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Introduction by Ann

	 

	Dear Readers,

	Now Parts One and Two are combined in one book!

	This is a story I’ve wanted to write for some time. Part One involves a young couple with a problem. The husband wants a baby, but the wife doesn’t. This is becoming a bone of contention for them.

	When the husband decides to force the issue by issuing an ultimatum, the wife decides to trip him up by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months in return. She assumes he’ll never agree. Then... well, let’s just say that things don’t go as either of them expected.

	Part One deals with how everything began and how each tries to trick the other into giving up. Part Two turns everything on its head as Mark begins to “grow” into the role of Princess. Megan changes too, but you’ll have to read the story to find out how.

	Hopefully, you’ll find this to be a fun and exciting story. And thanks to everyone for all the wonderful emails and reviews. I love hearing when my books touch you!

	With love, Ann :)

	
 

	 

	Feminizing Her Husband

	Part One

	 

	 

	How Megan Avoided Pregnancy

	 

	


Chapter One: “The Ultimatum”

	 

	Megan shrugged her shoulders and swirled the olive in her drink. She was having problems with her husband Mark and she needed someone to talk to. That’s where her best friend Kelli came in. Best friends since college, they shared everything with each other. Today, Megan needed her friend’s advice. Little did she know, however, that this meeting would change her life forever.

	“I love my husband,” growled Megan in a tone which suggested the opposite.

	Kelli loosened the collar on her dark blue blouse. She still wore her checkered gray skirt suit and pointy-toed black stilettos from work. “So why do I hear a ‘but’ coming?” asked Kelli.

	Megan shrugged her shoulders. “I wouldn’t know... I love my husband,” she repeated sarcastically.

	“Buuuut,” added Kelli.

	Megan tapped her long, pink nails against the table. They matched the tan slacks, neutral open-toed pumps and white sweater she wore. She too had come directly from work. She brushed back her brunette hair. “But he’s back on the baby thing.”

	Kelli winced and finished her drink to avoid responding. The “baby thing” had come up before on several occasions. Megan’s husband Mark was much more interested in having a child than Megan was. This had become a bone of contention between them.

	Unfortunately, Kelli had learned some time ago that there was no advice she could offer that would solve this problem, and that offering advice only caused her friend to become angry with her. Hence, she stayed silent.

	“He brought it up again this morning before work,” continued Megan. 

	“I see,” said Kelli reluctantly.

	“He won’t stop talking about it.”

	“Sounds familiar,” thought Kelli as her friend Megan wouldn’t stop bringing it up either, but she didn’t say that. Instead, she made some noncommittal noise that didn’t quite qualify as for words.

	“I don’t know what to do,” said Megan. She looked down into her drink now.

	Kelli rolled her eyes. They had been over this so often before and she knew that Megan didn’t really want to hear any advice. Yes, she asked for it, but she didn’t really want it. That’s why Kelli tried to stay out of it.

	Unfortunately, it was clear that Megan intended to drag her into this once more whether she wanted to discuss it or not, and being her best friend meant she couldn’t really refuse to discuss it. She could, however, try to humor her friend while avoiding the heart of the discussion.

	“Does he still want one or two kids?” she asked. That was a good question, she reasoned. It sounded sympathetic and engaged, but it really didn’t do anything more than skim the surface of the issue.

	“For now, he says he wants one, but he’s talked about two or even three eventually. Can you imagine that? “Three! What would we do with three?” exclaimed Megan.

	“Yeah, three’s a bigger number than two,” said Kelli. She was trying to find ways of agreeing with Megan that wouldn’t encourage her to continue, but which didn’t sound uncaring.

	“You bet it is!” said Megan. She paused and waited for Kelli to respond. Kelli recognized the pause and tried to think of another question.

	“Uh, and you still don’t want any?” asked Kelli. 

	“No, I don’t.”

	Kelli was thankful when the waiter appeared in that moment with another round of drinks for the women.

	They thanked him and turned to their drinks. Both were drinking martinis. Kelli’s was strawberry. Megan’s was more traditional. They sipped their drinks in silence for several minutes. As they did, Kelli hoped that the coming of the drinks had changed the topic, but she soon realized that it hadn’t. To the contrary, Megan silently stared at her friend, which meant she was waiting for Kelli to ask another question. She sighed to herself and tried to come up with a good one.

	“Why don’t you want children?” asked Kelli finally.

	Megan shrugged her shoulders. “I just don’t. Something about having kids scares me, and I don’t want to do it. What will it do to our lives? You know, it’s going to change everything. And what if Mark leaves or something happens to him? How do I raise kids on my own? I don’t want to face that.”

	“Kids are a handful.”

	“Yes, they are. I’ve never wanted kids.”

	Kelli was running out of questions to ask that would make her sound interested while simultaneously avoiding giving real advice to her friend. She very much wanted to avoid giving advice. In many ways, Megan was like the friend who claims they want to hear “the truth,” but then fights against every last word of it and attacks you for bringing it up. That would be the case with any advice Kelli found herself forced to give. Unfortunately, she was running out of generic questions.

	“Did Mark know this when he married you?” asked Kelli. That was a safe question.

	“Of course he knew.”

	Kelli looked around the bar, hoping the conversation would end in that moment of silence, but Megan kept staring right at her, waiting for the next question. “But he still married you?” asked Kelli.

	“Yeah, obviously,” said Megan sourly.

	Kelli blushed. “That’s not what I meant. Obviously, he married you. What I meant was that he still married you even though he knew you didn’t want kids. If he wanted kids and he knew you didn’t and it was that important to him, then what was he thinking when he married you? That was my question.”

	“What was he thinking? He thought he could change my mind. You know how he is. When he wants something, he thinks that everyone else wants it too, or that he can talk people into wanting it. So he figured that he could marry me and then, over time, convince me to have children.”

	“And this came up again today?”

	“Boy did it ever,” said Megan. She took a deep breath, furrowed her brow and tapped the table with her finger as she continued: “He gave me an ultimatum today... an ultimatum!”

	Kelli raised an eyebrow. This was the first thing Megan said that had interested her. “What kind of ultimatum?” she asked.

	“He said I need to agree to have children or he’ll file for divorce.”

	Kelli’s jaw dropped. She knew that Mark could be a jerk at times, but this was a lot even for him. “Wow! Are you serious?!” exclaimed Kelli.

	“Yes. And he’s serious too. He means it.” 

	“What a jerk!”

	“I know.” Megan sipped her drink. “What I don’t know is what to do now?”

	“What do you mean you don’t know what to do?! For one thing, if you don’t want to get pregnant, then don’t! It’s your body and he’s got no right to force you to get pregnant! What an unbelievable ass he is to make that threat!” growled Kelli.

	“It’s not that simple.”

	“Of course it’s that simple. It’s your body.”

	“Yes, it’s my body. But it’s our marriage and I don’t want to lose him. And if I refuse, then I will lose him,” said Megan.

	Kelli furrowed her brow. “Are you serious? Do you really want to stay with a man who just told you to get pregnant or go away? Seriously, who does that? What an ass!” she repeated. Kelli knew Megan would never willingly leave Mark, but this ultimatum really struck her as a bridge too far. She was never a fan of Mark’s to begin with and to her this was just another prime example of why her friend never should have married him.

	“I don’t want to lose him,” repeated Megan softly.

	“I don’t understand why not,” said Kelli. “He’s selfish. He’s an ass. His jokes are seriously not funny. It’s not even like he’s all that good looking. He’s short. He doesn’t make any money.”

	“I won’t give him up,” insisted Megan.

	Kelli exhaled her frustration. “Fine, if you won’t leave the jerk. Then tell him that if he wants a baby, then he needs to have it. You can get him pregnant. See how he likes that!”

	Megan glared at her friend. “That’s not helping, Kell. Will you be serious, please?”

	“I’m sorry. It just seemed fitting,” said Kelli.

	The two women sat in silence for several seconds as both sipped their drinks and looked around the bar. She briefly watched the other patrons enjoying themselves. As she did, Kelli realized that the drinks were finally getting to her. She felt light-headed and happy.

	That made her chuckle. It also let her mind roam to other ideas.

	“You know,” said Kelli, “it’s too bad you can’t really turn him into a woman. The world would be a very different place if men had the babies. You can bet they wouldn’t be so quick to demand sex and they certainly wouldn’t make ultimatums if the shoe was on the other foot.” Kelli reached beneath the table and rubbed her sore foot in its high-heeled pump. “Speaking of the other foot, men should have to wear high heels too. You can bet dress codes would change everywhere if high heels were standard shoes for men instead of women.”

	Megan rolled her eyes. Kelli’s silly fantasy talk was not helping her solve her problem... or was it? Megan was just about to tell Kelli once more to get serious when Kelli’s words about turning Mark into a woman made an idea flash through her mind. It was a strange idea to be sure, but as odd as it sounded, it just might work. She smiled crookedly. Kelly noticed her smile immediately. “Wait a minute! I know that look,” said Kelli.

	Megan blushed and shook her leg nervously. “What look?”

	“The one on your face right now. The one that says you’ve thought of something devious. What are you thinking?”

	Megan shook her head. “It’s nothing.” Her face turned even redder.

	“No, it’s not nothing. It’s something! I know you. You can’t hide from me!”

	“I doubt it would even work,” said Megan dismissively.

	“Tell me what it is! What are you thinking?!”

	Megan scraped at the corner of her lip with her nail. She wanted more time to think her idea through, but she wasn’t going to get it, not while Kelli was being so persistent. Megan sipped her drink once more and then asked,

	“Do you really want to know?”

	“Of course, I want to know!”

	“Ok... but this may sound totally insane.”

	“I don’t care. I want to hear it,” said Kelli. She felt excited, partly because of the buildup and partly because she had a good buzz going at this point.

	Megan took a long, deep breath. “He gave me an ultimatum, right? What if I give him an ultimatum?”

	“Like what?”

	Megan leaned closer to her friend. She almost whispered when she spoke, as if they were engaged in some dark conspiracy. “What if I told him that if he wants me to get pregnant, then he needs to do something for me: he needs to dress like a woman for nine months to show me that he’s truly committed!”

	Kelli stared at her friend like she was crazy. “You’re right: that is insane,” she said with a laugh.

	“But it will work,” replied Megan.

	Kelli shook her head. “Mark will never go for it. Not in a million years!”

	“That’s the point!” exclaimed Megan.

	Kelli looked confused. “You lost me. How does that help?”

	“Don’t you see? He made an ultimatum. I am responding by telling him my conditions, but those are conditions to which he will never agree... ever. Trust me, there’s no way in the world that he’ll willingly dress himself into a woman. He’ll never do it!”

	“Right,” said Kelli cautiously. She was still waiting for the kicker.

	Megan now smiled knowingly. “So when he refuses, I’m off the hook and it will be his fault.”

	“What will be his fault?”

	“The reason I won’t get pregnant. It will be his fault.”

	“How do you figure?”

	“Because he’s the one who refused to meet my conditions, not the other way around. I’m actually agreeing to get pregnant if he does this. But he won’t do it, so my not getting pregnant will be his fault... not mine!”

	Kelli raised an eyebrow. “Your dizzying display of logic aside, what makes you think he won’t just dismiss your counter-offer as an evasion, and then accuse you of rejecting his ultimatum? Won’t he just leave you when you refuse?”

	“But I didn’t refuse. I just laid out what he needs to do for me to say ‘yes’. The ball’s in his court now.”

	“What if he doesn’t agree with that?”

	Megan glared at her friend and her tone became icy: “If he’s going to lay down an ultimatum on me to force me to get pregnant – something which will be very difficult mentally and physically for me for months – then I damn well better have the right to lay down my own conditions too,” said Megan. Her tone sent a chill racing down Kelli’s spine.

	What Megan said made sense to Kelli. If Mark could impose such a heavy demand, then Megan should be allowed to counter it with her own demands. Still, she wasn’t sure if Mark would agree with that. If he wanted to leave, then Megan’s demand would be an easy thing to dismiss as being not serious. Of course, it was possible too that Mark didn’t want to leave Megan anymore than Megan wanted to leave Mark; they did seem fairly attached as a couple. In that event, Kelli had no idea how this would play out. Of course, the alcohol wasn’t helping her reasoning either.

	“It will work,” said Megan confidently.

	“I guess we’ll see,” replied Kelli, meaning she had no idea what would happen, but she was pretty sure things would not go as Megan thought they would. She swallowed what was left of her drink and felt her buzz grow just a hint. As it did, another thought occurred to her, a rather funny thought. “Ok. One question.”

	“What?”

	“What happens if Mark agrees to do it?” asked Kelli.

	“Do what?”

	“Dress like a woman for nine months.”

	“Oh be serious.”

	“I am,” insisted Kelli.

	Megan laughed out loud. “He won’t.”

	“Suppose he does?”

	Megan shrugged her shoulders dismissively. “He won’t. He would be humiliated in front of his friends, his family, my friends, every time he went out of the house, and so on. He’ll never do it.”

	“Humor me. What if the stars align, his brain short circuits, or ‘the Great Pumpkin of Panties’ suddenly appears and calls his name, and he actually agrees? What do you do then?”

	“Then I have nine months to get him to quit. That should be simple enough.”

	“And how do you do that?”

	“By embarrassing the crap out of him until he cries uncle... or aunt,” said Megan with a wink. “But it won’t happen. It’s inconceivable.” Megan obviously wasn’t giving any serious consideration to what her friend had suggested.

	“Can you really tolerate a husband who dresses and acts like a woman for nine months?”

	Megan nodded her head indifferently. “Sure. If need be.”

	“Really?”

	Megan shrugged her shoulders. She still hadn’t seriously considered what would happen in the infinitesimally small chance that her husband did in fact agree. To her mind, it just wasn’t possible after all. “Sure, yeah, I can do it.”

	“This sounds like a mess,” thought Kelli. “But I tried to warn her. I really did. I did my part as her friend.

	The rest is on her now.” Kelli motioned the waiter for another drink.

	“This is going to work,” repeated Megan even more confidently.

	Kelli gritted her teeth. She wanted out of this conversation, but she felt obligated to say one more thing at least: “Out of curiosity, wouldn’t it be easier just to talk to him? You know, like two adults?”

	Megan furrowed her brow. “He issued an ultimatum, Kell! Does that sound like someone you can reason with? Besides, you know Mark. When he wants something, he is determined to get it and he doesn’t care about anyone else’s feelings on the matter. You can’t talk to someone like that!”

	“I suppose,” said Kelli doubtfully, though it occurred to her that Megan had just given a better description of herself than of her husband.

	“Trust me, talking will do no good,” Megan assured her.

	Kelli slowly shook her head. “Lord knows I think Mark’s a jerk and I would laugh my butt off to see him all femme and the such, but I have to tell you that you’re playing with fire. If you think you can handle it, that’s fine, but don’t kid yourself! This isn’t going to be as simple as you think.”

	“Yes, it will be.”

	“No, it won’t.”

	“I guess we’ll see,” said Megan smugly. She had made up her mind. She was absolutely sure that Mark would never willingly pretend to be a woman even for a day, much less nine months. Thus, she would get out of his ultimatum with her counter-offer, and she could remain childless... period.

	She was in for a shock…

	


Chapter Two: “The Counter-Offer Goes Awry”

	 

	Mark sat on the couch in the living room half-watching a basketball game. He wore sweatpants and a t-shirt and he looked relaxed, even though he wasn’t. He wanted to resolve this baby issue once and for all, and he disliked having to wait for his wife’s response. Having a child was extremely important to him and he had hoped his wife would see that. Unfortunately, he just wasn’t sure his wife would finally agree. If she didn’t, then he would face a real dilemma.

	“Can I really divorce her if she says ‘no’?” he asked himself.

	He sighed and watched his favorite team shoot the ball and miss. The other team grabbed the ball and took it down the court for a score. He barely noticed what was happening in the game, however.

	“I don’t know. I don’t know why this is such a big deal for her.”

	He sighed and looked toward the television again. Once again, his team turned the ball over and the other team ran it back for another score. They were losing badly now. Yet, as before, he barely noticed; his mind was elsewhere.

	“I wish she wasn’t so adamant,” he said.

	Just then, Mark heard his wife at the front door. He heard her enter the house and set down her purse. Then he heard her heels as she walked down the hallway to their living room. Her steps grew louder as she drew closer.

	He felt sick to his stomach as she approached; this could be an ugly moment. He sat up straighter and muted the television. A few seconds later, Megan entered the living room.

	“I’ve been thinking about what you said this morning,” said Megan. She stopped almost five feet away from her husband.

	“Okay,” said Mark cautiously.

	“Here’s the deal,” said Megan. “You want a baby.”

	“I do.”

	“And you know that I don’t.”

	“I know,” said Mark.

	Megan folded her arms and balanced her right foot on the heel of her shoe. This made her toes point straight up in the air; her pink-painted toenails poked out from the front of the shoe. She wiggled her foot back and forth nervously as she spoke. “And you understand why I don’t want a baby, right? I’m worried that you may disappear one day, and then I’m stuck raising this child all alone. You do understand my concern, don’t you?”

	Mark shrugged his shoulders. He knew what her concern was, but he didn’t share it. He would never abandon her with a child, and she should know that. “I’m totally committed to having this child and raising it,” he said. “I won’t leave.”

	Megan took a deep breath. It was time to make her ultimatum. She looked her husband square in the eyes and she said, “I want you to prove that before I agree to have this baby. Prove to me that you won’t leave.”

	“Prove it how?” asked Mark.

	“You gave me an ultimatum,” said Megan. “Well, I’m giving you one back. If you want me to have this baby and to put my body through all of that and then to commit to raising this child, then you need to prove to me that you’re willing to stick around through anything and everything, the good times and the bad, the happy with the sad, the difficult and the unpleasant. So before I agree to get pregnant, you need to agree to dress like a woman for nine months.”

	Mark’s jaw dropped. He wasn’t sure he had heard that correctly. It sounded to him like she wanted him to dress like a woman. That couldn’t be right, though, could it? “What did you say?”

	“I said you need to dress and live like a woman for nine months.”

	“Dress like a woman?! ” he exclaimed incredulously.

	“And live,” she corrected him. “Dress and live like a woman.”

	Mark was speechless at first. “You’re joking!” he finally said after a lengthy silence.

	“No, I’m not,” replied Megan in a matter-of-fact tone.

	“Why?”

	“Why what?”

	“Why the hell do you want this?! What does this possibly prove?”

	Megan smirked. Mark’s panicked, outraged reaction told her all she needed to know: he would never accept this. She had this in the bag. “Why do I want this? Because I want you to prove that you’re willing to do all the unpleasant and humiliating things parents need to do. If you can do this, then I’ll believe you can stick around,” said Megan calmly.

	Mark glared at his wife. This idea sounded crazy to him, especially the length of time she wanted. “You want me to humiliate myself? Fine. That’s twisted, but I get it. And if that’s what I have to do to prove myself, then so be it. But why nine months? That’s ridiculously long. How about a day or two?”

	Megan shook her head. “No, nine months.”

	“A weekend maybe, but nine months? Never,” said Mark. 

	“Nine months is only fair.”

	“How do you figure that?” demanded Mark.

