few of  the  men  accepted  this.    The  men  didn’t  see  how  feminizing  a  man  could help  him  accept  being  powerless  and  submissive  to  women.    The  men, however, were unable to stop the women from implementing Melanie’s plan, because  they  too  were  finally  succumbing  to  the  virus.    It  had  taken  longer with  them,  and  most  still  didn’t  know  yet  that  they  had  been  infected,  but they  were  increasingly  following  in  the  boys’  high-heeled  footsteps  into submission to the women in their lives. 

By  this  critical  point,  only  two  people  in  town  could  stop  Melanie’s plan, Sidney and Amber.  However, they didn’t know yet what her plan was exactly  or  even  that  there  was  an  ulterior  motive.    They  just  knew  that something  seemed  wrong  with  Melanie’s  ideas.    Even  worse,  both  Amber

and  Sidney  were  about  to  have  their  desire  to  stop  the  virus  tested  by temptation. 

Things looked bad for the males in Satin Falls. 

Chapter 9:  “Temptation” 

—o—

It  was  Monday  morning.    Satin  Falls  Academy  was  teeming  with activity.    The  university  Board  was  here.    Dean  Dwyer  was  here.    Melanie was here, as was Sidney.  The Mayor was here too.  She had brought several local  journalists  in  an  attempt  to  convince  them  to  maintain  the  news blackout of what was going on in the town until they could get a handle on it; outside  attention  could  be  very  bad  right  now.    Quite  a  few  mothers,  older sisters  and  girlfriends  were  here  too.    Additionally,  many  of  the  female students were here already.  They had gotten here early to watch events play out and, ominously, most brought cameras with them. 

The bell rang.  It was eight o’clock.  Classes would begin soon. 

The doors opened and all the girls rushed inside to wait for the boys. 

The first boy arrived a few minutes later. 

“Woot woot!” cheered a group of girls as the boy walked through the door.    This  young  man  wore  the  new  uniform  required  for  the  boys.    This uniform consisted of a short black plaid skirt, a white blouse with pearl inlaid trim,  a  short  black  feminine  jacket  with  three-quarter  length  sleeves,  one button and hot pink trim, tan stockings, and black or pink high-heeled sandals with  heels  between  three  and  five  inches.    The  boys  also  were  required  to wear pink nail polish, full makeup, and a feminine hair style.  The dress code even required pink or black panties.  Cleverly, it also stated, “corsets are not forbidden,”  which  encouraged  most  of  the  women  to  add  a  corset  to  the uniform even without seeming to require it.  All in all, this was a humiliating uniform  for  the  boys,  but  it  was  what  they  would  all  wear  from  now  on because  the  Board  thought  that  requiring  a  uniform  would  help  ease  the parents’  concerns  and  would  avoid  chaos  because  it  would  prevent  school from  turning  into  a  drag  show  of  sorts  where  the  girls  competed  to  turn  the males  in  their  charge  into  the  most  outrageously  feminine  or  sissyish creatures they could.  Still, the uniform was quite feminine and sexy because that  is  what  Melanie  demanded;  in  truth,  she  would  have  preferred  the  drag show, but she accepted the uniform to placate the Board. 

The  girls,  on  the  other  hand,  had  no  uniform  and  no  dress  code. 

Consequently, they seized on this opportunity to wear pants and low-heeled or  wedge-heeled  shoes  today.    They  wouldn’t  dress  like  that  regularly, 

especially the more girly ones, but today felt like the day to make sure they were less feminine in dress than their hapless male classmates. 

“Come  on  now,  girls!    Remember  your  obligations  to  protect  these boys,” pleaded Dwyer, when the girls cheered the first boy. 

Unfortunately, no one listened. 

A moment later, a second boy arrived.  He came with his girlfriend. 

She  wore  blue  shorts  and  wedges.    He  wore  the  uniform  with  pink  heels. 

Once again, the girls raised a cheer and took pictures. 

“Woot woot!” they cheered. 

“Nice heels,  girlfriend!” came a mocking cry. 

“Just ignore them,” said the boy’s girlfriend. 

Then  another  arrived...  and  another.    Soon  enough,  a  great  many  of the male students had arrived and were wandering the halls.  To a one, they all looked humiliated and intimidated.  They spoke softly and got out of the girls’  ways...  any  girl.    They  held  their  arms  closely  to  their  bodies,  took delicate  steps  in  their  unfamiliar  high  heels,  and  worried  that  some  random girl would come by and flip up their skirts, exposing their panties. 

The girls, on the other hand, looked like they were firmly in charge. 

They  laughed  and  spoke  loudly  and  roamed  the  halls  with  broad  shoulders and wide strides, and they loved to ogle the boys.  Everywhere the boys went there  were  photo  flashes  and  whistles  as  the  girls  admired  them...  and,  of course, emasculating comments. 

“You’ve got amazing legs for a boy, Tommy!” 

“You’re a natural in skirts, Kent!” 

“You look like you’ve been wearing skirts your whole life!” 

“Whoops,  I  can  see  your  little  pee  pee  beneath  your  skirt.    Why  are you hard?  Does this turn you on?” 

And  so  on.    The  girls  even  started  telling  the  boys  to  act  more femininely  and  most  gave  instructions  on  how  to  walk  more  seductively, instructions  on  ways  to  talk  more  femininely,  and  suggestions  for  more feminine  posture.    With  all  of  these  commands,  the  girls  were  quickly emasculating  the  boys  at  full  speed  and  turning  them  into  sissies  in appearance and in how they carried and handled themselves. 

Dwyer’s  face  burned  red  as  he  witnessed  this.    This  struck  him  as wrong.  He stepped into the main hall to put an end to this.  Specifically, he approached a group of girls to order them to stop flipping up the boys’ skirts. 

They  would  walk  up  behind  some  unsuspecting  boy,  flip  up  his  skirt,  and

then call out “pink” or “black” depending on the color of his panties.  When they found a boy without panties, they ordered him to hold up his skirt and go march through the hall letting everyone see his erection.  All of this brought Dwyer’s wrath. 

Only, it didn’t work out the way Dwyer expected. 

“You girls, stop that!  Leave that boy alone and stop flipping up boys’

skirts!” demanded Dwyer. 

Normally, the girls would have panicked at being caught misbehaving by  the  Dean  and  would  have  immediately  complied  with  his  orders.    But recent events had made one of them very bold and she turned to face Dwyer. 

“Leave  us  alone,”  said  the  bold  young  woman.    “We’re  in  charge now.” 

The others froze. 

But  then  a  strange  thing  happened.    Without  any  idea  that  he  was following  a  command  given  by  the  young  woman,  Dwyer  stopped,  turned and started back toward his office.  He decided that it would be best to leave these particular girls alone to whatever they were doing.  All three girls saw this  and  instantly  realized  what  this  meant...  they  had  seen  similar  reactions from the young men around them for days now. 

“Oh  my  God!”  squealed  the  second  girl.    “Did  you  see  what  just happened?” 

“Wait!    Come  back  here,”  commanded  the  bold,  first  girl.    Her  tone was firm and strong, but she also sounded almost giddy. 

Dwyer turned around and returned to the three girls. 

“What do we do now?” asked the second girl. 

“I say we make him go sit naked in his office,” said the third girl. 

“We should put makeup on him first!” said the first.  “Like the other boys!” 

“Yeah!” agreed the third. 

The  first  immediately  whipped  out  her  makeup  kit  and  began applying makeup to the helpless Dean as he stood there frozen.  Fortunately for  him,  Sondra  Stern  saw  what  was  going  on  and  she  raced  over.    By  the time she got there, however, Dwyer already wore red lipstick and brown eye shadow. 

“You girls get to class,  NOW!” growled Stern. 

The three girls scattered and raced away from her as quickly as they could.    Sondra  then  looked  Dwyer  up  and  down  and  shook  her  head  as  she

observed the makeup on his face.  A smug smile appeared in the corner of her mouth  and  she  chuckled.    She  then  took  Dwyer’s  hand  and  led  him  to  the office, where she had him sit at his desk.  It was time to speak to the Board about who should run the school now. 

—o—

Amber walked Jason home after class.  They walked slowly because he  wore  five-inch  high-heeled  sandals;  they  were  hot  pink.    Amber  wore tennis  shoes.    Jason  wore  the  heels  because  Cindy  had  ordered  it.    Amber could  have  countered  that  order,  but  she  hadn’t.    Nor  was  she  entirely  sure why she hadn’t.  The truth, however, was that Amber was deeply torn about the entire situation. 

On the one hand, Amber felt badly that Jason was unable to resist any command given by any female.  That struck her as incredibly unfair and she wished it wasn’t so.  It just didn’t seem right that one person should be forced to  obey  the  will  of  another,  especially  when  that  person  was  the  evil  Cindy who  thrived  on  humiliating  Jason.    What  was  worse,  though,  was  that Melanie’s plan gave Cindy the green light to be as nasty as she wanted to be to Jason and no one would try to stop her because they all thought this would cure  Jason.    This  frustrated  Amber  and  made  her  want  to  put  an  end  to Melanie’s plan and save Jason with every fiber of her being. 

Well, not  every fiber... and that was the problem. 

For while Amber saw this as an outrage, her desire to end all of this ran into a singular problem:  Amber was finding herself intensely turned on by  Jason’s  feminization.    She  never  expected  this,  but  it  was  proving  to  be absolutely true.  And this wasn’t just some ephemeral turn on like she felt at seeing a hot actor in a movie and having a brief fantasy of what it would be like to be with him.  No, this was much, much more than that. 

Whenever  Amber  saw  Jason  in  some  article  of  feminine  clothing, such as the uniform he wore right now, her heart fluttered.  She became short of  breath  and  her  entire  body  trembled  and  burned.    It  felt  like  a  need personified through her body.  Her nipples became painfully hard, her pussy lips  tingled  and  the  muscles  within  contracted  like  they  wanted  to  grab  his penis and hold it inside her.  Wetness filled her pussy and soaked her panties and even began to run down her thighs to the point where she worried that it could be seen if her skirt was short enough. 

Beyond  the  physical  changes,  Amber  found  her  mind  instantly

obsessed  too.    Just  as  her  pussy  flooded  with  her  juices,  her  mind  flooded with images of Jason looking like a woman, dressed seductively, and Amber taking  him  like  a  man  might  take  a  woman...  though  she  didn’t  fully understand the mechanics of how that might work as she wasn’t particularly knowledgeable about the ways of sex. 

This happened every time, and it made it so very, very hard for her to remember  that  she  was  opposed  as  a  matter  of  principle  to  what  was happening  to  the  boys  and  that  she  wanted  it  stopped.    Right  now,  for example,  as  they  walked  and  Jason  complained  about  how  the  boys  were treated on this first day, all Amber could think about was the sound of Jason’s high  heels  striking  the  cement  as  they  walked  along  the  sidewalk: CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

And each step... 

 CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

...each wonderfully feminine step... 

 CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

...made her burn hot within... 

 CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

...and made her want to throw her boyfriend to the ground... 

 CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

...and take him sexually. 

“It just isn’t fair,” said Jason. 

 CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

Amber  barely  heard  Jason’s  voice.    She  was  hearing  only  his  heels and  that  sound  made  her  wither.    “Uh,  um,  yeah,”  she  said  absently  in response to whatever Jason had said to her. 

 CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

“Somebody needs to do something,” said Jason. 

“Good  God,  I’m  turned  on! ”  she  thought.    The  juices  between  her thighs had made them slick and she felt them slide together as she walked. 

“Don’t you think so?” asked Jason. 

 CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

Amber realized Jason had asked a question, but she didn’t know what it was.  Her mind was lost in images of Jason lying on a bed in lingerie and high heels.  Amber felt a tremor deep within her pussy.  Her lips curled and her  face  flushed  in  an  explosion  of  redness.    “Uh,  yeah,  you’re  right,”  said Amber between difficult breaths; she was breathing hard and irregularly now. 

 CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

“And that woman, Morgan, isn’t doing anything to help,” said Jason. 

 CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

Amber’s  chest  heaved.    She  felt  her  pussy  tighten.    “Yeah,  she’s  a problem,” she agreed between breaths. 

 CLICK!  CLICK! 

Jason  stopped  walking  and  turned  to  Amber.    “She’s  more  than   a problem.  She  is the problem!” he exclaimed. 

“Uh, yeah, I agree,” said Amber.  She took this moment to suck in as much  wind  as  she  could.    She  had  been  struggling  to  breathe  with  her pounding heart and because she kept holding her breath every time her pussy muscles contracted. 

“Are you ok?” asked Jason.  “You seem winded.” 

“Uh, yeah.  I, uh, just worked out really hard and my legs are tired.” 

Jason  looked  down  at  his  girlfriend’s  legs.    He  shook  his  head.    “At least you aren’t wearing heels.  You should try walking in these,” he said and he turned his foot to show her his high-heeled shoe. 

Amber took the opportunity to stare at his pretty feet within their high heels  and  his  hot-pink  painted  toenails;  she  imagined  touching  them  right now  and  she  felt  more  juices  run  down  her  thigh.    “Yeah,  I  know.    I  wear them a lot, remember.  You do get used to them.” 

“I guess,” he said.  “Well, fortunately, we’re almost home.” 

Amber  looked  up  and  realized  that  they  were  about  a  house  away from Jason’s home.  She hadn’t noticed how far they’d come because she had been  in  her  own  world  inside  her  head  for  the  whole  walk.    But  now  they were  here,  so  they  went  inside  and  went  to  Jason’s  room.    He  started stripping off his uniform. 

“Cindy’s  not  here,”  he  said.    “So  I  can  wear  whatever  I  want.    Of course,  that’s  going  to  change  the  moment  she  gets  home.    She  loves enforcing  the  dress  code  in  that  stupid  book  written  by  Dr.  Morgan  and making me dress like a sissy.”  Jason grabbed some shorts and a t-shirt after he stripped down to only his corset, his panties and his stockings; he wasn’t allowed to remove the corset and he saw no point in changing the panties or stockings  with  Cindy  coming  home  soon.    Naturally,  he  still  wore  make  up and earrings as well. 

Amber watched this and felt a quiver within her pussy.  She blushed. 

“Cindy seems to have a thing for frilly dresses,” complained Jason as

he pulled the shorts up his shaved legs. 

Amber  listened,  but  her  thoughts  were  elsewhere.    Indeed,  her  mind was fixed on something she wanted very much, but dared not ask for because she  knew  that  Jason  would  never  agree  to  what  she  wanted  and  he  would probably  be  offended  just  by  her  asking.    Imagine  her  surprise,  however, when  a  moment  later,  before  she  even  realized  what  was  happening,  she suddenly found herself asking:  “Uh, Jason, can you do something for me?” 

“What?” 

She  blushed.    She  never  meant  to  ask  him  for  this  but  now  that  she had started, she felt like she had trapped herself.  Really, the only choice she had  was  to  press  ahead.    Her  stomach  twisted  into  knots.    “It’s...  well,”  she said and she paused.  She felt highly embarrassed by the whole thing. 

Jason raised an eyebrow.  “What?” he repeated. 

Amber  twisted  her  lips.    Then  she  blurted  it  out:    “Would  you  dress like a girl for me?!” 

Jason’s jaw dropped. 

“I know it’s humiliating and I’m sorry, but please, I really really want to  see  it,  and  I  can’t  explain  it,  it’s  just  something  that  I  like  feel  like  it’s important to me and I don’t know why I want it, but I do,” added Amber so quickly that it sounded like one long word. 

“Are you kidding?” asked Jason.  He was shocked. 

Amber looked down at the floor.  She felt a deep sense of shame pass over  her  as  if  she  had  just  confessed  her  deepest  secret  and  been  rejected. 

“I... I’m sorry.  I just... I don’t know why.”  A thought occurred to her in that instant:    she  could  use  her  control  over  Jason  to  make  him  forget  that  she asked.  Should she do it, however?  She had told herself before that she never wanted to use the power on Jason, but maybe this was an exception.  Maybe, this was one time where the power could be used for good.  She weighed this very heavily in her mind. 

“You’re serious, aren’t you?” asked Jason.  He blushed. 

Amber nodded her head.  “I’m sorry, Jason.  It’s just that seeing you in these girl’s clothes has been super exciting for me.  I don’t know why.  I can’t explain it.  I never thought it would turn me on at all, but it did and now I can’t get it out of my mind.  I know I’m a freak or something, but it’s just eating me up.”  As she said this, she struggled with whether or not to use her power.  She was leaning toward it, even though she knew that was wrong. 

“Amber,” said Jason.  He paused.  He looked utterly confused. 

“It’s all right if you don’t want to,” she said.  Her mouth had gone dry and her face burned with shame.  “I won’t force you.  I know how unfair that is and how hard this all is for you.  I really am sorry, but it just came up and I didn’t know what to do.  I wish I’d never mentioned it.” 

Amber  was  now  fighting  incredibly  hard  not  to  utter  the  words: 

“Forget  everything  I  just  said.”    That  seemed  like  the  best  way  out  of  this horrible,  humiliating  mistake  she  had  made,  and  Jason  would  never  know. 

Still, it wasn’t right, she told herself.  It just seemed wrong... but it might be best.  She was so torn. 

“Well, I’m glad you won’t force me,” said Jason. 

Amber shook her head.  “I would never do that,” she said, even as she struggled to decide whether or not to erase his memory.  She continued.  “I mean,  that’s  really  unfair.    Seriously,  how  fair  is  it  that  all  I  have  to  say  is, 

‘Jason go dress in your girl’s clothes,’ and you would need to do it, right?” 

Jason immediately turned and started toward his closet. 

Amber  hadn’t  noticed  yet  as  she  was  still  looking  at  the  floor.    She finished  her  thought:    “How  can  you  build  a  relationship  with  that  kind  of power?    It  wipes  out  trust,”  she  said.    She  kicked  the  floor  and  bit  her  lip. 

“I’m sorry.  I never should have even mentioned it.  I hope you can forgive me.”  She looked up. 

Jason was gone. 

He now stood at his closet collecting clothes.  She walked over to him and  watched  as  he  grabbed  the  white  lace  babydoll  dress,  the  most  sissyish thing he owned, and some brown leather sandals with a very high heel.  He grabbed various items of lingerie as well. 

“Jason?  What are you doing?” asked Amber softly. 

“I’m changing,” said Jason. 

“I thought you didn’t want to put on girl’s clothes?” asked Amber. 

Jason didn’t answer.  Amber instantly realized that this was how the boys  acted  when  they  were  under  a  command.    They  ignored  whatever contradictions existed in their minds to carry out the command. 

“Did I cause this?” she asked.  She bit her lip. 

Meanwhile,  Jason  walked  to  his  bathroom  with  his  arms  full  of female  clothing.    Amber  watched  him  go.    She  thought  back  on  their conversation and what she had said.  That’s when it hit her

“Oh  no!    I  did  cause  this!”  she  gasped  as  she  suddenly  realized  that she had inadvertently given Jason a command to go change into his feminine

clothes, and that was exactly what he was doing now.  She rubbed her throat. 

“I can undo the command,” she thought.  “I need to undo it.” 

But she didn’t. 

Instead,  Amber  stood  there  as  her  boyfriend  locked  himself  in  the bathroom and began to change.  She knew what was happening was wrong. 

She  had  told  herself  repeatedly  that  it  was  just  morally  wrong  to  use  this power nature had given the girls.  What’s more, she knew that she was more than  just  using  the  power,  she  was  abusing  it.    She  wasn’t  doing  something for Jason’s own good or because of some pressing need, she was doing this to satisfy her own sexual curiosity.  She had turned her boyfriend into a sex toy and that was just wrong. 

Yet, she couldn’t bring herself to stop him. 

“It  was  an  accident,”  she  told  herself,  by  way  of  justification.    “I didn’t  mean  to  do  it.”    But  did  that  really  mean  it  wasn’t  her  fault?    She wanted to believe that, but she knew better. 

In the bathroom, Amber heard Jason strip out of the shorts he wore. 

They fell to the floor, where she heard the metal button that closed the shorts hit the tile floor.  He was down to his panties and his stockings and his corset now.    The  image  excited  her  and  she  felt  a  shudder  run  down  her  spine, though  she  told  herself  she  didn’t  know  what  that  shudder  meant;  she  still wasn’t sure she wanted to believe she felt the way she obviously felt. 

“What  if  I  just  wait  until  he  comes  out  to  make  him  change  back?” 

she asked herself.  “That’s reasonable, right?” 

Amber  heard  the  rustling  of  clothes  in  the  bathroom;  Jason  was getting dressed now in his girly clothes.  That thought made her pussy tingle again.  The prospect of seeing Jason all dressed like a girl in something other than his relatively boring uniform and to get to touch him was so exciting that wetness flooded out of her once more and again ran down her thighs. 

It troubled her too though.  “This... this is wrong,” she said. 

Still, she didn’t stop him. 

Meanwhile,  a  few  feet  away,  behind  the  bathroom  door,  Jason  had stripped himself of his shorts and t-shirt.  He’d removed all the underwear he wore as well, as those didn’t match the dress he intended to wear.  Only his corset remained from earlier, and of course the pink polish on his fingernails and his toenails and the makeup on his face. 

His penis was hard as a rock. 

Jason pulled the white silk panties up his legs and tucked his erection

inside  them  as  best  he  could;  they  really  did  nothing  to  hide  it.    Then  he pulled  the  tan  stockings  up  his  legs.    Next,  he  slipped  the  short  white  lacey dress  over  his  head  and  pulled  it  down  his  body.    The  dress  looked  almost like a nightie.  Its hem hung loosely to just below the bottom of his panties and, like the panties, it also did nothing to hide his erection.  In the back, the dress plunged to near the middle of his back; it stopped just above his corset. 

This  showed  off  a  hint  of  his  sissy  tan  lines.    He  looked  very  demure  and sexy in the dress. 

