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Chapter One


Erik had never pictured himself as a stay-at-home husband, but he didn’t mind it at first. He used to work as an accountant at a large firm, crunching numbers, writing reports, and developing a persistent carpal tunnel that he avoided getting treated. He hadn't minded the job, but it always felt like something he had to do instead of something he liked doing. People had been lying to him his whole life in that way, he discovered--jobs weren't something you picked because you loved doing them, they were just what you had to do to make enough money to survive. When he came down with a severe case of pneumonia and had to be hospitalized for several weeks, they generously gave him an indefinite leave of absence.

When he finally got better, he decided he would make a change.

Kelly made enough money in her executive position to provide for them both. She did enjoy her job. Her fierce nature was what had attracted Erik to her in the first place. Kelly had an air of authority about her and people couldn't help but do what she said as if she were always barking orders instead of just calmly suggesting what she wanted.

"You can't do what's best for everyone," she had told him, "only what's best for you."

Her words had tumbled around in his head for months until he finally decided to quit his job. Anyone could do anything they wanted to do, he figured. Why not him?

They hadn't saved a huge amount of money, but even without him having to contribute, they would be able to make it through the next few years in comfort. He'd thought Kelly would be apprehensive about him leaving his job, but she seemed pleased about it. The sickness had taken a toll on Erik and his health was fragile even after he got out of the hospital. Kelly had waited on him hand and foot while he got better.

Something about the idea of him staying home while she went out and provided for him appealed to her on a deep level. Once Erik was sure she didn't resent him for not going back to his job, he was relieved. He'd become interested in the realm of housework, and Kelly had various ideas of how he could use all of his above-average skills at cooking, cleaning, and doing laundry.

"You're my little house husband," she joked one night, kissing him tenderly on the cheek. "And I'm your strong wife, providing everything a spoiled boy like you needs to keep him happy."

That was all it took. For him, entering into the world of housework was probably the most enjoyable part of his new life. It really helped him to empty his mind and focus on small tasks like sweeping and cleaning dishes. It was almost relaxing.

Kelly's dominant personality seemed to become more pronounced after he quit his job. Erik found himself obeying orders from her more and more as the days passed. He would have thought it would bother him, but he actually didn't mind. Kelly was such a strong woman and there wasn't room for two alpha personalities in their marriage. That had always been why they worked as a couple--he was something of a submissive. It used to embarrass him but he was getting more comfortable with it as time went on. Kelly had always made more money than he could ever hope to bring in. She'd always known what she wanted while he was uncertain, and she'd always been willing to simply tell him what to do when he was hesitating.

"All you have to do is trust me," she always said. And so far, she hadn't been wrong once.

But Erik had really doubted her when she came home early from work one day and caught him wearing her panties. She had ordered him to put on one of her dresses as well.


Chapter Two


The laundry was perhaps Erik's favorite chore around the house. Putting things in order helped calm his mind and when it was just clothes, he could be sure everything had a place. He'd hung Kelly's dresses neatly in her walk-in closet, folded her sweaters and shirts and put them in the dresser, and carefully placed each silken blouse in its place. All that was left was her underwear.

And that was where the trouble began. Erik had always liked women's clothes. They were just so pretty and soft. There was so much more art to them than men's clothing which stayed essentially the same year after year. He's always thought that if he'd been born a woman, he would have been a model. Even as a man, he had a slim, lithe body with very little muscle tone. Especially now, when he was still recovering from his long illness, he was small and skinny. For the first time since they'd been married, he might have been just as small as Kelly. He wondered what her underwear would look like on him.

The thought was so intriguing that it caught him off guard and he dropped a pile of clothing onto the floor by the bed by accident.

He sighed and cursed at himself for not being able to do one little task as efficiently as he liked. His mind was a mess. Kelly wasn't due home for another couple of hours. He'd tried to distract himself by doing a little work on his computer, but he couldn't find his focus. The thought of Kelly's pretty underwear drawer kept coming up. He tried to ignore it. But eventually, he had to finish putting the laundry away. The thought of leaving it out made him uncomfortable and he didn't want Kelly to come home to a mess.