	“Because,” said Megan, “that’s how long you want to use my body to make a baby, so I should get the same commitment out of you: nine months for me and nine months for you. And let me tell you, you’re getting off easy.

	You won’t need to deal with the weight gain, the morning sickness, the swollen feet, the inability to sleep and waddling around feeling like a beached whale. You won’t have people trying to touch your belly. You won’t need to lose any baby weight afterwards either. You’re getting the easy end of this deal.”

	Mark couldn’t believe this. This whole situation struck him as surreal. “Let me get this straight. You want me to dress as a woman for nine months—”

	“Not just dress. I want you to be everything a woman is. I want you to dress and act like a woman. I want you to be feminine and demure, to carry yourself as a woman, to have feminine posture, to dress femininely, to do your beauty routine, and to do whatever it takes to be passable.” She paused. She wanted to pour it on thick so he would never accept her offer, so she added: “In fact, to make sure there are no misunderstandings about what you need to do, I’ll be picking out your clothes every day and dictating your beauty regimen. Heels. Dresses. Makeup. I’ll tell you whatever needs to be done to make you passable, and you’ll do it.”

	“This is insane!” exclaimed Mark. The very idea embarrassed him and his face burned bright red. How could his wife suggest that he put on a dress and heels and makeup? He was a man, not a woman. This was no way to prove that he would stick around.

	“No, it’s not. It’s very rational, and it’s my condition. You want a baby, then you need to do this. You spend nine months as a woman and I’ll let you make me pregnant. Otherwise, we won’t have a child. The choice is up to you.”

	It was obvious to Mark that she was serious and that made him nervous. This was the last thing he ever wanted to do in his life, but he did want that baby. He ran his hand over his forehead and wiped away the sweat.

	“Nine months?”

	“The time it takes to have a baby. That ought to be more than enough time for you to prove if you’re really committed to having this child or if you just like the idea and won’t see it through if it becomes unpleasant,” said Megan.

	“And you’re going to pick out my clothes?” asked Mark unhappily.

	“Of course. Otherwise you would pick the most masculine things you can find. You won’t be wearing khaki girl’s shorts and flip flops. No. It’s going to be tight dresses and sky high heels – all the things you like to see me wear.”

	“Will this remain a secret between us?”

	Megan smiled to herself. This question told her all she needed to know: he would never agree to do this. She had been right. She shook her head and moved in for the win. “No. You need to live life as a woman. That means going out to restaurants, grocery shopping, clothes shopping; everything I do in public in normal life.”

	Mark swallowed hard. “What do we tell our friends?”

	“Tell them whatever you like,” said Megan.

	Mark winced. This was completely crazy. How could he live as a woman for nine months? The humiliation would kill him. It should kill her too he thought. There was simply no way he could agree to this... but he did want that baby.

	And therein lay the problem. Mark wanted this baby very badly, and he realized that this was the one chance he would get to have a baby with Megan. He knew that if he refused, then Megan would never offer again. So, this was it. His choices then would be to remain childless or to leave Megan for another woman, something he didn’t want to do. Indeed, apart from this one issue, he thought they were rather perfect for each other, even if his wife could be insane now and then, like now. That meant, he had to agree to her demand... but could he do this even if he wanted to? He didn’t think so.

	“Where did this idiotic idea even come from?” he asked himself in frustration. “I’ll bet it’s that stupid Kelli. She’s always putting crazy ideas in Megan’s head. Why can’t she leave us alone?!” He gritted his teeth. Then something struck him... a question. Megan had never shown any desire to dress him as a woman. Never. To the contrary, she had actually told him once that she really disliked the idea. They had been joking around when he threatened, in jest, to dress himself in her clothes. She suddenly became very cold at that point and told him she would never allow that: “I didn’t marry a sissy,” she had growled.

	Moreover, the few times they had seen cross-dressed men on television, Megan changed the channel immediately and acted like she had been disgusted by what she saw. So why would she want to see him cross-dressed now? The answer, as Mark saw it, was that she didn’t want to see this. Her demand had to be a bluff!

	“She and Kelli came up with this idea, knowing I would reject it because that gets her off the hook,” he told himself.

	Mark looked deeply into his wife’s eyes as she waited for his response. He saw a certain smugness deep within their depths which told him that she thought she had the upper hand here. She thought she had tricked him. That told him that this was indeed a bluff!

	“There is no way I’m falling for that!” he told himself. “I’ll bet that if I call her bluff, she’ll freak out and she’ll retract her demand immediately. She’ll never want to see me dressed like a woman. And even if she pretends to go through with it to scare me, I doubt she could stomach more than a pair of panties... and there’s no way she’ll ever take me out into public in anything feminine because that would be too embarrassing for her.” Mark was starting to feel increasingly sure that he had solved this riddle.

	Meanwhile, Megan folded her arms and tapped her foot against the floor. She was acting impatiently now to try to force him to give her an answer. She thought that applying pressure would limit his options, which would increase the chances of a “no” answer.

	Mark saw his wife do this and snickered. “I know what you’re doing, honey,” thought Mark, “and I know how to handle it now. I just need to call your bluff and you’ll quit. Then you have no choice but to let me make you pregnant. You can’t outsmart me!”

	“Well?” asked Megan finally.

	Mark straightened his shoulders and looked his wife right in the eyes. “Do you know what, honey? I’ll do it. I agree. ”

	Megan’s jaw dropped.
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	Megan stared blankly at her husband. She was stunned. She wasn’t sure if what had just happened had really happened. Had her husband really agreed to dress as a woman for the next nine months? How could he do that?

	Why would he do that? That wasn’t supposed to happen! That wasn’t supposed to be possible! She felt a sense of panic building within her.

	“So, how do we start?” asked Mark.

	“Start?” asked Megan. Her mind was struggling to grasp what had just happened and she barely understood his question. What’s more, she had no idea how to answer his question as she had never considered what would happen if her husband agreed. That wasn’t supposed to be possible!

	Megan’s startled reaction told Mark that she had indeed been bluffing. He decided to press hard right now to expose her bluff. “Yes, start,” said Mark confidently. “How do I start living as a woman, as you put it? The sooner we start, the sooner the nine months ends. So let’s get this show on the road!”

	Inwardly, he chuckled. Every word he spoke seemed to make his wife’s lips twist into more and more curious shapes until her face became a twisted mess of horror. He had clearly struck back in a way she never expected and he had scored a direct him.

	“This won’t even go so far as a pair of panties,” he assured himself once more.

	Meanwhile, as Megan’s mind slowly began to recover from her shock, she immediately realized that she needed to buy herself some time to think about what to do now. The best way to do that was to stall. And the best way to stall was to put everything off to a need to prepare. That’s how they did it at work, and it would work here too.

	She took a deep breath.

	“Let me put together a list of the things we’ll need and then we’ll start,” said Megan as calmly as she could manage at the moment. On the inside, however, her heart was racing and she felt completely panicked.

	“A list,” repeated Mark with a chuckle. This was an obvious evasion.

	“Yes. But first, I’m going to go change out of these work clothes. I’ll be right back,” said Megan. With that, Megan raced to her bedroom. She almost stumbled in her heels, she was so distracted. Behind her, Mark seemed to snicker.

	“I’ll be here,” said Mark smugly. He had won, he knew it.

	Megan ignored her husband’s mocking tone and hurried her pace. When she reached the bedroom, she closed the door and whipped her phone out of her purse. She called Kelli, who had just gotten home.

	“Hey Megan, what’s up?” asked Kelli as she answered the phone.

	“He agreed!” she howled in a loud, aggressive whisper into the phone.

	“Who Agreed? To what?” asked Kelli. She sounded confused.

	“Mark! I told him that he needed to dress like a woman for nine months and he agreed! He agreed! ” She said this so fast that the words ran together and it sounded like

	“Itolimeeneededtadresslikewomenfurninemonthanhegreed!” But Kelli somehow got the meaning.

	“Wow,” said Kelli, though the full impact and meaning of this hadn’t registered with her yet.

	“Wow, is right!” growled Megan.

	Then it hit Kelli what this meant. An enormous, uncontrollable grin crossed her face. “Wait a minute! You mean he ‘agreed’ agreed? Like, he’s going to dress like a woman agreed?”

	“Yes! That’s what I told you!” said Megan almost frantically.

	Kelli chuckled. “Oh, what I wouldn’t give to see that! What are you going to do now?” asked Kelli rather calmly.

	“That’s why I’m calling you!” exclaimed Megan. She sounded extremely flustered. “What do I do now?!”

	Kelli rolled her eyes. Not only did she note the irony that she had predicted this while Megan assured her it could never happen, but she found herself wondering why she was suddenly the person giving the advice on this scheme when she had been the one cautioning against it. She thought the whole thing was crazy and she had said so. It was Megan who looked down her nose at her all the time and told her that she knew how to handle it if the unthinkable happened. So why was she the person who was supposed to bail Megan out and fix the fast-imploding scheme now?

	“Come on, Kell! I need help here!” pleaded Megan into the phone.

	“I guess you do what you said you would do. You dress him up and try to make him quit,” said Kelli, repeating what Megan had told her.

	“How do I do that?”

	“How do I know? It was your idea!”

	“Kelli!”

	“Megan, he’s your husband. You know him best,” she said, though she thought: “Or at least you should know him best. Of course, you are the one who said he would never do it.” She didn’t say that though. Instead, she finished with: “Just follow your instincts. Put him in something really femmy and girly and see if he balks. That’s probably your best bet.”

	“Like what?”

	“I don’t know. Put him in frilly panties, petticoats, and a girly tea dress, slap some ultra-high heels on his feet, mock the size of this dick and call him a pretty girl. That’s what I would try if I wanted to humiliate him,” said Kelli.

	There was a moment of silence. Megan clearly did not like that advice.

	“I don’t want to see my husband in a dress and heels,” growled Megan.

	“Well, you’re the one who set this up!” protested Kelli. “Don’t blame me.”

	“There has to be a better solution.”

	“You tell me, he’s your husband, but I can’t think of one.”

	Megan took several deep breaths and ran her fingers through her hair. She knew she had only two choices: either she needed to force her husband into a dress like she had demanded or she needed to give in. She couldn’t give in though, she just couldn’t. That left one alternative. She shuddered at the idea of seeing her husband, her man, dressed like a woman. “I don’t know if I can do this,” she said.

	Kelli said nothing, though her desire to drop an “I told you so” on Megan was incredibly strong.

	Megan continued. “I don’t know if I can take him in a dress. I don’t want to see my husband in a dress or in anything feminine! How could he ever agree to this?! What is wrong with him?!”

	Kelli desperately wanted to point out that it was Megan who started this whole cross-dressing thing, not Mark, but she knew that would only lead to more problems. So she kept her mouth shut on that point. Instead, she said,

	“Look, Megan, there’s no way Mark wants to do this. He must be bluffing. He must have figured out that you were counting on him never agreeing and he just called your bluff. That’s it. All you have to do is make his bluff as painful and as humiliating as possible and he’ll quit. I guarantee it.”

	“But what will people say?”

	“You don’t have to do it in public. Just do it at home. He’ll quit before the weekend is over,” said Kelli. She rubbed her temples. “How did I end up in the middle of this?” she wondered.

	On the other end of the line, Megan suddenly felt a good deal more calm. Her friend had to be right. There was no way Mark would really agree to feminize himself for any length of time. He was calling her bluff with his own counter bluff... that was it. He expected her to do exactly what she was doing right now, which was to panic and then drop her condition, but she wasn’t going to fall for that. No. She was going to do something he never expected.

	“Well, forget it, Mark,” said Megan to herself. “I understand you now and I know how to beat you. I’m going to call your bluff!”

	“Are you there?” asked Kelli when Megan didn’t say a word for several seconds.

	“Yes, I’m here.” She paused. “Thanks, Kell. You’ve helped me see what’s going on. I can handle it now. He’s not going to win this.”

	Kelli rolled her eyes. Megan was still clearly missing the whole point Kelli had tried to tell her: that this was all a huge mistake. “Oh well, you can lead a horse to water,” said Kelli to herself. Then she laughed at the idea of Mark in a dress and heels. “So he actually said ‘yes’, did he?” she asked Megan.

	“He did.”

	“I’m floored. It has to be a trick. He must see an angle somewhere?”

	“I agree, but it won’t help him,” said Megan with growing confidence. “I’m going to make him quit. I’m going to dress him as embarrassingly feminine as possible and take every opportunity to humiliate him. He’ll give up... I’m sure of it. He can’t live as a woman. He’s too macho for that.”

	“How do you plan to humiliate him?”

	“Any way I can.”

	Kelli had an idea, but wasn’t sure if she should offer any advice or not with this insane game her friend had started, but ultimately, she realized she would be pulled in either way, so maybe it was better to offer help now to help end this stupidity before it got out of hand. She decided she would. “Let me give you one piece of advice I’ve learned in my dating life,” said Kelli.

	“What’s that?”

	“Anything you say to embarrass a guy can be made much worse by saying it in a nice, innocent, happy tone.

	For some reason, that freaks them out. Say it like a bitch and they shrug you off because you’re a bitch, but say it like the loyal little girlfriend who finds it cute and you’ll see them explode in shame.”

	“Interesting advice.”

	“Oh, and make fun of his dick. Guys hate hearing they have tiny dicks.”

	Megan laughed. “Thanks for the advice, but Mark has a large penis.”

	“Then tell him it’s getting smaller.”

	“I’ll think about it. I need to go. Thanks for the help.”

	Megan hung up the phone. She had already reformulated her plan in her head and she was ready to move forward. Mark had thrown her off by agreeing, but now she held all the cards. She was going to dress him up in the most humiliating, emasculating outfits she could find and she was going to mock him mercilessly. She was going to do it all with a smile and a giggle too.

	It was time to break her husband.

	 

	


Chapter Three: “Calling His Bluff!”

	 

	“Oh Mark,” called Megan as she stripped out of her slacks and sweater. She left on her lingerie and her pumps. She knew men had a thing for women in high heels and lingerie and she wanted this entire experience to be as sexual as possible so it really hit Mark’s masculinity hard. Indeed, she felt that the more sexual she could make this, the harder it would hit him and the quicker he would surrender.

	Mark appeared at the door. He saw the way she was dressed and he found himself getting hard. She was a beautiful woman, after all. “You called?” he asked. He expected Megan would now announce that she was dropping this stupid idea. He assumed too, based on the way she was dressed, that she would try to bribe him with sex in some manner.

	She didn’t. “It’s time to get started,” said Megan.

	“Started,” repeated Mark uncertainly.

	Megan nodded her head and smiled. “Uh huh, started.”

	“Started with what?”

	“Started with your feminine journey, honey.”

	Mark furrowed his brow. This wasn’t supposed to happen. She was not supposed to keep pushing, but clearly she would. “Apparently, she intends to double down on her bluff,” thought Mark. He felt frustrated. He had been certain she would drop this stupid idea entirely, but for whatever reason, that hadn’t happened. This did not make him happy.

	Making him even more unhappy, it suddenly occurred to him that maybe he had misread her and this was never a bluff! “Could that be?” he asked himself. He considered this and then shook his head. “No. This has to be a bluff, especially the way she reacted before. She freaked out when I agreed. She must suspect I’m bluffing and she must have decided to push this a bit further to see if I’ll quit. I just need to plow ahead with it and not let her know that any of this bothers me. She’ll quit soon enough. I’ll break her!”

	“You are still willing to do this, aren’t you?” asked Megan smugly.

	Mark did his best to force a happy expression onto his face. “Of course.”

	Megan saw the unfazed look on his face and she cringed. “He’s definitely one cool customer, I’ll give him that,” she told herself. “But I know he’s bluffing! He has to be bluffing. There’s no way he can agree to this... no way.” She paused to consider how to handle this. “There’s only one way to do this. I just need to keep pushing. Let’s see how far he’s willing to take this!”

	Meanwhile, Mark had walked over to the closet and begun fingering his wife’s dresses just to make Megan nervous. He’d never done that before. In fact, he’d never taken any interest in her clothes before at all, but he did so now because he suspected it would upset her. He was right too. Seeing her husband fingering her clothes sent a chill down her spine. She absolutely dreaded seeing him in a dress.

	Nevertheless, she was determined to call his bluff, just as he was determined to call hers. An accidental battle of wills had begun.

	“What do I need to do to start?” asked Mark.

	“Start by getting into the shower,” said Megan.

	He ignored her for the moment. “Oh, that’s pretty. I like this one,” he said and he pulled a red dress from the closet. Then he returned his focus to his wife. “I’m sorry, you said shower?”

	Megan ignored the dress as best she could, though seeing him hold it and call it pretty sent chills down her spine. “Yes, shower.”

	“But I thought I was going to dress—”

	“Yes, you are, but being a woman is about more than just dresses. There’s a whole hygiene routine you need to follow from now on... assuming of course, that you’re still willing to do this.”

	Mark laughed to himself. He wouldn’t surrender that easily! “Of course, I am,” he said. “I think it’s going to be an interesting experience.”

	“Good. Then go shower. Remove all the hair from your body except what’s on your head and a thin strip above your pe… erm… clitty,” said Megan and she paused. She thought this might be enough to shake her husband, so she waited for a reaction. After all, the idea of shaving his legs and his crotch should seem very “sissy” to him. Sure enough, the pause worked.

	“You want me to remove the hair on my crotch?” asked Mark incredulously.

	Megan smiled. She had scored a hit. She could tell by his tone. He may be talking big, but his unguarded moments told a very different story. She plowed ahead with her advantage. “Everywhere, girlfriend,” said Megan, choosing the feminine word to add emphasis his pending emasculation. She then winked at him and playfully slapped his rear as she walked past him to the closet.

	SLAP!

	She hit him hard enough to make his cheeks shake and the warmth of her hand so unexpectedly on his rear made his penis jump to attention. This sent a shiver racing down Mark’s spine; not only being called “girlfriend” but being slapped on the rear by his wife. That had never happened before and it felt emasculating. Add in that the tone she took with him was both dominating and “superior” and yet playful, and it all felt like she was a cat toying with a trapped mouse... and he was the mouse!

	This made him feel strangely helpless somehow, and that made him nervous. Even worse, the idea of shaving his body troubled Mark. He couldn’t quite describe why that was – after all, it would grow back fairly quickly – but it felt like he was giving up part of what made him male somehow. He almost refused, until he realized that he couldn’t refuse if he wanted to call her bluff and have this baby. No, if he wanted this baby, then he would need to smile and see this through as far as Megan was willing to push it.

	“She’ll give up soon. She must,” he assured himself.

	Mark put on a fake smile and reluctantly went to the shower.

	[image: A picture containing clipart

Description automatically generated]

	While Mark showered, his wife looked through her closet and gathered what she could in the way of sexy, feminine clothing that might fit him. They were about the same height, at least until she slipped into her heels, but his body was a little larger than hers all around, so few of her clothes would fit. That meant she would need to buy him his own wardrobe if this continued for any length of time. She did not want to see that happen! In fact, she felt embarrassed with what they had done already and she couldn’t imagine walking into a store to buy her husband a dress or a pair of high heels.

	“Excuse me, what do you have that might fit a man?” she imagined herself asking the snooty girl behind the counter.

	“This is a women’s clothing store,” the dour young woman would probably reply.