He  then  stepped  into  the  tan  leather  high-heeled  sandals.    These  had five-inch  heels  atop  a  one-inch  wooden  platform.    They  were  open-toed, open-backed, and had a thick strap that came across the front of his foot, just above the arch.  They were intensely sexy. 

Back  in  Jason’s  bedroom,  Amber  now  heard  the  sound  of  his  high heels  striking  against  the  tile  floor  as  he  slipped  into  them.    She  knew  he would  be  out  any  second.    She  was  still  struggling  with  what  to  do  at  this point.    What  she  wanted  to  do  and  what  she  needed  to  do  were  two  very different things. 

“I  can  have  him  change  back  when  he  comes  out,”  she  said  again. 

She  nodded  to  herself  as  if  agreeing  with  herself  would  make  her  actions right.  At the same time, however, a deep sense of shame arose within her. 

She  knew  how  wrong  this  was.    “If  I  do  this,  then  I’m  no  better  than Melanie,” she told herself. 

Amber sighed. 

She knew what she wanted; she just knew she had no right to take it... 

even if she could and even if she made it so that Jason never knew.  Then she heard  more  movement  of  Jason’s  high  heels  against  the  floor.    That  sound made her pussy burn.  She was so desperate to see him in those heels... so, so desperate.  She  needed to see that. 

“I—” she started, but never finished the thought. 

Suddenly,  something  arose  within  her  and  reminded  her  that  if  she truly saw herself as a good person, then she couldn’t allow herself this liberty with her boyfriend.  She needed to stop this. 

“No!” she said firmly.  “I can’t do this.” 

Amber marched over to the bathroom door.  She knocked. 

“Jason, honey.  I can’t do this to you.  I’m sorry, baby.  I accidentally gave you the order to put on your girl’s clothes.  I wanted to see it, because what I said about it turning me on was true, but I never wanted to force you

to  do  it.    I  really  am  sorry.    I’m  giving  you  a  new  order,  so  listen  closely: disregard my prior order.  Wear whatever you want.  You don’t have to wear anything  you  don’t  want  to.    I’m  sorry,”  she  repeated  sadly.    “I’m  going  to leave now so you have some privacy.  Please forgive me.” 

With  that,  she  turned  and  started  to  walk  away  from  the  bathroom toward the stairs that would lead to the front door.  Behind her, however, the bathroom door opened and Jason emerged. 

“Wait!” he called out. 

Amber  stopped  but  didn’t  turn  around  because  she  knew  how  Jason would be dressed and seeing him would not be fair to him.  She had no right to see him dressed as he was. 

There was a moment of silence. 

“I am dressed the way I want to be dressed,” he said. 

“What do you mean?” asked Amber over her shoulder. 

“I want to wear this for you.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes.” 

Amber  felt  a  warm,  happy  feeling  pass  over  her.    She  turned  to  see her boyfriend.  He looked hot in his white dress and brown sandals.  All the exciting feelings returned instantly and she rushed over to hug him.  She was super wet. 

They kissed. 

—o—

Sidney had come home early from work.  Things were rather chaotic at the office and they decided to close for the day as they sorted everything out.    There  was  some  big  meeting  of  the  partners  planned  to  discuss  the problem  that  had  arisen,  though  associates  like  Sidney  were  not  invited. 

Hence, she decided to come home and spend the afternoon with Eric.  He had more wedding selections for her to look through. 

They  sat  on  the  couch  as  Sidney  flipped  through  several  pages  of ideas  Eric  had  gathered.    Eric  wore  his  favorite  red  housedress. 

Unfortunately, he also wore these  old,  worn  out  red  platform  sandals  which Sidney  despised.    They  were  the  only  thing  in  his  wardrobe  which  she couldn’t  stand,  but  he  was  attached  to  them  for  some  reason  and  he  kept wearing them.  She had thought at one time about demanding that he get rid of  them,  but  she  realized  that  would  only  cause  problems,  so  she  accepted

them very, very grudgingly... but she still hated them. 

Sidney,  by  the  way,  still  wore  the  tan  pencil  skirt  and  neutral  open-toed pumps she wore to the office. 

Eric handed her a set of images of dresses he had collected. 

“Ooh, I like this one,” said Sidney.  She pointed to the dress with the rose-shaped bodice. 

“That’s my favorite,” said Eric. 

“It’s fantastic.” 

“I would kill to wear that at the wedding.” 

Sidney smiled.  She would love to let Eric wear the dress too, but alas, that was impossible.  They had to keep his secret femininity hidden from his family.  So Sidney set her hand on his thigh and she squeezed it as a show of support.  Eric then handed her a set of photos involving shoes.  Sidney began flipping through them.  They were all gorgeous.  Eric had an amazing eye for women’s clothes. 

“These are pretty too,” said Sidney. 

Eric smiled.  “Thank you.” 

Sidney kept flipping through the photos. 

Eric  waited  a  few  seconds  before  cautiously  asking  Sidney  a question:  “Can I ask you a question?” 

“Of course, dear,” said Sidney. 

“There’s  a  rumor  going  around...  whispers  really,  that  something  is going on in town.” 

Sidney nodded her head.  “That’s true.” 

“I  know  a  little  bit  about  what’s  been  going  on  at  the  school  from what  you  and  Amber  have  told  me,  but  I  don’t  know  much.    They’ve managed to keep that out of the newspaper,” said Eric. 

“With  good  reason.    Would  you  want  it  getting  around  that  every young  man  in  Satin  Falls  is  completely  at  the  mercy  of  any  woman  or  girl who wants to take advantage of them?” asked Sidney. 

Eric shook his head.  “No, definitely not.  And I agree with keeping it out of the news,  but that does make it hard to separate fact from rumor,” said Eric. 

“True.” 

“But that’s not what concerns me.” 

“Ok.  What’s bothering you?” asked Sidney. 

Eric looked pensive. 

In  the  meantime,  Sidney  pointed  to  a  pair  of  sandals  with  a  single strap  over  the  toes,  an  ankle  strap,  and  a  one-inch  platform.    They  were silver.  “These are really beautiful.” 

“Yes, I like those too,” said Eric.  He paused again and ran his tongue over his teeth. 

“Go on, dear.  I’m listening,” said Sidney. 

“What bothers me is that I’m hearing rumors... rumors that the same thing that affected the boys is now affecting all the men in town.  Have you heard anything about that?” 

Sidney took a deep breath and set down the photos.  She knew more than  most  people  because  of  her  legal  position  and  the  briefings  she  had received.    She  wasn’t  sure  what  she  could  say  at  this  point,  however. 

Additionally, she didn’t want to worry her fiancé, especially over something he could do nothing about.  She pursed her lips as she considered what to tell him,  but  she  took  too  long  to  respond  and  Eric  realized  she  was  weighing how to respond, which told him there was something she didn’t want to tell him. 

“So there is something,” said Eric. 

Sidney nodded her head.  “Yeah, there is,” she admitted.    “It  started with the boys, but now it seems to be spreading to the men.” 

“All of us?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“And this is that same loss of will power thing?” 

Sidney nodded her head. 

Eric bit his lip.  He looked nervous.  “Would you make me do things I don’t want to do?” he asked suddenly. 

Sidney  felt  taken  aback  by  his  question  for  the  simple  reason  that  in all  this  time  she  had  been  dealing  with  the  issue,  she  had  never  once considered  what  would  happen  if  the  virus  affected  Eric.    He  already followed  her  orders,  though  he  did  so  by  choice,  so  would  it  really  change anything  if  he  now  needed  to  follow  her  orders  regardless  of  how  he  felt about them?  She thought not.  In any event though, she was sure she would never  make  him  do  anything  against  his  will  because,  like  Amber,  she  saw this power as immoral, so the answer to his question was easy. 

“I would never make you do anything against your will, honey,” said Sidney. 

Eric  smiled  softly.    “I’m  glad.”    Then  his  worried  expression

returned.  “Can you tell if I’m already affected?” he asked. 

Sidney shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t know.  I guess we could test it.” 

“How do we do that?” asked Eric nervously. 

“I’ll give you an order and you resist it, and we’ll see if you do it or not.” 

Eric  nodded  his  head.    “Ok,”  he  said  cautiously.    “I  suppose  that would work.” 

Sidney looked around for some order she could give.  She thought of something a moment later.  “Got one.” 

Eric  suddenly  placed  his  hands  on  her  wrist.    “Wait,”  he  said.    He took a deep breath. 

“Are you ok?” asked Sidney. 

“I’m nervous.  To tell the truth, I’m not even sure I want to know,” he said. 

“Why is that?” 

He  sighed.    “I  just  don’t  like  the  idea  of  this  at  all.    I’m  happy  to follow  your  orders,  but  I  want  to  do  so  because  I  choose  to  do  so.    That makes me feel special that I get to follow your orders.  I don’t want to lose that by losing my choice in whether or not to submit.”  He twisted his lips.  “I don’t think it would be the same.  It wouldn’t feel special.” 

Sidney hadn’t thought of that and she considered this for a moment. 

She wondered if she would feel the same if he lost his choice in which orders to follow.  Would it make her as happy knowing that Eric had no choice but to  submit  rather  than  knowing  that  he  was  submitting  because  he  wanted  to belong  to  her?    It  was  an  interesting  question  and  she  wasn’t  sure.    But  it would  never  come  up,  she  told  herself,  because  she  swore  to  herself  she would never use that power over Eric.  She would always let him decide if he wanted to submit. 

“Ok... let’s find out,” said Eric, snapping Sidney out of her thoughts. 

Sidney smiled at her fiancé.  “Ready?” 

“Yes, Miss,” he said and he closed his eyes. 

“Remember to resist my command,” she said. 

“Yes, Miss.” 

“Ok,”  said  Sidney.    “Open  your  eyes.”    He  did  and  she  pointed  to  a vase on the bookshelf across the room.  “Go pick up that vase.” 

Without  a  word,  Eric  rose  to  his  feet.    He  walked  over  to  the

bookshelf and picked up the vase.  He turned around to face Sidney.  He said nothing. 

“I asked you to resist my order,” she said. 

“What order?” he asked. 

“You don’t remember me giving you an order?” asked Sidney. 

“No, Miss.” 

Sidney raised an eyebrow.  “Put the vase down and come sit next to me.” 

“Yes, Miss,” said Eric.  “He returned the vase to the bookshelf and sat down next to his fiancée again. 

“Did you try to resist my order?” asked Sidney. 

“What order did you give?” 

“You seriously don’t remember an order?” 

“No, Miss.” 

“Why did you pick up the vase?” 

“Because  you  asked  me  too,”  said  Eric  in  a  matter-of-fact  tone  of voice. 

In  his  response  in  that  instant,  Sidney  realized  the  full  extent  of  the power she now held over her fiancé.  This was way beyond anything she had expected.    Not  only  could  she  issue  an  order  which  he  would  obey  without question, but he didn’t even seem to recognize her order as an order.  To him, it was just something she said which he did because she asked him to do it. 

That realization raised another question:  could she make him forget she had given the order entirely?  She decided to test it. 

“I want you to forget that we had this conversation about the virus,” 

said Sidney. 

Eric’s face went blank.  Then he smiled. 

“What were we talking about?” asked Sidney. 

“We were talking about the wedding,” said Eric. 

“What about the virus?” 

Eric  cocked  his  head  to  one  side.    “What  about  the  virus?”    He sounded completely confused. 

Sidney  gasped.    She  now  realized  she  could  make  Eric  do   anything she wanted and she could do it without him ever even realizing she had done it.  The feeling of power that gave her was beyond amazing, it was like being on fire with power.  There was no other feeling she could compare this too. 

Even  the  first  time  she  watched  Eric  obey  one  of  her  orders  paled  in

comparison.    She  had  not  expected  this  incredible  feeling  of  power  welling up inside her.  It felt like an intense drug only a million times stronger.  She felt a rush of blood race throughout her body; her pussy became very wet and it tingled.  Her mind was overwhelmed with joyous sensations. 

“My  God,  I  had  no  idea  it  would  be  like  this!”  she  thought.    She gasped for air and she struggled to process what she was feeling. 

“What  about  the  virus,  Miss?”  asked  Eric  again.    He  was  still confused. 

Sidney shook her head.  “Nothing,” she said. 

“Yes, Miss,” said Eric and he returned to the photos as Sidney tried to wrap her mind around what she had just experienced.  She had no idea how to deal with what she just felt.  One thing was for sure though, she knew she wanted more! 

“Whoa!” she said when it hit her what she was considering.  “I can’t do this.  It’s immoral!” 

She bit her lip, but at the same time, she felt a tremor deep within her pussy and she suddenly felt weak all over.  Her pussy became wetter as cum dripped out of her.  She began breathing heavily and she trembled. 

“Can I really give this up?” she asked herself. 

She  felt  her  pussy  lips  tingle  and  she  let  herself  sink  into  the  warm, exciting feeling.  But a moment later, she tried to shake that off. 

“No!  I have to give it up,” she told herself.  “I can’t use this power. 

It’s immoral.  It would be so wrong to use it.  Eric is not a toy, he’s a human being!” 

Then she remembered the feeling of power and another tremor raced through  her  pussy  as  images  of  Eric  on  his  knees  flooded  her  mind, overwhelming her again. 

“Oh my God!” she thought. 

Her pussy tightened and filled with more wetness. 

“Maybe  there’s  some  way  I  can  use  the  power  in  good  faith,”  she suggested to herself. 

Eric,  meanwhile,  sat  next  to  Sidney  looking  through  wedding pictures.  He had no idea what was going through his fiancée’s mind or why. 

He  did,  however,  realize  that  she  was  breathing  strangely  and  she  had clutched her chest. 

“Are you ok?” asked Eric. 

“Yes... I just uh, felt hot for a moment,” she lied. 

“Should I get you some water?” 

Sidney shook her head.  “No... no, I’m fine.” 

Eric smiled and returned to the wedding pictures once more.  Sidney’s mind, however, continued down its dangerous course. 

“What if I just use it for good?” she asked herself. 

Sidney  knew  right  away  that  this  was  just  a  pretext  to  justify  her desire to keep this power, but that didn’t stop her from pretending that wasn’t the  case;  in  effect,  she  lied  to  herself.    Yet,  that  didn’t  seem  to  bother  her. 

Instead, as she told herself this lie, she felt a wave of relief pass over her and lift her high as she began to believe she had found a loophole which would let her  use  this  power  “from  time  to  time”  without  feeling  like  she  was  a  bad person.  It felt like absolution. 

“That would be acceptable.  I’ll only use the power for good, or if it’s absolutely  necessary  for  some  reason,”  she  told  herself  a  moment  later,  and she desperately wanted to believe this was true. 

She let out a long, slow breath to exhale all the tension she felt from reaching  that  decision.    She  had  reached  an  acceptable  compromise  in  her mind.  The power was evil; it was wrong, and she would never use it...  unless she had a good cause to use it to help Eric or if it was absolutely necessary. 

That’s  how  it  would  be.    She  looked  her  wonderful  fiancé  in  the  eyes  and swore to herself that she would only ever use the power to protect him. 

“Yes,  that’s  acceptable,”  she  said  beneath  her  breath.    Then  she

“inexplicably” began to giggle involuntarily, though it was only inexplicable if  she  ignored  the  nagging  sense  deep  within  her  that  she  was  deceiving herself. 

“Are you sure you’re all right?” asked Eric. 

Sidney took a deep breath and nodded her head.  She told herself she wasn’t sure why she had giggled, but it had passed now.  Everything was all right again.  She felt calm again. 

“Yes, dear.  I’m fine,” she said. 

Eric returned to his photos again and Sidney stroked his hair with her hand.  She looked her fiancé up and down from head to toe.  She was about to tell him she loved him, but then her gaze stopped on those ugly red sandals. 

An idea came to her. 

She  smirked.    “One  little  indulgence  won’t  hurt,  will  it?”  she  asked herself.  She nodded her head to convince herself that this was allowed under her new rules.  “Besides, he’ll never know.” 

She  smiled  at  her  fiancé.    He  was  still  flipping  through  the  wedding pictures,  blissfully  unaware  of  what  had  happened  or  what  his  fiancée  was thinking. 

“Eric,” she said. 

“Yes, Miss?” asked Eric. 

“Those red sandals of yours,” said Sidney. 

“My red sandals?” repeated Eric suspiciously. 

“Yes, those,” she said and she pointed at his feet.  “The ones I hate.” 

Eric nodded his head.  “I know, but I love th—” 

“You will throw those away right now.  Then you will forget that you ever  owned  them  and  you  will  forget  that  I  said  this,”  said  Sidney.    A  cold chill came over her and it made her shiver as she said this. 

Eric  unbuckled  the  sandals  and  removed  them  from  his  feet.    A moment later, Eric rose from his seat without another word and he walked off to the garbage can with the sandals.  Sidney watched him go and then heard the red heels landing inside the can with a thud.  As she heard this, a sense of power  began  to  fill  Sidney  and  her  whole  body  tingled.    This  made  her intensely horny, but it also seemed to bring with it just a hint of shame. 

“It’s  only  one  little  indulgence...  I  won’t  do  it  again,”  she  assured herself.  “Besides, he’ll never know.” 

Her pussy tingled.  The hated shoes were gone. 

—o—

Meanwhile,  Jason’s  room  had  become  quite  the  mess.    Amber  and Jason  had  discovered  that  they  were  just  about  the  same  size,  which  meant, ironically, that Jason’s clothes fit Amber.  Because of this, Jason and Amber decided  to  play  dress  up.    Amber  now  wore  the  white  lace  dress  and  the brown high-heeled sandals Jason had worn when he left the bathroom.  Jason wore  a  similar  dress  in  pink  along  with  some  open-toed  white  platform pumps.  His penis had remained erect the whole time since he emerged from the bathroom. 

Amber looked at his penis.  “Can I ask you a question?” she asked. 

“Sure,” said Jason as he brushed back her hair. 

“Your,  uh,  thingy  has  been  hard  since  you  stepped  out  of  the bathroom,” she said and she blushed. 

Jason looked at his erection and blushed.  “Yeah.” 

“Does that mean that this turns you on too?” she asked. 

Jason blushed even deeper.  The answer to that struck him as obvious, still he didn’t really feel too comfortable saying it.  He wasn’t supposed to be turned on by wearing women’s clothes, though it apparently did turn him on. 

It  was  interesting  to  Jason  that  he  never  knew  this  about  himself before.  It just never occurred to him that this might be a possibility until he was forced to try on his first dress.  The moment he did, he felt funny all over and his penis instantly became hard.  He wasn’t sure why, but he did.  Indeed, he wasn’t even sure if it was the dress that excited him at all.  It could just as easily  have  been  being  under  Cindy’s  control  or  even  something  else  he didn’t recognize at that point.  Or it could all just have been a coincidence. 

As  the  days  passed,  however,  he  started  to  realize  that  he  truly disliked the sense of powerlessness he felt from being under Cindy’s thumb. 

What’s  more,  he  definitely  wasn’t  turned  on  either  whenever  some  random girl accosted him in the hallway with some humiliating demand.  So it wasn’t being  dominated  that  turned  him  on.    But  every  time  Cindy  put  him  into women’s clothes, he found himself feeling that tingle again and getting hard. 

And  he  stayed  hard  the  whole  time  he  was  dressed.    So  eventually,  he realized  that  this  is  what  it  had  to  be;  he  had  to  be  turned  on  by  being feminized. 

Surprisingly, this realization actually made things worse for him.  For one thing, he suddenly began to wonder if he was the only boy who felt this way.  It felt shameful that he might be secretly enjoying part of this when all the others kept saying that being a man required hating every moment of their feminization.    It  also  made  him  worry  that  Cindy  might  somehow  gain  this insight.  It was bad enough that she had all this power over his mind already, to  have  the  knowledge  of  what  turned  him  on  would  feel  like  the  ultimate invasion of his privacy and it felt like it would make her power over him even stronger. 

What’s  more,  it  worried  him  that  he  would  lose  Amber  if  she  found out  that  this  turned  him  on,  especially  after  Cindy  started  using  his feminization as a means to taunt Amber.  Amber seemed very upset by this and made strange faces whenever she saw him feminized.  Jason took these looks to mean disgust or something similar.  Hence, he decided he needed to keep this secret. 

That  said,  once  he  realized  that  this  excited  him,  he  found  himself fascinated with the idea and eager to explore it.  So whenever Cindy went to bed, Jason would sneak out of bed and into his closet, or his mother’s closet

initially,  and  explore  the  clothes  he  found  there;  he  would  always  need  to masturbate  while  dressed  or  shortly  thereafter.    What  he  learned  was  that wearing  these  clothes  turned  him  on  something  fierce.    There  was  no  doubt about it.  He was just terrified to be discovered. 

Then came this day, with Amber walking him home and then asking him  to  dress  as  a  woman.    He  never  expected  that.    And  when  it  first happened, he thought she might be joking or pulling some trick.  He recalled her  look  at  the  store  when  he  and  Cindy  and  Brenda  went  shopping  for  his new wardrobe and he mistook her look for contempt.  After that, he vowed he would never tell her the truth.  And so when she asked him to dress like a girl today, he instantly recalled that look and he thought she must be looking to humiliate him in some way for some reason. 

But then she confessed to being turned on by the idea and she seemed so  desperate  to  know  that  she  wasn’t  alone  in  this.    That  shook  him  and  he realized that she was being genuine and that this was finally his opportunity to open this secret to another person who would understand and share it with him. 

“Can I really do this?” he thought. 

He told himself that he could. 

Jason  was  just  about  to  confess  his  feelings  when  he  suddenly  felt compelled to go to the bathroom to change into his girl’s clothes.  That took the confession entirely out of his mind, and it wasn’t until Amber released the order that he regained his free will on the issue and could tell her the truth. 

When he told her that dressing like a woman turned him on, that had been the happiest moment of his life. 