Who cared what pretty underwear Kelly had? He probably wouldn't even recognize a thong if he saw it.

How would he look in it? It was probably soft. All silk and satin and lace. How would it feel on his ass? How would his member fit inside the sleek little piece? Would it be hidden by the smooth fabric? How did it feel when lace rubbed against his manhood?

He tried to shake the thoughts out of his mind. This was crazy. He was a guy. He didn't like that sort of thing. He wasn't supposed to be thinking about this. He was a man. He put away every other article of clothing until there was just a sweet little pile of undergarments waiting for him on the bed.

You're my little househusband. ...I'm your strong wife, providing everything a spoiled boy like you needs to keep him happy.

He picked up one of the delicate pieces of silk and stroked it. His hand felt so big and coarse next to the soft fabric. He imagined a woman's hand touching it and running a fingernail across it. She would cup his privates and laugh at the way he filled up the panties. Perhaps she would stroke him through the fabric. The softness of a woman's touch stroking across him as her firm grip left him moaning in pleasure... Maybe she would put him in a dress...

No! Stop! He dropped the panties as if they had burned him. Of course, it was such a crazy thought. Maybe he was crazy. Maybe he'd become unhinged after his long illness. And what would Kelly think? He shouldn't be thinking these things. He shouldn't be touching his wife's panties like this. He definitely shouldn't be rock hard and leaking precum at just the thought of being made to dress up like a girl. What was wrong with him?

He moved to the closet and began putting Kelly's panties up and out of sight. He tried to complete the task without touching any of them for too long or looking at them too much as if they might contaminate him with more unruly thoughts. After that was done, he went to the kitchen where he busied himself with washing the dishes, putting the food away, and wiping down the countertops. He worked until he heard the garage open, then he made his way to the bedroom and got ready for Kelly to come in.

She was in a better mood than she'd been in all week.


Chapter Three


When they were in bed together that night, Erik found his mind drifting back to what he'd imagined when he was putting the laundry away. The feel of her panties against his skin. The thought of her long nails weighing him as the tight silk tucked his member back against his body. The way she would chuckle delightedly at him and tell him how pretty he looked.

He went over it all in his mind as his wife bounced up and down on his cock, which was harder tonight than it had been in months. Erik was ashamed to be thinking about these things with her right there, on top of him, his member inside her tight, wet pussy as she rode him hard, but he couldn't help it. It just turned him on so much. He loved his wife and he didn't know another woman half as sexy as Kelly, but somehow his attraction to her was magnified to another level when he thought about her humiliating him by making him dress in her clothes.

After it was over and he'd cum inside her, he felt guilty about it. While she went to the ensuite bathroom to clean up he lay in the bed, wondering if there was something wrong with him. This was some of the best sex they'd had in ages. He'd been so turned on and he'd made her cum so hard before he finished. But the whole time, he'd been thinking about her commanding him to put on those panties.

When she came back to the bed, she crawled in between the sheets and joined him.

"Good night, darling," she said in a drowsy voice.

"Good night," he replied.

She didn't seem to notice the look on his face. Erik lay there, protesting to himself in silence. He lay there for a long while. Eventually, he fell asleep.

The thoughts about the panties wouldn't leave him, though. Throughout the next several days he found himself dreading the laundry when the temptation would arise again, now even stronger as he had dwelt on it all week.

Kelly seemed to notice his distraction but chose not to say anything to him about it. He could see her watching him as he stood in front of the sink, up to his elbows in suds, furiously scrubbing a casserole dish as though the wayward thoughts were particles of sauce and meat that he could cleanse away with a  sponge and some hot water. If only he could tell her why he was upset. But Kelly would surely think less of him if he let her know what had been going through his mind the last few days. These were strange, abnormal thoughts that he definitely should not be having. She would hate him if she ever found out what he was thinking about. She would probably divorce him.

Kelly was a dominant woman but there was no way she would want him the way he was thinking about...was there?