	“I know, but my husband needs a dress and some cute heels.”

	“We have nothing for men,” the woman would likely growl as she judged Megan with her eyes. Megan could feel the humiliation that would burn through her at that point.

	“I know you don’t normally, but you must have something in his size,” she would continue.

	Megan pictured the woman’s gaze boring through her and she could feel the word “freak” radiating through her. That vision made her shudder. She never wanted to experience that. Fortunately, she thought, they would never get to that point, not if she could find a few things now that fit him well enough to cause him enough embarrassment that he would think twice and give up on his bluff.

	“Let’s see what we have,” she said, returning her attention to her closet.

	Megan looked through her dresses and blouses. She quickly identified two dresses that would work. One was a black and white sundress with a rounded collar and a belted waist. This dress would hang to just below his knees.

	The other was a classic dark-gray A-line dress with a hem that would stop mid-calf on him. Both were pretty, but both were also rather tame. This didn’t bother her though.

	“It doesn’t need to be super sexy to embarrass him,” she told herself. “It just needs to be feminine. Any dress should do.” In truth, she didn’t really want to pick anything too sexy because she didn’t want to see her husband dressed that way. What if he looked like an attractive woman when dressed? What would that say about him? What would it say about her? What if he looked better in her clothes than she did? No, it was better to pick something a tad frumpy.

	Megan tossed the dresses on the bed and gathered some lingerie, stockings and panties that would fit too. Again, these weren’t the sexiest items, but they would fit and she assumed that just the fact that he was wearing them would be crushing to his masculinity. She added these to the dresses.

	Next came what she saw as the real key to victory: shoes.

	“If anything gets him to quit fast, it will be wearing heels. Not only are high heels unmistakably feminine, but the effect on the body is feminizing and uncomfortable. They’ll make him change the way he walks and stands. They’ll remind him constantly of his changed position. Nothing says ‘woman’ like high heels,” she told herself as she looked over her extensive collection.

	Fortunately, in shoes they were actually fairly similar in size, a fact she had mentioned once or twice before to poke his macho ego.

	This would suit her well now too as it gave her several options.

	After some consideration, Megan picked a pair of mid-heeled basic black pumps with a three-inch wide heel and a slight platform – more of a thick sole really. She could have gone with a higher heel or a sexier shoe, but she figured this would be enough to make him quit as it would simultaneously give him a good shoe to learn to walk in, so she could keep him wearing them, while it also told him just how hard and uncomfortable life can be in heels.

	“After he spends a few minutes tottering around in these, he’ll be begging me to take them off,” she told herself. “Good luck, baby!”

	Then she laughed confidently. She couldn’t wait to see Mark’s reaction when he had to slip his feet into these shoes. These were genuine high-heeled shoes. There was no way he could endure that humiliation or that pain. She knew she had a winner in her hands.

	Indeed, she began envisioning her husband on his knees, begging her to take them off and promising that he would never raise the baby issue again. “Like taking candy from a baby,” she said to herself.

	Megan set the shoes next to their bed. Then she examined the clothes she had picked out. Overall, the outfit was a little bland, but she knew it would be enough; she didn’t expect her husband to last even a few hours as a woman.

	“There’s no way. He’s going to be too humiliated even to slip into this.”

	What’s more, seeing him dressed in these awkward, frumpy clothes shouldn’t leave too much of an image in her mind. It would look more like a costume, she assumed. Then, once he gave up, she could put all of this behind her without ever worrying about how beautiful her husband might be as a woman. That was an image she didn’t want to see.

	With Mark’s clothes picked out, Megan gathered several makeup items which she knew she would need, and she sat down to wait for her husband to return from the shower. As she did, she idly played with her nail polishes.

	“I think I’ll start with the nail polish. I’ll bet this bubble gum pink polish alone will be a bridge too far for him,” she told herself. She turned the vial around in her hand several times. “We won’t even get to the clothes... thankfully.”

	Megan looked at her watch. Mark had been in the shower a long time, but he was prone to taking long showers. She grabbed her phone and thought about calling Kelli to let her know that she had almost won this. Before she could dial Kelli’s number, however, the shower stopped. Megan put her phone away and tried to get back into the right mindset. She reminded herself several times that no matter what happened, she needed to act like she was enjoying this. She couldn’t let Mark know that the mere idea of feminizing him made her cringe. She had to get him to surrender, even if that meant cross- dressing her husband, or she would find herself pregnant.

	“I can’t let him win this,” she told herself.

	She crossed her legs and shook her leg nervously as she waited for her husband.
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	After toweling himself dry, Mark returned to the bedroom. He was naked and hairless. He looked less masculine without hair. In particular, his chest looked less defined and his penis!! ... well, his penis looked a lot smaller with only the small patch of hair directly above it. Mark cringed when he saw this and he could barely get himself to walk out the door to see his wife.

	“Oh my God, she’s going to laugh!” he thought.

	Mark stroked his penis to see if he couldn’t somehow “fluff it up,” like a pillow to make it appear larger. It didn’t work, and he felt a wave of embarrassment wash over him. Between this and watching his hair slide down the drain, he felt “diminished” somehow, and it took him a few minutes to regain a feeling of masculinity before he could proceed.

	“It’s the same penis... I’m still a man... my hair will grow back,” he told himself.

	He looked down at his shrunken penis and cringed. His wife calling him “girlfriend” came to mind and he felt himself shrink even more. He took several deep breaths to calm himself.

	“I can’t let her know this bothers me,” he told himself. “I just need to hang in there and Megan will give up. She will. But that’s only going to work if she thinks I’m getting off on turning myself into a woman. So relax. Remember that none of this is permanent. I can win this.”

	He wrapped the towel around his waist and started for the bedroom. He dreaded showing himself to Megan, and he prayed she wouldn’t tease him because he felt intensely insecure. As it turned out, though, he didn’t need to worry about that.

	“Ok, I’m done shaving,” said Mark. “Now what?”

	“First, put these on,” said Megan and she handed him the black pumps with the three-inch wide heels. She had decided while he showered that putting him in high heels right away would “wrong-foot” him. It would make everything that happened thereafter seem even more humiliating and uncomfortable than it otherwise would have been. In fact, she almost expected that after a few minutes in the heels, he would be begging to quit. So she decided to foist those on him right away.

	“Heels? Already?” asked Mark, who expected something less aggressively feminine to start.

	“Yes,” said Megan. “You need to get used to heels.”

	Mark shivered. He could tell right away that this would be his first real test. Shaving his legs and chest has been bad, but that was nothing compared to high heels. High heels are unmistakably feminine. Once he slipped into these, his wife would see him in women’s shoes and she would never get that image out of her mind again. Having shaved legs? That could be forgotten. But him wearing high heels? She would never forget that!

	Megan saw his hesitation. That made her happy. “Too much for you already, is it?” she thought. “This is going to be easy!”

	Mark swallowed his pride and gave in to the inevitable. He took the shoes from his wife’s hands and he examined them, particularly the heels. They were tall and narrow, though not as narrow as some of the others Megan typically wore. Still, they were narrow enough.

	“I wonder what it will be like walking in these,” he asked himself nervously; he didn’t really want to know.

	He flipped the shoes back over and felt the thin insoles which rose with the angle of the heel. These were not like anything he owned. They were not like anything he was supposed to own! Just holding them was starting to feel incredibly naughty, especially with Megan looking at him. He began to grow hard beneath his towel. This made him nervous. He didn’t want his wife seeing him getting aroused... she might get the wrong idea!

	“Go on,” said Megan, who hadn’t noticed his erection yet.

	Mark bent over to hide his erection deeper in his towel; he hoped it would go away quickly. As he did, he set the shoes on the ground. Then he slipped his feet into them. They fit snugly, but they fit. It amazed him how strange they felt though. His toes were crushed. His calves and ankles seemed to be working harder than normal.

	And he felt a sense that he might lose his balance and fall at any point; he felt unstable.

	“Is this how women feel?” he wondered.

	“Good,” said Megan, who was surprised to discover that the image of her husband in high heels wasn’t as traumatic as she had expected. She wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was because it was just his feet. Maybe it was his masculine stance. Maybe she was still in shock and her brain just hadn’t processed the shock yet. Whatever the reason though, she took him wearing heels in stride. If anything, she even felt a little excited by the image, though she dismissed this as an illusion. She then decided to add a little mockery to the moment. She figured that would help to humiliate him, which would end this all the quicker. “Your first heels, sweetie. Your mummy would be so proud.”

	“Somehow, I doubt it.”

	Megan smirked. “Oh baby, every mother is proud of her daughter’s first pair of heels.”

	“I’m not a daughter.”

	“You are for the next nine months, darling. So you better get used to them because you’ll be wearing heels from now on.”

	Mark cringed at the idea, but said nothing. He was busy trying to think of baseball to make his erection shrink. It was working fortunately, and he was mostly flaccid at this point. He breathed a sigh of relief. The last thing he wanted was for his wife to see him hard as a rock in this situation.

	“Now let me see how you did shaving,” said Megan. Mark braced himself. Then he took off his towel.

	Megan was shocked. “Oh my God! He doesn’t look like a man; he looks like a boy!” she exclaimed to herself when she saw her shaved husband and she involuntarily cringed. She struggled to regain her composure.

	She needed to do that if she was going to win. “Stay calm. It’s just an illusion; it’s just hair! Keep your poker face.”

	“Where do you want me?” asked Mark.

	Megan took several deep breaths. She was ready to continue. “Right there is fine,” she replied. Then she rose from the bed and approached her husband. At first, she felt a little unnerved as she got closer to her less-masculine husband, but somewhere along the way, she became kind of fascinated by him. This was still her husband, yet “less so,” if that made sense. It made sense to her, but only slightly.

	Somehow, to her, this was no longer the same man who had stepped into the shower, and she found that fascinating – disturbing but fascinating. She reached out and stroked his thigh.

	“What are you doing?” asked Mark.

	“I’m going to make sure you removed all the hair.”

	Megan began circling her husband, running her hands over his body, feeling very curious to discover all the ways in which he was different now than he had been before he shaved. Was he really the same man? She knew he was, but something about his feminized body made her wonder. She found this… intriguing, truth be told, and a little… arousing.

	For his part, Mark did not find this fascinating or enjoyable. He found it humiliating. Having his wife circle him, examining his body, made him feel objectified. He felt like he was on display and he didn’t like that. Nor did he like the idea that he had been partially feminized. No matter what he tried to tell himself, this hurt his pride.

	Then it got worse for Mark.

	As Megan came around before him and crouched down to examine how well he had shaved his genitals, Mark suddenly began to grow hard. This was the last thing Mark wanted, but he had no idea what to do about it. He had no control over when his penis grew hard, after all. Nor could he hide it, not while he was naked with his wife crouching down before him at penis level.

	She giggled. “Oh honey, I had no idea this turned you on!” Mark blushed deeply. “It doesn’t!”

	Megan smirked and latched onto his erection with her warm, soft hand. “Clearly, it does,” she said and she shook his penis.

	Mark tried to step back, but her grip was too strong. “It’s just a coincidence.”

	Megan laughed. “A coincidence? Hardly. But it’s all right, darling. If being girly turns you on, then the next nine months should be fun for you!” said Megan in a fake innocent tone which came across as both condescending and emasculating. She knew she was laying it on thick, but she wanted to twist the knife as hard as possible so he would give up. This seemed to be working too, judging by how embarrassed her husband looked. He couldn’t even look her in the eyes.

	“Are you almost done?” he asked.

	“I’m only beginning,” she said. She then started stroking his penis slowly as she examined his legs and then his chest with her other hand. She never let go of his penis at any point. This made Mark even harder and his penis began to throb.

	“Does she need to do that?” he wondered anxiously. He was worried that he might cum if she kept this up and that would be humiliating.

	Megan kept sliding her hand all over his body, sending an electric thrill from her fingers through his body directly to his penis. His throbbing got stronger and the danger of cumming grew. Fortunately, she suddenly let go before that happened.

	“Nice job shaving,” said Megan. She decided to pound home what her husband was committing to. “You got everything and you’re entirely hairless and very smooth... very feminine. From now on, you should shave every other day. You need to keep yourself smooth for the next nine months because women don’t have hair on their chests or their arms or their legs.”

	Mark heard this and cringed. The idea of needing to stay hairless... feminine... for nine months made him feel weak and pensive. Fortunately, Megan didn’t notice him cringe and he was able to recover and respond calmly.

	“That’s fine,” he said as indifferently as possible.

	Megan frowned inwardly at her husband’s calm tone. Humiliating him was proving to be a lot harder than she imagined. She had assumed that doing anything feminine would be enough, but now he stood before her in high heels, with a shaved body while agreeing to further feminize himself for nine months and he didn’t show a single sign of breaking.

	“How can this be?” she wondered. “Why isn’t this freaking him out? Is there something wrong with him?!”

	She felt anxious as it suddenly occurred to her that maybe there was something wrong with him. She tried to suppress that thought and move on. “No! There’s nothing wrong with him,” she told herself, “and I’m going to win. He’s just bluffing, that’s all. It’s time to move on.”

	Megan took a deep breath and pointed to her vanity chair. “Sit down, so I can paint your nails!” she said.

	Without warning, Mark’s penis jumped. He had no idea what caused this, but it seemed undeniable that his penis had responded to the idea of his wife painting his nails. Naturally, Megan noticed when his penis suddenly jerked up and then dropped back down. She giggled.

	“Does the idea of painting your nails turn you on that much?” she asked.

	Mark was at a loss for words. What could he say to that? It was an accusation he never would have expected in his life, and yet all the evidence pointed to it. “Could it be true?” he worried. He felt deeply embarrassed and he tried to cover his erection with his hands as he blushed bright red. He would never live this down. Even worse, Megan saw this as an opportunity to break him.

	“Who knew my husband was a sissy!” added Megan. 

	“I’m not a sissy!” he protested.

	“Your dick says otherwise.” 

	“I am not a sissy!”

	“So is your dick lying?” 

	“Yes!”

	Megan laughed. “Dicks don’t lie, baby. Nice try.” She condescendingly patted him on the cheek, which made him blush even more. “I guess you really are going to love the next nine months, aren’t you?! This must be a lifelong dream come true for you, isn’t it sissy girl?”

	As Megan called Mark, “sissy girl,” his penis jumped again. Fortunately, Megan didn’t notice this time.

	Mark noticed though and he felt utterly humiliated. “This can’t be turning me on, can it? I’m not a sissy!” he told himself. He suddenly felt intensely insecure.

	Megan, on the other hand, didn’t feel any more secure than Mark did. While she was happy to have something to use against her husband to win this contest, she worried that this was more evidence that there may be something wrong with him... that he may in fact be a sissy. Still, for now, she needed to believe that he was only faking and she decided to push harder. “So tell me, sissy girl, what are you looking forward to most? Heels, skirts, panties or just being treated like a girly girl?” asked Megan smugly.

	“I’m not a sissy!” growled Mark defensively.

	“I believe we’ve already established that you are.” 

	“We have not!” Mark was starting to feel lightheaded.

	“Deny it all you want, we both know the truth,” said Megan dismissively.

	“I’m not!” he protested.

	Megan pushed aside his hands and grabbed his erection again. “Yes, you are, and I have the evidence in my hand to prove it! All I had to do was suggest that we paint your nails and you got hard as a rock! Don’t deny it!”

	She shook his dick, which caused pre-cum to drip out into her hand. “See?!” she said and she held up her hand for him to see.

	“It’s a coincidence!”

	Megan let out a withering laugh. “Yeah, right. No one’s going to believe that. Face it, baby, I know your secret now.” As she said this, she grabbed his dick again and started stroking him.

	“This is not my secret! There is no secret!”

	“Sure there is... but it won’t be much longer!” Megan stroked his penis faster and harder.

	Mark turned white as a sheet and an icy cold chill raced over his body and made him tremble. “What do you mean?” he asked.

	Megan smirked at her husband. “This is too easy,” she thought, noticing how shaken he was just by her taunts. It was time to drive in the stake and finish this before it began. “Did you think you could spend nine months living as a woman and no one would know?” she asked.

	Somehow, Mark’s face found a deeper shade of white. His skin looked almost transparent at this point.

	“You’re going to tell people?!” he gasped.

	“Of course, I’m going to tell people. How else will I explain where my husband went and why this man in a dress and high heels suddenly lives with me? I’m not living in a cave for the next nine months.

	We’re still going to see our friends and go out to dinner and shows, go shopping for groceries and clothes, and all the other things I do on a day to day basis. And there’s no way they won’t know this excites you!”

	Mark tensed up. He looked like he was watching a train wreck.

	“Besides,” continued Megan, “with something as juicy as finding out that it turns you on to dress like a girl, there’s no way I can keep that to myself. I’m sure Kelli will love hearing that!” Megan then giggled.

	Mark’s face twisted into a horrified mess and he completely lost track of what he was supposed to be doing.

	He was supposed to be acting like this didn’t bother him so that his wife would give up her bluff. But all of that flew out the window at the idea of his wife telling their friends that it turned him on to dress like this. “You wouldn’t?!” he gasped.

	“Why not?” asked Megan with a chuckle. It was clear she had struck a nerve.

	“Because it’s not true!”

	“Sure it is. Your dick told me so!”

	“No, it’s not true!” he exclaimed in a panicky tone.

	Megan smirked. “All right, Mark. I’ll give you a chance to prove it. If you aren’t hard as a rock when I finish dressing you, then I’ll believe you this time that it was just a coincidence. But if you’re hard, as we both know you will be, then I’m telling everyone that you’re turned on by wearing women’s clothes!”

	Mark shook his head. “I’m not playing this game. It doesn’t turn me on!”

	Megan laughed to herself. “If he’s this paranoid already, then I’ve got this in the bag,” she told herself. Now she shook her head. “It’s no game. It’s obvious that it turns you on.”

	“It doesn’t!”

	“Prove it! Let’s see if you aren’t hard as a rock as I dress you.”

	Mark clenched his jaw. He did not want to do this. Wearing women’s clothes simply did not turn him on, so why couldn’t she believe that? Why was she insisting on pretending that it did turn him on? Even worse, would she really tell their friends this? Part of Mark wanted to let her dress him just to prove that he wouldn’t get hard, but another part of him worried that he might actually get hard. After all, this entire situation was highly charged sexually. What if he couldn’t get soft? If he couldn’t, then she would tell everyone he liked being a sissy. That idea made him sick.

	“It’s just not true,” he told himself, even as part of him feared that it might be. “Maybe the only way out of this is to quit now?”

	Mark instantly felt momentum building within himself to surrender. It was a horrible feeling, a weak pathetic feeling, but did he really have any choice? He couldn’t let his wife tell his friends that dressing as a woman turned him on. He could dress as a woman, he was almost certain of that – though he wasn’t certain he could expose himself to his friends – but he certainly could not let Megan tell everyone that he was turned on by this. That would ruin him! They would mock him forever and he knew his ego couldn’t take their dirty looks.

	“I can’t do this,” he told himself. “I need to give up!”

	Right before he opened his mouth, however, something occurred to him. His wife was playing him. She would never want to expose him to her friends. The way she reacted to the idea of cross-dressing, there was no way she would want her friends to know about her feminized husband. After all, they would look at her with the same accusing eyes! This had to be a bluff!