Now he lay on the bed in a pink dress with white platform heels with his  erection  sticking  straight  up  in  the  air  as  Amber  lay  on  her  side  next  to him  in   his  white  lace  dress  and  brown  high-heeled  sandals.    She  had  asked him  to  share  his  secret  and  he  told  her  everything...  and  it  made  her  even wetter.    By  the  time  Jason  finished  his  confession,  Amber  could  take  it  no more.  She kissed Jason on the lips and she slid her hand beneath his skirt and inside his panties.  This was the first time she had ever touched a male before and it felt amazing as she wrapped her warm, soft hand around his shaft.  She stroked him several times. 

“Does that feel good?” she asked. 

Jason smiled.  “It feels fantastic.”  He kissed her. 

Amber kept stroking and stroking.  She watched Jason’s chest heave

up and down and his eyes slowly close.  A huge smile crossed his face. 

“Can I see it?” she asked. 

Jason  reached  down  and  pulled  back  his  skirt.    Then  Amber  pulled down his panties so his testicles and shaft stood free. 

“It’s very pretty,” she said.  She kept stroking. 

“Go faster,” he said. 

She did. 

“Oh yeah, baby,” said Jason.  He felt his erection throb.  He felt the pressure building inside his testicles.  He knew he would cum soon.  “Keep going, baby.  We’re almost there.” 

Amber felt intensely excited.  She was amazingly turned on too.  Not only  did  it  excite  her  to  hold  Jason’s  penis  and  to  see  what  was  about  to happen, but seeing him feminized still kept her very wet all on its own.  She couldn’t imagine a better way to experience this for the first time. 

A moment later,  Jason pulled air  through his nostrils  roughly.  Then he  held  his  breath.    His  back  arched  and  his  muscles  tightened.    His  penis throbbed in Amber’s hand.  Then he exhaled and he thrust his hips forward. 

As he did, hot white fluid shot out of the end of his penis, up into the air, and came crashing down on his dress, his panties, and Amber’s hand. 

She giggled.  “That was really exciting!” 

Chapter 10:  “Melanie Pushes Further” 

—o—

Within a few days, it had become obvious that the virus had spread to the  men.    Every  male  in  Satin  Falls  was  now  infected.    Mayor  Gabby  no longer had any choice but to become involved.  Before she spoke to the city council,  however,  she  wanted  to  have  a  lengthy  discussion  with  Melanie  to determine what exactly was going on. 

Mayor Gabby and Melanie’s relationship went back to when Melanie first  arrived  in  town.    It  began  when  Melanie  started  treating  Gabby’s husband, then-Mayor Tommy Landsberg.  Tommy Landsberg was Melanie’s first client when she moved to Satin Falls.  At the time, Melanie was angry and  depressed  following  her  failed  marriage.    What’s  more,  she  felt humiliated by her ex-husband who seemed to get everything he wanted from the male divorce judge.  Because of this, she had developed a real hatred for men  and  she  had  even  begun  to  question  her  own  sexuality.    That’s  when Tommy walked through her door. 

Tommy  had  been  mayor  for  eight  years  and  he  was  becoming increasingly  less  sure  of  his  decisions.    He  was  struggling  with  feelings  of inadequacy and the pressure of needing to constantly be in control.  He was also  finding  it  difficult  to  cope  with  a  wife  with  a  very  strong  personality, who made it clear that she wanted very much to rule the roost. 

The  standard  treatment  most  psychiatrists  would  have  employed  in those  circumstances  would  have  been  for  Melanie  to  build  up  Tommy’s confidence  again  so  that  he  could  function.    But  no  sooner  had  she  begun treating Tommy than Gabby walked through her door. 

Gabby  was  gorgeous.    She  had  long,  flowing  red  hair,  an  hourglass shape and legs that didn’t quit.  She dressed to kill too.  She was also funny and smart and her personality lit up the room.  Melanie instantly felt a strong sexual attraction to her, and she sensed that Gabby might be interested in her as  well.    At  Melanie’s  urging,  they  met  for  drinks.    That’s  when  Melanie discovered  that  Gabby  had  a  powerful  desire  to  be  mayor  instead  of  her husband.  Melanie instantly saw this as an opportunity to win over the strong and beautiful woman. 

Consequently,  the  following  day,  rather  than  continue  the  standard treatment,  Melanie  did  something  a  little  different.    She  recommended  to

Tommy that he give himself a break from command by swapping roles with his wife for a week.  During that week, Gabby would make all the decisions and  would  act  as  the  dominant  partner,  whereas  Tommy  would  follow  her orders. 

Tommy agreed. 

The  week  went  well  for  Tommy  and  his  stress  reduced.    So  she waited another week as his stress built up again and then she recommended that Tommy and Gabby swap places once more.  Once again, Tommy agreed and he felt stress free the entire week.  Two weeks later, this repeated itself again.    Slowly,  in  this  manner,  Melanie  taught  Tommy  to  associate submission  with  freedom  from  stress.    At  the  same  time,  these  weeks  in charge  also  gave  Gabby  a  chance  to  see  what  she  needed  to  do  to  seize control of their household. 

Over  the  course  of  the  next  six  months,  Melanie  slowly  pushed Tommy  further  and  further  into  submission  with  each  session.    First,  it  was swapping a week.  Then it became two weeks.  Then three.  Similarly, at first, it was just swapping roles.  Then she suggested that Tommy address his wife as  a  superior  when  they  swapped.    Then  she  suggested  that  Tommy  wear some of Gabby’s clothes.  At the same time, she told Gabby to give Tommy total freedom, but then she took away the freedoms until Tommy spent more of his time catering to Gabby’s needs than his own. 

Eventually, the idea took hold. 

Shortly  thereafter,  with  significant  encouragement  from  Melanie  and Gabby, Tommy decided to step down as mayor.  He would retire and become a  househusband  as  Gabby  found  some  minor  job  to  provide  the  little  bit  of income they still needed to support their lifestyles. 

“You really don’t mind working?” asked Tommy. 

“Not at all, dear.  You’ve done so much, it’s time to let me take the burden from you,” said Gabby. 

Tommy smiled.  He felt happy. 

All  of  that  changed  a  week  later,  however.    Tommy  was  shocked, when  Gabby  announced  that  she  intended  to  run  for  mayor  in  his  place. 

Tommy couldn’t believe it.  But by that point, it was too late for him to back out or to do anything else about it.  This was how it would be and he could do nothing to change it.  Naturally, Gabby won the election, and Tommy became her househusband.  With the help of Melanie, Gabby then tightened her hold over Tommy.  Soon, he would find himself spending all of his time catering

to  her  needs  and  desires.    Interestingly,  he  eventually  found  himself  to  be quite happy and content doing this.  Gabby was thrilled as well. 

A grateful Gabby then had a brief affair with Melanie, which turned into  a  close  long-term  friendship  which  continued  right  up  to  this  very moment; Melanie’s next relationship would be with Sidney, by the way. 

Melanie now visited Gabby, per her request. 

“Come  in,”  said  Mayor  Gabby  to  Melanie,  who  stood  at  the  door. 

She motioned for Melanie to close the door and have a seat.  “Thank you for coming.” 

“No  problem,  Gabby.    I  was  going  to  see  you  anyways,”  said Melanie.  “Our problem is growing.” 

“I  know,”  said  Mayor  Gabby.    “It’s  happening  all  over  town  now  to the men.” 

“That’s what I’ve seen too.” 

Mayor  Gabby  looked  worried.    “This  is  really  bad,  Melanie.    You should see the reports I’ve gotten in the past twenty-four hours.  The manager of the bank handed a woman ten thousand dollars this morning ‘because she asked for it.’  It was only a quick thinking teller who kept the woman from getting  away.    An  hour  later,  two  police  officers  nearly  shot  a  woman’s husband because she claimed he was fooling around on her and she told them they should shoot him.  A bus driver broke his route to take a woman to her house.  He ran several red lights in the process.  I’ve had reports like this all day.  You see the scope of the problem, right?” asked Mayor Gabby. 

“Yes,  I  do.    Basically,  no  man  can  be  trusted  with  any  position  of authority  anymore.    Not  to  mention,  they  all  need  to  be  protected  from unscrupulous women and even errant comments,” said Melanie. 

Mayor Gabby nodded her head.  “This is bad.” 

“Yes, it is.” 

Mayor Gabby rose from her chair and came around to the front of her desk,  where  she  took  Melanie’s  hand  while  leaning  against  the  arm  of  the chair next to Melanie.  “We’re in trouble, girlfriend.  We need your help.  I need your help.  I need a solution to this problem.” 

Melanie  nodded  her  head.    “Unfortunately,  there  is  no  solution  yet. 

There is no cure.  That said, however, my work at the college has taught me how to handle this and how to minimize its effects.” 

Mayor Gabby patted Melanie on the knee through her slacks.  “I knew you could help.” 

“Thank you, Gabb—” 

“But,” said Mayor Gabby cautiously, interrupting Melanie, and she let go of Melanie’s hand.  She walked over to the window.  She turned to face Melanie again and she folded her arms.  “There’s one problem.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Your plan from the school will never fly.  There’s no way we can tell the women of Satin Falls to feminize their husbands and their fathers like you did at the school.” 

“It’s necessary,” said Melanie bluntly. 

“It can’t be done.  The women will never accept it.” 

“If  we  don’t  do  it,  then  the  male  ego  can’t  stand  being  under  the control  of  women  and  you  risk  a  psychotic  break.”    So  far,  that  phrase  had scared  everyone  who  heard  it,  but  it  didn’t  seem  to  sway  Mayor  Gabby. 

Melanie felt a twinge of worry.  She saw her plan failing and that shook her. 

“Here’s  the  thing,  Melanie,”  said  Mayor  Gabby  and  she  twisted  her lips.  “The women of this town are going to freak out if I tell them, ‘all your husbands  need  to  be  demoted  and  from  now  on  you  need  to  watch  them, control  them...  oh,  and  dress  them  like  women’.    I  won’t  last  a  week  as mayor.” 

“It is necessary,” repeated Melanie. 

Mayor Gabby stared straight into Melanie’s eyes as if she were trying to read her very thoughts.  “Is it?” she asked flatly. 

Melanie froze.  She hadn’t expected to be questioned by Gabby. 

The  Mayor  continued:    “Or  is  this  something  you  want  to  see happen?    I’ve  known  you  a  long  time,  Melanie,  pretty  intimately  too,  and  I know how you feel about men.  I also know that this sounds exactly like the sort of thing you would dream up as a way to get a little revenge on the men around here.” 

Melanie furrowed her brow.  “Gabby... I’m hurt.” 

“That could be, but are you being truthful with me?” 

Melanie rose to her feet.  “Yes, I admit that I am not a fan of men, but I  am  a  professional  and  I  would  never  do  what  you’re  suggesting.    Ask anyone at the school.  I’ve been resisting feminization for as long as possible at the school.  We simply had no choice.  And now that we’ve done it, it truly is working.” 

“You’re telling me the truth?” asked the Mayor cautiously. 

“I’ve never lied to you, Gabby,” said Melanie.  This was true, at least

as far as Mayor Gabby knew.  Melanie sensed that she was close to turning this particular table, so she mustered a tear, which she quickly wiped away. 

“Honestly, I feel shocked that you would think that about me.” 

Mayor  Gabby  instantly  felt  ashamed  that  she  had  questioned  her friend and former lover, even if she felt her concerns had been legitimate at the time she raised them.  She hugged Melanie tightly.  “I’m sorry, sweetie. 

As  Mayor,  I  often  need  to  ask  unpleasant  questions.    I  never  meant  to  hurt you.  Please forgive me.” 

Melanie let out a long, cynical laugh inside her head.  “You idiot! ” she thought.  But on the outside, she pretended to wipe away another tear and she sadly said, “It’s ok, Gabby.  I understand.  You’re just doing your job.” 

“I’m sorry,” repeated Gabby. 

“I forgive you,” said Melanie as she wiped away another fake tear. 

Gabby  suddenly  felt  a  deep  sense  of  relief.    She  had  not  ruined  her friendship  with  Melanie  after  all.    Interestingly,  she  would  find  it  much harder to follow up on her doubts about Melanie after this.  In the meantime, however, Gabby nodded her head in thanks to Melanie.  She then returned to the issue at hand. 

“So tell me, Melanie.  What do we need to do?  And how do I sell the idea  to  just  over  a  thousand  women  that  they  should  feminize  their husbands?” 

Melanie smiled.  “I have some ideas.” 

—o—

Melanie  looked  around  the  City  Hall  auditorium.    The  room  was packed; this was the largest town hall meeting in city history.  Almost every adult woman who lived in Satin Falls was present, as were around a quarter of the men.  Joining Melanie on stage were the Mayor, the five members of the  town  council,  including  three  men  and  two  women,  the  Chief  of  Police and several other representatives of the city’s workers.  The local media was here in force as well. 

Mayor Gabby stepped up to the podium. 

“Good  evening,  citizen  of  Satin  Falls,”  said  Gabby.    She  spoke  in  a serious tone.  “Friends, we have a problem.  Many of you already have some idea  of  what  that  problem  is,  either  because  you  have  students  at  the  local college or because you’ve witnessed what has been going on first hand over the past couple days.” 

A general murmur raced through the crowd. 

Mayor Gabby shuffled her notes as she waited for the crowd to calm down again.  When they did, she spoke.  “What we know is this,” she said. 

She then described how the virus was created and how it works.  She explained  that  it  attacks  only  the  Y  chromosome,  which  means  the  women are immune, and that so far they have no cure.  She then explained how this had affected the town’s males.  As she explained this, the room exploded in a burst  of  voice  that  sounded  like  a  riot  at  first.    Once  again,  she  waited  for calm. 

“Naturally,”  continued  Mayor  Gabby,  “this  presents  us  with  a tremendous problem.  If the men are unable to resist any command given by any  woman,  then  the  men  are  vulnerable  to  all  sorts  of  manipulation  and potential  dangers.    I  won’t  offer  specific  examples,  but  we’ve  already  had several incidents.” 

The  room  exploded  again  as  the  gathered  women  shared  examples they  had  seen.    The  men  around  them  sat  blushing  as  they  tended  to  be  the objects of those rather humiliating examples.  It took a moment for them to calm down again. 

“The  city  has  retained  Dr.  Melanie  Morgan  to  advise  us  on  how  she thinks we should handle this,” continued Mayor Gabby, being careful not to offer approval of Melanie’s plan just yet.  “Let me introduce Dr. Morgan to explain  her  thoughts.    She  has  been  working  with  the  college  to  solve  the problem there and has made tremendous headway.” 

With  that,  Mayor  Gabby  stepped  aside  and  Melanie  took  her  place. 

The  room  was  tense  as  each  person  waited  intently  to  hear  what  Melanie would offer. 

“I  will  say  this  bluntly,  because  you  need  to  hear  the  truth  without sugarcoating,” said Melanie. 

The room went completely silent. 

Melanie continued:  “No man in Satin Falls can be trusted any longer with managerial positions or jobs with decision-making authority.  The only jobs  they  are  currently  fit  for  are  menial  jobs,  working  under  the  direct control and supervision of women.” 

When  Melanie  finished  this  sentence,  she  stopped  speaking  to  gage the  audience’s  reaction.    They  sat  in  stunned  silent.    Then,  like  a  damn bursting,  hundreds  of  voices  poured  forth  into  the  silence.    It  was  like  a waterfall  of  thought  being  unleashed  until  it  became  deafening.    Melanie

realized right away that she could not fight the crowd, so she followed Mayor Gabby’s  lead  and  she  let  the  voices  die  down  on  their  own  before  she continued.  It took several minutes. 

“We recommend that all female managers immediately reassign male employees  away  from  jobs  where  they  could  be  influenced  by  female customers, clients or staff.  Female owners of businesses should replace any male  managers  or  officers  with  females.    For  businesses  owned  and  run  by males,  we  recommend  that  the  wives  of  the  owners  or  partners  get  together and agree on a new female management team to oversee the business.  If you are a single male with no female friends to help you, we have set up a hotline where you can get help in this regard,” said Melanie. 

She  then  paused  for  the  expected  outburst  of  voices,  but  it  didn’t happen.    At  first,  Melanie  thought  this  was  a  sign  of  rejection,  that  she  had gone too far and the crowd had become skeptical.  But then she realized this was  a  sign  that  the  truth  had  set  in  and  the  women  in  the  audience  were already processing how they would act according to her plan. 

She continued. 

“We also beg each of you to maintain this as a secret.  We have asked the newspapers and the local news not to cover this story, except in a special edition to be delivered tomorrow  locally only.    We  ask  that  no  one  mention this  on  the  web  or  that  anyone  contact  people  outside  of  Satin  Falls  about these issues.” 

“Why  not?”  called  someone  from  the  audience.    “Maybe  they  can help!” 

“If  this  information  got  out,  Satin  Falls  would  become  a  target  for every  dishonest  conman  and  woman  in  the  country.    They  would  descend upon  this  town,  knowing  that  its  men  are  utterly  helpless  to  resist  and  we would lose everything we have built here,” said Melanie. 

A murmur raced through the crowd.  This point struck home. 

“But  how  are  we  going  to  fix  this  if  we  don’t  get  help?”  asked  the same woman. 

This raised a second murmur, which now seemed to sway the crowd in the other direction. 

Mayor Gabby rose and came to the microphone.  “We’re working on a  solution.    We  have  retained  a  preeminent  geneticist  from  a  top  university who is conducting research into a cure.  We hope all of this will prove to be temporary.” 

This seemed to settle the crowd. 

Melanie returned to the microphone and took a deep breath.  “There is one  more  thing,  however,  and  this  will  be  very  difficult  to  hear  and  even harder to understand.”  She paused. 

The room waited silently for her.  The tension was very high. 

“We  found  at  the  college  that  the  males  had  an  extremely  hard  time accepting  their  new  status  as  second  class  citizens.    Because  of  their  egos, they  kept  wanting  to  wrest  control  from  the  girls.    This  caused  significant problems  for  the  girls  as  it  would  cause  problems  for  each  of  you,”  said Melanie.    She  paused  to  let  this  sink  in.    She  saw  a  great  many  sideways glances from the women at the men sitting next to them.  Melanie could see them  all  thinking  about  the  problems  the  men  had  already  caused  them  and imagining more.  She had scored a direct hit.  “It also caused psychological problems for the males.”  Now she saw the women nodding their heads at the message that what was about to come could be excused as being for the good of the males, even as they saw it mainly as a means to avoid the men causing more  problems.    “We  have  found  only  one  way  to  prevent  this,  and  we’re going to recommend that each of you follow this guidance.” 

“What is it?” came another voice from the crowd. 

Melanie looked around the room.  Then she spoke. 

—o—

“I  can’t  believe  this  is  really  happening,”  said  Amber.    She  had accompanied Sidney to the meeting at City Hall and now Sidney was driving them home. 

“It is,” said Sidney. 

“I  know.    I  just  can’t  believe  it.    There  was  hardly  a  word  spoken against the plan by any of the women there,” said Amber. 

“Melanie put on a convincing show.” 

“I don’t know.  I don’t trust her,” said Amber. 

“I don’t either, but that doesn’t mean she wasn’t convincing.” 

“What do we do now?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Sidney. 

“Well, obviously, we need to stop her, right?” asked Amber. 

Sidney bit her lip.  “Uh, yeah,” she said.  She was finding herself very conflicted  lately.    She  knew  intellectually  that  what  was  happening  was wrong, but she was also enjoying the new power she had over Eric more and

more.  It gave her a true thrill to feel that powerful.  What’s more, it made life easier.  It made it easy to get him to help out as needed and it gave her the option of avoiding certain issues where they had never agreed in the past. 

“You don’t sound to sure,” said Amber. 

“I’m just really busy,” said Sidney, dodging the issue. 

“Have you seen anything that could help us?” asked Amber. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Like when you work with her.  Has she done anything that we could use against her?” 

Sidney  shook  her  head.    “Not  really.    It’s  not  like  she’s  a  movie villain who is going to explain her evil plan to me right before she shoots her henchmen.    She  just  keeps  saying  the  same  things  about  ego  and  psychotic breaks.”    Sidney  didn’t  mention  that  while  Melanie  had  called  her  in  for advice,  she  kept  Sidney’s  knowledge  of  what  was  going  on  rather  limited. 

She also tended to waste a good deal of time hitting on Sidney and trying to convince her to return to her. 

“What about some notes?” asked Amber. 

“What kind of notes?” asked Sidney. 

“I don’t know.  Maybe some notes where she talks about what’s going on.” 

“I’ve  never  seen  her  notes.    She  keeps  them  in  a  brown  folder,  but she’s  never  let  me  near  it.    I  doubt  there’s  anything  there  anyways.    You might need to face the fact that there’s just nothing we can do.” 

Amber raised an eyebrow.  She wondered if Sidney had changed her mind.  Amber didn’t want to believe that, but it sounded like it.  They rode in silence for several streets until they turned up the road toward the apartment. 

“You do want to put an end to this, right?” asked Amber suddenly. 

Sidney pulled up before their apartment.  “I’m going to stay with Eric tonight.  Sleep tight, kiddo.  But to answer your question, yes, I want to put an  end  to  this,”  said  Sidney,  though  she  wasn’t  truly  sure  she  believed  this anymore. 

Amber wasn’t convinced. 

—o—

“I  can’t  believe  this  is  really  happening!”  exclaimed  Melanie  with  a maniacal  laugh  as  she  drove  herself  home.    She  thought  about  all  the confused  and  scared  faces  that  followed  her  every  word  during  her  speech

and she laughed again.  “I can’t believe how easy this was too!  They bought every  single  word...  every  single  word!     Not  one  of  them  had  the  slightest idea what was going on!” 

She turned up the street toward her house. 

“Tomorrow  will  be  an  amazing  day!    Every  one  of  them  is  going  to get what they deserve.  And within a few days, all the men will be feminized, and they’ll know how it feels to be humiliated.” 