Laundry day came around and there was no avoiding it. He couldn't leave a task unfinished. It wasn't in his nature. He hung up the dresses. He folded the shirts and blouses. He ironed the pants and put them away. He matched each and every sock. And then he was left with the underwear.

Maybe he would do it. Just one time. Because as soon as he realized how ridiculous it was to want this he'd be cured. As soon as he saw how stupid he looked wearing his wife's panties, he'd know he hadn't really wanted it at all. It was just a silly idea that had caught in his brain and refused to shake free. It didn't mean anything. He'd just put on one pair.

Soon everything was done and he had no more excuses to procrastinate. He had put away every pair of panties but one. It was a black silk thong with a lace waistband. They were smooth and soft and quite stretchy. He was confident that they would fit him. He was terrified they would look awful on him. He was even more terrified that they wouldn't.

He stripped out of his shirt and then his pants and boxers, and stood nude before the bed, taking a moment to stare at the thong before putting it on. He stepped into the panties gingerly, slowly, and pulled them up his lean thighs. The fabric was just as smooth against his skin as he'd hoped. He found himself wishing he'd shaved his legs, though. Erik had fair hair, but there was a good amount of it on his arms and legs. Even though it was light, it was hard not to notice it. He told himself it didn't matter and finished putting on the thong.

It felt amazing. It cradled his member and tucked it back slightly in a smooth embrace. The narrow piece in back sat right between his two round asscheeks, displaying them prominently. He'd expected to be embarrassed and immediately take the garment off,  but instead, he felt better than he had in a long time. He could feel himself getting hard as he went to examine his reflection in the full-length mirror on the door of his and Kelly's shared master bathroom.

He was a little horrified to see how easily the panties seemed to fit him. It was like they were made specifically for him. Kelly always said he didn't have a man's hips and ass, which meant he couldn't get away with buying panties in the male section of the store. Now he knew why the panties from the men's section never looked right. He was built like a woman. He'd never noticed how narrow his waist was before. The weight he'd lost when he was sick was part of it, but for the first time in months, he didn't feel uneasy when he looked at his slim body. For a man, he was small, skinny, and unimpressive. But when he looked at himself and tried to see a more feminine shape, he wasn't displeased. He had great legs and a round, plump ass. He'd always been embarrassed by his big butt. It never seemed right on a guy, but he liked the way it looked framed by the silky fabric of the thong.

It was hard to snap himself out of how mesmerized he was by his reflection. Why did it look so good? Why did it feel so right to be wearing women's underwear? Why didn't it turn him off to think that he'd be a sexy woman? And why did his eyes keep drifting to the closet where the rest of his wife's clothing was waiting for him? Did he dare--

He was pulled out of his fantasy by the sound of the bedroom door. Erik wanted to hide as Kelly entered the room, home hours before she should have been done with work. He felt his face heat up with a blush and tried to cover himself with his hands to hide what he was wearing.


Chapter Four


"Erik?" said Kelly. There was no question that she had seen him in her panties, and watched him admiring himself in the mirror. "What are you doing?" She didn't sound angry. She crossed the room swiftly and eyed him up and down as he stood before her, filled with shame for his attire but unable to move. "Is this what you do all day while I'm at work?"

Was that a note of amusement in her voice? Was she laughing at him?

He hung his head. "I--sorry," he managed. "I'm just--I just tried it on. I didn't mean to. I'm not--I wasn't gonna."

She was silent for a moment. Either she was processing exactly what this meant or she was searching for an appropriate line of questioning. He felt the need to fill the silence with more explanations but couldn't seem to get the words in the right order.

"I just--You weren't here so I started putting away the clothes. I--I just tried it on," he repeated.

"Aha." She sounded so amused. There was no anger in her green eyes, but there was a playful twist to her smile that intrigued him. "Take your hands away," she said. "I want to see what they look like on you."

Erik only hesitated for a moment before doing as he was told. He felt her eyes rake over his slim body. He felt the urge to cover up, which was crazy because Kelly was his wife and had seen him nude many times. Somehow this was more personal, though. This was more intimate than being naked before her because the clothing he was wearing was so feminine.