	“This is her biggest bluff yet, and I almost fell for it!” thought Mark. Megan watched the confusion and uncertainty and, dare she say it, fear in his eyes. She smiled to herself. She was sure that the next words out of his mouth would involve him giving up in some manner. She felt relieved.

	It wouldn’t last.

	“Whatever. Let’s move on,” said Mark. He stared at his wife with stony eyes as he said this.

	“You mean you don’t care if I tell everyone how this turns you on?”

	“Not in the least. Tell them.”

	Megan furrowed her brow. “How the heck can that not bother him?” she wondered. A tiny voice in the back of her head suggested once more that maybe he was indeed turned on by women’s clothes.

	Maybe she had opened a door that she never wanted to see open. Maybe she had opened a door which would lead to the loss of her husband.

	She didn’t know, and now she felt sick thinking about it. But then she shook this off her confusion.

	“No, that can’t be. He’s still bluffing,” she told herself firmly. Then she turned to her husband, determined to push him over the edge, and she said, “Ok girlfriend. Let’s get started painting your nails and then dressing you! It’s going to be like having a brand new girlfriend!” Mark cringed... but he got harder too.

	 

	


Chapter Four: “The First Step Is A Doozy”

	 

	Megan walked across the room and sat down on the bed. She crossed her legs and let her high-heeled pump dangle from her toes as she dismissed the pink polish and shook the dark-red nail polish instead. She opened the vial. A moment later, the sharp smell of the polish filled the room. This was a feminine smell to Mark and that worried him. This was all so nerve-wracking and confusing. Was he worried that this would somehow emasculate him or was he worried that he might enjoy it? He didn’t know. One thing he did know was that it made him nervous to let his wife see him feminized. He didn’t like her having the upper hand in their relationship in any way.

	“Sit,” said Megan and she patted the bed next to her.

	Mark gingerly walked over to the bed and sat down; he still struggled with the heels and didn’t want to fall. It felt strange needing to balance as he walked. Somehow, it made him feel vulnerable. This was odd to him as his wife never seemed to be slowed or weakened by wearing heels, but he was. Indeed, he realized that in these shoes, he lacked the balance to win a fight, even against other women, yet he also could not escape if he were being chased. It felt a bit like having his ankles bound in some kinky sex game. He was essentially at the mercy of those around him.

	“We’ll start with your fingernails and, as they dry, I’ll do your toes—”

	“Can I take off these shoes?” asked Mark. He suddenly wanted to remove the heels. He didn’t like feeling vulnerable.

	“Not yet. I’ll tell you when,” replied his wife. Mark bit his lip.

	“Now pay attention so you can do this yourself,” continued Megan. She paused. Then she giggled and she nudged her husband in the ribs. “Or do you already know how to do this, darling?”

	Megan’s giggle cut through Mark and ripped out a chunk of his manhood. The implication of what she said also sent a feeling of weakness oozing down his spine; he was glad he was already sitting because he wasn’t sure his body would have had the muscle strength to stay standing at the moment, especially balancing in the heels. He now felt a strong need to defend his manhood.

	“No, I don’t know how to paint my nails! Why would I?!” he exclaimed.

	“You tell me,” said Megan knowingly.

	Mark glared at his wife. “I’ve never painted my nails!”

	Megan chuckled at his over-the-top denial. She was scoring major points exposing his fears of being emasculated; she had him figured out at this point and it was obvious to both that she had found his weakness. She now twisted the knife. “If you say so, sweetie,” she said condescendingly, which made Mark feel small. He hated being doubted by his wife and this was many times worse.

	“It’s true!”

	Megan smiled politely at him. “I’m sure it is,” she said in her still- disbelieving tone.

	Being humored by his wife made Mark feel emasculated. He almost jumped off the bed and put an end to this, only he knew what she was doing and he just needed to endure it. So he took a deep breath and struggled to remain calm.

	A moment later, Megan dipped the nail polish brush into the vial before placing the brush with a large red drop of polish onto his nail and pulling it down toward the end of his finger. Behind the brush, his nail turned a cherry red. Mark’s penis instantly shot back to attention as he watched this. Megan saw this. She finished his fingernail and then wasted no time grabbing his erection with the fingers on her free hand and playfully shaking it back and forth in his lap.

	“Somebody’s excited by having her nails painted!” she sang.

	“I am not!” exclaimed Mark, who couldn’t believe this had happened again. How humiliating! How could he be hard again? Why was his dick trying to embarrass him like this?! This really did not turn him on... did it?

	“Yes, you are excited!” replied Megan. “Why do you keep denying it? Admit it! You’re a sissy. I get it. Some men are.” The whole time she spoke she pushed his penis back and forth, stroking it as it moved like a pendulum. As she did, it became even harder. “Now you’re getting harder! There’s no way that’s a coincidence, sissy boy. Come on baby,” she said in a sickly sweet voice, “just admit it and you and I can pway dwess up to your wittle heart’s content.”

	“It does NOT turn me on!” insisted Mark.

	“You can’t lie to me, dear. Your little friend here won’t let you!” She squeezed his penis as she said this, causing Mark to wince.

	“I’m not lying. It doesn’t turn me on!” 

	“Then why are you so hard, girly?” 

	“Because you’re playing with me!”

	Megan kept stroking her husband. “Admit it!” she demanded again. “Being a girl turns you on!”

	Mark shook his head. His penis was starting to throb, however, and his breathing was becoming labored.

	Megan noticed these changes and she picked up her stroking pace.

	“You like it, I know you do! You like it when I stroke you... when I paint your nails all girly, don’t you? Tell me the truth! I’ll bet you’re dying to get into a dress and prance around here like a real girl right now, aren’t you?”

	Mark didn’t know what to say. He was so confused. It wasn’t true, what his wife said, or at least he didn’t think it was. Should he say that? Or should he say what he needed to win this challenge? Would it even matter? Would his wife listen to anything he said or had his erection settled the argument?

	“Does my girly husband like wearing her pretty heels and having her nails painted?” continued Megan. She slipped one fingertip onto the head of his penis and began rubbing it in a circle. This felt simultaneously amazingly good and jarringly painful, but in a bearable way. All in all, this was a stunning turn-on, and his penis began to throb even harder.

	Mark’s right eye closed involuntarily. He was breathing erratically now. His chest heaved with his breaths, up and down. His penis throbbed out of control beneath his wife’s ministrations. He was getting closer and closer to cumming. Nothing would stop that; of that, he was sure.

	“Admit it girly!” demanded Megan.

	Mark ignored his wife. His mind was elsewhere. He could tell what was coming and this time he wanted to embrace it; he liked to cum. His breathing became even more sporadic and more shallow. He arched his back subtly, then he tensed his muscles throughout his body. His toes curled inside his heels. He even spread his feet apart to get a stronger stance in the heels. Suddenly, the rhythm in his penis gave way and he felt his balls release their treasure. He held his breath and waited for the explosion that had started deep within his testicles.

	Only, it didn’t happen.

	When Megan saw what was happening, she slipped her thumb against the base of his penis, where she pressed her thumb hard into his shaft. She then squeezed the rest of his shaft toward her thumb with her other fingers. The effect was that all the cum that had started down the path toward ejaculation found itself suddenly blocked and jammed up with nowhere to go. And with the rhythm of the muscle now completely frustrated as she stopped stroking, the cum just sat there with little force to move it. Hence, when Megan let go of his penis a moment later, his cum dribbled out like the remains of an upside down syrup bottle. There was no orgasm... no thrill... just warm, sticky cum and a smug look from his wife.

	Mark clenched his teeth. A feeling of intense frustration raced through him and he felt strangely emasculated. He didn’t like that one bit, but things were about to get much, much worse.
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	As the dust settled, both Mark and Megan realized that this was the first time Megan had ever acted so dominantly. It was also the first time Megan truly seemed to have real power over Mark. The realization was shocking for both. Mark could barely put into words what he felt but, essentially, a sense of weakness overcame him and he struggled to maintain control. He realized that, at this moment, he lacked the will to resist his wife in any way, and that she could do anything she wanted right now and he would meekly obey. This scared him and he bit his lip and tried to dig down deep to re-find his masculinity. That wasn’t easy seeing has how he had just cum while wearing high heels, and how his wife had stopped his orgasm. He felt neutered.

	Megan, on the other hand, was basking in having this power over her husband. This was an exciting feeling. It made her feel electric and alive. What’s more, a strange metamorphosis had happened inside her mind. As she saw him standing there with his trembling erection, his shaved legs and in the black high heels, it suddenly occurred to her that there was something irresistibly sexy about having a feminized man at her beck and call. Far from being repulsed, something inside her suddenly wanted more. This actually shook her.

	“What does it say about me if this turns me on?” she worried. Her whole life, she had seen feminization in a mate as weakness or failure and she wanted to be repulsed. This new feeling had to be a coincidence, a mistake, a misunderstanding, that’s what she told herself.

	“I don’t want a sissy for a husband!”

	But maybe that wasn’t true. Megan took a deep breath and tried to shake off this new feeling. She looked at her husband’s feet in her high heels and she forced herself shudder even as she felt her pussy tighten.

	“No. I don’t want this. I’m just doing this to keep from getting pregnant,” she assured herself.

	The weird feeling faded. She was ready to move forward. She was going to dress Mark as a woman, despite her aversion to the idea, until he screamed uncle. Then they would live happily ever after as man and wife with no child. The end.

	Megan took another deep breath and stood up straighter to ensure her authority. She knew she had the superior position, that was obvious as her husband stood naked before her except for a pair of high heels, but she wanted to project supreme confidence nevertheless. Standing up straighter helped her achieve that, especially as she remained just a smidgen taller than her diminutive husband even in his heels... at least as long as she wore taller heels.

	She looked down at her husband. “Time to get dressed,” said Megan firmly.

	Mark felt paralyzed and helpless. He still couldn’t bring himself to defy his wife. He quivered with humiliation as feelings of weakness or inferiority and, for lack of a better word, submissiveness, washed over him.

	This disturbed and disoriented him. Even worse, it seemed that something deep inside him almost reveled in the idea of submitting to wife, and that something kept defeating his attempts to reassert his crushed masculine authority. He needed to shake this off quickly, he knew that, but he didn’t know how. This was all very new for him.

	Megan noticed his silence and decided to push ahead while she had the advantage. She walked over to the bed and grabbed a pair of pink satin panties and a matching bra. She handed them to her husband.

	“Put those on, girly,” she said.

	Mark shuddered at being called “girly,” Nevertheless, he took the lingerie and stepped into the panties. He still couldn’t bring himself to resist. As he slid the panties up his shaven legs, he felt an electric charge as the smooth satin material rubbed along his still-tender flesh. This new feeling, along with the sense of how wrong and naughty all of this was, re-sparked his erection. It felt luxurious and forbidden. If he were being honest, he would have admitted that this feeling thrilled him, but he didn’t want to admit that. That would mean his wife was right and he was a sissy!

	“How do I put this on?” he asked as he examined the bra.

	Megan took the feminine pink bra no man would ever wear and showed him how to slide his arms through the straps. Then she fastened the row of tiny hooks in the back. The cups were flat and lifeless, but still the sight of her silky-skinned husband clad in her lingerie made her nipples tingle.

	“We’ll find something to fill those with. Now slip on the dress,” she said, ignoring the tingle.

	Mark stumbled over to the bed and picked up the dress. “This is it,” he thought anxiously. The mere idea of wearing a dress troubled him. Not that wearing panties, a bra and high heels wasn’t troubling enough, but there was something especially humiliating about wearing a dress. Dresses are the definition of feminine. This is so widely accepted that even the images bathrooms use to distinguish men from women recognized the dress as the sole distinction between a man and a woman. Only women wear dresses, and now he would be wearing one. This thought made Mark cringe.

	Fortunately, that strong adverse reaction was exactly what he needed to jolt himself out of his submissive state and bring himself back to normal.

	“You want me to wear this?” he asked unhappily.

	“What’s the matter? Afraid? Do you want to give up?” taunted Megan.

	Mark furrowed his brow. He had indeed been thinking of refusing and, thereby, giving up. But her comment reminded him of what was at stake here. So despite his revulsion at the very idea of wearing the dress, he knew he had no choice if he wanted a baby. He took a deep breath to steel himself and forced himself to say, “Nothing’s the matter, and no, I’m not giving up.”

	Megan folded her arms with a skeptical look on her face. The thought of wearing a dress had bothered him deeply, she knew it, and she wasn’t going to let that go without exploiting it. After all, she needed to make him as uncomfortable as possible if she was going to make him give up.

	“I don’t believe you. Something’s the matter. I heard trepidation in your voice,” she said.

	Mark tensed up. If his wife thought he was scared, then she would be less likely to give up. He knew instinctively that he needed to project confidence, and that meant he needed to slip on the dress happily. He also needed to explain away his trepidation. He said the first thing that came to mind. “No trepidation,” he said, “I just didn’t think the dress was all that pretty.”

	That was a mistake.

	Megan instantly furrowed her brow. She prided herself on her fashion sense, and she felt offended at her husband insulting one of her dresses. Then she felt a pang of trepidation herself. She knew the dress wasn’t the sexiest, but that’s why she picked it for her husband to wear. She didn’t want him looking “too good” as a girl – seeing him in a dress was bad enough, seeing him looking gorgeous in a dress would have been too much. But now she felt insecure. She’d worn the dress many times and he never once warned her that he thought it wasn’t pretty. It was pretty, wasn’t it? Wasn’t it?

	“That jerk let me wear a dress so ugly he wouldn’t even wear it himself?!” she growled to herself as her temper started rising.

	Mark, in the meantime, raised the dress over his head and slipped it down onto his body. It bunched up around his shoulders and he struggled to get it into place because his masculine shape didn’t exactly fit the feminine shape of the dress. Even when he finally got it into place, he looked like a man wearing his wife’s dress. Even worse, his erection tented out the front of the dress.

	“Besides being ugly, it doesn’t fit either,” said Mark.

	Megan glared at her husband. She was steamed. “My dress is ugly, is it?”

	Mark shrugged his shoulders to indicate that he wouldn’t retract what he said and that it really didn’t bother him if she liked his criticism or not.

	“Fine,” thought Megan. “You want to wear something that isn’t ‘ugly,’ then so be it.” She walked over to her closet and began pulling out different clothes. “Take off the dress and the heels,” she told her husband.

	“Why?”

	“They obviously don’t fit. Plus, they aren’t fashionable enough for Milady,” she said coldly. “Besides, we need something that hides your erection better since you obviously can’t stop being turned on by dressing in my ugly clothes.”

	“I didn’t mean ugly,” said Mark.

	Megan ignored him and kept looking through her closet.

	Putting aside her anger, Mark actually thought what she said was reasonable. He didn’t mind getting out of the heels in any event and the dress was rather uncomfortable, so getting out of that seemed like a good idea too. He slipped his feet out of the heels and he yanked the dress back over his head.

	Megan set down some new even more feminine items on the bed before pulling out a large black piece of lingerie. “Let’s start with this,” said Megan. It took Mark a moment to recognize it.

	“A corset?”

	“Yes. We’ll need it to make the dress fit right.”

	Mark didn’t say anything at this point, because he didn’t really know what it meant to wear a corset. To him, it was no different than wearing panties or a bra. He found out the difference a moment later. Indeed, after Megan slipped the corset around his torso and started pulling the laces closed, Mark, to his dismay, very much discovered what it meant to wear a corset.

	“I can’t breathe!” exclaimed Mark.

	“Yeah, that’s kind of hard to do in a corset,” replied Megan unsympathetically. She pulled even harder. Soon, she’d squeezed three or four inches from Mark’s waist and pushed some of the flesh on his chest into feminine-looking cleavage.

	“Stop!” he gasped.

	“It needs to be tighter.” She yanked even harder, taking his waist down another half inch.

	“Tighter? I can’t breathe!”

	“You’ll be fine,” said Mark’s wife and she braced her knee against the small of his back and gave the laces one last great yank. Mark almost fell to his knees at that point. It was like all his blood had been shoved up into his brain and trapped there. The pressure felt like it would make his head explode.

	Megan, undeterred by Mark’s gasping, latched the corset shut and tied off the laces. “Stop being so melodramatic.”

	“I... can’t... wear... this,” he wheezed.

	“You don’t have any choice. Without it, you’ll look like ‘Mark in a dress.’ In it, I can probably make you look like a girl. Now go put on the stockings,” said Megan as she checked out the corset. It gave Mark a very clear hour-glass shape. It wasn’t quite a woman’s shape, it was more of a “squished man’s shape,” but it was close and it would look believably feminine under a dress.

	She snickered to herself at what she was achieving and then humiliatingly slapped her husband on the rear as she walked off to the closet to get the next surprise.

	SLAP!

	Mark blushed at having his wife slap his butt. This made him feel very feminine... very submissive. “Don’t do that!”

	Megan laughed. “Get used to it, girlfriend. Men do it to woman all the time.”

	Mark was just about to say that wasn’t true, but he realized he had done it to every woman he’d ever dated and he did it to more than a few girls in college. He felt a little ashamed, so he kept his mouth shut and he sat down to slip into the stockings. As he did, the difficulties of wearing the corset were brought home to him again.

	When Megan first tied him into the corset, he found it nearly impossible to breathe; it took almost a minute before he figured out how to take more shallow breaths. He also realized that the corset had limited his range of motion somewhat. It would be more difficult to bend over and pick things up or to raise his arms freely above his head in this. Even sitting down turned out to be a different experience. Indeed, as he sat down on the bed, he realized that he was forced to sit ramrod straight. Then he tried to slip into the stockings and he realized there was no way he could bend over enough to reach his toes.

	“I can’t wear this,” he said.

	“Why not?”

	“I can’t reach my toes in this thing.”

	Megan watched Mark try to reach his toes and fail and she giggled. Mark was a little stiff as most men tend to be. He could eventually become more flexible if he did stretching exercises or yoga, but in the meantime, she would clearly need to help him dress. Megan realized right away that this was a good thing as it gave her control over what he wore and when he could take it off.

	“All right, honey. I’ll help you in a second,” said Megan and she grabbed the shoes she wanted from the closet before returning to her husband. She set the shoes down on the floor next to the bed, grabbed the stockings from her husband, and crouched down before him. She then rolled them up and slid them up his legs one at a time.

	As with the panties, the feeling of the stockings felt electric to Mark. His legs had never been tightly encased in nylon like this before and it felt intoxicating to him.

	“It’s no wonder women wear this stuff,” he thought and he felt his erection throbbing.

	A moment later, however, he felt something he didn’t much like. Indeed, as her husband basked in the luxurious feel of stockings, Megan slipped the new shoes she had taken from the closet onto his feet. She had chosen these for a reason. For one thing, if Mark was going to insult her clothes, then she was going to make him pay. For another, if she wanted him to quit, what better way to make him admit defeat than to put him in real high heels!

	“What are those?” asked Mark as Megan buckled the first shoe securely onto his foot.

	“These are your new shoes.”

	“What’s wrong with the old shoes?”

	Megan ignored his question and buckled the second shoe.