She smirked. 

“One small step for woman, one huge step for womankind!” 

She laughed maniacally again. 

—o—

Sidney kicked off her heels and unzipped her slacks.  Eric picked up her  shoes  and  took  them  to  the  closet,  where  he  placed  them  with  her  other shoes.  He then returned to Sidney and picked up her slacks as well.  These would be washed and ironed in the morning. 

“How did the meeting go, Miss?” asked Eric. 

“It went about how you would expect.  It took the women a while to accept what was going on, but they were actually more receptive to all of it than  I  expected.    Melanie  gave  a  surprisingly  good  presentation,”  said Sidney. 

“She can be quite convincing, or so I’m told.” 

“It’s  too  bad  they  don’t  know  her  like  I  know  her.    They  might  not have trusted her.” 

“Did you raise that?” asked Eric. 

Sidney  shook  her  head.    “No.    I  don’t  have  any  proof  to  back  up whatever I would say, so it would just sound like a personal grudge.  I need proof before I can say anything,” she said. 

Eric  heard  hesitation  in  her  voice.    “You  are  planning  to  stop  her, aren’t you?” 

Sidney  paused.    She  was  still  somewhat  torn  by  the  whole  thing, though  her  mind  was  clearing.    She  had  been  enticed  initially  by  the  power she had over Eric and that had excited her, but she knew it was wrong and her rational  mind  was  slowly  overcoming  her  sexual  urges.    She  would  do  the right thing, she assured herself.  So she nodded to her fiancé. 

“Yes, I am,” she said.  “I will stop her.” 

That seemed to assure him.  Eric hung up Sidney’s pants and returned

from the closet with a nightie.  “This one, Miss?” 

“Yes,  thank  you,  dear.    That  one  is  lovely.”    She  kissed  Eric  on  the cheek. 

“I’ve set out your clothes for the morning already, Miss.” 

As Eric said this, Sidney was reminded of work, something she hadn’t thought about as she had been focused so intensely on Melanie.  The moment that  thought  hit  her,  she  had  a  vision  of  Henry  Miller,  Eric’s  father,  on  his knees  in  a  dress  and  high  heels  begging  Sidney  not  to  humiliate  him.    The thought made her pussy swell with excitement and it positively filled with her juices. 

“Oh  my  God!    I  can’t  wait  for  tomorrow!”  she  exclaimed  and  she giggled uncontrollably. 

“Why is that, Miss?” asked Eric. 

Sidney  instantly  snapped  back  to  reality.    Her  face  turned  bright  red with embarrassment and she stared at Eric.  She had no idea what to say. 

 Riiiing! 

Her  phone  rang.    Sidney  felt  tremendous  relief  that  she  could  avoid answering Eric’s question for the moment.  She answered the phone, even as Eric kept staring at her curiously. 

“Hello,” she said and she turned her back on Eric. 

“Sidney Blake please,” said the woman. 

“This is her.” 

“Sidney, this is Mona Hunter... John Hunter’s wife... from the firm.” 

“Yes, Ms. Hunter.  What can I do for you?” 

“I  need  to  speak  to  you  about  the  firm...”    They  spoke  for  twenty minutes.    By  the  time  Sidney  hung  up,  she  was  beaming.    She  also  looked like she couldn’t believe what she had heard was true. 

“Who was that, Miss?” asked Eric.  The curiosity was killing him. 

“It was the wife of Henry’s partner,” said Sidney. 

Eric raised an eyebrow.  “What did she want?” 

Sidney sat down, crossed her legs, and swung her leg excitedly.  She couldn’t stop smiling and she periodically giggled.  “Get this.  The wives of the  partners  got  together  after  Melanie’s  briefing  and  had  a  little  meeting  at the  coffee  shop  down  the  street  from  city  hall.    They  agreed  that  the  men could no longer be trusted to run the firm.”  She paused to giggle.  Her smile grew  and  her  leg  shook  faster.    “As  the  only  female  lawyer  in  the  firm,  the wives  of  the  partners  decided  that  I  should  be  put  in  charge  of  running  the

firm!  I’m going to be Henry’s boss starting tomorrow!” she squealed. 

Eric’s jaw dropped.  “Really?” 

“Yes!!” she exclaimed. 

Eric shook his head.  “Wow!” 

“Wow  is  right!    This  is  going  to  kill  him!    I  swear  it  will  positively kill him!”  Sidney kissed her fiancé on his painted lips.  “Oh my God, I can’t wait for tomorrow!” she said. 

A look of concern crossed Eric’s face. 

Sidney  didn’t  notice.    She  was  too  busy  planning  her  revenge.    Her promise to stop Melanie seemed forgotten once more. 

Chapter 11:  “Henry Miller... Changed” 

—o—

When  the  light  changed,  the  group  of  secretaries  swished  their  way across  the  street  in  their  high-heeled  shoes  and  tight  skirts.    They  were  in  a hurry today.  In a few minutes, they would learn just how much their office would  be  turned  upside  down  and  they  didn’t  want  to  miss  a  minute  of  it. 

Who  would  run  the  office?    Was  it  true  the  men  could  not  resist  their commands?    Would  the  men  still  be  in  charge?    What  would  the  men  be wearing?    None  of  the  women  knew  the  answers  to  any  of  these  questions, but they were looking forward to finding out. 

A  few  minutes  later,  every  woman  at  Hunter  Miller  was  called  into the main conference room.  All the secretaries were there.  All the wives of the  partners  were  there,  except  Henry’s  wife  Violet.    Sidney  was  there  too. 

The room was awash with female voices. 

“Settle down, ladies,” said an older woman who had been appointed by the partners’ wives to speak for the group. 

The room grew silent. 

“As  you  all  know,  there  have  been  some  ‘issues’  that  have  arisen regarding the men of Satin Falls.  Those issues have affected us here as well now.    Consequently,  the  wives  of  the  partners  have  gotten  together  and  we have decided that, for the good of the firm, we will hand over control of the firm to the only female attorney on staff.  Sidney Blake will be managing the firm from now on.” 

The  crowd  gasped  collectively  and  all  the  women  looked  around  at each other. 

“You will all answer to her, as will every attorney in this office, and nothing leaves this office without her approval,” added the woman. 

A significant murmur passed over the crowd. 

The woman raised her hand to quiet the room and then she continued: 

“Now, as you know, Dr. Melanie Morgan has made certain recommendations for the treatment of the men.  We’re going to comply with those because we want to do our part to make the men better.  Hence, we ask that you do your parts as well.” 

An even louder murmur passed through the crowd. 

“Quiet down, quiet down,” said the woman.  “That means, of course, 

that the men will be dressed as woman in the office—” 

This brought the loudest murmur yet. 

“—and each of you is encouraged to treat them accordingly.  Do not let your actions reflect poorly on the firm or interfere with the work they must do,  but  within  those  limits,  please  do  your  part  to  help  out.”    The  woman looked  around  the  room  at  the  excited,  confused  and  pensive  faces.    “Are there any questions?” 

“Are  you  saying  we  won’t  get  into  trouble  if  we...  uh,  I’m  not  even sure how to put it,” asked one of the secretaries. 

“Let me have Sidney answer that as she’ll be running the firm day to day.” 

With  that,  the  older  woman  stepped  aside  and  let  Sidney  take  her place.  Sidney could barely contain her excitement.  The irony of all of this was absolutely delicious to her that Henry had been on the verge of firing her and now she was running  his firm and she would be  his boss.  She couldn’t wait  to  see  him  once  the  men  joined  them.    She  was  going  to  rub  this  in before everyone. 

“The short answer is no,” said Sidney. 

“‘No, we won’t get in trouble’?” asked the secretary. 

“Exactly.    No,  you  will  not  get  in  trouble,”  said  Sidney.    “The treatment calls for feminization and humiliation to break down the male ego, so  you  will  not  be  punished  for  participating  in  either  of  those  activities, provided your actions do not reflect poorly on the firm.” 

Smiles slowly appeared on every face in the crowd. 

Sidney continued.  “As was said before, you will all report to me from now on.  If you have any questions, my door will always be open for each of you.    Remember  that  we  are  in  charge  now  and  we  need  to  make  this  firm work.  So keep that in mind as we get back to work.  Before we return you to work, however, let me introduce the men to you again.” 

As  Sidney  said  this,  her  secretary  opened  the  door  to  the  conference room and called out to the men, who had been gathered in the hallway.  They entered  the  conference  room  one  at  a  time.    The  first  through  the  door  was Wilson Owens, one of the partners.  Wilson typically wore grey suits and he was  very,  very  proper.    Today  was  different.    Today,  Wilson  wore  a  bright red  dress  which  hung  loosely  around  his  knees.    His  hair  had  been  dyed blonde.    His  face  was  covered  in  makeup.    And  on  his  feet  were  red  high-heeled sandals. 

The room gasped. 

Then the giggling began. 

Before anyone could say much about Wilson, however, the next man appeared.    This  was  a  junior  partner  named  James  Castle.    James  wore  a black  sequined  gown  and  matching  high-heeled  sandals  with  diamond encrusted  straps.    His  somewhat  longish  hair  had  been  curled  and  trimmed into  a  feminine  cut.    He  also  wore  dangling  earrings  which  jingled  as  he walked.    His  erection  showed  beneath  his  dress;  this  brought  a  good  deal more giggling. 

Another appeared a moment after that.  He wore a white miniskirt, a black top, and black and white high-heeled shoes.  Then came the next.  He wore a dark blue bandage dress and silver sandals.  Then came one in a green dress and another in a black leather miniskirt. 

As  they  came  in,  one  after  another,  the  room  erupted  in  cheers, followed  by  emasculating  comments  from  the  women.    And  as  the  room filled with the feminized men, the women began to separate and make their way to whichever man they preferred, either because they worked for him or just  because  they  had  some  interest  in  that  particular  man,  and  they  began giving them tips on how they wanted that man to act.  There was no doubt the women had taken over and the men would not escape with their masculinities intact. 

Interestingly,  all  the  women  were  super  excited,  with  only  one exception.  That exception was Sidney.  Certainly, she enjoyed seeing all the male attorneys emasculated.  They had not been kind to her and she enjoyed seeing them reduced to the playthings of the women they previously ordered around.    And  she  absolutely  loved  her  moment  of  triumph  and  the  sense  of power she felt being given total control over the firm.  Those things made her very, very happy.  But something was missing from her victory and that sat like  a  gaping  hole  in  the  middle  of  her  joy.    Without  that,  her  triumph  was nothing.    And  that  something  was  a  feminized,  terrified,  sniveling  Henry Miller. 

“Where is Henry?” she wanted to know. 

No one seemed to know. 

Sidney  looked  all  over  the  room,  but  couldn’t  see  him.    She  looked around the firm, but he didn’t seem to be hiding anywhere either.  Even the light in his office had not been turned on. 

“He’s not here!” she growled. 

So as the women took the men back to their offices and got them set for  how  things  would  run,  Sidney  returned  to  her  own  office.    She  called Violet Miller, Henry’s wife. 

“Violet, this is Sidney,” said Sidney. 

“Hello Sidney,” said Violet. 

“I’m at the office and I wanted to call you to see if you knew where Henry was.” 

“Oh yes, he’s in his study.” 

Sidney  paused.    She  gritted  her  teeth.    She  wanted  him  here,  on  his knees before her futily begging her to be kind to him.  “Why isn’t he at the office?” she asked as calmly as she could. 

“He didn’t want to go.  Is it important that he be there?” asked Violet. 

“Very,” said Sidney. 

“I can ask him to go, if you like.” 

“You don’t need to ask.  Just tell him, Violet.” 

Violet paused.  “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.” 

Sidney bit her lip.  She wasn’t sure what to say at this point. 

“Are you and Eric coming over tonight for dinner?” asked Violet. 

“We can,” said Sidney. 

“Oh  good.    Why  don’t  you  come  over  and  we  can  discuss  it  then? 

Maybe you can talk to him.” 

“All right,” said Sidney.  “We’ll be there.” 

—o—

Amber sat down next to her friend Beth.  Beth was rather cute, despite being  what  some  would  consider  “chubby.”    Unfortunately,  her  weight  had always bothered her,  even if most  people considered her  attractive, and that made her feel self-conscious around boys.  With the virus, however, that had all changed now.  Knowing that she no longer needed to fear rejection from the  boys,  Beth  had  blossomed  and  her  confidence  was  growing.    She  had even found a boyfriend. 

“Hey Beth,” said Amber.  “Can I borrow your computer?” 

Beth  nodded  her  head  and  handed  her  friend  her  tablet.    “What  are you working on?” 

“I’m doing some research,” said Amber, “but I can’t use my computer at  home  because  my  sister  and  her  fiancé  are  using  it  to  plan  their  wedding and they took it back to his apartment.” 

“What kind of research?” asked Beth. 

“I’m  worried  about  what  this  Dr.  Morgan  is  telling  people,”  said Amber. 

Beth cocked her head to one side.  “In what way?” 

“This  whole  idea  of  turning  the  boys  into  girls  just  sounds  really wrong  to  me.    So  I  wrote  down  the  big  words  she  used  and  I  want  to  look them  up.”    Amber  noticed  Beth  furrow  her  brow.    “What?    What’s  the problem?” asked Amber. 

Beth twisted her lips.  “You know me; I don’t like people being mean or lying or anything like that, right?  I mean, I’m not the type to want anyone to be mean to anybody, right?  But why are you looking into this?  Don’t you like it?” 

“Do I like it that she wants us to dress the boys as girls?” 

“Yeah,” said Beth nervously. 

For  a  brief  moment,  Amber  wondered  if  she  had  found  another  girl like herself who was turned on by seeing a male feminized.  Perhaps this was more  common  than  she  thought.    Unfortunately,  that  wasn’t  what  Beth meant. 

“Yeah,”  repeated  Beth,  “that  and  the  rest.    Like  having  control  over the boys.” 

“You like having control?” asked Amber. 

“I mean, so many of them are jerks, right?  And they kind of deserve it.  I mean, girls are nice and we should be in charge, right?  Girls don’t abuse power  like  boys  do.    I  read  that  in  one  of  my  classes  on  the  differences between the genders.” 

“Do you really believe that?” asked Amber cautiously.  She couldn’t believe her friend would want to see other people made powerless.  This was so  unlike  her  and  it  scared  Amber  that  this  power  had  changed  her  so significantly. 

“Yeah, I do.” 

Amber bit her tongue and stared at the floor. 

Suddenly, Beth uncomfortably blurted out:  “Honestly, I just like the boys having to do whatever we tell them.” 

“Why is that?” 

Beth  blushed.    “I  don’t  know.    I  guess  because  I  don’t  feel  weak  or insignificant anymore.” 

“Beth, you’ve never been weak or insignificant—” 

“I  know,”  replied  Beth  in  a  way  which  suggested  that  she  disagreed with the sentiment. 

“What you’re feeling now has always been inside you, you just didn’t trust yourself to use it.  It has nothing to do with having this power over the boys.  It’s all you,” said Amber. 

Beth shrugged her shoulders doubtfully.  “I don’t know.  I don’t want to lose it.” 

“You won’t!” 

“How do I know?  I mean, right now things are great for me.  I don’t want that changing.” 

“But think about the cost,” said Amber. 

“What  cost?    It’s  not  like  the  girls  are  going  to  be  nasty  to  the  boys like they would be to us!” said Beth. 

Amber frowned.  This discussion worried her.  If Beth wasn’t willing to  give  up  this  power  then  it  struck  her  that  few  others  would  be  willing  to give  up  the  power  either.    Putting  an  end  to  this  could  be  harder  than  she expected.    Amber  needed  to  speak  with  Sidney  right  away.    She  needed Sidney’s help.  Unfortunately, Sidney’s mind was elsewhere at the moment. 

—o—

Eric  felt  intensely  nervous.    He  stood  in  his  parents’  living  room wearing  a  dress.    Specifically,  he  wore  a  purple  cocktail  dress  and  black open-toed  slingback  pumps.    His  nails  and  makeup  were  exquisite.    He’d never worn a single feminine item in front of his mother or his father before, and he wouldn’t have done so tonight except that Sidney insisted. 

“This is your chance to finally do it,” said Sidney as they dressed to go to Eric’s parents’ house.  She held up the purple cocktail dress she wanted him to wear to dinner tonight. 

“How do you figure?” asked Eric. 

“Because  they’ll  think  that  the  only  reason  you’re  wearing  it  is because of Melanie’s silly plan.  So they won’t know that you really want to wear dresses and heels.” 

“How does that help?” 

“Because it will give them a chance to see you dressed and to get used to the idea,” said Sidney.  “Who knows?  They might even like it.” 

Eric snickered.  “There’s no chance of that.” 

“Probably  not,”  admitted  Sidney.    “But  you   are  wearing  it.”    She

tossed him the dress and pointed to the heels she had set on the bed for him to wear.  These were black, open-toed slingbacks with a five-inch heel. 

“I’d rather not,” said Eric nervously. 

Sidney put her hands on her hips and furrowed her brow.  She didn’t say a word, but her position was clear. 

“Please, honey,” said Eric.  “This isn’t something I want to do.” 

“It’s going to happen, Eric.  One way or another.” 

Eric bit his lip. 

“Eric, I can make you do this, but I’d rather you did this voluntarily,” 

said  Sidney.    “Trust  me,  honey,  this  is  for  the  best.    Besides,  it  would  look weird  if  you  didn’t  wear  a  dress  because  every  other  man  in  town  has  been feminized.” 

Eric hung his head.  He had no choice, but that didn’t make him any more comfortable about it.  He had never dressed before his parents, nor had he  told  them  about  his  desires.    And  while  they  would  clearly  assume  that Sidney had forced him to do this, it still terrified him that he might be giving away his dark secret.  He felt sick as he slipped into the pretty dress. 

An  hour  later,  they  were  at  Eric’s  parents’  house.    Eric’s  mother Violet  looked  him  up  and  down.    She  frowned  and  shook  her  head.    Eric’s little sister Kayleigh stood quietly in the background snickering. 

“Your father is not going to like this,” said Violet. 

“Well,  Eric  had  no  choice,”  said  Sidney.    “I  made  Eric  dress  this way.  So Henry should blame me, not Eric.” 

Eric took a deep breath.  “Hold on,” he said suddenly. 

Everyone froze and looked at him. 

“This wasn’t Sidney’s doing,” said Eric softly. 

“What are you talking about?” asked his mother. 

“This  is  the  real  me.    This  is  how  I  want  to  dress,”  said  Eric.    “I’ve always been drawn to women’s clothes and feeling submissive.”  He hadn’t planned  to  tell  his  family  about  his  cross-dressing,  but  Sidney  had  backed him into a corner and he felt he had no choice.  If they were going to see him in  a  dress,  then  he  wanted  it  to  be  on  his  terms,  not  under  the  cover  of  the virus. 

His mother gasped.  Her jaw dropped.  Sidney’s jaw dropped as well. 

“Are you sure?” asked Violet. 

“Yes, I am.” 

Violet  looked  around  nervously  for  a  moment.    “Your  father  isn’t

going  to  like  this  at  all.”    She  paused  and  bit  her  lip.    “But  if  it’s  what  you want,  then  I  just  have  to  accept  it,  don’t  I?”    She  walked  over  to  Eric  and hugged him.  “I guess I’ll just have to get used to having a second daughter!” 

Eric  was  surprised,  but  happy.    Sidney  was  shocked,  both  that  Eric said anything and that his mother was so calm about it. 

“So how do we tell your father?” asked Violet. 

“About that,” said Sidney.  “Violet, as you know, I’ve taken over the firm.    But  with  Henry  staying  away,  it’s  undermining  my  authority.    I honestly  need  him  to  come  to  the  office  and  submit  to  me,  just  like  all  the other partners have done.” 

Violet shook her head.  “I asked him, but he refused.” 

“I  know,”  said  Sidney.    “But  you  do  know  that  you  can  order  him, right Violet?” 

“Henry never listens to me.” 

“Violet, do you understand what has happened?” asked Sidney. 

“What do you mean?” 

“The men can’t resist orders from women anymore... any orders.  You have complete control over him.” 

Violet looked doubtfully at Sidney.  “I’ve heard that, but Henry told me he wasn’t affected.” 

“Henry lied to you.  He’s affected.” 

Violet raised an eyebrow.  “Do you think so?” 

“Trust me.  All the men were affected.  None of them could overcome the virus.” 

Violet  looked  at  Eric,  who  nodded  his  head  in  agreement  with Sidney’s comment.  “What should I do?” she asked. 

Eric  smiled  at  his  mother.    Before  he  could  speak,  however,  Sidney said, “Let me handle this, Violet.  I’ll speak to Henry.  I know how to handle this.” 

Violet  considered  all  she  had  heard.    She  took  a  deep  breath.    Then she nodded her head.  “He’s in the study,” she said. 

Sidney smiled.  “I’ll be back.” 

Violet and Eric waited for nearly twenty minutes in the living room as Sidney went to “have a talk” with Henry.  Violet kept looking at her son and would at times comment on how much she liked some aspect of his clothing. 

She clearly was not ready yet to accept his cross-dressing, but she was trying; it helped that he was feminine and pretty when he was dressed.  The biggest

issue for her at the moment seemed to be how Henry would respond to him being a cross-dresser.  That had her very worried. 

“All right,” said Sidney as she reappeared from the bedroom.  “I think we’re ready.” 

“Ready for what?” asked Violet. 

“You’re about to see,” said Sidney.  She pointed down the hallway. 

“I give you, the  new Henry Miller!” 

 CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK! 

The sound of high heels echoed down the hallway.  They announced the  coming  of  something  shocking.    A  moment  later,  Henry  appeared.    He wore one of Violet’s pink house dresses, which was way too small, and some ill-fitting  silver  mules.    He  looked  like  a  fool.    Unfortunately,  this  was  all Sidney could find that would fit.  Still, it made the point quite nicely. 