She walked around him in a slow circle and he felt her eyes taking in every inch of his body. Erik felt his face heating up with a blush as she looked him over.

When she was facing him once again, Kelly said, “They look good on you.”

Erik didn’t know how to respond. “I--” he said. Did she actually like them? “I was just trying them on.”

She chuckled and moved in close, her perfectly manicured hands grasping him firmly through the thin silk. “If you were just trying them on, Erik,” she whispered into his ear, “then why are you so hard?”

And of course he didn’t have an answer for that.

"Go into the closet," she said, her tone now the same commanding one she used to tell him what to do to her during sex, "and get my black sheath dress. You know the one. Put it on and come show me."

And for the first time in ages, he hesitated when she gave him an order. This felt right. This was so fucking exciting. It felt like what he'd been wanting for years.

But why was there a part of him that was so damn scared to do what she said?

She stared him down. "Don't think too much," said Kelly. "I can see the cogs turning behind your eyes. Just do what I tell you, Erik, and I'll make sure you have a good time."

He did as she said. Afterall, Kelly had never steered him wrong before.

The sheath dress was soft and fitted, with a skirt that was shorter than he remembered. It looked amazing on Kelly. It wasn't terribly revealing, but it managed to show off her amazing body without leaving too much skin out. The dress was one she wore to look professional when she had a client she wanted to tease. Kelly's office dealt with investments and she got a lot of male clients who didn't really know what they were doing but wanted to feel as if they did. Kelly disdained all of them, but played with them like a cat with a mouse.

Erik remembered clearly what she looked like in the dress, so he was suprised to find that his body fit in it, too. Almost. He borrowed one of her push-up bras and put it on. He didn't have any tits, but Kelly's were small. This would at least offer the illusion that he had more of a feminine figure. He slipped into the dress and, with a little bit of a struggle, zipped up the back so that it hugged his figure tightly. He couldn't see himself yet. Well, he could look down, but he wasn't sure how he really looked. Was this a good idea? What if Kelly was doing this to humiliate and punish him for trying on her panties and she knew it would look terrible?

"I know you're thinking in there," came Kelly's voice through the closed closet door. "It doesn't take this long to put on a dress, Erik. Come out and show me what you look like."

He could never resist an order from her for long. He emerged shyly from the closet, his eyes on the ground. He probably looked stupid.

But the approving hum she made seemed to indicate otherwise.

"I see you borrowed one of my bras," she said. "Unless you sprouted tits and didn't tell me."

"I--I'm sorry," he said. Why was his impulse always to apologize? "I didn't think you'd mind. I just--"

"Shhh," she moved close and put a finger over his lips. "I don't mind, baby. It looks good on you. You look just like a lady."

The words made him feel all hot and bothered. He realized that he liked it when she said that. He liked it a lot.

"Go look at yourself in the mirror," she told him. "You look good, Erik."

Once again, he did as he was told. It was uncanny. His face even looked softer, more feminine somehow in juxtaposition with his body in this dress. He looked like he had slight curves. His waist was small, his ass was thick. He was afraid of how much he liked what he saw in the mirror. Something about seeing himself as a woman felt very, very right. Why had he never thought about this before? Why--

"Come back to me now," called Kelly. "If I let you brood too much, we won't get to have any fun."

Erik didn't think he'd been brooding, per se, but his new motto was "Don't question Kelly." So he obeyed.


Chapter Five


She was sprawled out on the bed, playing with something black and long.

"Do you know what this is?" she asked him.

It was her vibrator. He'd seen her play with it before. He liked to watch Kelly pleasure herself sometimes. She was always so sure of what she wanted and never afraid to take it.

"That's your vibrator," he told her.

"Yes," she purred. "Have you ever used it, Erik?"

He shook his head. It had never occurred to him to touch her toy.

"You will now," she told him. He took in a sharp breath but didn't deny her. Kelly knew what was best, he reminded himself. And after doing what she'd told him so far, he was more turned on than he had ever been in his life, so he couldn't go wrong listening to her a little more now.

"Bend over the bed," she told him. "You look so pretty in my dress, Erika, I want to show you how a lady gets fucked."