	Mark twisted his ankle to get a look at the shoe on his right foot. It was a cherry-red open-toed spike-heeled Mary Jane with a half-inch platform and a stiletto heel that was just over five-inches tall. At the center of the shoe, a thin strap ran over Mark’s instep. It buckled into place just high enough on his foot that he couldn’t slip the shoes off without unbuckling the shoe. That was, of course, part of the reason Megan chose them.

	With her husband in the rigid corset and therefore unable to bend over to unbuckle the shoes himself, he was effectively trapped in the sexy heels until she chose to release him. And with the major skyscraper heels on these shoes, he would be intensely uncomfortable and struggle to walk. Plus, of course, just walking in the heels would force him to move his legs in a rather feminine and sexy manner. She had achieved some satisfaction for his insult.

	“You want to criticize my clothes, well it’s time you learn how much women suffer for beauty, Princess!” thought Megan.

	“I’m not sure about these,” said Mark anxiously. The look of terror on Mark’s face made Megan chuckle.

	Having worn lower heels now a few minutes, he knew right away that these tall heels would be a much bigger problem. They would be painful and very, very limiting. He would totter rather than walk, and he would struggle to maintain his balance. He also would be unable to carry anything or offer resistance if his wife chose to pull or push him. He felt vulnerable, and that made him nervous.

	“These are your new shoes.”

	“Can’t we find something with a lower heel?”

	“No.”

	Mark furrowed his brow. “Why not?”

	“Because this is what I want you to wear, and this is what you’ll be wearing. Now stand up and let’s get some practice walking in them,” said Megan. She rose to her feet.

	“I don’t think so. Take them off,” said Mark.

	“No.”

	If his wife wouldn’t do it, then Mark decided to do it himself. He tried to bend forward to remove the shoes, but quickly discovered that he couldn’t reach the buckles. He tried several times, but couldn’t bend deeply enough in the corset. “Take these off!” he whined.

	“No!”

	“I won’t wear these!”

	“You will.” Megan folded her arms. “You will because this is what I want you to wear—”

	“So?”

	“Because this is what I want you to wear,” she repeated, “and those were the terms I laid out: I get to choose what you wear. Remember?”

	“But why heels? Why do I need to wear heels? Why can’t I just wear flats?”

	“Because I’m trying to make this impossible for you,” thought Megan, though she said, “Because you will never pass for a woman in flats, Mark. You need heels to give your legs the right feminine shape, and I won’t have you looking like a man in a dress, you need to be passable! Besides, you never complain about me wearing them. In fact, you tell me to wear them all the time. Now it’s my turn to return the favor! Or are you giving up?”

	Mark bit his tongue. That threat was her ace in the hole because, unfortunately, if he called her on it, he would lose. Even worse, he knew he needed to keep up this pretense of not being upset about any of this, even as this got increasingly harder with new each feminine item. Indeed, he knew what he needed to do now. He had to grin and bear it, and to try to get used to the heels, the corset, the dress, and all of it. He hoped that one of these items would finally be the straw that broke her down and made her give up before he couldn’t take it anymore.

	“She has to give up soon,” he told himself. “I just can’t take much more of this!”

	“So what’s it going to be, Mark?” asked Megan.

	Mark swallowed his pride and nodded his head. “They’re fine.”

	Megan didn’t want to hear this, but at least she knew she had him nearing his breaking point. It was time to shove him hard! “Good, then let’s get started. Stand up, girly. Oh, and be careful, that first step is a doozy.”
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	A minute or two later, Mark found himself doing something that would have been unthinkable the day before: he was tottering up and down the hallway, to practice walking in five-inch high heels. Each step rang out: CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! Each step made him feel even more effeminate.

	Men didn’t make that clicking noise when they walked; it was unmistakably feminine. Men didn’t need to balance when they walked either. Men didn’t walk on their toes either. He felt emasculated. Yet, even worse, he was hard as a rock the whole time. Again, he didn’t know why, but something about this feminization turned him on. He tried to put that thought out of his mind, but the clicking of his heels made that impossible.

	Megan giggled as she watched his penis bouncing along hard and long before him as he practiced in the heels.

	This was really funny to her. Here was her macho husband prancing along in high heels with a massive erection.

	Just the idea was hilarious to her, though it was simultaneously disturbing too. She managed to keep her doubts in check, however.

	“Enjoying this too, I see, sissy girl,” said Megan mockingly.

	Mark blushed, but didn’t respond. What could he say, after all? There was no denying he was hard. He didn’t think this turned him on, but he couldn’t really argue the point, not with the proof throbbing away in front of him.

	Megan watched her husband walk down the hallway. He was surprisingly good in the heels. “You know, you walk really well in heels for a man. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?”

	Mark blushed and his erection visibly jumped.

	Megan smiled. “He has to give up soon,” she told herself. She then decided to ratchet things up once more.

	“You’re doing well, girlfriend, but let me give you some pointers.” Megan then demonstrated how to walk in heels.

	“Keep your body straight, align your hips like this. Now step forward like this. Bring your heel down before your toes. Establish your balance and then start the next foot.”

	Mark did as she told him and his walk immediately improved, though his gait still looked masculine.

	“Almost there,” she said. “Now make sure you place one foot directly in front of the other, otherwise you’ll look like you’re lurching.”

	Mark did this as well. His walk improved again. It was becoming rather feminine.

	“Make sure you put your weight on your heels when your foot is down. If you walk on your toes, you’ll thrust yourself forward and prance like a sissy. You don’t want that... unless that is what you want?” she asked with a smirk.

	Mark shuddered. “That is not what I want.”

	“Then do as I say.”

	Mark walked across the floor once more: Click! Click! Click! Click! Click!

	“Good, but now let your arms and hips swing. Loosen up. Don’t be so rigid. And keep your arms at your sides, like this.” She showed Mark how to stand. Once again, his walk became even more feminine. Finally, his walk was as good as it was likely to get without experience. “Great! Now practice that until I’m sure you won’t fall and then I’ll teach you how to sit and stand in skirts.”

	“I know how to sit,” said Mark.

	Megan chuckled. “Unless you’ve been wearing skirts behind my back, then I assure you that you have no idea. You haven’t, have you? Been wearing skirts behind my back?”

	Mark glared at his wife. This was going to be a long night.

	 

	


Chapter Five: “Let’s Talk”

	 

	As Mark practiced walking in the heels, Megan excused herself ostensibly to use the restroom. In reality, she needed to talk to Kelli. Her doubts about this plan were returning as Mark not only hadn’t broken yet, but seemed to be turned on by a good deal of it. She never expected that. Indeed, she never even expected to get her husband into a pair of heels at all, much less having him practice walking around in them.

	“What’s up?” asked Kelli when her phone rang with Megan’s number. “I need your help!” whispered Megan desperately.

	Kelli furrowed her brow. She knew exactly what Megan was talking about and she still didn’t want to get involved in this at all. But she wasn’t sure how to avoid it either. After all, Megan was her best friend. “Uh. What kind of help?”

	“It’s not working!”

	“What’s not working?”

	“The plan! Our plan to embarrass him so that he quits. It’s not working! ”

	“‘Our’ plan? When did this stupid idea become ‘our’ plan?” wondered Kelli. “I told her this was a mistake and I warned her not to do it.” She groaned and smacked her forehead. Megan could drive her crazy at times.

	“What do I do now?” asked Megan, who was oblivious to what Kelli was thinking.

	“I don’t know. It was your idea,” said Kelli through gritted teeth.

	“Come on, Kell. I need help,” whined Megan. Then, as Kelli tried to figure out how to respond without getting dragged in any deeper, Megan continued without her input. “I’ve got him in heels – really tall heels too. I’ve taught him a walk which is extra feminine. I’ve even got him in a corset. But none of it seems to make him want to stop. If anything, he seems to like the whole thing!”

	Kelli raised an eyebrow. “He likes it?”

	“Yeah, weird, right?”

	“As in like like or more like stronger than like?”

	Megan blushed as she suddenly realized that it bothered her a little to admit to her friend that her husband might be a sissy. She didn’t want Kelli thinking she had married a sissy. She especially didn’t want Megan thinking that she liked sissies in any way... because she didn’t! She reassured herself on that point.

	“Well,” said Megan cautiously. She wasn’t sure how that sentence would end when she started it. As it turned out, her hesitation was enough to give Kelli a very clear indication of what was happening.

	“Oh my God! Really?!”

	Megan blushed even deeper. “It’s possible, let’s just leave it at that,” she said reluctantly.

	“No, let’s not leave it at that. How do you know? What’s going on?”

	“Really, it’s not—”

	“If you want my help, then you need to tell me,” said Kelli. She actually found herself getting wet. In her case though, it wasn’t so much that she was turned on by seeing a man in a dress, as she hadn’t even seen Mark yet, as it was the idea that macho jerk Mark had this emasculating secret. More specifically, it turned her on that she now knew it.

	Megan bit her lip. Could she really tell her friend that her husband had an enormous throbbing erection which began the moment she painted his nails and put him in high heels? Could she tell her that her husband was aroused walking around in sexy heels? She wasn’t sure. She did need her help though, so she decided to tell a cleaned- up version of the story that noted his enthusiasm, but left out a few key details.

	“Wow,” said Kelli when Megan finished. “I never would have guessed!”

	“Me neither,” said Megan sourly.

	“Why the sour tone?”

	“Because it means my husband is a... he’s a—”

	“A sissy?” offered Kelli with a chuckle.

	Megan’s face burned red with shame. “Yes, that. More importantly, it means our plan is failing! I’ve turned him into a girl and he’s just happy as can be. This stupid plan of ours backfired and now I’m going to be stuck with a baby!”

	Kelli again growled at the suggestion that this was her plan.

	“What do I do now? I don’t want a child! I don’t want a woman for a husband!” exclaimed Megan.

	Kelli shook her head at how melodramatic her friend was acting. Not only did she suspect that Mark was faking his affection for feminine finery to cause Megan to flip out, but she was pretty sure that the whole baby issue would be better solved by Megan and Mark sitting down and talking like adults. “Assuming either one is an adult,” she thought snidely. In any event, she decided to offer more help. “Look, Megan, I think you’re reading this all wrong.”

	“Oh am I?!” growled Megan defensively and in a rather insulting, accusatory tone.

	“Yes,” said Kelli despite feeling a strong desire to let Megan lie in the bed of foolishness she had made for herself. “It sounds to me like Mark doesn’t actually like any of this. I’d bet he’s just faking it to freak you out, and it’s working pretty well at that.”

	Megan weighed this possibility. She had her doubts, primarily because Kelli didn’t see or know about her husband’s enormous and continuous erection. That might change her mind. Indeed, an erection is a hard thing to fake, no pun intended, and it suggested very clearly that he was excited by his feminization. Still, it was possible. It was possible too that something else was turning him on. She scratched her head. “Yeah, I guess that could be. I suppose it’s possible,” she said to her friend.

	“I’d say it’s more than possible.”

	“So what do I do about it? Obviously, just dressing him in more clothes won’t change anything.”

	“It might over time,” said Kelli.

	“I don’t have time! I can’t take this much longer.”

	“Well, if feminizing him wasn’t embarrassing enough, then expose him,” said Kelli.

	“Expose him?! No way! I don’t want anyone seeing him like this!”

	“And I’ll bet he feels the same way.”

	Megan bit her lip as she considered this. “It’s possible,” she told herself. “Yeah, being exposed would definitely be a huge step up for him. Even if he is a sissy, he probably won’t want anyone knowing or he probably would have said something before. You know, that could be the way to do this! Yeah, I’ll bet that if I threaten to expose him to other people, he’ll freak out! What a great idea!” She chuckled to herself. Then she spoke to her friend again: “Kell, I’ve got an idea.”

	“Ok,” said Kelli cautiously.

	“I’m going to threaten to expose him! I’ll bet he’ll give up then!” Kelli bit her tongue. She wanted to point out that this was her idea, but then she thought better of it. After all, it was getting late and she wanted to go to bed. She didn’t want to argue with her friend about how to humiliate her cross-dressed husband. Besides, she didn’t really want any blame if this somehow didn’t work. And while it did bother her that her friend could be so self-centered as to steal credit for her ideas, she had gotten used to it years ago: “Megan does start with ‘me’,” she often said. She decided to agree and move on.

	“Yeah, that’s great,” said Kelli.

	“I need your help though.”

	Kelli tensed up. “How?”

	“I’ve been trying to figure out how to expose him and I think the best way would be to have you come over tomorrow. Then I’ll use that as the threat. If he doesn’t give up for some reason, then you’re the only other person to see him dressed like that and I don’t have to worry about other people knowing about this and talking about it,” said Megan. “You can keep this a secret, right?”

	Kelli actually found this idea rather exciting. She wanted to see Macho Mark in heels and a dress. Even more to the point, she wanted him to know that she had seen him in heels and a dress. As for keeping this a secret, she could agree to that.

	They discussed the plan for the following day.
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	Megan returned to her husband a few minutes later. When she turned the corner and saw him tottering away down the hallway, swinging his rear and sashaying in the seductive heels, she felt overwhelmed. She couldn’t tell if she was feeling excitement or panic or both? The sight made her feel lightheaded and tingly all over. Her pussy felt wet, but her stomach felt tight and hollow. She put her hand against the wall to brace herself as she regained her composure. She took a deep breath and stood up straight again.

	“That’s enough practice,” said Megan.

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

	Mark stopped and turned to face his wife. He actually did this quite femininely, except for the erection that stood out before him like a rod inside his panties. The sexy undies couldn’t contain it.

	“We should talk about a few things,” said Megan.

	“About what?”

	“Why don’t we talk while we change for bed?” With this, Megan started down the hallway toward their bedroom. Mark followed her. Their heels combined to make a terrible racket as they went: CLICK!CLICK!

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

	“So what do you want to talk about?”

	“We need to talk about the future,” said Megan. “Specifically, we need to talk about how we are going to do this.” Megan walked over to her closet and pulled out her nightie. She unzipped her skirt, letting it drop to the floor, and stepped out of it. “First of all, let’s be clear. There is no way you can hide from the world. I won’t sit at home alone for nine months. I intend to go out for dinners, shows and other events. I also intend to keep inviting our friends over. And you need to be a part of that, dressed as you are today.”

	Mark stood by the bed with his arms folded, balancing on his heels. He was listening intently for signs of what his wife was up to rather than what she was saying. He couldn’t believe that she would be seen with him in a dress and he assumed this was all a bluff. Hence, he was trying to figure out what she planned to do to make him want to quit.

	“On the other hand,” said Megan, “there is no way I want our friends to know that my husband is prancing around in a dress.”

	There it was. “I knew it. She’s nervous. I just need to push hard enough and she’ll fold,” he told himself.

	Then he asked her, “Ok, so what are you proposing if you want us to be with our friends, but you don’t want them to see me in a dress? Do I switch back and forth?”

	Megan shook her head. “No, that won’t work. There are too many changes that will be needed to make you passable for us to keep switching you back and forth.”

	“What are you proposing then?”

	“Simple. You’re going to pretend to be someone else.”

	Mark furrowed his brow. This was an idea he hadn’t considered and he suddenly worried that this may let her push him much further than he had imagined. He became nervous.

	Megan continued as she removed her blouse and her bra. She stepped out of her heels too. “We’re going to pretend that you, Mark, were called away for nine months on a work sabbatical. You’ll be overseas working on something.”

	“But instead, I’ll be here dressed like a woman.”

	“Living as a woman,” she corrected him.

	“And who am I supposed to be?”

	Megan smirked. “You’re going to be Mark’s sister.”

	“I don’t have a sister.”

	“You do now.”

	Mark pursed his lips. He didn’t like this idea at all. “So I’m supposed to pretend to be my own sister?”

	“Yes. You’ll be ‘Sissy,’ Mark’s younger sister.”

	Mark furrowed his brow. “You are not calling me ‘Sissy’!”

	“Fine, we’ll call you something else, but the idea works. That way you can live here and be with me and with our friends without them knowing who you really are,” said Megan.

	Mark shook his head. “I don’t like this idea,” he said and indeed he didn’t. If he pretended to be some forgotten sister of his, then Megan got off easily. She wouldn’t need to face the embarrassment that she was clearly trying to avoid. That was like giving her a free pass and it would make it much harder for her to give up. “No,” he added. “If we’re going to do this, then I’m going to be Mark and everyone can know. There’s a party next weekend. I’ll tell everyone then.”

	Megan cringed inwardly. “Does he really want everyone to know? Maybe this is who he really is? Maybe he really is a sissy?” she wondered and she cursed Kelli for being wrong. There was no way she could face everyone knowing, and if he insisted that he expose his true identity to their friends, then she would need to give up!

	There was no way she could take the humiliation she would feel if their friends thought she had married a sissy. She wasn’t beat yet, though. She had one more trick up her sleeve. She began with the set up.

	“Are you sure? Exposing yourself is a big risk,” said Megan as she slipped her nightie over her head. “Don’t forget, you need to do this for nine months. If you show yourself to our friends and then decide you can’t deal with them knowing, there’s no way to go back and pretend to be someone else at that point. Once you tell them, you’re committed.”

	Mark saw the logic in this, and if he had been acting in good faith, then he would have agreed. But he had no intention of doing this at all. His goal was to freak out Megan, so he decided to choose the unreasonable path to press the issue. And he was absolutely sure she would never let him stand before their friends and expose himself.

	“I’m sure. I’ll tell everyone at the party,” he said.

	“In that case, tomorrow should be rather interesting,” said Megan confidently, though she didn’t feel the least bit confident. She felt very nervous. Would he freak out when he found out that Kelli was coming over or did he really want to be a sissy? Her sissy. She cringed.

	“Why? What’s tomorrow?” asked Mark.

	“Kelli’s coming over tomorrow. You can tell her first. In fact, it will be a great test for you. We’ll dress you nicely, and you can show her the new you and see how it goes.”

	Mark felt sick to his stomach. He had not anticipated this, but how could he object after all of his bravado about telling their friends? He couldn’t. He had to hope this was a bluff. He certainly wasn’t sure of that though, and it made him nervous. As Mark struggled with whether or not this threat was real, Megan slipped her legs onto the bed, under the covers.

	“What are you doing?” asked Mark. “I’m going to bed.”

	Mark looked down at the tight corset he wore and the painful heels. He couldn’t remove either without her help. “Wait a minute. I need your help to take this stuff off,” he said and he waved his hand down his body.

	She had forgotten that he needed her help to undress. She almost started climbing out of bed to help him. But then she realized that she was in no mood to make this at all easy for him. “Why don’t you wear it tonight?”

	“Ha ha!” said Mark sourly.

	“I’m serious. It will be good for you to get used to it. Good night. Love you, baby girl,” she said. Then she turned off the light.

	Mark stood there for a minute trying to decide what to do. He couldn’t remove the corset or the heels without her help, and she clearly wasn’t going to help him without him throwing a fit, something he could not do without exposing just how nervous and unhappy all of this made him. It looked like he had no option but to accept his fate for the night, so he slunk to his side of the bed, and he crawled into bed as best he could. This was intensely humiliating.
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	Mark and Megan lay in the dark for quite some time reflecting on the day’s events. Mark was not happy. He felt humiliated because his wife had emasculated him and he had gone along with it. He didn’t want to wear a dress or heels and he certainly didn’t want to wear a corset. Yet, here he was, wearing them as part of his wife’s crazy game. Somehow, he should have put his foot down and told his wife he would not do this. He was a man, dammit!