“Oh my God!” gasped Violet.  “Henry!” 

Henry blushed, but kept walking until he reached the living room, just as Sidney had ordered.  When Henry reached the living room, he curtseyed to his wife, then to Sidney and finally to his son. 

“Please command me, Violet.  I am your toy.  Feminize me, humiliate me, take control of me.  I want you to dominate me and make me into your servant,” said Henry.  His face was bright red. 

Violet’s  jaw  dropped.    She  looked  her  formerly  dominant,  sexist husband up and down.  Then she laughed.  She laughed long and hard, and this laugh cut deeply into Henry’s ego and made this so much worse for him. 

Finally, when she stopped laughing, she shook her head and said, “You look a fright Henry.” 

“It’s this damn woman!” he growled. 

“Language, Henry,” said Sidney. 

Henry  looked  sheepish  the  moment  Sidney  admonished  him.    He understood the power she had over him because she had made it very clear to him in the bedroom; she wanted him to know in no uncertain terms just how powerless he was.  So she taught him this in a lesson he would never forget. 

It began with Henry stripping himself naked in his bedroom as Sidney laughed.  Then, seemingly without any thought on his part, he found himself stepping into his wife’s high-heeled shoes.  Next, he dropped to his knees and began kissing Sidney’s feet and begging:

“Please  humiliate  me!    Make  me  pay  for  all  that  I  have  done,”  he pleaded. 

As he did this, he suddenly realized that  Sidney had made him do all of this. 

“How are you doing that?!” he demanded. 

Sidney just smiled.  Then she made him wrap his fingers around his penis and begin stroking.  He had never felt more humiliated in his life than he  felt  right  then  and  there,  on  his  knees,  in  his  wife’s  shoes,  as  he  stroked himself to orgasm. 

“Keep stroking, sissy boy,” said Sidney. 

“Let me go!  Let me stop!” 

“Ha!    Never,  Henry!”  said  Sidney.    “I’m  going  to  strip  away  your masculinity  until  nothing  is  left,  and  in  its  place,  I’m  going  to  add  helpless, submissive  femininity.    I’m  going  to  turn  you  into  a  sissy,  and  there  is nothing you can do about it.  Now just stay silent and keep stroking.” 

For some reason, Henry couldn’t respond. 

A  moment  later,  Henry  felt  his  penis  grow  as  large  as  it  could.    It throbbed in rhythm.  It  needed to explode.  Then, it spurted forth its treasure, all over the floor between Henry and Sidney. 

“Lick it up, sissy,” said Sidney. 

Without a word, Henry leaned over and licked up his own cum from the  floor.    It  was  sticky  and  salty  and  disgusting.    And  it  was  super humiliating  to  find  himself  doing  this,  especially  with  Sidney  standing  over him.  In fact, as he licked his cum from the floor, all he could see were her toes  sticking  out  the  fronts  of  her  shoes  inches  from  his  face.    And  all  he could hear was Sidney mocking him. 

“That was your first taste of cum, wasn’t it, Henry?  Well, get used to it.  There will be so much more in your future because from now on, you are my  little  bitch,  Henry.    That’s  right.    I’m  going  to  dress  you  as  a  woman, Henry.  But not just any woman.  No, I’m going to dress you as a slut.  Then I’m  going  to  make  you  live  and  act  like  a  woman...  a  slutty  woman...  a bimbo.  And just when you think it can’t get any worse, I’m going to be there to make it worse.  Before everything is done, you’ll be so feminized that you won’t ever be able to go back.  And best of all,  I’m going to command you to want me to do that.  Yes, I’m going to command you to crave humiliation and feminization, sissy boy!” 

As Sidney said this, she had no idea if she could even do that, nor did she  care.    All  she  wanted  right  now  was  to  torture  the  man  who  had  nearly broken her.  She wanted payback. 

“So get ready, Henry... there’s nothing you can do to stop it.” 

She then dressed Henry. 

A  few  minutes  later,  Henry  found  himself  standing  before  his  wife and  his  femininely  dressed  son,  whom  he  could  only  assume  had  been similarly treated by Sidney.  He burned red with shame as he performed the curtseys.    Finally,  after  the  curtseys  Sidney’s  “programming”  ended  and  he felt a moment of freedom.  He used that moment to try to enlist Violet to help set him free now.  It was now or never! 

“Help me, Violet!  This woman is crazy!  She dressed me this way!” 

he pleaded. 

Violet  looked  at  Sidney  and  shook  her  head  disapprovingly.    “And she was wrong to do so,” said Violet firmly. 

Henry raised an eyebrow.  It had worked.  He suddenly felt extremely confident  that  his  humiliation  had  come  to  an  end,  because  Violet  would protect him from Sidney and return to her own submissive ways... but he was wrong. 

“She should have found clothes that fit,” concluded Violet. 

Henry felt like he’d been neutered.  He nearly collapsed to the floor. 

“Violet!  How could you abandon me?!” 

“Oh Henry, be quiet.  Being submissive to a nice young woman like Sidney won’t be the end of the world.  It will do you some good.”  She then turned  to  face  Sidney.    “Henry  would  like  to  come  back  to  the  office  and follow  your  orders.    Would  you  like  to  go  with  Henry  and  me  tomorrow  to buy Henry a new wardrobe?” 

Sidney snickered.  “Yes... yes, I would.” 

—o—

The  following  morning,  Sidney,  Violet  and  Henry  went  to  a  local clothing store which shared a common space with the wedding shop Eric had been  using.    This  would  let  them  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone  by  getting Henry both a new wardrobe and a dress for the wedding... it had been decided by Sidney that all the men would wear dresses to the wedding and the women would  wear  either  dresses  or  pants,  depending  on  their  preference.    Eric didn’t really like the idea, but Sidney made him agree. 

“What about this?” asked Violet and she held up a gray dress. 

Sidney  cringed.    It  was  rather  frumpy.    “Why  don’t  we  look  for something a little more exciting?” suggested Sidney.  She walked Violet over

to  a  different  part  of  the  store  and  showed  her  a  collection  of  rather  sexy dresses. 

“I’m not sure Henry will want to wear anything that revealing,” said Violet. 

Sidney smirked.  “Violet, Henry has no choice.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes, I’m sure.” 

“He keeps saying that this is only temporary,” said Violet. 

“It’s not.” 

Violet ran her tongue over her teeth.  “So I  really can choose anything I want?” 

“Yes, you can.” 

Violet smiled.  She turned to Henry, who stood in the corner with his arms folded.  He had been pouting.  “Henry, come here, dear.” 

Henry walked over to his wife. 

Violet took a gorgeous red sequin gown from a rack and handed it to Henry.  It had a side slit that would run from his ankle to the middle of this thigh.  “Put this on,” she said. 

Henry  took  the  dress  and  started  toward  the  dressing  room.    He  had no choice. 

“Hold it!” said Violet and Henry stopped.  She then picked up a pair of strappy red high-heeled sandals with very high heels and handed those to Henry as well.  “These too.  Now go.” 

Henry went to the dressing room. 

Violet  watched  him  go.    A  strange  look  appeared  in  her  eye.    “He really can’t resist, can he?” 

“No, he can’t.” 

“So  I  can  make  him  stop  doing  all  the  things  he  does  which  annoy me?” asked Violet. 

“Yes,” said Sidney. 

“And he can’t stop me from doing anything?” 

“No, he can’t.” 

“And  this  Dr.  Morgan  says  I  should  do  my  best  to  embarrass  him too?” 

“Yes, you should.” 

Violet giggled. 

For  the  next  few  minutes,  Violet  and  Sidney  looked  through  the

selection of clothing. Sidney noticed that Violet now completely lost interest in  the  more  conservative  dresses  and  instead  started  looking  at  tighter  and lower  cut  dresses.    She  also  added  at  least  an  inch  to  all  the  high  heels  she examined.  This made Sidney smile. 

Finally,  Henry  returned  wearing  the  red  sequin  dress  and  the  heels. 

He struggled in the heels as he’d never really worn anything like these shoes before.  It made Sidney burn with a feeling of vengeance to see him dressed this way and struggling. 

“You need some serious practice, Henry!” said Sidney. 

“Don’t worry, he’ll get plenty of practice from now on,” said Violet. 

She  then  ordered  Henry  to  come  stand  in  the  mirror  so  they  could  examine him.    He  looked  very  feminine  and  very  embarrassed  in  the  dress.    The women  walked  around  him  in  circles,  adjusting  the  dress  and  admiring  the way  he  looked  in  an  overly  dramatic  feminine  manner.    This  was  not anything Henry ever expected to happen in his life and he felt a burning sense of  shame  with  each  comment.    Even  worse,  Sidney’s  touch,  of  all  people, made him hard, which brought him even more shame. 

“Oh  look.    Henry’s  hard.    He  must  like  wearing  dresses,”  said Sidney.  “Do you Henry?  Do you like wearing dresses?” 

“Oh Henry, behave,” said Violet in a droll manner. 

The two women then burst out laughing. 

Next, they drifted over to the wedding section.  Violet stepped away to  check  on  several  possible  bridesmaid  dresses  for  Henry.    Meanwhile, Sidney took the opportunity to look through the wedding dresses.  She came upon the one Eric had showed her with the rose-shaped bosom.  It was even prettier in person than it had been online.  She remembered how Eric had told her several times how much he would love to wear this dress, and it suddenly dawned on her that she could now give him that chance, now that she could pretend  to  force  him.    He  would  never  wear  it  on  his  own,  even  with  his confession  to  his  mother,  but  she  could  make  him.    She  decided  to  lay  the groundwork for this... and to tweak Henry in the process. 

“Oh look at this beautiful dress!  I’ll bet Eric would look a dream in this!” exclaimed Sidney. 

“Don’t you dare dress my son in a wedding dress!” growled Henry. 

Images  of  his  son  in  the  purple  cocktail  dress  flashed  through  his  mind  and made him cringe.  He had always worried that Eric wasn’t quite man enough for  his  taste  in  sons,  and  seeing  him  looking  so  feminine  startled  Henry;  he

had not been told about Eric’s confession. 

“I’ll dress him in whatever I want, Henry,” said Sidney. 

“Don’t you dare!” 

“In  fact,  I  think  I’m  going  to  systematically  feminize  you  both.    By the  time  I’m  finished,  you’ll  both  be  women  forever.    And  do  you  know what’s  even  better?    I’m  going  to  make  you  both  believe  you  want  to  be feminized.  Think about that Henry, you and your son living out your lives as simpering sissies.” 

“I was right about you!  You don’t care about Eric.  You’re the type of  woman  who  gets  off  on  emasculating  men.    That’s  all  you  are,  an emasculator!” exclaimed Henry angrily.  “I understand your type.” 

Sidney  leaned  in  close,  still  holding  the  dress.    “Well,  guess  what,” 

she whispered to Henry.  “I’m going to make your son wear this dress, just as you will wear a dress to the wedding.  Then I’m going to marry him and turn him into my housewife as I become our sole provider.” 

Henry  was  cringing  and  visibly  balling  his  fists,  but  this  was obviously all just impotent rage.  He could do nothing about it and he knew it.  Sidney decided to push him even harder. 

“And  there’s  one  more  thing  you  should  know,  Henry.    When  Eric and I get married, Eric is going to take my name.  Eric Blake... it has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?” she asked. 

Henry visibly ground his teeth. 

“Oh,  and  don’t  you  dare  say  a  word  of  this  to  anyone,”  whispered Sidney.  “This is our secret.”  She laughed. 

Henry looked like he might pass out from shock.  This made Sidney feel warm and happy on the inside.  She recalled all the days he had all but destroyed  her  emotionally  and  she  was  happy  to  get  some  payback. 

Everything  she  said  was  things  Eric  actually  wanted,  but  Sidney  loved  the idea of portraying them as things she planned to force upon Eric because she knew that it would eat Henry up on the inside and crush his masculinity that he couldn’t stop her from feminizing his son.  Telling him to keep this secret was  her  master  stroke,  in  her  opinion,  as  it  would  keep  Henry  anxious  the entire time until the wedding because he couldn’t say a word about what he thought he had discovered. 

Just then, Violet returned with an arm full of dresses.  “Oh Henry, we have a lot to try on!” she said. 

Henry glared at her, unable to say what he wanted. 

It was going to be a long afternoon for Henry. 

—o—

Sidney  hugged  her  fiancé  tightly.    They  were  in  the  living  room  at Eric’s  apartment.    Both  wore  matching  pink  nighties  and  wedge-heeled slippers.  They had just finished painting each other’s nails as Sidney regaled Eric with their adventure in finding Henry an appropriate wardrobe. 

“Did you really buy my father a dress?” asked Eric. 

“Not just  a dress, but many dresses:  dresses for the office, dresses for home.  We even bought him a dress for the wedding,” said Sidney. 

Eric’s jaw dropped.  “You didn’t!” he gasped. 

Sidney smirked.  “Yes, we did.” 

“He’s going to go insane.” 

“He’s going to learn a little respect.  He needs to learn that women are people  too  and  they  deserve  respect.    And  I  don’t  want  him  hassling  you about wearing a dress at our wedding.” 

Eric  raised  an  eyebrow.    “I’m  wearing  a  dress?”  he  asked incredulously. 

Sidney smiled.  “Yep.” 

“Are you serious?” 

“Absolutely.    I  know  it’s  always  been  a  dream  of  yours  and  I  want you to have it.” 

“It won’t embarrass you?” he asked. 

“First  of  all,  all  the  men  in  town  are  wearing  dresses,  remember?” 

asked  Sidney.    “So  you’re  going  to  blend  right  in.    Secondly,  no,  it  doesn’t embarrass  me.    That  is  what  you  want  and  I  want  you  to  be  happy.    I  will accept whatever it takes for my little househubby to be happy.” 

Eric blushed.  “My father is going to flip—” 

“Your father isn’t going to say anything.  Don’t forget, he’s wearing a dress too.” 

Eric chuckled.  “I can’t believe you bought him a dress!  Heels too?” 

“Of course, heels... nice and high.  How can he wear a dress without heels?    They’re  pretty  too.    They  have  pretty  straps  and  they’re  open-toed because  I  thought  he  would  like  showing  off  his  pretty  painted  toenails. 

Violet  is  going  to  make  him  practice  until  he  can  walk  in  them  like  a  real woman.” 

“He has painted toenails?” 

“Yep.  Violet had them done when he got his mani-pedi.” 

“He got a mani-pedi?” asked Eric. 

“Yep.” 

“He’s going to go crazy!” 

Sidney shrugged her shoulders. 

“Can I see his dress?” asked Eric. 

“Not until the wedding.  It’s my surprise to you.” 

“When can I try on my dress?” asked Eric. 

“How about this weekend?” 

“Do you have a picture?” 

“No, not yet.  But it’s gorgeous.  You’ll love it.  You’re going to be the most beautiful groom ever!”  Sidney wrapped her arms tighter around her fiancé and kissed him.  “And you’re all mine.” 

Eric  smiled.    Then  his  mind  drifted  to  something  that  bothered  him and he frowned.  “Did you mean it when you said you would do whatever it took to make me happy?” 

“Absolutely,”  she  said  and  she  kissed  him.    “What  did  you  have  in mind?” 

Eric bit his lip.  “I want you to join Amber again in fighting Melanie.” 

Now Sidney bit her lip.  She was enjoying having this power far too much to stop now.  “Why?” she asked reflexively. 

“Because it’s wrong.  And because it makes me less special.” 

Sidney cocked her head to one side.  “How so?” 

“I  cross-dress.    I’m  submissive  too.    I  don’t  know  why  I  do  these things,  but  I  do.    It  sets  me  apart.    And  when  every  other  man  in  town  is forced to do the same things I do on my own... things that make me so very different  from  other  men,  things  that  make  me  feel  like  I  have  a  special relationship with gender and like I have something unique to share with you, I feel that it lessens me to be surrounded by other men who are going through the motions.” 

Sidney  raised  an  eyebrow.    Eric  often  presented  her  with  interesting perspectives  on  events  and  this  was  one  she  had,  admittedly,  never considered. 

He continued. 

“I don’t want to be dramatic, but the times I’ve dared to wear panties or women’s loafers out of the house have been traumatic.  It was like a drug. 

You wouldn’t believe how high I felt, how it seemed I had done something

courageous.”    He  paused.    “Today,  I  went  to  the  store  wearing  a  complete feminine  outfit:    a  dress,  high  heels  and  my  most  feminine  lingerie,  and   I didn’t feel a thing.    There  was  no  naughtiness,  no  sexiness...  nothing.    As  I looked around, so many men were dressed the same that I honestly felt like I looked  normal,  as  if  I  were  wearing  jeans  and  sneakers.    And  not  a  single woman  looked  at  me  with  the  slightest  care  that  I  might  be  wearing something I should not have been wearing.  As strange as it may sound, I felt like I had lost something truly special about myself.” 

Sidney  considered  this  for  a  moment.    She  wasn’t  sure  she understood,  but  she  got  his  point  generally.    Unfortunately,  she  wasn’t  sure she  was  willing  to  help  him.    Sure,  she   wanted  to  help  him,  but  she  was having far too much fun with Henry to stop right now. 

“I’ll do what I can,” she said without committing to anything. 

Chapter 12:  “Henry Miller Reports To Work” 

—o—

When  Sidney  took  over  the  firm,  she  claimed  Henry’s  office  and bumped  him  to  a  cubicle  down  the  hall.    She  didn’t  do  that  to  any  other attorney.    She  now  sat  behind  his  old  desk  as  Henry  sat  across  from  her waiting  nervously.    He  wore  a  hot-pink  A-line  dress  that  hung  to  his  calves and  high-heeled  hot-pink  slingbacks  with  a  four-inch  heel  and  a  wide  open toe.  He looked feminine, uncomfortable and embarrassed, but Sidney wanted more... much more. 

“Oh Henry, I’m going to enjoy this,” said Sidney. 

“You better watch yourself,” warned Henry.  “Dr. Morgan may find a cure for this condition any day.  And when that happens, you’ll be sorry.” 

Sidney smirked.  She knew she had nothing to fear.  Indeed, she was pretty sure that Melanie was in no rush to find a cure, if she was even looking for one.  “I guess I’ll just have to take that chance, Henry.” 

“You’re making a big mistake!” 

Sidney laughed.  “No, Henry, you made the mistake.  Now it’s time to pay for it.  And do you know what, Henry?  You can’t stop me and no one is going to protect you from what’s about to happen.” 

With that, Sidney picked up a folder and pretended to look through it. 

She  shook  her  head  as  she  did.    As  she  did,  Henry  looked  increasingly nervous.  He had no idea what was coming next, but he wasn’t happy about it. 

“Hmm.    Well,  Henry,  I’ve  been  looking  at  your  recent  performance and  I  am  sad  to  say  that  there  have  been  problems  the  firm  just  cannot accept.  I think we’re going to need to demote you,” said Sidney with a sense of glee. 

“Demote me?!” 

“Yes.  It’s clear that you aren’t up to the very high standards of this firm.  You need something easier... something simpler.”  As Sidney said this, her  pussy  flooded  with  her  juices.    She  was  unbelievably  horny.    Watching Henry’s horror at being so humiliated was like drinking the nectar of the gods and she wanted so much more. 

“This is an outrage!” growled Henry. 

Sidney laughed.  “Do you know what, Henry?” 

He didn’t answer. 

“I can make you accept this.  I can order you to think this is all just happy  and  wonderful  and  to  completely  accept  whatever  I  want.    But  I won’t.  Do you know why, Henry?  Because I don’t want you to accept any of  this.    I  want  you  to  writhe  in  intense  humiliation  every  time  you  need  to follow  some  order  given  to  you  by  a  woman,”  said  Sidney.    “And  let’s  be clear, every woman here is your boss. ” 

“What do you want?” demanded Henry. 

“Oh,  I  have  what  I  want,  Henry.    I’m  demoting  you  to  be  the  most junior  secretary  on  staff...  a  mere  office  girl!    You’re  going  to  run  around taking orders from every woman at the firm because that is your new place, beneath the heels of every woman around you.  Let me repeat,  every woman is now your boss, Henry.” 

Henry shook with humiliation. 

Sidney saw this and just laughed.  “Oh Henry, you’re going to have a hard time at Miller Hunter!  And I’m not even finished yet.” 

“What do you mean?  There’s more?” 

“Oh yes.” 

“What?” 

Sidney looked at Henry’s shoes.  They were hot and sexy.  If she had worn  them,  Henry  would  be  calling  them  “slut  shoes.”    She  wanted  a  little payback and then some on this account. 

“I have to say that I don’t like your high heels, Henry.  I don’t think they’re appropriate for the office,” she said. 

Henry  furrowed  his  brow.    “You  and  Violet  picked  them  out!”  he protested, before adding, “Fine, I’ll take them off.” 

Sidney laughed.  “Oh no, you won’t.  You will never be out of your heels for even a second in this office, sissy.” 

“Then what do you want?” 

“I  want  you  to  go  home  and  ask  Violet  to  buy  you  new  shoes  with heels  that  are  least  five-inches  high.    And  you  better  get  a  pair  of  six-inch heels  for  Fridays.    Any  day  that  you  wear  less  than  five-inch  heels,  six  on Friday, you will be punished for being out of uniform.” 

“Punished?  How?!” demanded Henry. 

Sidney smirked.  “Stand up.” 

Henry stood up. 

“Step forward and bend over the desk.” 

Henry stepped forward and bent over the desk. 

“Spread your legs.”  He did.  “Now brace yourself against the desk.” 

He did that too.  “Now stay like that.” 

“What are you doing?” he growled. 

“What  does  it  look  like?”  asked  Sidney.    She  then  clicked  on  the intercom  and  called  in  two  secretaries.    These  were  two  of  the  younger women.    They  had  both  had  significant  problems  with  Henry  over  the  past few months, with him accusing both of dressing like sluts.  They had jumped at the chance for some payback when Sidney approached them. 