He did as he was told. Erika didn't comment on the new name she gave him. It fit.

He bent over the bed, his ass in the air, the skirt riding up and exposing his creamy white thighs. Kelly stood up and came around behind him. He could feel her hands exploring his body like it was their first time together. In a way, he supposed it was.

"So sexy," she said. "I've been wanting to dress you up like this for years, Erika. But I didn't want to push you before you were ready. You've always been a little delicate and I didn't want to spook you." She ran a manicured finger over the shape of the black underwear he'd stolen from her. Up one side of his ass, down the other, then down the piece that sat in the center. She played with his member through the thin, smooth fabric.

"You like it, don't you?" she said, squeezing his balls lightly. It wasn't enough to hurt, just enough to let him know she was there and she owned him. "You're so much dirtier than you ever thought." She stroked his manhood. Erik bit his lip and silently agreed with her.

"You haven't been this hard for me in a long time, " she said, stroking his erection through the silky panties. Her hand was firm but not too rough. She knew exactly how he needed to be handled. She always had. He was leaking precum at an alarming rate, soaking the delicate panties with the evidence of his own excitement.

Slowly, she peeled them down his hips, but didn't pull them all the way off. She left them down around his thighs and continued her attentions. He felt something smooth that wasn't her finger touching the sensitive skin between his balls and his asshole. He realized it was the toy just as it began to vibrate softly, jolting waves of pleasure through his body as it massaged a spot he hadn't known was so sensitive.

"You like that?" Kelly asked. He moaned a yes and she hummed in approval.

"You be the girl this time, Erika," she said. "You always let me top anyways."

She pressed a wet fingertip to the pucker of his ass and he tensed up. "Don't" she said. "This is your first time, baby. If you don't relax, I can't make you feel good. You need to be a good girl and trust me."

He liked it when she called him a good girl. He'd never thought he would enjoy that, but it sent a heated pleasure through him. It was a thrill he'd never experienced before today. Again, he obeyed and took a few deep breaths, relaxing himself and letting her push her finger against his entrance.

"Good girl," she said. He flushed. She pushed harder and her finger pressed through and entered him. It was barely inside him but she continued to move and soon had the entire digit in. It felt strange. It wasn't as bad as he'd thought it would be, though. He actually liked it. It was intense and strange but not bad.

She began to move her finger in and out of him, stretching his entrance. The vibrator was still humming at his perineum, sending jolts of pleasure through him. Something was building in him like no orgasm he'd ever experienced before. This was deeper and bigger. The pleasure was so profound. Other orgasms had been waves on the beach, but this would be a tsunami when it finally broke.

She pressed another finger in, moving them in and out slowly. She was scissoring them now, opening him up in preparation for something bigger.

He felt so vulnerable like this, her fingers inside him, a skirt pushed up around his hips, and his wife's panties down around his thighs. He didn't hate it, though. He was enjoying it. Erik whimpered a little as Kelly slowly pulled her fingers out of his ass.

"Don't worry, baby," she said. "I've got something better for you."

She leaned down and spit on his asshole. He could feel the wetness of it. She pulled the vibrator away from his perineum and pressed its round head to his now moist entrance. It was larger and thicker than her fingers, and it was still vibrating softly. He moaned as she slowly pushed it inside him. It opened him up more than she had but her fingers had done good work preparing him for this.

It was like nothing he'd ever felt before. It was amazing. She moved it slowly at first, letting him get used to the feeling of being penetrated.

"You like that, baby?" she asked him again. And again he answered with a moan.

"You can be my little wife," she whispered in his ear, leaning over him so her front was touching his back. She was still fucking him with the toy, her hand moving faster now, picking up speed as she became more excited. "Is that what you want, Erika?"

"Yes!" He moaned. He was suprised by the fervor in his voice. He really did want it. He wanted her to dominate him completely and make him into a woman. "Please," he said. "Make me your little wife!"

She pressed herself into him, moving at a punishing rhythm, her breath hot on the back of his neck. One of her hands was holding the toy that was inside him, the other was in her panties.