	Wasn’t he?!

	He didn’t know what to think.

	Mark also worried that he may have read this situation all wrong. He had been assuming that Megan hated the idea of seeing him in drag, yet she seemed quite happy all evening. What if Megan was in fact willing to expose him to Kelli or, even worse, their friends? He couldn’t believe that she could tolerate that, but... what if she could?

	The thought terrified him. If he thought it was humiliating to be cross- dressed before his wife, he knew it would be infinitely worse to be exposed cross-dressed to his friends. Some of them would mock him mercilessly.

	“Maybe I should quit?” he wondered, but he knew he wouldn’t. This was too important to him and he had already come too far. “Besides, she has to be bluffing! She has to be! There’s no way she can tolerate a husband in a dress!” He glanced over at his wife, whom he believed was sleeping.

	She wasn’t though.

	Like Mark, Megan too was worried. She was worried that Mark might not be the man she thought he was.

	She had been certain that he was bluffing, but then he happily slipped into the corset and the heels and the nail polish. In fact, he was beyond happy, he was hard as a rock. What if he really was a sissy? What if he really was willing to expose himself as a woman to their friends? Maybe that’s who he really was? Maybe he really was her sissy? Could she handle that?

	She didn’t know.

	“Maybe I should quit?” she wondered. She bit her lip and glanced over at her husband, whom she believed was sleeping. “No. He has to be bluffing. He has to be! There’s no way he can let me expose him in a dress.”

	Megan sighed quietly.

	“What if he isn’t bluffing?” asked Megan. “What if I have to go through with it and let our friends see him?

	What are they going to think?”

	An image formed inside Megan’s mind of Mark walking around their house in a red dress and silver high-heeled sandals. His erection was obvious beneath his dress as he worked in the kitchen making lunch for both of them. Megan absentmindedly ran her hands beneath her nightie and between her legs. She slipped her fingertip between her lips and slowly moved it back and forth along the inner ledge of her pussy lips.

	“That would be horrible if I had to expose him,” she told herself. “I’d be so humiliated. What kind of woman marries a sissy?”

	Mark sighed quietly at the same time; he had no idea she was playing with her pussy or that she was even awake. “What if she isn’t bluffing?” asked Mark. “What if I have to go through with it and let our friends see me?”

	An image formed in his mind of Mark walking around their living room chatting with their friends. He wore a white dress and the same black sandals that were strapped to his feet. This image made him hard and he absentmindedly slipped his hand down to his crotch and into his panties. He wrapped his fingers around his shaft and he slowly started stroking himself.

	“That would be horrible if she made me expose myself,” he told himself.

	Megan and Mark both cast glances at the other. In the dark, each thought the other was sleeping. Both then sped up their masturbations slightly, though each remained careful not to shake the bed or wake the other.

	Megan’s image of Mark working in the kitchen began to change. Megan saw herself enter the kitchen. She wore a tight black dress and black spike-heeled pumps. She looked at her husband and laughed. This thought seemed to make her particularly wet and her finger dug deeper into her pussy as a second finger found her clit. She imagined her husband raising the hem of his dress and exposing his penis in his sexy little panties.

	“He’d probably like that,” she told herself snidely. She stroked a little faster.

	Meanwhile, the image in Mark’s head of Mark chatting with their friends began to change. They were now following him around the room, pointing and laughing. This sent a shiver down Mark’s spine, but it made him harder too. In this vision, Megan appeared behind him. She placed her hand on the hem of his dress and lifted it, exposing his penis for all to see. He slipped his hand to his crotch and he began stroking his erection as everyone laughed at him.

	“She’d probably like that,” he told himself snidely. He stroked a little faster.

	Megan knew what was happening, but she chose to let the image play out in her mind. With her husband now standing before her in a dress and heels with his erection standing straight and tall for all to see, she wrapped her hands around it and stroked him. She was laughing... laughing at her feminized and powerless husband. She literally had him by the balls and they both knew it.

	“Serves you right,” she thought. She stroked even faster.

	Mark too let the image run in his head. He wasn’t sure where it would go, but he began to notice that he felt smaller in the image. Indeed, his wife suddenly seemed to tower over him. His penis had shrunk too. It was tiny.

	What’s more, everyone was watching as he stroked himself off. He knew he was on the verge of cumming. It would land on his wife’s feet too and then she would make him lick it up.

	“I could see her doing that!” he thought. He stroked even faster.

	A moment later, Mark and Megan both felt the familiar feeling of an orgasm starting. The clenching of muscles. The shortness of breath. The feeling that a rhythm has been achieved and their bodies would now proceed with or without them.

	The both came in the exact same second.

	When their orgasms stopped, Mark and Megan both glanced at the other to make sure they were still asleep.

	Each seemed to be as far as the other was concerned. Each breathed a sigh of relief.

	“Thank God she’s still asleep,” thought Mark. “I’d hate to have to explain that. After all, this whole feminization stuff does not turn me on. I’m just not sure she would understand that.”

	At the same time, Megan was having a very similar thought. “Thank God he’s still asleep,” she thought. “I’d hate to have to explain that. After all, this whole feminization stuff does not turn me on. How could it? But I’m not sure he would understand that. And him thinking it turns me on is the last thing I want!”

	Both Mark and Megan rolled over and fell asleep.

	 

	


Chapter Six: “Mark Becomes His Wife’s Sister”

	 

	Mark awoke amazingly tense the following morning. His wife had told him that Kelli was coming over this morning. He didn’t know if that was true or not, but he knew he needed to call her bluff if it was one. If he didn’t, he would lose and then he would never get the baby he wanted. If it wasn’t a bluff, then he had no idea what to do.

	“What if she really does invite Kelli over?!” he asked himself. He shuddered at the thought.

	A moment later, he heard his wife in the kitchen and he decided to get up, so he swung his legs out of the bed only to recall that he had gone to bed strapped into the high-heeled Mary Janes and the corset. His feet were terribly sore, as were his ribs from the corset.

	“How humiliating,” he thought that his wife had left him to sleep in heels and a corset. He stared down at the heels and couldn’t believe that he, a man, was wearing them. How had this happened? It made no sense to him.

	“Good morning, sleepy head,” said Megan as she appeared at the door. She wore jeans, a white collared blouse, and white high-heeled wedges with a cork heel and platform.

	“Good morning,” said Mark, trying to hide how sourly he felt. “How did you sleep?”

	“Poorly. This corset and these heels are not very comfortable,” he said. “I have nothing against wearing them, but sleeping in them is another story. Can you please take them off me now?”

	Megan chuckled to herself. She had no intention of making this easy for him in any way. “There’s no point,” said Megan, “since we’d just need to put them right back on to make your clothes fit. Why don’t you just keep them on and we can take them off tonight after Kelli leaves?”

	Mark pursed his lips, but knew he had no real basis to object. After all, why would a man who claimed to be happy about wearing women’s clothes object to wearing women’s clothes? So he resigned himself to the fact he would be wearing these things for the moment.

	“So Kelli’s coming tonight?” he asked. That made sense to him. It would give him all day to grow nervous and finally decide to back out. “Well played bluff,” he thought.

	“No, she’s coming this morning. Now get ready,” replied Megan.

	Megan sent her husband to the bathroom to wash up and then come back so she could apply his makeup. It felt strange wearing five-inch heels in the bathroom. Everything was too low now and the sound of his heels against the tile was embarrassing. It made him feel weak.

	When he returned to the bedroom, Megan made it worse. She sat him down and applied makeup to his face. In the span of a few minutes, he went from Mark to something less than Mark, but still Mark. His lips became red, but not fuller. His eyebrows were narrower and began to show an arch – Megan thought she may have plucked a few too many but she figured they would grow back – but still weren’t particularly feminine. His cheeks were red with blush, but it was oddly garish. His eyes were dark with eyeliner, but looked more like those of a rock star than a woman. Then there was his hair, which she had just been combed back.

	“I still look like me,” said Mark.

	“Right. You said you wanted our friends to know who you were and what you’re doing, so I left it obvious who you are so Kelli can see. Why? Is there something wrong with that?” asked Megan slyly. She had reasoned, correctly, that if Mark looked like someone completely different, then he would be more comfortable. Hence, it would be better to leave him looking like himself. Therefore, she didn’t give him a wig or attack his eyebrows as aggressively as she could have. Nor did she do anything to really try to change the shape of his face.

	“Shouldn’t I look more feminine?”

	“No, you’ll be fine. After all, she’s going to know it’s you either way, so this is enough; we don’t need to make you passable.” Megan looked at her watch. “Besides, we don’t have much time. She’ll be here soon.”

	“But what if we go out? I need to be passable then!”

	“Sure, but we’re not going out. It’s just going to be Kelli and she’ll know who you are.” It was clear to Megan that her husband was super nervous about this idea. She had played this right. She was confident he would give up on the idea of exposing himself. Then she had even more weapons to use to make him quit.

	“I’m not sure—”

	“Let’s get you dressed,” said Megan, ignoring her husband. Megan walked to her dresser and grabbed a fresh pair of panties.

	She tossed those to her husband along with a girdle with garters to hold up his stockings. Then she took out some padding from several of her bras and combined it. She stuffed that into Mark’s bra after she helped him pull up the panties and attach the girdle. Finally, she grabbed a dress and slipped it over his head. It was a dark red A-line dress, and with the corset on, it slipped perfectly into place. It fit his body like a second skin.

	“Wow,” thought Mark nervously. This was really the first dress he had ever worn, at least the first that fit in any way, and just the thought was humiliating. It made him feel effeminate. Worse yet, it made him feel vulnerable. Worst of all, he looked like he had a woman’s body and that shook him.

	The dress felt so strange to him. The dress material was ultra-thin. In fact, it was barely there. Its hem stopped right above his knees, which made it feel like his panties were exposed with each motion. The dress had a low-cut collar too, which let anyone look directly at the subtle little cleavage his corset gave him. All of this made him feel like he would be stared at like a sex object. Drawing attention was bad. Not only did he not want men drooling over him, but attention meant that he could be exposed at any time by a gust of wind or an ill-timed bend of the knees.

	“Are all dresses like this?” he wondered.

	Megan zipped him into the dress. He was stuck now.

	Meanwhile, Megan was staring at her husband in amazement. The truth was that he did look quite feminine.

	His face was wrong, obviously, but the corset gave him an hourglass shape, the heels gave him strikingly feminine legs, and the girdle gave his hips and rear a more feminine curve. She was stunned at the realization that she really could make him passable if she wanted. As she thought this, she felt her pussy become wet. This made her cringe.

	She still didn’t want to believe that this could turn her on.

	“It’s a good thing I won’t have to make him passable,” she thought.

	Mark too was shocked at how feminine his body looked. He kept staring into the mirror. He didn’t like the idea at all that his masculinity could be taken away so easily by a handful of articles of clothing.

	“All right, let’s go make some breakfast. Kelli will be over soon,” said Megan.

	Mark and Megan made their way to the kitchen. As Megan began gathering materials from the pantry, Mark took a seat. He sat with his legs apart and needed to be reminded to cross his legs to hide his panties.

	“If you sit like that, people will see your panties and they’ll know you aren’t a woman,” said Megan.

	Mark blushed. “I’ll try to remember that.”

	“I hope so. I mean, I’m glad you decided to let Kelli know who you are, but there’s still no reason to let her see your penis.”

	The reminder that Kelli was coming made Mark blush even deeper. He felt sick too as he looked at the clock.

	She was supposed to be here soon. He glanced at his wife. She seemed quite content to make breakfast. There was no sense of urgency in her at all.

	“Maybe she’s not bluffing. Maybe she really does intend to show me off to Kelli,” thought Mark. He felt even more nervous. Mark thought of what would happen after Kelli saw him. She would mock him mercilessly. Even after he returned to dressing like a man again, she would still probably use it against him. He didn’t like that at all.

	In fact, within seconds of that realization, he made up his mind that he needed to hide his identity. He began to wonder if maybe a tactical retreat might not be in order. “Maybe it would be best to be passable. That would let me show Megan that I’m not going to back down but, at the same time, it does let me escape this when I win without anyone knowing what I’ve done.”

	He took a deep breath.

	“Listen,” blurted out Mark nervously. His mouth was dry. “I think we need to do this differently.”

	“Oh?”

	“Yeah. I think your idea of making me your sister was a good one.”

	Megan smirked. “You do?” she asked smugly.

	“Yes!” he replied anxiously.

	Megan looked at her watch. “But Kelli will be here soon.”

	“Megan!”

	Megan chuckled. “All right. Come with me.”

	Mark followed Megan back to the bedroom. Once there, she grabbed her makeup kit and got to work on his face. In a matter of minutes, his lips became pouty and feminine. His skin became softer and lighter. His cheeks had a healthy glow instead of red paint. His eyebrows became narrower and now showed a prominent arch – Megan took out even more hairs. His eyes became dark and exotic with mascara, eyeliner and subtle eye shadow. The only thing still masculine about him was his hair.

	“Now, you’re sure?” asked Megan.

	“Yes, I’m sure!” he said nervously. He was panicked by the idea that Kelli might recognize him.

	“And you want me to introduce you as my sister?”

	“Yes.”

	Megan smiled. She had won another round. What’s more, he clearly didn’t have the stomach to be seen dressed as a woman. Once Kelli was done with him, he would surrender. “All right,” she said. She then returned to the closet and came back with a brunette wig. This wig had wavy curls which cascaded to the middle of Mark’s back and crashed against his shoulders. With the wig in place, he really was not recognizable as Mark. He looked like a woman.

	Diiiing dooong!

	The doorbell rang. Kelli was here. “Just in time,” said Megan.
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	Mark stood behind his wife. He was nervous. In fact, he was trembling and that made it hard for him to balance in the heels he wore. It’s a good thing they were strapped firmly to his feet or he might fall out of them. He felt sweat dripping down his sides. He knew he would be nervous the first time a stranger saw him dressed as a woman, but he had no idea he would be this stressed out!

	Megan reached for the door.

	“Wait!” whispered Mark. 

	“What?”

	“What’s my name?”

	Megan smirked. “I’ll handle it.”

	Mark took a deep breath and braced himself for what was to come. “Kelli!” exclaimed Megan as she opened the door.

	“Megan!” replied Kelli. She smiled and the two women hugged. Like Megan, Kelli wore pants. Hers were tan slacks, however, and she wore neutral-colored open-toed sling backs. She entered the house. “And who is this?”

	“This is my sister... Princess,” said Megan. She could barely contain her laughter.

	Mark turned red as an apple. He couldn’t believe that his wife had just stuck him with the name “Princess.”

	How humiliating! “Well,” said Mark with a good deal of embarrassment in his voice, “that’s not my real name. That’s just a nickname.”

	“That’s true,” interjected Megan. “Her real name is ‘Sissy,’ but that’s a difficult name. It can get quite awkward when you find yourself yelling, ‘Hey Sissy!’ across a crowded room.” She shot a mocking glance at her husband. “Yep. Sissy Roberts, otherwise known as Princess.”

	Mark glared at his wife, but simultaneously felt the hot sting of her mocking.

	“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Princess,” said Kelli. She struggled not to start laughing. Mark looked so amazingly uncomfortable greeting her. He did look feminine, but his discomfort really came across.

	“Why don’t you come on in,” said Megan and she led Kelli to the living room. As they went, Mark came up behind Megan.

	“Princess?!”

	“It seemed fitting.”

	“And why Roberts? Now I have to answer to your maiden name,” growled Mark.

	“You did want to be my sister,” she said. Mark bit his lip. He felt like a fool.

	“I don’t think we’ve met before,” said Kelli as they walked along the hallway. Their heels echoed throughout the room.

	“She’s my younger sister,” responded Megan. “She’ll be staying with me for the next several months while Mark’s away.”

	“Mark’s away? Where is he?”

	“He’s going on a work sabbatical. He’ll be out of the country doing whatever it is he does when they send him places,” said Megan. “My little sister volunteered to come stay with me and keep me company.”

	“Oh, that’s great,” said Kelli. She looked Mark up and down. He looked amazingly feminine. She was very surprised. His legs were feminine, especially in the silk stockings. He wore much higher heels than she expected to find him in, and he walked well in them too. His toenails were painted too. His hands looked feminine with the polished nails. His face looked quite passable as well. And with the brunette wig covering parts of his face, it really was impossible to tell who he was.

	Megan had done a stunning job on her husband. Even the dress fit him amazingly well. He looked very much like a woman, except for one minor defect: his erection was pushing out his dress an inch or two. The sight of that made her giggle inwardly. It also made her wet.

	Mark felt Kelli’s eyes roaming over every inch of his body and it made him shudder. He was intensely nervous that Kelli would declare at any second that she knew his real identity.

	“You look great,” she said.

	Mark bit his lip. Did she mean that he looked great as a woman or that this supposed woman Princess looked great, he wondered.

	Either way, he had no choice but to go along with it. “Uh, thank you,” he said softly.

	“Really, there is no way I would have known.”

	Mark felt his stomach muscles tighten. Did she know he was a man? “Known what?” he asked pensively.

	Kelli smirked. “That you were Megan’s sister,” she said with a laugh. “What did you think I meant, dear?”

	Mark felt a wave of embarrassment pass over him. “Oh, I, uh, I misheard you.”

	“That’s ok, darling,” said Kelli and she stopped and hugged Mark. Unfortunately, as she grabbed him, his erection grew when he felt her body heat against his body. As it grew, it poked her. He prayed she didn’t notice.

	She did, however. She felt it push against her stomach and it made her snicker. “That must be so hard.”

	Mark froze. “What’s hard?” he asked nervously.

	Kelli smirked again. “It must be hard to spend so much time away from home.”

	Mark breathed a sigh of relief. He had feared that she had discovered his true identity, but apparently she hadn’t. He let go of her and started to back away. He didn’t know that his erection was visible to both women.

	Megan snickered, but said nothing. This made Mark blush.

	“Of course, that’s just the tip of it,” added Kelli in a humorous tone, and she winked at him.

	Mark shuddered. Was this a reference to his erection? Had she felt it? Did she know who he was now? Or was he just feeling paranoid.

	If she had caught him, why hadn’t she said anything? And if she hadn’t caught him, why did it feel like she had? Was this how it would feel with everyone he met? This could be even harder than he ever expected. He needed to find a way to end this before he had to meet more people in his present condition.

	Meanwhile, he followed his wife and Kelli into the living room with a sense of dread.

	“I’ve brought you a gift, by the way,” Kelli told Megan as the two women sat down on the couch. They crossed their legs and let their high-heeled shoes dangle. Mark normally liked this sight, but it felt odd to him today seeing as how he was wearing high heels himself.

	Mark sat across from them on the edge of the recliner. He wanted to lean back, but the corset wouldn’t let him. Moreover, his wife subtly motioned him to cross his legs, which was easier sitting the way he was. He felt very, very silly sitting there with his legs crossed and a high-heeled shoe hanging from his foot. He smoothed his skirt over his knee.

	“You brought me a gift? That’s so sweet!” said Megan. “What it is?”