“Yes,  Ma’am,”  they  said  when  they  entered  the  room.    They  knew what  was  coming  as  Sidney  had  told  them  before  she  met  with  Henry,  but both  still  giggled  when  they  saw  the  feminized  Henry  bent  over  the  desk, ready for his paddling. 

“Ladies, Henry needs to be punished.  Twenty strokes each, please.” 

“You’re kidding!” gasped Henry. 

The  two  secretaries  giggled.    Then  Henry  heard  the  first  woman smack a yardstick she was holding against her palm. 

 SMACK!! 

He looked around nervously.  “You can’t be ser—” 

“Be silent, Henry... except to thank the young ladies for each stroke,” 

said Sidney and she nodded to the young lady. 

The  first  young  lady  gave  the  yardstick  a  test  swing.    It  cut  through the air as she did.  Then she raised it high in the air, aimed it at Henry’s rear and let it fly. 

 CRACK!! 

It slammed against his rear with intense force; the force was enough to  make  him  lunge  forward  against  the  desk,  especially  as  the  unfamiliar heels gave him precious little balance.  It stung too when it hit, both his rear and his ego.  He felt incredibly humiliated to be hit this way.  Even worse, a moment later, he heard himself speak. 

“Thank you,” said Henry. 

The women all giggled.  At the same time, Sidney felt her pussy fill with her fluids.  This was an amazing turn on for her. 

 CRACK!! 

The next blow came quickly.  Everything repeated itself.  Sidney felt even more horny. 

“Thank you.” 

 CRACK!! 

“Thank you.” 

 CRACK!! 

“Thank you.” 

 CRACK!! 

“Thank you.” 

The  young  woman  landed  a  total  of  twenty  blows  before  the  other young  woman  took  over.    By  the  time  she  finished,  Henry’s  rear  was enflamed.    It  was  bright  red,  super  hot,  and  it  stung.    His  ego  was  deeply bruised too.  This was an humiliation he would never live down... ever. 

“All  right,  ladies,”  said  Sidney  when  they  finished.    “Henry’s  ready for his new assignment now.  Remember that he is the lowest person in the office  and  everyone  else  can  give  him  any  order  they  want.    Now  take  him away.” 

The two women smirked. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” said one. 

“Come with us,” said the other to Henry. 

Henry turned and started toward the door and his new assignment as an  office  girl.    When  he  reached  the  door,  however,  Sidney  called  him  to stop. 

“One  more  thing,  Henry.    If  you  misbehave  in  any  way,  I’ve  given these  young  ladies  the  power  to  punish  you  further.    So  you  better  behave. 

Acknowledge my command.” 

Henry cringed.  “Fine,” he said. 

“Try again,” growled Sidney. 

Henry felt a genuine shudder race down his spine.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said sheepishly. 

“Good girl.  Now go enjoy your first day as our new office girl.” 

Sidney had never felt so satisfied in her life as when she watched the paddled,  feminized,  humiliated  and  defeated  Henry  slink  from  her  office under the control of the two young ladies.  The only downside was that she felt an intense need to masturbate, but there was nowhere she could do it. 

—o—

Sidney leaned back against the couch.  Eric curled up next to her in a retro-housedress.    His  red  candies  sat  on  the  floor  before  the  couch,  as  did Sidney’s  designer  pumps.    Amber  stood  before  them.    She  had  just  arrived

and she looked like she was about to explode. 

“I need to talk to you,” said Amber in a determined voice.  She tried to  ignore  the  fact  that  Eric  was  dressed  as  a  woman  and  that  it  was  turning her on something fierce; her thoughts kept turning to Jason. 

“Can’t  it  wait?    It’s  been  a  long  day,”  said  Sidney,  rubbing  her forehead. 

Amber shook her head.  “I’ve been trying to talk to you about this for several days now and you keep blowing me off.” 

“I’m not blowing you off, Amber.” 

“You have too been blowing me off on this,” said Amber angrily. 

Sidney pursed her lips.  “Amber, I’m not blowing you off.  I’ve just been really busy lately, between the wedding and work.  I’m running the firm now, you know.  I want to be there for you, but I just don’t have much time right  now.”    As  she  said  this,  she  realized  just  how  bad  this  sounded  to Amber  and  she  understood  that  she  had  been  blowing  Amber  off.    She sighed.  “All right, tell me what’s on your mind.” 

Amber smiled.  Then her expression became more serious.  “I’ve been doing a lot of research and nothing Dr. Morgan has said is adding up.” 

“Amber, she’s a trained psychiatrist, you aren’t.” 

“I know that.  But I can prove it.” 

“How?” asked Sidney. 

“I  got  a  transcript  of  the  town  hall  meeting  and  the  city  council report,” said Amber.  “They don’t have those on the website for some reason

—” 

“That’s so no one from outside Satin Falls can find them,” explained Sidney. 

Amber ignored her and continued her thought:  “—but I was able to get copies in person.  Then I went through them and I looked at every phrase she  used  and  every  big  psychological  term  she  uses.    I  wrote  all  of  those down and what she claimed they meant.  Then I looked them up.” 

“Sounds like we have another lawyer in the family,” said Eric. 

Amber smiled.  She always liked Eric’s compliments.  “Thank you,” 

she said and she took the opportunity to glance at his dress and heels.  Then she continued:  “I looked up each word and each term online.”  She paused. 

“Most  of  them  aren’t  real  words,  or  if  they  are,  she’s  misused  them.    A couple of them are even officially considered ‘discredited.’  And I can’t find anything at all to support anything she’s been telling everyone.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Sidney. 

“I mean that everything she’s been saying is nonsense.” 

“You mean—” 

“She’s  making  it  all  up.    None  of  the  words  she’s  using  mean  what she claims.” 

Sidney  bit  her  tongue.    Amber  had  certainly  found  something problematic if this was true.  Sidney would need to look into this, even if she didn’t  really  want  to.    Quite  frankly,  she  was  rather  happy  with  how  things were  going  right  now  and  she  had  no  desire  to  change  them,  not  with  the power she had over Henry.  But this couldn’t be ignored. 

“What are you going to do with the information?” asked Sidney. 

“I’m going to confront her with it,” said Amber. 

Sidney  pursed  her  lips.    That  was  probably  the  worst  thing  Amber could do, and even though Sidney didn’t want to deal with this, she couldn’t let Amber blunder her way into trouble.  She took a deep breath. 

“All  right.    Forget  that  idea.    You  need  to  stay  away  from  Melanie. 

I’ll talk to her,” said Sidney.  “I’ll confront her with this.” 

“Why don’t we do it together?” asked Amber. 

“No, I need to do this alone.” 

Amber  pursed  her  lips.    She  wasn’t  sure  if  she  could  trust  Sidney  to handle  this  or  if  Sidney  would  just  blow  it  off.    At  this  point,  however,  she decided to trust Sidney and to see where this headed, for now. 

—o—

Sidney  took  a  deep  breath  and  entered  Melanie’s  office.    As  Sidney entered the reception area, Melanie rose from her desk and walked to the door of  her  office.    They  stared  at  each  other  in  silence  for  several  seconds. 

Sidney  had  come  to  discuss  the  concerns  Amber  had  raised  with  her  about Melanie...  and  that  was  it;  she  wasn’t  here  to  rekindle  their  relationship. 

Melanie had different ideas. 

“I wanted to talk to you about the advice you gave the Mayor about the treatment,” said Sidney. 

“Is that really why you’re here?” asked Melanie. 

Sidney nodded.  “Yes, it is.” 

Melanie backed against her desk and fondled a string of pearls around her  neck  with  one  hand.    She  wrapped  them  around  her  pointer  finger.    “Is that the only reason?” she asked. 

“Yes, it is,” insisted Sidney. 

Without warning, Melanie stepped up to Sidney and jammed her lips against  Sidney’s.    She  spun  Sidney  and  pushed  her  against  her  desk;  her notes, pens, papers and other affects scattered to the floor.  Then she grabbed Sidney’s right breast with her hand and began pushing it and squeezing it.  At the same time, she thrust her left hand under Sidney’s skirt and tried to force it  up  toward  her  crotch  as  she  kissed  Sidney’s  neck  and  wrapped  her  hands around Sidney’s rear and squeezed her butt cheeks. 

“God I’ve missed you!” exclaimed Melanie. 

Sidney pushed Melanie away again.  “That’s not why I’m here!” 

Melanie  stumbled  backwards  from  the  push.    “You’ve  got  to  be kidding me,” she said sourly.  “You are such a tease!” 

“I’m here to talk about your plan and some concerns I’ve discovered,” 

said  Sidney.    She  decided  to  plow  ahead  and  ignore  Melanie’s  attempt  to seduce her.  She also thought it best to leave Amber’s name out of this. 

Melanie stepped back and folded her arms.  There was true anger in her eyes.  “What do you want?” 

“What you told the Mayor, this whole treatment... it doesn’t make any sense.    How  can  men  get  over  an  ego-problem  by  having  women  strike  at their egos?  And I looked up a lot of what you said.  You’re misusing words and concepts,” said Sidney harshly. 

Melanie  glared  at  her  former  lover.    “Oh,  so  now  you’re  a psychiatrist?    I  suppose  you  even  looked  all  of  this  up  in  a  textbook  too, didn’t you?  And now you think you’re qualified to tell me my job.  Is that it?” 

“No,  but  I  am  concerned  that  something  isn’t  right  here.    After  your husband—” 

Melanie  instantly  let  out  a  single  derisive  laugh.    It  sent  an  ice  cold chill down Sidney’s spine. 

“Oh,  I  see,  and  you  think  that’s  affected  my  judgment?”  Melanie asked angrily. 

“Yes, I know that was difficult for you,” said Sidney cautiously. 

“Don’t  you  mean  humiliating?    Don’t  you  mean,  how  stupid  and inadequate could I be that the most famous psychiatrist in one of the biggest cities  in  the  country  never  knew  that  her  own  husband  was  fooling  around behind her back?  Don’t you mean how pathetic I am to only learn this when the  newspaper  got  wind  of  his  last  affair  and  exposed  him?    Or  maybe  you

mean how the judge still gave him everything he wanted?” she snarled. 

Sidney didn’t respond.  She realized that Melanie was on the edge of an  emotional  chasm  right  now  and  anything  she  said  would  inflame  the situation.    She  had  to  wait  this  out  to  see  where  Melanie  headed.    Sidney hoped that Melanie would begin to realize that she was doing this for all the wrong reasons. 

Melanie’s nostrils flared.  She slowly walked back behind her desk. 

“Well, my dear cold-hearted tease, you are right,” said Sidney with a laugh.  “My plan is total bull.  I have decided to feminize all the men in this town  and  turn  them  into  the  slaves  of  their  wives   because  that  is  what  I want.” 

Sidney’s jaw dropped.  “So none of this is meant to help—” 

“Ha!  Of course not.  Don’t tell me you’re as stupid as the Mayor or the  others  and  you  actually  believe  this  was  meant  to  help?    Come  on, Sidney,  you’re  smarter  than  that.    This  is  my  gift  to  women,  a  town  where men  learn  their  place  as  the  feminized  toys  of  their  wives,  their  girlfriends and their sisters.” 

Sidney was shocked at Melanie’s brazenness.  “I can’t believe you!” 

Melanie shrugged her shoulders indifferently.  “What are you going to do about it?” asked Melanie smugly. 

“I’m going to call the Mayor and tell her.” 

Melanie snickered.  She picked up the phone and moved it across the desk toward Sidney.  “Be my guest.” 

Sidney raised an eyebrow.  “What’s the catch?” she asked cautiously. 

Melanie  slowly  pulled  out  her  chair  and  sat  down.    She  folded  her arms and crossed her legs.  “The catch, dear Sid, is that if you call the Mayor, all of this will end, and I don’t think you want that.  Do you really want that chauvinist pig boss of yours to take back his firm and then to get even with you for humiliating him?  How do you think that will play out?” 

“That  won’t  stop  me,”  said  Sidney  even  though  she  still  felt conflicted. 

“Then make the call.” 

A lengthy silence passed in which both women stared at each other. 

“Of course, even if you do find the strength to actually make the call, I doubt you can change anything.  I’m going to deny everything and when it comes down to your word against mine, I’ll win.  What’s more even if you can somehow sway the Mayor into thinking that you are right, do you really

think  the  Mayor  will  admit  her  mistake  and  tell  the  voters?    ‘Oops,  do  you remember  how  we  told  you  to  feminize  your  husband,  your  sons,  your boyfriend?    Well,  that  was  just  a  twisted  prank.’    Frankly,  I  can’t  see  her doing that.” 

Sidney bit her lip.  What Melanie said was all true and she knew it. 

Still, she needed to give it a try, even if it was hopeless.  “I need to tell the mayor,” she said without conviction. 

“I’m sure you do,” said Melanie dismissively.  “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have work to do.” 

With that, she sat down at her desk and picked up a file.  She began reading.    She  did  this  to  intentionally  remind  Sidney  of  how  Henry  Miller contemptuously  dismissed  her,  something  Sidney  had  often  told  Melanie annoyed her to no end. 

Sidney glared at her and left. 

Chapter 13:  “Greg & Brenda Cole” 

—o—

It  had  been  three  weeks  since  Melanie’s  plan  had  gone  into  full effect.    Things  were  not  going  well  for  the  males.    Indeed,  the  feminization process had been difficult for both the boys and the men.  Not only were the males having problems adjusting to the sheer humiliation of what they were experiencing, but they were finding it difficult to dress like females even as a practical matter. 

The high heels they all wore were uncomfortable, and there wasn’t a male  in  town  who  didn’t  complain  about  his  sore  feet  or  calves.    They weren’t used to the restrictions imposed by pencil skirts or dresses either, or the  almost  straightjacket  like  nature  of  corsets,  and  they  constantly  felt  like prisoners  because  of  it;  each  quickly  learned  that  he  could  not  run  or  move quickly in these clothes and that every moment he spent on his feet required him to pay special attention to his balance. 

Because  of  these  things,  the  males  wasted  vast  amounts  of  energy learning to balance, learning to sit without showing their panties, learning not to  smear  their  makeup  and  learning  to  reapply  it  when  needed  –  something the girls actively encouraged.  It took tremendous concentration to remember their  purses  whenever  they  rose  from  a  table  or  desk  as  well.    There  was  a significant  new  focus  on  their  hair.    Their  grooming  rituals  went  from  five minutes  to  forty  minutes  and  now  happened  at  night  as  well  as  in  the morning. 

In effect, being women had become their full-time occupation and it left  them  little  time  to  do  much  of  anything  else.    And  always  there  was  a woman  watching  to  make  sure  they  did  what  they  were  told,  to  make  sure they remained feminine, and to humiliate and emasculate them constantly. 

There were other problems too.  The males discovered that skirts and panties  just  weren’t  meant  to  hide  erections,  and  the  women  again  took advantage of this situation.  For many girls, it became a game to try to cause erections  and  then  to  guess  how  far  out  they  could  make  the  young  man’s skirt tent.  Some young women even began carrying rulers or tape measures with them for this very purpose; the tape measure became the latest feminine accessory.    The  women  tended  to  play  slightly  different  games,  but  with similar results and of a similar humiliating nature. 

All of this, of course, reinforced the idea within the males of their new status.    They  were  no  longer  masters  of  their  worlds,  they  were  now  mere amusements,  toys  for  the  women  who  had  supplanted  them.    This  was  their present and their future and they needed to accept it. 

To say that Melanie was pleased by all of this was an understatement. 

Everything  seemed  to  be  going  according  to  plan  and  the  men  were  now completely  under  the  control  of  the  women  and  were  quickly  being feminized. 

Melanie  sat  on  the  bench  on  4th  Street.    This  area  had  been  turned into  a  pedestrian  mall  with  small  restaurants,  shops  and  two  theaters  some years  back.    As  with  every  other  Saturday,  the  street  was  packed  with  the residents  of  Satin  Falls  enjoying  themselves.    Only  today,  the  women  were enjoying themselves much more than the men.  Indeed, everywhere Melanie looked,  she  saw  women  happily  leading  femininely-dressed  men  around. 

This gave Melanie a strong tingle, the kind of tingle which made her panties wet. 

“What a perfect world,” thought Melanie. 

As she watched the crowd, Melanie chuckled at the revealing aspect of  what  she  saw.    This  wasn’t  just  a  crowd  of  people,  it  was  a  genuine showcase  for  how  differently  women  interpreted  femininity.    Some  women dressed  their  men  quite  professionally  or  in  a  sophisticated  manner:    pencil skirts, tailored blouses and jackets, expensive pumps with sturdy, thick heels or  sleek  stilettos.    Other  women  dressed  their  men  more  casually,  in  simple dresses,  sandals  in  all  heel  heights,  and  accessories  like  oversized  hats  or purses.    Some  women  seemed  to  prefer  the  slutty  look,  with  body-hugging minidresses  or  miniskirts  and  high-heeled  slides  or  even  stripper  heels.    A handful  even  chose  demure  outfits,  such  as  long  loose  dresses  and  heavy sweaters. 

She laughed at what this must be doing to the egos of the men. 

“Serves you all right,” she thought. 

She then focused on the women again.  Each of the choices they made in  terms  of  how  they  dressed  their  men  told  Melanie  something  about  the woman who had made the choice.  Specifically, it told her how that woman defined “feminine.”  Interestingly, however, most of these women then failed to conform to  their idealized image  of femininity themselves.   Indeed,  most of  the  women  chose  to  dress  themselves  more  conservatively  than  they dressed  their  males.    Many  wore  pants  or  shorts  or  simple  dresses,  though

some chose more racy outfits.  Many wore flats or mid-heeled shoes.  Some wore high heels, with the majority of those wearing wedges. 

“I  wonder  what  that  means?”  she  asked  herself.    “There’s  an interesting psychological paper there, if I ever choose to write it.  Why would a woman dress herself less femininely than she dresses her man?” 

She didn’t know. 

One thing she did know, however, was that the women were enjoying being  in  control.    It  was  obvious  from  the  smiles  and  the  jovial  manner  of each of these women as they moved around the pedestrian zone that they all were immensely satisfied to be in charge of their males. 

Melanie smiled at her achievement. 

“Hopefully,  they  will  never  willingly  give  this  back  no  matter  what happens,” said Melanie. 

—o—

One person who took the changes especially hard was Greg Cole. 

It  was  a  strange  scene  at  the  Cole  household  the  day  after  the meeting.    Brenda  Cole  stood  in  the  living  room,  wearing  the  olive-green pantsuit  and  tan  kidskin  pumps  she’d  worn  to  work  earlier  in  the  day.    Her husband  Greg  sat  in  the  recliner  behind  her.    He  wore  a  black  and  white-checkered pencil skirt, a pink blouse and black high-heeled sandals.  His nails were painted and his face was made up.  He looked absolutely humiliated. 

Across  from  Greg,  on  the  couch,  sat  his  son  Jason.    Jason  wore  a denim miniskirt, a yellow top with a rainbow printed on it, tan stockings, and yellow open-toed high-heeled mules.  Like Greg, his face also was made up and  his  nails  were  painted  too.    Next  to  him  sat  Brenda’s  daughter  Cindy, who wore brown slacks, brown pumps, a white blouse and a leather jacket. 

“I’ve called this meeting to explain how things will work around the house from now on,” said Brenda. 

Jason looked nervously at his father, who kept staring at the floor. 

Brenda continued.  “Obviously, from now on I will be in charge.  My power  will  be  absolute  in  this  house.    No  decision  gets  made  without  my approval, so don’t try to get away with getting Greg’s approval.  That’s  not how  things  work  anymore.    Greg  no  longer  has  any  decision-making authority.” 

Greg cringed. 

“Because  we  can’t  trust  how  either  of  you  will  react  because  of  this

virus,  from  now  on,  if  you  need  to  buy  something  or  you  need  to  go somewhere, you will need to get me or Cindy to do it for you,” said Brenda. 

She had already collected their driver’s licenses and credit cards. 

Both Greg and Jason cringed this time.  It was humiliating to be made to  ask  the  women  if  they  could  be  taken  somewhere  or  if  they  could  buy something.  Greg didn’t really believe this was necessary either, but Brenda told him that his views didn’t matter anymore. 

“Since I’ll be at work most of the day, when I’m not here, Cindy will be in charge.  Obey her,” continued Brenda. 

Greg  furrowed  his  brow  and  looked  up  at  his  wife.    “Me  too?!”  he asked incredulously.  “That wasn’t what we agreed.” 

“Yes, you too.” 

“You  want   me  to  obey   her?!    But  she’s  your  daughter!”  exclaimed Greg. 

“Yes,  she  is,  Greg.    But  you  are  in  no  position  to  be  left unsupervised.” 

Cindy snickered. 

“But that’s going to be incredibly humiliating if I have to follow her orders!” whined Greg. 

“You’ll just have to deal with it,” said Brenda coldly. 

“But... but—” 

“What did I say, Greg?” 

By  this  point,  Cindy  was  openly  laughing.    This  sent  waves  of humiliation  racing  down  Greg’s  spine.    He  glared  at  her  and  then  his  wife. 

This was a nightmare from which he could not wake.  To be feminized was bad enough.  To now need to take orders from Cindy was just too much. 

“Can I please speak to you in private about this?” asked Greg. 

“No, I’ve made up my mind,” said Brenda dismissively. 

“Brenda!” 

“Stop  it,  Greg!    This  is  how  it’s  going  to  be  from  now  on.    You’ve lost your position as head of household because you are no longer suited for it.  You and Jason are simply incapable of being given any responsibility or even  any  degree  of  freedom.    Hence,  from  now  on,  you  will  both  follow orders  and  do  as  you’re  told.    When  I’m  home,  those  orders  will  be  mine. 