"You're going to be my little slut!" she told him.

"Yes!"

"You're such a dirty girl!"

"Yes!!"

They were both close now, panting raggedly as their bodies focused on pleasure, not speech. He was surprised by how turned on Kelly seemed to be by all this. But he knew what she sounded like when she was close to cumming and she was almost there, too.

Erika was on the edge of...something. When he finally came it was the biggest orgasm he'd ever experienced. His vision actually went black for a moment as he reached a release that was more profound than he'd ever known. He came and came and heard Kelly cumming as well as she pulled the toy out and collapsed onto him, panting and struggling to catch her breath.

"Oh my god," she said. "Fuck. Baby, that was amazing."

He was panting as well. He felt like he wasn't thinking straight. That was incredible.


Chapter Six


Later, when they were both cleaned up, Kelly told Erik that he could get a job again if he felt up to it.

“I will if you want me to,” he said. Questioning Kelly didn’t lead to good places. Doing what she said...well, that had its rewards.

She smiled mischievously at him. “We don’t need the money,” she said, “so it’s up to you. But I need a new secretary at work.”

“A secretary?” He said.

“Yes,” she grinned. “She will need to start on Monday. My previous one had to leave because she’s been knocked up.”

“Oh,” said Erik.This wasn’t what he expected.

“Well,” said Kelly. She raised an eyebrow, waiting for his response.

Erik bit his lip and started to worry about what this all would mean before he remembered his new resolution.

“Erika will take the job,” he said.

“Perfect.” said Kelly. “I’ll see you at eight sharp on Monday. Oh, and Erika?”

“Yes?”

“I expect you to cater to my clients’ every need.”

“Oh.”

He blushed, but Kelly could see he was looking forward to it.


To be continued in Sissy Secretary: Shared for Her Pleasure
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Available now! Read it here!


Craving More? Check out these other steamy books by Justine and Other Authors!


Feminized for the Frat Boys: Shared at the Party: Magical MtF Transformation

Innocent Jesse can't seem to work up the courage to talk to athletic Jake. But when a magic ring grants Jesse's wish of becoming a girl, she's ready to find out exactly what her new body can handle. Filled with new confidence and desperate to be filled, Jessie finds Jake at a party only to discover that he and his two friends might have more in store for her than she can handle. How will innocent Jessie feel when not one, but three hot guys want to share, fill and use her any way they want? How much pleasure can a woman's body handle?


Hucow Erotica! 8 Creamy Stories! First Time Transformations! Milked, Shared and Punished!


This is the ♥ erotic hucow collection ♥ you’ve been waiting for! These girls are transformed into ♥ supple, creamy hucows ♥ and are in desperate need of milking! Luckily, at the Mucca Hucow Clinic, the doctor is always ♥ all the way in ♥.

Naughty Erotica! 10 Taboo Stories! Threesomes! Alphas! Bad Boys! FemDom! And More!


This is the ♥ sexy, taboo collection ♥ you’ve been waiting for! Authors Vanessa Meadow, Aubrey Steele and Tia Rangle came (ahem!) together to give you these ten red-hot stories featuring threesomes, alpha males, spankings, brats, bad boys, dominant femmes and more!
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The sequel is available now! Find out what's next for Erik and Kelly in Sissy Secretary: Shared for HER Pleasure!




Submissive Erik has become submissive to his dominant wife, Kelly, and he couldn’t be happier, but now that he’s getting used to it, she has a new opportunity for him. Will Erik enjoy being dressed up as her secretary and shared with a dominant man? Kelly certainly thinks so, and the longer Erik spends dressed up and feeling pretty, the more he agrees that his wife knows best.

“I need my secretary in the office tomorrow, Erika.” Kelly said.

“Tomorrow?” He looked at the dress she had picked out for him. He’d never been out in public as a woman before.

“Don’t worry, darling,” she said into his ear. “I’ll make sure you have fun. I have a client who I need help convincing to stay with the company. Come in and help me make it worth his while.”

Erik is grateful for the promotion and eager to please both his wife and a hot new client of hers.
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