	“You’ll have to open it to find out!” replied Kelli. She pulled a box from her tote. It was just about a foot long and narrow. She had wrapped it in pink paper with a silver bow. “Here it is. Since Mark is leaving, I thought you could use it.”

	“Now I’m really curious,” said Megan.

	Kelli handed her the gift. Megan took the box and began to open it, working on the bow first. Kelli suddenly stopped her, however. “Do you know what?” she gushed. “I have a better idea. Let’s save this gift until later.” She took the gift back. “In the meantime, since it’s just us girls, why don’t we go have a little fun.” She winked at Megan as she said this. Megan had no idea what she meant, however, as they hadn’t planned for this.

	“What did you have in mind?” asked Megan. Kelli smiled at her mischievously. “Rocky’s.”

	Megan smirked. She immediately nodded her head. That was a terrific idea! If going to Rocky’s didn’t unnerve Mark and make him quit, then nothing would!

	“What’s Rocky’s?” asked Mark nervously.

	“You’ll love it!” said Kelli.

	“It’s a club.” 

	“What kind of club?” asked Mark.

	Before Mark realized it, his wife and Kelli had both risen from the couch, pulled him from the recliner, and were pushing him toward the door. Mark instantly realized what they were doing and he was overcome by terror.

	There was no way he could leave the house! He couldn’t be seen other people! He just couldn’t! So he tried to dig his heels in and resist, but he quickly discovered that his heels had no traction at all on the wooden floor and the two women easily pushed him along.

	“We should think about this,” said Mark. 

	“What’s there to think about?” asked Kelli. 

	“Mark might not like it!”

	“Why would Mark object?”

	“He might not like us going to a club is all,” said Mark.

	Kelli smirked. “Us? I can’t see what right Mark would have to tell us where we can go.”

	Mark bit his lip. He didn’t know how to answer that. After all, Mark had no power over Kelli and presumably had no power over Megan’s sister either. That left only Megan, so that’s what he went with: “I mean Megan. She is his wife. She shouldn’t be going out without his permission.”

	“His permission?” repeated Megan in a hostile, questioning tone.

	“She’s an adult, Princess. She can make up her own mind without Mark’s permission. He doesn’t own her.

	Besides, what Mark doesn’t know, can’t hurt us,” said Kelli condescendingly.

	Mark felt himself getting smaller as his arguments imploded. He was losing any credibility in the room, and with it any authority he had.

	What’s more, he was beginning to feel foolish for even making these arguments.

	Unfortunately, he couldn’t quit. If he did, then he would be forced to leave the house! He fired his last desperate shot: “Well, maybe he would this time?”

	“Like I said, what he doesn’t know won’t hurt us,” replied Kelli with a boisterous laugh.

	Mark gritted his teeth. He hated the way Kelli treated his concerns as laughable and how she dismissed his attempt to get her even to think about them. Before he could say anything though, not that he knew what he would say, Kelli put her hands on his shoulders and she and Megan began driving him backward out the door to the sidewalk beyond. The sound of their heels combined to sound like an army of women making their way to the door: CLICKCLICKCLICKCLICK!

	“Wait! I’d rather not go!” he exclaimed. 

	“It will be fun,” replied Kelli.

	CLICKCLICKCLICKCLICK!

	“I don’t want to go out!”

	“You’ll have a good time,” replied Megan.

	CLICKCLICKCLICKCLICK!

	Mark tried very hard to resist once more. This time, he managed to find some footing and the group ground to a halt in the foyer. Megan, however, leaned forward and whispered into his ear.

	“If you don’t want Kelli knowing who you are, MARK, then you better stop resisting and go along voluntarily,” said Megan.

	Mark felt a chill race down his spine... and he stopped resisting. The women instantly spun Mark around, grabbed his arms and pushed him outside. Before he even realized what was happening, Mark felt concrete under his heels rather than hardwood. It had a different sound than the hardwood.

	TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!

	Mark couldn’t believe he was outside. He felt terrified. All around him were houses with windows and before him the street awaited. He imagined thousands of eyes in every shadow.

	“They’re all watching me!” he screamed inside his head. He began to tremble.

	TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!TICK!

	Finally, they reached the car. So far, no one had screamed out Mark’s identity from a neighboring home.

	Kelli opened the door and pushed Mark into the backseat of his car. “You’re going to love this club,” said Kelli.

	She was laughing hard at how easy it was to manipulate Mark in his feminized state. She was going to enjoy this.

	Mark wasn’t.

	


Chapter Seven: “The Lap Dance”

	 

	The walk to the car had been scary. The drive across town was worse as every SUV in town seemed to drive past so its passengers could look down into their car at the three women driving along.

	Walking into the club... that was beyond terrifying. By the time Mark made it to their table and sat down, he was ready to collapse. He was sure that every person they encountered had seen right through him and was laughing at the feminized man.

	“They all know I’m a man! They’re all going to know who I am!” yelled the fear within him.

	Intellectually, he knew this wasn’t true. No one had said anything so far, and with his long hair, his stylish makeup, his clingy dress and his corset-enhanced shape, and these sexy shoes, he doubted very much that anyone could make him as a man. Yet, it was just so hard to convince himself of that. It was impossible to believe that everyone around him saw him as a woman.

	Unlike Mark, Megan’s nervousness was quite minor. For one thing, except for her husband’s erection, he was passable enough to appear to be a woman in anything other than close examination.

	That took away her fear of discovery – so long as she and Kelli kept his erection hidden. What’s more, Mark’s intense nervousness made her happy. Indeed, the panic in his eyes told her she was on the verge of winning.

	“This club will be enough to push him over the top! There’s no doubt about it!” she thought confidently.

	“Let’s get some drinks before the show starts,” said Kelli. “Good idea,” said Megan and she motioned the waiter over.

	Hearing the word “show” was Mark’s first clue that this was not just any old club. His next clue came when the waiter appeared and turned out to be a man rather than an attractive young lady, as he expected. What’s more, this man wore leather pants which showed the outline of his penis, a penis that almost had to be fake. He wore no shirt either and his muscles were highly developed too. Mark could see every strand of his abdomen muscles and his arms were huge. None of this was the uniform of an average waiter at a typical club.

	“What can I get you ladies?” asked the man.

	Kelli smiled at the man and ordered a Cosmo for herself. Meanwhile, Mark scanned the room for the first time. He noticed that each of the waiters and the bartender were dressed like their waiter: tight leather pants and no shirt. What’s more, there were no male customers in the club... only women. Kelli next ordered a double vodka tonic for Mark; she wanted to be sure that Mark drank because she wanted to see him lose his inhibitions here.

	Mark had other ideas. “Me? Uh, I’d rather not drink anything,” he said.

	“Don’t be silly, Princess. Enjoy yourself!” said Megan.

	Mark glared at his wife. Not only did he hate being called “Princess,” but he didn’t like her pushing him into this.

	“Yeah, Princess, let loose, have some fun!” added Kelli. She then motion the waiter to continue and he walked off to get the drinks.

	“I really don’t want a drink,” repeated Mark.

	Megan ignored him. “You know, I don’t think I’ve been here since before Mark and I got married,” she said.

	“I was here with some girls from the office the other day. What about you, Princess? Have you ever been to a club?” asked Kelli.

	Mark blushed. “Of course not! I’ve never been to a male strip club!” he said indignantly.

	Kelli snickered. “Why ‘of course not’? You make it sound like a bad thing.”

	“I’m not ga—” Mark caught himself. “That is, I’m not, uh...”

	Kelli snickered. “You’re not uh... what? You don’t have a problem with naked men, do you?”

	Mark blushed even deeper. He knew the answer he needed to give. “No.”

	“So you’re as horny as the next girl, is that it, Princess?”

	“Yes,” said Mark reluctantly.

	Fortunately for Mark, the drinks arrived at that moment, giving him a respite from Kelli’s aggressive cross-examination. He had no idea why she seemed so intent on cornering him or why she seemed so good at it. He didn’t know that she knew his secret or that she was using it to torment and manipulate him. Mark grabbed his drink and took a long gulp as Kelli and Megan slowly sipped theirs. A moment later, Kelli renewed her attack.

	“Do you have a boy friend, Princess?”

	Mark noticed her emphasis on the word “boy” but didn’t know why she had emphasized that. It added to his nervousness though. He didn’t know how to answer this question either. It felt like she was setting another trap.

	“No, I don’t,” he said cautiously.

	Kelli flashed her most evil grin. She seemed ready to pounce.

	Suddenly, the house lights went down and the stage lights came up; Mark hadn’t noticed the stage until now.

	The crowd of women murmured with excitement. The music began. The curtains pulled back. Out from the widening gap in the curtains stepped a man in a cowboy costume... of sorts. He wore a Stetson hat, a fringed leather vest, cowboy boots and leather chaps. His penis was barely hidden, if you can call it that, behind a see-through sapphire-colored silky thong. Mark couldn’t stop himself from staring at it because it was so huge.

	“I really don’t want to see this,” said Mark to his wife. She couldn’t hear him, however, because the music was too loud. She also wasn’t focused on him as both she and Kelli were staring at the stage and waving their arms above their heads. “Can we go please?!” he whined as loudly as he could.

	His wife heard him this time, but ignored him. “Woo hoo!” exclaimed Megan.

	“Dance it, cowboy!” yelled Kelli.

	Mark blushed. He was embarrassed just to be here. He never in his life imagined he would find himself in a male strip club, and he definitely never expected to be there dressed as a woman! And now, with his wife and her friend cheering on the dancer with his enormous penis, Mark felt totally inadequate. He didn’t even want to think about it. He just wanted to leave, but being trapped as “Princess” meant he had no power to make that happen.

	“Shake it!” yelled Megan.

	Mark glanced at the stage. The dancer was gyrating his hips back and forth, causing his penis to bounce around inside his thong. It was still hidden, though its outline could be seen clearly. Mark cringed as he realized he was staring at another man’s penis. It felt like he was watching a train wreck. He couldn’t turn his gaze away as this monster moved up and down inside the thong.

	“Bigger than yours?” asked Kelli, yelling the question into Mark’s ear to be heard above the music.

	Mark’s jaw dropped. He shot a horrified look at Kelli. Had she just said she knew that he had a penis? Did she know who he really was? “What did you say?!” he demanded.

	Kelli smirked. “I asked if you wanted him to be yours.”

	Mark wasn’t sure if that was what he had heard or not. Something about Kelli’s manner made him suspicious and he wondered if she wasn’t playing with him in some way. But what was her game? “There’s no way she knows,” he told himself. “If she did, she would have used that against me already.”

	Kelli saw the doubt in his face and laughed. She was having a great time toying with him. “I’ll bet you’re hard as a rock, aren’t you Princess?”

	Mark tried to focus his hearing to isolate Kelli’s voice, but he just couldn’t hear well enough to know for certain what she was saying. It sounded like she was making barely veiled references to his erection. But was that real or was it just his paranoia kicking in? He just didn’t know, and he couldn’t risk causing a scene by assuming she knew his secret and thereby accidentally revealing something she didn’t actually know.

	“How did you know I’m Mark?!” he saw himself saying. Her jaw would drop. “You’re Mark?!” she’d exclaim in shock. And Mark would never forgive himself as he realized he had foolishly outed himself.

	No, it was best to play it safe this time. “I can’t hear you,” said Mark cautiously.

	Another round of drinks arrived, and Mark slammed his down. He hadn’t intended to drink at all, but the alcohol helped calm his nerves. Unfortunately, he had now had two double drinks in the course of five minutes and he began to feel the effects. Specifically, he felt his judgment starting to slip. On the plus side, he also felt himself loosen up. Suddenly, being at the club didn’t bother him so much.

	As Mark drank his new drink, Kelli said something to the waiter. Mark didn’t know what she said, and he decided to ignore it. He set down his empty glass and returned his attention to the stage. As he did, a loud cheer arose from the other women in the audience. The cowboy had pulled off his thong and now was dancing all over the stage with his enormous erection bouncing up and down before him. Mark couldn’t believe how large the man’s penis was. It had to be twice as long as his own and thicker too. He found himself wondering what Megan thought of the man’s massive penis compared to his own and he felt a growing sense of inferiority.

	“That’s an amazing dick,” said Megan. “Don’t you just wish you could touch it, Princess?” She laughed.

	“I’ll bet he would love to do much more than that,” yelled Kelli.

	Again, Mark snapped to attention. Had she used a masculine pronoun to identify him? He didn’t know, but he suspected she had. Either way, he thought it wise to shoot down her suggestion. He shook his head.

	“I don’t want anything to do with it!” he yelled.

	Kelli smirked. “That’s too bad,” she said knowingly.

	Mark wasn’t sure what this meant, but he was happy that she lost interest in him, and she instead returned her attention to the stage, where the cowboy seemed to be winding down. He hoped this meant his ordeal was over. A moment later, the cowboy finished and he disappeared back through the curtain. Mark felt relieved. He had survived. It was time to go. Mark turned to his wife and Kelli. “Can we go home now please?” he asked.

	“Not yet,” said Kelli. 

	“Why not?”

	“Because I’ve got a surprise for you!” She laughed.

	Mark furrowed his brow suspiciously. “What kind of surprise?” he asked.

	As Mark asked this, the cowboy appeared again. He had walked through a side door next to the stage and now he approached the table. He was walking straight toward Mark. Mark’s jaw dropped!

	“That kind of surprise,” said Kelli.

	Before Mark could object, the cowboy was at their table running his fingers over his amazingly cut abs and his sharp pecks. Then, he lowered his hands to his exposed erection and gave it several tugs.

	“Do you ladies want a dance?” he asked. He was grinning.

	Megan and Kelli both pointed at Mark, who was shocked to see Kelli waving some twenty-dollar bills at the cowboy. In a panic, Mark shook his head, but to no avail. The cowboy was standing over Mark’s lap wiggling and shaking his body in Mark’s astonished face. His rear was so close to Mark’s lap that Mark could swear his own tiny erection was tickling the cowboy’s bottom. It wasn’t though. He realized that a moment later when the cowboy dipped farther down and this time Mark’s erection touched him for real! An intense shudder raced through Mark along with a stinging blast of shame.

	His penis had just rubbed along another man’s rear! “Ahhh!” thought Mark and he nearly jumped out of his chair.

	The cowboy didn’t seem to notice. He was too busy dancing closer and closer to Mark until his huge penis was shaking in Mark’s face. He was all but daring Mark to touch it or stick it in his mouth.

	“Suck it!” exclaimed Kelli.

	“You go girl!” yelled Mark’s wife. She was cheering and jumping up and down. She wanted this to be as humiliating as possible so Mark would finally give up. She was certain this would do it. Coming here was a stroke of genius! She knew that. Mark had to give up now!

	Interestingly, while she watched her husband receive the lap dance, she began to feel extremely horny as the cowboy jammed his penis into her helpless, feminized husband’s face. She didn’t know why this was, but something about seeing her husband helpless and emasculated turned her on. Her pussy tingled and her nipples grew as hard as they got. This time, she chose to enjoy the feeling.

	Meanwhile, Mark tried to push himself back into the chair as far as possible to get away from the encroaching penis, but he couldn’t. The cowboy’s erection swung and bounced and jutted just inches from Mark’s face. His eyes were transfixed on it. It was like he was in some horrifying trance. Then the cowboy bent forward and placed his hands on the outside of Mark’s legs and ran his fingertips up Mark’s thighs. Much to Mark’s shame, his penis responded by growing even harder and beginning to throb; he was clearly turned on and he blushed deeply.

	When Kelli saw Mark’s erection grow, she whipped out her phone and took pictures of it. She also took shots of Mark’s stunned face as the cowboy gyrated in his lap. She couldn’t wait to use these pictures against him one day. It made her feel giddy to think of what she was witnessing!

	Mark was not giddy, however; he was having a problem. As the cowboy danced, he kept touching Mark in different places. Either his hands would brush Mark’s face or his dress or his legs would slide up against Mark’s silk-covered legs. At times, his rear would tickle Mark’s penis. All of this made Mark’s erection throb and Mark was starting to realize that it was building toward an explosion. Yes, it was. With each touch, he was getting closer and closer to cumming!

	“No!” thought Mark. “That can’t happen!”

	Mark’s concern wasn’t so much that anyone would know that he had cum – after all, how would they know?

	What worried him was what it meant that he could cum at the touch of a man. This wasn’t anything he ever thought possible and now it might happen. Was he secretly gay and didn’t know it? Was wearing women’s clothes turning him into a real sissy?

	He felt ill. He also felt horny.

	As the cowboy built toward the climax of his dance, the unthinkable happened. Mark tried to sink himself further into the chair to get his erection away from the cowboy’s gyrating butt. It didn’t work though. The cowboy lowered himself even farther and rubbed his rear right against Mark’s erection. The friction of this made Mark’s erection throb in unison with the music, which matched the cowboy’s strokes back and forth.

	Mark felt an intense tingle as the cowboy’s butt pushed his erection against the silky panties he wore. Deep within him, pressure began to build. His penis began throbbing faster and harder. It was lunging toward the cowboy’s rear now. Mark’s toes curled involuntarily within his high heels.

	Then it happened.

	Mark felt shame burn across his face, making him cringe as warm cum pumped out of his penis into his panties. This felt amazing and yet horrifying at the same time. It was definitely humiliating. He had cum because of a man!

	The cowboy finished his dance and winked at Mark as he climbed off. Kelli and Megan immediately jumped up and thanked him. Kelli handed him the twenties for his dance. As she did, the humiliated Mark sat in his chair feeling emasculated and uncomfortable as his cum cooled and left him with wet, sticky, cold panties.

	“I can’t believe I came,” thought Mark. He felt like crying.

	“That was great!” said Kelli.

	“He was amazing!” added Megan.

	With the dance over and the lights back up, a highly embarrassed Mark returned his chair to the table. The smirks on Kelli’s and Megan’s faces thoroughly emasculated him, especially his wife’s as she knew who “Princess” really was; Kelli didn’t know, at least as far as Mark knew, but it still felt accusatory.

	“At least neither knows that I came during the dance,” he consoled himself. He was still shaken to his very essence by that though.

	What did it mean? He didn’t have time to think about it. “I think you should open your gift now,” said Kelli.

	“But I left it at home,” replied Megan.

	Kelli laughed. “I grabbed it on the way out.” She picked up the pink- paper-wrapped box from the chair next to her. “I figured that now would be the best time to open it.” She started to hand the box to Megan. She stopped mid-delivery however, and an evil grin appeared on her face. She turned to face Mark. “Actually, Princess, why don’t you open it,” she said. She then held the gift box out for him to take.

	“Me?”

	“Yes, I’m sure you’ll need it more.”

	Mark looked nervously at his wife. She shrugged her shoulders and nodded her head toward the femininely-wrapped parcel. She truly had no idea what this gift was, but she was very curious. Mark looked at the gift and the mocking smirk on Kelli’s face. He felt uncertain and nervous, but he didn’t see what choice he had, so he took the gift.

	“You’re sure?” he asked.

	“Absolutely.”

	“Thank you,” said Mark cautiously. He then removed the silver bow and pulled the paper apart so he could open the box. A moment later, Mark was pulling an eight-inch long pink dildo shaped like a penis from the box. His face turned soooo bright red. “What is this?” he exclaimed.

	Megan burst out laughing.