When I’m at work, those orders will be Cindy’s.  What’s more, you will be courteous  and  helpful  and  neither  of  you  will  talk  back,”  growled  Brenda aggressively. 

Greg’s jaw dropped. 

“And to make sure you do exactly as you’re told, I’ve given Cindy the authority  to  punish  either  of  you  in  any  way  she  thinks  necessary  if  you misbehave or show her disrespect,” added Cindy. 

“Punish?!” blurted out Greg. 

“Punish.” 

“Don’t  worry.    If  you  behave,  then  I’ll  be  fair,”  said  Cindy  with  a huge  smirk  on  her  face.    Greg  and  Jason  looked  at  each  other  nervously. 

They  knew  that  Cindy  had  no  intention  of  being  fair.    She  was  enjoying humiliating them too much. 

They were in trouble. 

—o—

A few days later, Greg and Jason found themselves sitting in the back seat of Brenda’s car as they pulled up to a store Jason knew all too well.  This was going to be a nightmare.  Greg and Jason both kept their heads down and followed Cindy and Brenda into the store.  Greg felt the cool wind race up his skirt  and  tickle  his  erect  penis  inside  his  panties.    His  high  heels  echoed humiliatingly off the cement as they made their way across the sidewalk and then across the tile floor as they entered:   CLICK CLICK CLICK!   With all the  experience  he  was  getting,  Greg  was  getting  better  at  walking  in  heels every day.  On the one hand, he saw this as a good thing because it meant less pain and discomfort.  But on the other, getting good at walking in heels didn’t mean he felt any less humiliated about wearing them. 

“Do we really have to do this?” Greg asked his wife nervously.  His mouth was dry and he trembled at being seen trying on women’s clothes. 

“Of course we do,” said Brenda. 

Greg swallowed hard.  “Can I at least pick out my own clothes?” 

Brenda shook her head.  “No.  Cindy and I will do it.” 

“Why does Cindy get a say in this?!”  He sounded exasperated. 

“Because  Cindy  is  in  charge  of  you  now  too.    I’ve  explained  that  to you several times.  When I’m not home, Cindy will be your boss and you will follow her orders, just as you would mine.  You need to learn to respect her authority.” 

“But she’s your daughter! ” 

“Don’t  start,  Greg,”  growled  Brenda.    “We’ve  been  over  this;  my mind is made up.  Now I want you on your best behavior this afternoon or I

will make this extremely unpleasant for you... extremely unpleasant.  Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Greg. 

Brenda and Cindy led Greg to a rack of dresses.  As they did, they let Jason wander the rest of the store; today, he wore a hot pink babydoll dress, frilly white panties, and very tall white high-heeled sandals.  He had enough sissy  clothes  to  satisfy  Cindy  and,  hence,  Cindy  had  no  desire  to  buy  him more at the moment; Greg was her target today. 

“Oh,  look  at  this,  mom,”  said  Cindy.    She  held  up  a  pink  babydoll dress similar to the one Jason wore.  “He and Jason can be twins!” 

Brenda  stifled  a  giggle  at  the  thought  of  dressing  Greg  and  his  son like  twin  girls...  or  sissies.    She  decided  to  check  out  the  rest  of  the  dresses first.  “Let’s see what else they have first.” 

Cindy frowned.  “Ok, mom.” 

For the next several minutes, Brenda and Cindy looked through all the dresses  on  the  rack  to  a  great  deal  of  “oohing”  and  “ahhing”  and  giggling. 

They found short bouncy dresses, tight minidresses, babydoll dresses, dresses that looked like maid costumes or “Alice in Wonderland” dresses.  In another section, they found a set of little black dresses.  They found A-line dresses. 

They found housedresses and summer dresses.  All in all, they had a massive selection  to  choose  from,  and  they  looked  at  all  of  it.    What’s  more,  Cindy insisted that Greg try it all on.  So he did. 

“I  think  we’ll  take  these,”  said  Brenda  and  she  patted  the  pile  of dresses they had both liked on Greg. 

“He’s going to have an amazing wardrobe!” gushed Cindy. 

“That  he  will,”  said  Brenda  with  a  chuckle.    “Let’s  look  at  lingerie and high heels next.” 

“Oooh, yes!” exclaimed Cindy. 

Greg cringed. 

As  before,  Cindy  and  Brenda  made  Greg  try  it  all  on...  pumps, sandals, stilettos, wedges, kitten heels and the rest.  Greg hated it all; he had never  felt  more  humiliated  in  his  life  than  he  felt  during  this  trip  and somehow the heels were worse than the dresses.  Indeed, every shoe felt more humiliating than the last. 

But it got worse. 

As Greg tried on a black teddie and a particularly saucy pair of stiletto sandals, he suddenly found himself getting hard.  This was the first time this

had happened since Brenda had started dressing him in women’s clothes and it was utterly humiliating, but his humiliation was only just beginning. 

“Look  what’s  happening,”  said  Cindy  and  she  pointed  to  Greg’s crotch. 

Brenda looked down and blushed.  “Oh Greg!” 

Greg blushed. 

Brenda reached down and tried to tuck his erection back between his legs so it didn’t stick up beneath the teddie.  It didn’t work.  It popped right back into view.  “Well, that’s a problem.” 

“Yes, it is,” agreed Cindy. 

“Jason had the same problem.  What did you find to help him?” asked Brenda. 

“It’s  a  sort  of  girdle  that  holds  it  in  place.    I  found  it  online.    But  it won’t  really  work  here  because  it  would  look  strange  under  the  teddie.    It would work under a normal skirt though.” 

Greg  turned  bright  red  as  these  two  discussed  his  penis dispassionately  as  if  it  were  a  piece  of  furniture  that  needed  to  be  moved. 

This was made even worse by the way they discussed it as if he wasn’t even there or didn’t need to be acknowledged.  It made him feel irrelevant. 

“That’s ok, I suppose,” said Brenda.  “It can stick up under a teddie, just so it doesn’t show under a skirt.” 

“A lot of boys are showing their dicks under their skirts.” 

“I  know.    A  lot  of  women  are  doing  the  same  with  their  men,  but  I don’t want to ruin the illusion.  It’s hard enough to make Greg even close to passable  as  a  woman  and  it  doesn’t  help  to  have  that  thing  poking  up  his skirt.” 

Cindy nodded her head.  She understood what her mother was saying, though  she  didn’t  share  her  desire  for  Greg  or  Jason  to  be  passable.    She wanted  it  to  be  obvious  to  everyone  that  they  were  cross-dressed  men, because  it  prevented  them  from  becoming  comfortable  dressed  as  women... 

and the more uncomfortable they were in being dressed that way, the better in her mind. 

Suddenly, things took a turn for the worse for Greg. 

“Brenda!  How are you?!” asked a voice which made Greg shudder. 

The  voice  belonged  to  Caroline  Cotton,  Greg’s  girlfriend  before  he  started dating Brenda.  She and Brenda had been causal friends, but hadn’t seen each other  since  then  because  Caroline  avoided  Greg;  their  relationship  hadn’t

ended well. 

“Caroline!” squealed Brenda and they hugged each other. 

“Oh,  and  this  little  sissy  girl  must  be  Greg!”  said  Caroline  with  an enormous grin on her face.  Clearly, her aversion to Greg had changed.  She laughed  as  she  looked  him  up  and  down.    “My,  my,  Greg,  how  you’ve changed!” 

Greg  blushed  and  tried  to  disappear  behind  Brenda.    She  didn’t  let him. 

“Aren’t  you  going  to  say  hello  to  Caroline,  Greg?”  asked  Brenda. 

She pushed him forward toward Caroline. 

“Hello,”  he  said  softly  with  his  eyes  down.    He  burned  red  with shame. 

“Honestly, Greg, what kind of greeting is that?” 

“It’s  ok,  Brenda.    I’m  sure   she  is  too  embarrassed  to  be  courteous,” 

said Caroline. 

“It’s no excuse, though!” said Brenda.  She put her hands on her hips. 

“Greg, I want to see an enthusiastic girly greeting right now or I’ll make you drop to your knees right here and beg her forgiveness!” 

Greg swallowed hard.  That was the last thing he wanted. 

“Now, Greg!” growled Brenda. 

Caroline folded her arms and tapped her foot against the floor. 

Greg took a deep breath, forced a fake smile on his face, and did his best  to  greet  Caroline  in  a  happy  way.    It  wasn’t  enough.    It  wasn’t  nearly enough.  Brenda immediately began glaring at him. 

“All right, Greg,” said Brenda. 

“Please, don’t!” he said. 

Brenda  ignored  him.    “You  asked  for  this.    Now  give  Caroline  a greeting like you think a big, old sissy would.” 

Without missing a beat, Greg’s wrist went limp, his lips formed into a pout, he shook his rear, and he giggled.  “Hewwo, Miss Carowine!” giggled Greg and he curtseyed to Caroline. 

Caroline’s  jaw  dropped,  as  did  Brenda’s.    Cindy  doubled  over laughing. 

“I’m  so  happy  to  see  you!”  squealed  Greg  and  he  bounced  up  and down.    Then  he  hugged  Caroline  around  the  waist  and  he  puckered  his  lips and waited for Caroline to kiss him. 

“Where the heck did you learn that?” asked Brenda rhetorically. 

Caroline smirked.  “I don’t know, but somehow it was fitting.”  She then bent over and pecked him on the lips. 

Greg blushed and held himself tightly.  As he did, he twisted his ankle in front of him as if to show off his high-heeled shoe.  The women laughed. 

Then  they  spoke  for  several  minutes  about  getting  together  over  drinks  at some point in the future.  After that, they discussed the wardrobe Brenda was buying Greg.  Much to Greg’s horror, Caroline offered to help pick things out and Brenda accepted. 

So they started picking out clothes. 

“Oh  look  at  these  gorgeous  heels!”  exclaimed  Caroline.    She  picked up  a  pair  of  brown  platform  sandals  with  an  intricate  set  of  straps  over  the foot which formed an infinity symbol.  They had six-inch heels. 

“Those are amazing!” exclaimed Brenda. 

“I  am  not  wearing  those!”  growled  Greg.    “I’m  putting  my  foot down.” 

Brenda raised an eyebrow.  “Oh really?” 

“Yes, really.” 

“Put them on Greg,” she said simply and without emotion. 

Greg immediately crouched down and removed his current heels and then stepped into the sandals with the massive heels.  He could barely stand in  them,  much  less  walk  in  them.    What’s  more,  wearing  high  heels  picked out  by  Caroline  proved  to  be  intensely  humiliating,  even  more  so  than wearing clothes picked out by Brenda or Cindy. 

“So much for putting your foot down, dear,” said Brenda. 

“Well, he put it right in the shoe,” said Caroline with a laugh.  Brenda and Cindy laughed at this too.  Greg bit his tongue. 

“Now sashay back and forth,” said Brenda. 

Greg struck a feminine pose and sashayed his was across the floor and back in the heels.  He felt like a fool.  Even worse, his erection returned. 

“Oh, look at that,” said Caroline.  “He’s hard!” 

“Yes, he seems to have a problem with getting erect today.  I can only assume  that  dressing  in  women’s  clothes  must  turn  him  on.    I  never  would have guessed,” said Brenda. 

Greg wanted to deny it, but he knew better than to speak.  As the old saying  went,  it  is  better  to  be  thought  a  sissy  than  to  open  your  mouth  and have  your  wife  force  you  to  remove  all  doubt.    So  he  waited  tensely  for whatever humiliation came next. 

“I think we’ll take the shoes,” said Brenda.  “He looks cute in them, even if he is struggling in them.” 

“I think the struggling is hilarious,” said Caroline.  “And I can’t help but chuckle at the idea of Greg tottering around in those intense heels all day just because I thought he would look cute in them!” 

Greg burned with shame and felt sick realizing that he would think of this from now on... every time he wore the heels:  he was wearing these high heels because his ex-girlfriend picked them out to humiliate him!  Greg hung his head in shame. 

Finally,  Caroline  took  her  leave  of  them  and  said  goodbye.    “Well, Greg,  it’s  certainly  been...  uh,  interesting,”  said  Caroline.    She  chuckled. 

“Think of me when you wear those heels.” 

He would.  He would remember her and the mocking looks she gave him every time he wore those heels.  He burned with shame.  This whole trip had been intensely humiliating. 

Chapter 14:  “Amber Saves The Day” 

—o—

It was time to stop Melanie. 

Amber leaned against the brick wall in the shadows.  It was dark.  She wore black yoga pants, a black jacket, and black sneakers.  Across the road was Melanie Morgan’s office.  Amber looked at her watch.  Sidney had asked Melanie to meet her at a restaurant across town.  To be sure Melanie agreed to  the  meeting,  Sidney  had  dangled  the  possibility  of  a  reconciliation  with Melanie,  but  Melanie  hadn’t  left  yet.    Amber  didn’t  know  what  Sidney  had promised, and since Melanie hadn’t left yet, she began to worry that the bait wasn’t strong enough. 

Suddenly, Melanie emerged from the building. 

“Finally!” said Amber to herself. 

Melanie  wore  a  black  dress  and  heels.    She  looked  simultaneously anxious and yet hopeful.  She walked down her steps to her car and slipped inside.  A moment later, she sped off across town. 

“There she goes,” said Amber. 

Amber  waited  for  the  car  to  disappear  around  the  corner.    Then  she raced  across  the  street  and  up  Melanie’s  steps.    She  reached  behind  the wooden  mailbox  that  hung  on  the  wall  and  felt  for  a  key.    It  was  exactly where Sidney said it would be.  She took the key and opened the door.  She stepped inside. 

“So far, so good,” thought Amber. 

It  was  dark  and  quiet.    Amber  made  her  way  through  the  reception area to Melanie’s main office.  When she entered the office, she turned on the desk lamp and began looking for the mysterious brown folder.  It wasn’t on the desk or in the desk’s drawers.  Then she spotted it. 

“Found it!” she exclaimed. 

Amber pulled the folder off a shelf that stood next to the desk.  She sat  down  in  Melanie’s  desk  and  opened  the  folder.    She  prayed  that  it contained something they could use; this would all be for naught if her notes were just normal notes. 

“Oh my!” exclaimed Amber as she flipped through page after page. 

Her prayers had been more than answered.  The folder appeared to be a  sort  of  journal  and  it  was  packed  with  notes  detailing  how  Melanie  had

warped and distorted everything so she could sell the city and the school on the  result  she  wanted.    What’s  more,  almost  every  page  included  a  running commentary mocking everyone else involved and all but bragging about how she  had  fooled  them.    She  had  particularly  nasty  words  for  the  Mayor,  and she really seemed obsessed with Sidney. 

“Boy  was  Sidney  wrong  when  she  said  Dr.  Morgan  wasn’t  a  movie villain!  Morgan just writes soliloquies rather than giving speeches!  I need to get this to Sidney!  This will totally expose her!” 

Amber sent a text telling Sidney that she had found “the item” and it was  “packed  with  smoking  guns,  on  page  after  page.”    Then  she  closed  the folder and she raced back outside with it.  When she reached the cold night air, Jason drove up before the office and Amber dove into the car. 

A moment later, they were racing away. 

“Did you find it?” asked Jason hopefully. 

“Like you won’t believe.  This folder will destroy her!” 

Meanwhile,  across  town,  Sidney  saw  Melanie  pull  up  before  the restaurant and get out of her car.  She simultaneously got the first text from Amber.  This seemed to be excellent news.  Unfortunately, she didn’t know yet  if  what  Amber  said  was  true  or  if  that  was  just  wishful  thinking.    Thus, she couldn’t just leave; she needed to maintain her relationship with Melanie in  case  they  needed  to  try  again.    That  wasn’t  something  she  wanted, however. 

“I’m glad you called,” said Melanie as she sat down. 

“I’m  glad  you  came,”  said  Sidney  as  calmly  as  she  could.    She  felt deeply conflicted.  She had grown to truly despise Melanie.  Yet, another part of her still saw Melanie as her lover. 

Melanie  reached  her  hand  across  the  table.    She  expected  Sidney  to take her it. 

Sidney  considered  taking  it.    But  just  then  Amber  followed  up  her texts with photos of ten or so pages from the journal.  She did this so Sidney could  read  them  for  herself.    Sidney  flipped  open  the  first  image  and  began reading.  Melanie tapped her fingers against the table to signal her impatience waiting  for  Sidney  to  take  her  hand,  but  Sidney  kept  reading.    She  finished scanning the first page and opened the second. 

“Sidney,” said Melanie to get her attention. 

Sidney  ignored  her  and  kept  reading.    Her  jaw  dropped  at  what  she read.  Amber had been right. 

“Sidney,  I’m  talking  to  you.  You  invited   me  here,  remember?”  said Melanie. 

Sidney finished scanning that page and turned to the next.  It just got more and more incriminating as she went.  She couldn’t believe what she was reading.  She also couldn’t believe how obsessed Melanie was with her. 

Across  the  table,  Melanie  was  getting  angry  at  Sidney  now.    “Look, Sid.  I’m not going to sit here and have you ignore me.  So either you tell me why you asked me to come here or I’m leaving,” growled Melanie. 

Sidney reached the last page Amber had sent.  These were more than enough to bring down Melanie.  She glanced at Melanie; she couldn’t believe the things this woman had written in the journal.  Then she rose to her feet. 

She tossed money on the table for her drink and she walked out.  She offered no explanation. 

—o—

Amber and Sidney went together to see Mayor Gabby that very night. 

They weren’t sure what to expect, but they were ready for a fight.  Much to their surprise, however, Mayor Gabby was quite willing to listen.  Then they showed  her  the  journal.    She  read  the  first  several  pages.    They  braced themselves  for  some  sort  of  outburst.    The  worried  that  she  might  condemn them  to  save  her  friend  Melanie,  but  that  never  happened.    Instead,  Mayor Gabby calmly called her acting Chief of Police, Erica Carter, and ordered that Melanie be arrested immediately. 

Melanie’s reign of terror had come to an end. 

Unfortunately, Melanie discovered that something was up.  After the strange  way  Sidney  had  acted,  Melanie  began  to  wonder  if  Sidney’s  invite hadn’t been some sort of trick.  But what kind of trick? 

“She was clearly working with someone,” said Melanie as she drove back  to  her  home.    “She  was  working  with  whoever  sent  her  the  texts  she kept  reading.    But  why?    What  could  they  gain  by  getting  me  to  go  to  that restaurant?” 

Then it hit her. 

Melanie  bit  her  tongue.    She  knew  immediately  who  the  accomplice had to be – Sidney’s do-gooder sister Amber – and she realized that the only purpose that made sense was that Sidney was supposed to distract her while Amber did something!  Her mind instantly went to her journal. 

“Dammit!” she growled. 

Melanie changed directions and drove straight to her office.  She felt a sense of panic as she pulled up before the office.  She jumped out of her car and  raced  inside  to  her  office.    She  made  a  direct  line  to  her  journal.    Sure enough, the journal was gone. 

“That little tramp!” growled Melanie. 

Melanie  knocked  everything  off  her  desk.    Then  she  returned  to  her car and started home.  She was going to confront Sidney and Amber, but first, she  wanted  to  collect  some  letters  and  things  Sidney  had  sent  her.    She needed something to stop Sidney and she intended to threaten to tell Eric that Sidney had continued their affair until recently; that would ruin her marriage before it started if Sidney didn’t give in to her demands.  The letters would be proof of that. 

“Sidney’s not going to win that easily!” growled Melanie. 

As she turned the corner onto her street, however, she saw two police officers walking up to her front door.  She knew right away what this meant. 

She returned to her car and fled the city. 

—o—

A few hours later, it was obvious that Melanie was gone.  No sign of her could be found anywhere in the town.  Mayor Gabby, Sidney and Amber now turned to what to do next.  Whether Melanie was found or not, they still faced the problem that the town’s males could be controlled by any woman. 

“So what do we do?” asked Sidney. 

“The first thing we do is call in outside experts.  I’ve got some names in mind and I’ll make the calls as soon as we’re finished here,” said Gabby. 

“Don’t worry, they’re discreet.  The bigger problem is how do we back out of the  advice  Melanie  got  everyone  to  follow  about  feminizing  their  males without the entire town freaking out?” 

The three women looked at each other and then looked at the floor. 

“Honesty is the best policy,” said Amber. 

Gabby  and  Sidney  glanced  at  each  other.    Neither  seemed comfortable.  A lengthy silence passed between them.  Finally, Mayor Gabby smiled. 

“Do you know what?” asked Gabby. 

“What?” asked Sidney. 

“Amber  might  be  right.    This  may  just  be  one  of  those  moments where we tell the truth, the whole truth, and we trust the women of this town

to make the right decision,” said Gabby. 

And so they did. 

An  emergency  town  hall  meeting  was  called  the  following  day,  and the results were surprising.  With the exception of only a couple women, who quickly  quieted  down,  the  women  all  praised  Gabby  for  her  courage  in admitting  the  truth.    They  didn’t  blame  her  for  relying  on  Melanie,  nor  did they  hold  a  grudge  for  what  her  advice  had  made  them  do.    Instead,  a  civil and complex discussion took place about what they should do about this.  In the  process,  they  learned  that  many  of  the  women  had  very  different  views about how to handle this problem.  Some actually felt that Melanie’s advice had  made  things  better.    Others  felt  their  men  could  handle  being  under  the women’s  control,  but  not  the  feminization.    Some  felt  that  they  could  teach their  husbands  to  resist  the  orders  given  to  them,  or  at  least  prevent  them from being taken advantage of.  Yet others felt that the feminization was the best course for them, but only if their husbands engaged in it voluntarily. 

In the end, a resolution was passed which provided that while Mayor Gabby  consulted   quietly  with  outside  experts,  the  manner  in  which  any particular  woman  would  handle  the  current  crisis  would  be  up  to  her. 

Commensurate with this, the women all agreed to accept the decisions of the others and not to interfere with other males by giving them orders or trying to change the way they behaved.  In effect, the town agreed to let every woman chart her own course. 

They  further  agreed  to  meet  every  three  weeks  to  discuss  their progress.    They  hoped  that  someone  would  stumble  upon  a  solution  they could  all  then  share.    In  the  meantime,  they  would  watch  for  any  new physical  changes  –  the  geneticist  had  warned  those  could  be  coming  –  and any psychological changes.  At this point, however, it seemed that the virus had run its course. 

—o—

Violet Miller sat on the couch in her living room.  Her husband Henry was working in the kitchen.  He was preparing a meal, per her instructions. 

When the meal was ready, they would sit at the table, with her at the head of it, and they would have a lovely conversation about the shows she picked for them to watch and the fashion magazines she made him read. 

Although life had gone back to normal for almost all the attorneys at the firm, Henry’s had not. Violet had been bothered deeply by Henry’s sexist

behavior, particularly his harassment of Sidney, and she wanted to teach him a  lesson.    To  that  end,  she  decided  not  to  return  him  to  dressing  and  acting like a man, even as every other attorney and most of the males in town had. 

Violet  decided  that  it  would  be  best  if  Henry  continued  acting  as  the underling of all the other women around him until he learned to abandon his sexist ways. 

It would take a very long time. 

—o—

Amber  sat  on  the  couch,  wrapped  in  Jason’s  arms.    Both  wore matching  white  night  gowns  and  high-heeled  wedges.    Jason  no  longer needed  to  wear  women’s  clothes,  so  he  didn’t  at  home  or  at  school,  but  he still  did  whenever  he  and  Amber  were  alone;  this  remained  their  secret. 

Right now, they were at Amber’s apartment. 

“Hopefully, they’ll find a cure,” said Amber. 

“I’m  sure  they  will,  now  that  someone’s  actually  looking  for  one,” 

said Jason.  “I can’t believe people didn’t see through Morgan sooner.” 

“I know,” said Amber. 

They watched a few minutes of television. 

“Things seem to be getting better at the school lately.  Well, as good as can be expected,” said Amber. 

“Yeah, definitely.  There are still some boys who are stuck dressed as girl  or  whatever,  and  there  is  definitely  still  a  sense  that  the  girls  are completely in charge, but all in all, most people are happier.” 

“I’m glad you’re back to normal.  Though if I’m being honest, I miss you wearing girl’s clothes,” said Amber. 

Jason  looked  down  his  body  at  his  nightgown  and  his  heels.    “Uh, what am I wearing?  This isn’t exactly a football jersey!” 

“I know, but I mean all the time.  I liked seeing you in your cute little uniform,” said Amber.  She felt a rush deep within her pussy as she thought of  it  and  how  she   loved  the  sound  of  his  high  heels  as  they  walked  home. 

That was always guaranteed to turn her on.  She kissed Jason. 

“I still have it... the uniform.  I can wear it any time you like.” 

“To the store?” asked Amber only half joking. 

Jason blushed.  “Well, almost any time.” 

“I can make you do it,” said Amber with a sly smile. 

Jason  looked  deeply  into  Amber’s  eyes  and  shook  his  head.    “You

could, but you wouldn’t.  And that’s why I love you.” 

Amber  flashed  a  fake  frown.    “Darn.    You  got  me!”  she  said  with  a laugh. 

“Of  course,  you  could  make  me  wear  it  when  we’re  alone,”  said Jason. 

“You  just  said  I  couldn’t  use  the  power  on  you!”  protested  Amber. 

“How do I make you wear it?” 

Jason smiled.  “You just need to ask.” 

“Really?” 

“Yep.” 

Amber  blushed.    Then  they  kissed.    In  perhaps  the  greatest  irony  of all, Melanie and her insane plan had brought them both happiness. 

—o—

Brenda  Cole  sat  on  her  couch  and  watched  her  husband  and  her daughter  dust  the  living  room.    She  was  punishing  both.    Greg  was  being punished  for  his  sexist  attitude.    To  that  end,  Brenda  decided  to  keep  him feminized and sissified until he learned his lesson.  She wanted to break his macho  jerk  attitude  and  make  him  back  into  the  man  he  claimed  he  was before they married; and in truth, she didn’t mind a little payback either, so she wanted to make this as humiliating as possible for him.  Consequently, he was dressed as a French maid at the moment in ridiculously high heels. 

He  would  be  freed  when  he  finally  stopped  being  sexist. 

Unfortunately for him, he wasn’t good at not being sexist. 

Cindy was being punished for the things she did.  Brenda had learned through a lengthy discussion with Jason and Amber all about how Cindy had treated Jason, and that she did it long before Melanie’s insane plan became an excuse.    Brenda  saw  this  as  no  different  than  the  way  Greg  had  behaved. 

Consequently, since Cindy was a very girly-girl, Brenda now made her dress like a boy, cut her hair like a boy, and act like a boy.  Although, saying that she was dressed “as a boy” wasn’t entirely right.  Brenda had rather dressed Cindy  as  a  butler,  only  with  short  pants.    She  looked  a  little  like  an  organ grinder’s monkey and she looked ridiculous, but that was the point. 

What’s  more,  Brenda  warned  Cindy  that  if  she  ever  gave  anything that Greg or Jason interpreted as an order then she would be spanked harshly by  Brenda  and  a  week  would  be  added  to  her  sentence.    Unfortunately  for Cindy, Cindy wasn’t good at refraining. 

Greg and Cindy were going to do this for a very long time. 

—o—

A few weeks had passed since Melanie vanished.  Things had settled down around the town.  Most of the men had returned to normal male attire and everyone was doing their best to cope with the changes.  There were few reports of trouble.  All told, the town was a good deal more calm and happier than it had been in weeks.  It wasn’t perfect, not by any means, but everyone was doing their best. 

Today was the day of Sidney and Eric’s wedding. 

The  wedding  was  booked  at  a  small  luxury  hotel  on  the  outskirts  of town.  The hotel sat on the side of a mountain,  near  a  waterfall,  and  had  an amazing  view  down  into  the  valley  and  Satin  Falls.    The  ceremony  would take place on the veranda. 

Sidney stood at the alter.  She had always envisioned herself to be the blushing  bride  when  she  was  finally  married,  but  things  would  be  a  little different  today.    Indeed,  she  wasn’t  even  wearing  a  dress.    Instead,  Sidney wore a black tuxedo and black open-toed slingbacks.  Her nails were dark red and  she  had  done  her  hair  up  with  a  sort  of  bun  on  the  back  of  her  head pierced  by  roses.    The  roses  were  meant  to  match  the  rose  shape  of  Eric’s dress. 

Next to Sidney stood Mayor Gabby, who had volunteered to officiate the wedding.  She wore white and silver decorative Mayoral robes.  Holding the  ring  was  Amber,  who  wore  a  pink  Spring  dress  with  matching  pink sandals.  Jason had painted her toenails for her.  The ring itself was gorgeous, having a beautiful setting of three diamonds.  Sidney would place this ring on Eric’s finger.  He would then place a similar ring on her finger. 

In the audience were friends and family.  For the most part, there was nothing unusual about them.  There was one exception, however. 

“I can’t believe you’re doing this to me!” growled Henry to his wife. 

Henry wore the body-hugging purple dress Sidney found for him when they went  clothing  shopping  and  garish  yellow  high-heeled  sandals  with  a  two-inch platform decorated with flowers.  He looked like a fool, especially with his male haircut and limited makeup. 

Violet patted Henry on the knee.  “Oh Henry, just accept it.” 

“But I’m the only one in a dress!” 

Violet looked around the room and smirked.  “Not quite, dear.  Close, 

but not quite.” 

“This is humiliating!” 

“I’m  sure  it  is,  but  if  you  weren’t  such  a  sexist  and  you  weren’t  so nasty to Sidney, then none of this would be happening,” said Violet. 

“I knew she was behind this,” growled Henry. 

“No Henry, this was my decision.  I wanted you dressed as a girl and I will  keep  you  dressed  as  a  girl  even  as  every  other  man  in  town  returns  to being male until you learn not to be such a sexist pig,” said Violet. 

Just then, the music began.  Everyone turned to face the back of the room.    In  walked  Eric,  led  by  Kayleigh,  his  little  sister.    Kayleigh  wore  the same  dress  and  heels  that  Amber  wore.    As  she  walked,  she  spread  rose pedals on the floor.  Eric followed her in his white dress.  It was an amazing dress.    It  was  a  mermaid  dress  with  a  fitted  bodice  and  a  flowing  tail.    The bosom was shaped like two roses placed side-by-side.  Eric’s hair was dyed light brunette and, like Sidney, he wore roses in it. 

“Oh my God!  She’s made him wear a dress!” growled Henry. 

Violet glared at her husband.  “It was his own choice.” 

“Not my son it wasn’t!” 

“Yes,  it  was,  Henry,”  said  Violet.    “And  there’s  more  bad  news  for you too.  He’s taking her name.  He’s going to become ‘Eric Blake’ and he’s going to stay home and care for their family.” 

Henry  looked  like  he  would  explode.    Being  the  only  man  forced  to wear a dress to this wedding, a wedding where his own son, the groom, had been  turned  into  the  bride  and  was  giving  up  his  manhood,  was  the  most humiliating thing he could ever possibly imagine. 

Meanwhile,  Eric  made  his  way  to  the  alter.    He  felt  his  feet  in  their high heels balance delicately as he made his way down the aisle.  He felt the tug of the dress on his legs and rear.  He smelled the perfume that had been placed on him and the smell of the roses in his hair.  His vision was slightly blurred through the veil he wore.  He was hard as a rock.  This was a fantasy come true and he would have whipped out his penis right then and there and jerked himself off to the biggest explosion ever if he had could have in that moment... but he didn’t.  He didn’t want to ruin the most perfect day ever in his life.  This was his dream come true.  And when he reached the alter, and Sidney removed his veil and brushed his cheek with her fingers, he actually cried it was all so perfect. 

—o—

A few hours later, Eric lay on the bed in the hotel room they rented. 

He  wore  white  silky  lingerie  and  a  pair  of  satin  mules.    His  pink  toenails showed through the open fronts of the shoes; this excited him.  His erection stood  up  tall  and  proud  where  Sidney  had  pulled  it  out  from  beneath  his lingerie.  Sidney wrapped her fingers around it and stroked it. 

“So,  Mr. Blake... how does it feel to be my wife?” asked Sidney. 

“It feels good, Mrs. Blake.” 

“I thought old Henry was going to blow a gasket when you swore to honor and obey me.”  Sidney laughed.  “Not to mention, when he saw you in your dress... not that he had room to speak.” 

“He did not look happy.  But it sounds like mom has him well under control these days.” 

“So  it  seems,”  said  Sidney.    She  kissed  Eric  and  she  sped  up  her stroking.  “You looked amazing in your dress.” 

“Thank you, Miss.  It was a dream come true.” 

“I’m glad.  You know, this whole virus thing has actually worked out well for many people,” said Sidney. 

“How so?” 

“Well, it gave you the freedom to come out of my closet and let your family know the real you.  It’s helped people like me overcome sexist jerks like Henry.  Not to mention, it’s made your mother happier.” 

“True.” 

“There are other people too,” said Sidney.  “A lot of the men learned to be more sensitive.  A lot of the women learned to be better people.” 

“That’s true to.” 

“Of course, it could have been worse too,” said Sidney. 

“How so?” asked Eric doubtfully.  “I can’t image it could have been worse for the men.  They became completely helpless and within the power of every woman in town.  That’s intensely humiliating for most men.” 

“It’s not humiliating for you.” 

Eric  blushed.    “Actually,  it  is,”  he  said.    “I  just  kind  of  like  it  when it’s you I submit to.” 

Sidney  chuckled  and  threw  her  arms  around  her  husband.    “Good, because that’s the  story for the  rest of your  life:    submissive to me.    You’re going to be my little wife from now on, Mr. Blake, and there’s nothing you

can do about it!” 

As Sidney said this, it sent a chill down Eric’s spine.  Could he really endure  an  entire  life  of  submission?    He  hoped  so  because  the  idea  excited him.  It brought him peace too to let Sidney control his life in every detail.  It felt right. 

“Still, it could have been worse,” said Sidney, returning to the virus. 

“How?” asked Eric again. 

“The geneticist said that other changes were likely as well.  We didn’t generally spread that around though, because we didn’t want people freaking out.” 

Eric furrowed his brow.  “What kind of changes?” 

“No one knew,” said Sidney.  “It could have been anything.  But their best guess was that you boys might have slowly turned into women with tiny penises.”  Sidney returned her hand to her husband’s penis and stroked faster than  before.    He  began  breathing  harder.    “Could  you  imagine  growing breasts?    Your  penis  shrinking?    Losing  your  body  hair?    Losing  your muscles?  Maybe even growing smaller?” 

Eric  shuddered  at  these  possibilities.    “That  would  have  been horrible!” 

Sidney  smirked.    “I  don’t  know.    I  wouldn’t  mind  you  being  a  little shorter and having boobs.  Though your penis shrinking would have been a tragedy,” she said with a wink as she kept stroking him. 

Eric  changed  the  topic.    “Do  you  think  they’ll  ever  find  a  cure?” 

asked Eric. 

Sidney  shrugged  her  shoulders.    “I  suppose  so.    But  so  far,  they haven’t.” 

Eric  spread  his  legs  slightly  and  arched  his  back.    His  balls  pulled upward  and  felt  like  they  were  tightening.    His  erection  throbbed  within Sidney’s  warm,  soft  hand.    He  sucked  in  air  and  then  held  his  breath.    His penis shook and throbbed and then erupted.  His hot, white juices shot out of him and covered Sidney’s hand. 

She smiled, and so did Eric. 

“Happy?” asked Sidney. 

“Yes, Miss,” purred Eric. 

Sidney  wiped  her  hand  and  snuggled  up  next  to  her  husband.    She played with his nipple as she tucked his penis back beneath his lingerie.  His nipples  seemed  larger  than  normal  to  her,  perhaps  a  little  inflated  too.    She

didn’t think anything of this, however.  Instead, she put this off to his being super excited. 

“Are you serious about the changes?” asked Eric. 

“Yes, I am.  That’s what the geneticist told us.” 

Eric swallowed hard.  “Well, I hope they find a cure. 

Sidney  smiled  at  her  feminized  husband.    She  felt  so  happy  to  have him this way.  “I love you honey,” said Sidney. 

They kissed. 

“Do you know what we should do?” asked Sidney excitedly. 

“What?” asked Eric. 

“We  should  sit  out  on  the  balcony  and  watch  the  sun  go  down  over the mountains!” said Sidney. 

Eric agreed. 

They  rose  and  Sidney  took  Eric’s  hand.    She  led  him  out  to  the balcony.    As  they  walked,  Eric  realized  that  Sidney  seemed  an  inch  or  two taller than normal.  He looked down at her feet but saw that her heels weren’t unusually high.  Nor were his lower than he normally wore. 

“That’s strange,” he thought.  “I must be imagining it.” 

Or was he? 

Epilogue

—o—

Melanie  Morgan  ducked  into  the  building  and  made  her  way  up  the back staircase to her room.  There was definitely an arrest warrant issued for her.  The behavior of that cop proved it.  Melanie had been lucky to escape. 

She  would  need  to  be  more  careful  in  the  future.    Still,  she  laughed  at  her good luck. 

“Somebody’s looking out for me,” she said with a chuckle. 

Melanie  walked  over  to  the  bed  and  ran  her  hand  over  her  suitcase. 

The  three  vials  of  pure  virus  she  had  gotten  from  her  biologist  friend  were inside  this  suitcase.    He  had  given  her  the  vials  so  she  could  have  them analyzed by the CDC; he had no idea she never intended to pass them along. 

She chuckled about that too. 

She unzipped the suitcase. 

“All  I  have  to  do  is  drop  a  vial  in  the  water  supply  and  millions  of men will fall victim to the virus,” thought Melanie. 

She  giggled.    Then  she  removed  the  leather  pouch  which  held  the vials.  That was why Melanie and her new girlfriend Candi had come to the big city:  to spread the virus.  Though Candi knew nothing about it.  Melanie thought it best not to tell Candi anything because she wasn’t very bright and couldn’t be trusted to keep a secret. 

“She’s a nice girl, but rock stupid.  Candi is eye-candy only,” thought Melanie  condescendingly.    “It’s  a  good  thing  she’s  not  smart  enough  to  put anything together from what she’s seen.” 

Melanie opened the leather pouch. 

 It was empty! 

Actually, it wasn’t entirely empty.  There was a note.  It read: Dear Melanie, 

The  more  you  talked,  the  more  interested  I  became  in this  crazy  virus  you  kept  dropping  hints  about.    After  a while,  I  decided  that  I  wanted  to  own  it.    Sorry,  lover. 

Maybe you shouldn’t have underestimated me. 

With love, 

Candi

Melanie’s  jaw  dropped.    She  couldn’t  believe  what  had  happened. 

She  was  furious.    She  needed  to  find  Candi  and  get  those  vials  back!    She grabbed her purse, which she had set down when she entered the room, and she  raced  to  the  front  door.    She  threw  open  the  door  to  her  room.    On  the other side of the door stood two police detectives.  They were here because of a tip they had received from someone named Candi. 

The End. 
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Thanks for reading my book! 

I hope you enjoyed it! 

Please leave a review at Amazon. 

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books! 

And don’t forget to check out my other books: Satin  Falls:     Satin  Falls  is  the  story  of  a  small mountain  town  where  the  males  slowly  lose  their ability  to  resist  any  command  given  by  the  females after an unknown virus infects the water supply. 

Guiding  the  women  in  how  to  handle  this  is  a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race.  She decides to get her revenge against male kind  by  encouraging  the  women  of  Satin  Falls  to feminize their helpless males.  Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who

is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to. 

Part  one  of  this  story  follows  several  couples  as  their lives  change  in  this  brave  new  world  of  silk  and  high heels  and  female  domination  as  the  men  slowly  sink into  feminization  and  their  chances  of  being  rescued hang  by  the  well-manicured  fingertips  of  one  young woman. 
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Emasculating My Husband:  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairytale prince.  He seemed to be  strong  and  confident  and  the  kind  of  man  you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been  taught  to  be.    Then  one  day,  just  as  I  could  take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike  would  be  the  submissive  little  housewife  in  the four-inch heels! 

This story is told in the first person by Mike’s wife, and it includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding and a lot more. 

[image: Image 4]

Blackmailed  Sissy  Maid:    Powerful  men  like Christopher  Jordan  need  ways  to  unwind.    For Christopher,  who  planned  to  run  for  governor  in  the next  election,  this  meant  having  an  internet  mistress. 

He  assumed  having  an  internet  mistress  was  safe because  of  the  anonymity  of  the  internet.    He  was wrong.  Christopher  would  now  learn  a  hard  lesson,  a lesson  which  would  place  him  at  the  mercy  of  his wife’s  cousin  and  her  best  friend,  as  they  turned  him into their sissy maid.  Was that all they planned for him or was there something more? 
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Grounded  in  Heels:    When  Sam’s  stepmother discovered  the  perfect  way  to  keep  her  adult  stepson out  of  trouble,  she  unknowingly  put  him  at  the  mercy of  his  worst  enemy...  his  vengeful  adult  stepsister Diane.    Now  Diane  has  plans  to  make  sure  he  never escapes.    Can  Sam  find  a  way  to  save  himself  or  will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence? 

[image: Image 6]

Feminized  Cuckold:    When  powerbroker  Paul Jackson  loses  his  job,  he  must  learn  to  submit  to  his vengeful  wife.    Little  by  little,  she  feminizes  him  and finally cuckolds him.  Will this be his new life? 
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More  Than  He  Bargained  For:    Jeff  wanted  to change  his  wife.    He  wanted  her  to  be  more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he  would  never  forget  by  giving  him  exactly  what  he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office  will  never  be  the  same.    (This  includes  the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)
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Feminized  By  Hypnosis:    Jess  and  his  stepmother never  got  along,  at  least  until  she  brought  him  a  new CD.    Now  Jess  and  his  father  are  changing  fast  and everyone  seems  to  be  noticing  except  them,  including his  stepmother’s  new  boyfriend.    Can  Jess’s  mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse? 

[image: Image 9]

Humiliation  At  The  Office:    Corporate  hotshot Andrew  Boden  is  about  to  learn  the  price  of  treating the women of the office like sex objects.  Watch as his secretary  Katherine  robs  Andrew  of  his  power,  his freedom,  and  his  masculinity  by  drawing  him  further and further into an inescapable web of femininity. 
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The Writer’s Secret:  Loren had no idea what he was getting  into  when  his  agent  suggested  he  write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife  Stephanie  would  embrace  the  idea  of  feminizing her husband.  How far would they go? 
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Feminized Fiancé:  Victoria Martin built “The Martin Firm”  into  one  of  the  most  prestigious  firms  in  the world.    She  expected  that  her  daughter  Sarah  would follow  in  her  high-heeled  footsteps  and  take  over  the business.    When  she  learns  that  Sarah  is  planning  to marry  a  young  man  Victoria  considers  entirely unsuitable,  Victoria  sets  out  to  make  sure  Sarah  will never  want  to  marry  him...  by  turning  him  into  a woman. 
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Serving His Fiancée:  This is Part Two of  Feminized

 Fiancé. 

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria  Martin.    Rick  must  win  his  fiancée  back  to gain his freedom or else be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid  forever!    Complicating  things,  Victoria  forces him  to  masquerade  as  his  fiancée’s  personal  maid Sissy, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know? 

This is the conclusion of the series. 
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Two  Weeks  As  His  Wife’s  Feminized  Submissive: Paul  Wallace  is  a  powerful  man.    But  Paul  has  a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s more, for two  weeks  every  year,  Amanda  turns  Paul  into  Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it. 
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