	“What do you think it is? It’s a dildo,” replied Kelli. “I figured Megan could use it with Mark gone, but then I saw how horny you got, the way you were twisting and writhing beneath that cowboy, and I figured you needed it more!”

	Mark was stunned. He had no idea how to respond. Was this really the kind of thing women gave each other? Should he refuse it?

	Should he take it? Did he need to thank her? He had no idea.

	Click... flash!

	Mark looked up just in time to see Kelli taking his picture holding the giant dildo. In that moment, it occurred to him that they were still at the club and here he was waving around a giant pink dildo! His face instantly burned red with shame and he jammed the dildo back into its box. He became hard as a rock too.

	“Thanks Kelli,” said Megan as Mark struggled to figure out what to do next. “I’m sure Princess will get a lot of use out of it, won’t you, dear?”

	Mark glared at his wife, but realized from the expression on her face that it would be best to agree. “Yes, I’m sure I will.”

	“Good! You can carry it out,” she said. Kelli chuckled.

	


Chapter Eight: “Home In The End”

	 

	When they got home, Megan expected Mark to surrender. She had won. Of that, she had no doubt. She thought that the moment they walked through the door he would throw up his arms and declare that he couldn’t do this anymore. He would beg her to let him go back to being Mark; there would be no baby. She even toyed with the idea of making him keep his toenails painted as a sort of trophy to remind him of his complete and utter loss. She was shocked and annoyed when that didn’t happen.

	“Why won’t he give up!” she growled.

	Meanwhile, Mark was in the bedroom undressing. He had left the dildo on the table in their entrance hallway.

	Megan stared at it.

	“If he’s not going to give in, then I need to keep pushing,” she told herself. “Why won’t he give in? How can he keep going even after I dressed him up in a dress and heels and a corset and I made him go to a male strip club?

	He got a lap dance from a man!!”

	She worried that maybe she had been right earlier and Mark wasn’t the man she thought he was. She didn’t know how to deal with that. Still, she didn’t believe it. She was sure he was bluffing and she was determined to prove it. To that end, she picked up the heavy, flexible dildo and slapped it into her palm. Suddenly, images of herself using this dildo on her husband flooded her mind. They seemed to turn her on tremendously and she felt wetness in her panties. She didn’t want to believe that either.

	“Why can’t my life just be normal?” she asked.

	Megan closed her eyes and shook off all her doubts. She looked at the dildo again and pursed her lips.

	“This is going to work. I have faith. I’ll use it on him and he’ll feel all emasculated and then he’ll finally give in. Simple. Can’t fail,” she said. Then her doubts returned. “What if it’s not enough?”

	Megan crashed down in a nearby chair. She felt depressed. She needed something stronger as a backup plan.

	She needed something Mark would never be able to accept. She needed something that no man in his right mind would ever endure. But what?

	“I have no idea.”

	She sighed and twirled the dildo in her hand. Suddenly, an idea came to her, a truly powerful idea!

	“I’ve got it!” she exclaimed. “That will work!”

	Megan went to the kitchen, where she retrieved two jars of pills. The first were female hormone pills her doctor had given her to treat a hormonal imbalance caused by a minor surgery and the second were simple vitamin pills. They looked very similar. Megan poured out the female hormones onto the counter. Then she poured the vitamin pills into the hormone pill container. Finally, she scooped the hormone pills into the vitamin container, and she put both pill containers back into the cabinet.

	“This will scare him!” she said confidently.

	Megan made her way to the bedroom where her husband was undressing; he had gotten his dress and wig off, but hadn’t managed to remove anything else at that point. She had been in a forgiving and happy mood when she thought her husband would surrender, but now her mood was much more combative. She was going to win this tonight! She smacked the dildo against her hand for emphasis.

	“Well, I’m glad to see you’re adjusting to being a woman,” said Megan.

	Mark felt a shudder at the very idea. Still, he knew he needed to pretend to enjoy this, so he smiled and nodded at his wife. “Yeah, it’s been fun.”

	She took this to be a lie and she proceeded. “I’m sure it has. Though truthfully, I never knew my husband would get off on going to a male strip club! Who knew you swung that way?” she added with a laugh.

	Mark felt a strong sense of shame returning. “I don’t swing that way,” he said defensively.

	“It sure looked like it to me.” 

	“You saw wrong.”

	“Oh don’t be shy, darling,” said Megan as she walked over to her husband and stroked his arm. “You’re a woman now and you’ll be one for at least nine months, assuming you ever want to go back,” she added smugly – this made Mark shiver, “enjoy yourself. Let your gay little girly flag fly!” She laughed.

	“I don’t have a gay girly flag!” he protested.

	Megan placed her hand on the front of her husband’s corset and slowly slid it down toward his crotch. “It certainly looked that way to me when you let that cowboy ride you,” she said and she kissed his lips. “I was fairly certain you were hard as a ro—” Her hand froze.

	She had meant to wrap it around the erection she knew he would have. Instead, her fingers ran across the cold, wet, sticky front of his panties. This wasn’t just precum either. He had clearly ejaculated.

	Her eyebrow went up.

	“Oh my my, darling, it looks like you had a better time than you let on.”

	Mark turned bright red and felt himself shrink.

	“I had no idea cowboys turn you on so much!” She began to laugh. Mark found her mockery piercing and emasculating. “Of course, your little dick is nothing compared to his. Is that what got you off? The thought of sucking on a real dick? Is that what made your little clitty squirt out its girly juices?”

	Megan couldn’t believe she was talking this way. It was like something out of the soft porn she sometimes read. She had never spoken like this before in her life, and she couldn’t believe she was saying this to her husband, feminized though he was. It made her glow with a sense of superiority and power. This turned her on very much.

	She felt powerful and alive.

	Mark, on the other hand, felt himself wither. Even if he knew how to respond, what could he say? His wife had caught him red-handed... or wet-pantied. She had the evidence that he had cum because another man touched him. He would never live that down. He felt defeated and, for a brief moment, he thought about giving up; he was so worried what was happening to him, what he was becoming. But then he reminded himself of what he’d sacrificed already.

	“I’ve put up with so much,” he thought. “I’ve let her feminize me. I’ve let her mock me. I let her take me to a male strip club and humiliate me. After all of that, I’m not giving up just because of this. I will have that baby!”

	In fact, he thought, maybe he could even use this to scare his wife. If he didn’t deny being excited by the stripper, maybe that would worry her enough to give up. He took a deep breath and told himself he needed to do this. He looked his wife square in the eye and said, “It was exciting. What can I say?”

	Megan felt like she’d been slapped across the face. She couldn’t accept that seeing another man naked might really turn her husband on. It scared her. But was it real? Was he bluffing or not? She suddenly wasn’t so sure and she considered whether or not continuing was a bad idea. But then, her sense of certainty kicked in, as it always did, and she regained her confidence that she was right about him.

	“This doesn’t excite him. He’s playing me,” she told herself. “Well, honey, two can play that game. Just wait until you hear my next move!” She looked at her husband. “I knew you were turned on the whole time. Do you know how?”

	Mark raised an eyebrow. “How?”

	“I could see your hard-on beneath your dress.”

	“You could?!” All the color left Mark’s face. Could other people see it to? Could that be why Kelli seemed to know he was a man? Did everyone at the club know? He felt sick.

	“Yes, I could. And we need to do something about that or everyone will know.”

	Mark shook his head in agreement. It was one thing to pretend to be a woman, it was quite another to be a man dressed as a woman with his erection waving around for all to see beneath his dress. “What do we do about it?” he asked.

	“There’s only one thing.” “What’s that?”

	“In the kitchen, I have some pills. They’re female hormone pills from the surgery I had. You need to start taking those,” said Megan.

	Mark’s jaw dropped. “Female hormones?” asked Mark nervously.

	“Yes. You should be happy about that. They’ll make your dresses and bras fit better, and they’ll make your penis even smaller and keep it from getting hard so you won’t have to worry about dealing with it giving you away anymore. Won’t that be wonderful?” asked Megan with a huge fake smile. “If this doesn’t get him, nothing will,” she told herself.

	Mark had been genuinely stunned when his wife mentioned this, but almost instantly, his mind told him that there was NO WAY this could be real. It was just too crazy! “This is 100% a bluff,” he assured himself. “There is no way she would do that and turn me into a girl for real. She’s struggling just seeing me in a dress, and think about the horror on her face when I told her that the stripper turned me on! It’s inconceivable that she would give me real hormones to make my body feminine. No way. Sorry, baby, I’m not buying it.”

	Megan waited smugly for her husband to respond. She expected the next words out of his mouth to be: “We need to stop. I can’t take it anymore. I surrender.” She crossed her arms confidently across her chest and balanced her foot on the heel of her high-heeled wedge. “This is over. Victory for me!”

	She was about to be shocked.

	Indeed, Mark wasn’t planning to give her the answer she expected. To the contrary, not only did he plan to call her bluff, but he had even figured out how to turn this on her and scare her into quitting: he was going to volunteer to take the pills and he even had figured out a way to do it and make it seem real.

	“Well?” asked Megan.

	“I think that’s a great idea,” said Mark. “I’ll go get them.”

	Megan’s jaw dropped. She almost threw up when he agreed, and as he walked out of the room, leaving his stunned wife in the bedroom, she immediately called Kelli for support.

	“Oh my God, Kelli! You’re not going to believe this!” squealed Megan into the phone. “I thought he would quit after the stripper, but he didn’t! Then I told him I was going to give him female hormones and he said he would take them!” Her words all ran together in one confused jumble which almost sounded like one word. “What am I going to do?!”

	Kelli took a deep breath. It was time to do what a real friend would. “As much as I’m loving having fun with him, why don’t you two sit down like adults and work this out before somebody gets hurt? Seriously, you need to stop this now.” 

	“That’s not helping, Kell!” growled Megan.

	Kelli bit her tongue. She was sick of being accused of not helping whenever she gave genuine advice. “Fine never mind,” she grumbled.

	“Kell, I need advice now. Something useful!”

	“Something useful?” repeated Kelli bitterly. “Ok, how’s this? It’s obvious that he’s faking. He must be sure you’re going to give him fake pills. Feminize the bastard. That will teach him.”

	Megan ignored Kelli’s inflammatory recommendation. “How do you know he’s faking?”

	“Because he’s a man, Megan,” said Kelli condescendingly. “Men don’t want to grow boobs and they don’t want to have their junk shrunk. They’re very protective about their hardware.”

	“What if Mark isn’t like that?”

	Kelli rolled her eyes. Her friend could be so stupid when she became upset. “How long have you and I known Mark?”

	“Five years, almost six.”

	“And in that time, has there ever been the slightest, I mean the tiniest of tiny, hints that he possibly wanted to be a woman? No.”

	“But maybe he changed.”

	“Men don’t change, Meg. That’s why they’re so frustrating. Remember?”

	Megan took a deep breath. What her friend said sounded true to her logically, but emotionally it was hard to accept. She decided to rely on her friend this time though, mainly because she had no idea what to do herself. “So what do I do?”

	Kelli shrugged her shoulders and glared at her phone. “Stop this stupid game!” she wanted to scream, but she knew that wouldn’t be an acceptable answer. Fortunately, the answer was an easy one this time. “Just call his bluff. Give him real hormones and laugh your butt off on his first trip to buy a bra.”

	“That’s not helping,” growled Megan again.

	“Fine. Give him some fake pills and play up how he’s going to lose his dick and grow breasts. Then I’ll come over in a couple days and talk about how feminine he’s become. He’ll freak out.”

	This made sense to Megan and she decided to proceed. She hung up the phone and went to find her husband.

	He was in the kitchen. Little did she know what he had done. While she was on the phone, Mark had found the hormone pills, which he remembered from when his wife was blaming her moodiness on the pills. He opened the container and looked at the pills. He did not know his wife had switched the hormone pills with the vitamin pills.

	He then started opening other containers looking for pills with a similar appearance to the hormone pills.

	Eventually, he found the bottle of vitamins which his wife had swapped for the hormone pills. They looked quite similar.

	“These are perfect,” he said.

	Mark looked over his shoulder to make sure his wife wasn’t behind him. Then he poured out what he thought were the hormone pills and replaced them with the vitamin pills, which were really hormones and not vitamins.

	Finally, he poured the pills on the counter into the vitamin container and placed that container back into its place.

	He then took the hormone pills and started back toward the bedroom. He ran into Megan in the hallway.

	“Great idea, honey,” said Mark. “This will solve all kinds of problems, plus I’ve always thought having boobs might be kind of fun.”

	Megan shuddered at hearing this. “Kelli better be right about this!” she thought.

	“How many do I take?”

	Megan bit her lip. This was very difficult for her, but she knew Mark would only be taking vitamins and she needed to see this through. So she put on her bravest face and said, “Just take a couple each morning.”

	As Megan watched, Mark confidently walked over the refrigerator. His heels seemed to mock her as they echoed off the tile floor.

	CLICKsissy! CLICKsissy! CLICKsissy! CLICKsissy! CLICKsissy!

	Each “click” seemed to scream that her husband was turning into a woman and that made her... what exactly?

	She then watched nervously as her husband, dressed in a corset, bra, panties, stockings and high heels popped the pills she believed he thought were female hormones into his mouth and swallowed.

	She was stunned.

	“I can’t believe he just took what I told him were female hormones! Thankfully, they aren’t really hormones,” she thought, “but how could he do that? How could he willingly take what he thinks are female hormones? What is wrong with him?”

	Life was about to change for both of them.
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	As Megan watched her husband swallow the hormone pill which both thought was only a vitamin pill, she began to feel angry at her husband. As far as she knew, he didn’t know that was just a vitamin pill, and here he was voluntarily stripping away his own masculinity without even considering how this would affect her.

	“I can’t believe he’s being that selfish!” she told herself. This thought sparked in her a sense that she wanted to teach him a lesson. “If he wants to pretend to be a girl, then I’m going to show him what being a girl is all about!”

	She knew just how to do that too.

	“All gone,” said Mark smugly as he finished the glass of water. He could tell by the look on his wife’s face that he may have found a winning strategy. “She won’t last long if I keep taking these pills,” he told himself as he laughed at his ingenious idea of switching out the pills.

	Megan collected herself. “Great. Now come with me.”

	Mark followed his wife down the hallway. “What are we doing?”

	“Well, you want to be a woman, clearly, so I’m going to introduce you to womanhood,” she said.

	Mark furrowed his brow. “How are you going to do that?” he asked nervously.

	Megan only chuckled.

	When they reached the bedroom, Megan had Mark climb onto the bed on his hands and knees. She followed him onto the bed and positioned herself behind him without even removing her pants or shoes. He still wore his heels as well, though he had lost his dress some time earlier. She snuggled up close behind his rear and she reached around below him and she stroked his erection.

	“All right, Princess,” said Megan, which made Mark shudder.

	“Don’t call me that.”

	“It’s your name from now on.”

	“No, it’s not. If we continue this, then I’m changing that name,” said Mark.

	Megan chuckled. “You can’t, darling. Kelli already knows you as Princess. If you change your name, she’ll know you aren’t who you claim to be.”

	“You can talk to her and make her keep it a secret!”

	“Kelli? Good luck.”

	Mark twisted his lips. Unfortunately, his wife had a point.

	“Anyways, Princess, I know that stripper turned you on,” she said, and Mark blushed. Interestingly, his erection surged in her hand. That didn’t make her happy. Nevertheless, she continued. “Unfortunately, you don’t have all the right parts to satisfy a man like that, but you can offer him certain things.”

	“I don’t want a man!” protested Mark.

	“Of course you do. Your hard-on and your damp panties tells me that you do,” said Megan dismissively.

	“And what I’m going to show you now is how you can satisfy the next boy who turns you on, sweetie.” With that, she took the dildo Kelli had given them and she placed it against her husband’s rear. Before Mark even knew what was happening, she was pushing it through his hole and deep inside.

	“Ahhh!” thought Mark as this massive thing invaded his rear. To him, it felt like it was ten inches wide, and he wanted to cry out for her to stop, only his teeth were clenched and he was bracing himself too hard to be able to speak.

	“Take it, Princess!” exclaimed Megan as she shoved the dildo in farther. She even smacked her husband’s rear as she did it.

	SLAP!

	Mark felt... well, he felt a lot. He felt some pain as this enormous rod shoved its way inside him where nothing had ever been before. He felt humiliation that his wife had done this to him. Getting taken from behind was for women, not men, and the fact she had done this to him was emasculating, especially given the way he was dressed.

	Embarrassingly, he also felt tremendous pleasure. Indeed, as this penis pushed through him, it tickled any number of pleasurable nerves and it sent a warm exciting wave racing through his body. That made his erection tingle and throb.

	“Woo hoo! Ride ‘em cowboy!” exclaimed Megan as she moved her crotch up against the dildo and used her body to push it inside. This made her feel like she was actually penetrating him like a man would a woman. Oddly, she found this exciting and that caused her to act even more aggressively.

	Soon, she was ramming the dildo in and out of his rear fast and furiously, all the while squeezing and stroking his testicles. She even grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his head back as she jammed her plastic penis into her husband.

	It took only a moment, but it felt like an hour, before Mark came. His cum shot out all over the sheets beneath him. When he was done, Megan climbed off of him without a word. She stood next to the bed and smoothed the front of her slacks. She looked down at her feminized, emasculated husband.

	“Welcome to womanhood!” she said. 
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	How Megan Got Pregnant

	


Chapter Nine: “Change Of Plan”

	 

	Megan leaned against the counter in her kitchen. She still wore the strap-on around her waist. She held a cup of coffee in her hands.

	She was shaken. She had left Mark in their bed after using the dildo on him. She had no idea what was going through his mind at the moment. All she knew was that she needed to get out of there. She needed to think about what had happened. She had intended to push the envelop on humiliating her husband in the hopes that he would give up on his ultimatum and then she wouldn’t need to worry about having a baby. But something odd had happened instead... she had enjoyed it.

	She took a deep breath. Her body still trembled.

	“I am not turned on by this!” she told herself. “I can’t be.”

	She shook her head as if to agree that she wasn’t turned on. Yet, her wet panties told a different story, as did her tight pussy and the little aftershock tingles that danced up and down her spine from her lower regions. Her whole body seemed to be alive and beyond her control.

	She bit her lip, closed her eyes and took another deep breath. “This really doesn’t excite me. How could it?”

	The question seemed to spark her imagination and she saw an image of Mark on his knees on the bed in his feminine high heels and lingerie. She snickered at how humiliated he must have been. She could almost feel the shame radiating for him, it was that strong. She cringed as she imagined how she would have felt had the shame been hers instead. Then she suddenly felt powerful, realizing that she had been able to do this to her husband. This sense of power filled her lungs with air, her chest with energy, and caused her muscles to stand ready to break solid stone if called upon. She felt large and saw her husband shrunken before her. She was brimming with confidence.

	Nothing could be denied her in that moment.

	As she experienced this, her nipples rose and her pussy again began to swell with excitement. More of her fluids leaked into her panties. Her nerves became tender and electric. Once more, she was turned on.

	“No! I’m not turned on by this,” she insisted to herself despite the evidence.

	She kept shaking her head, but it didn’t seem to be helping.

	“How can I possibly be turned on by that? Women aren’t turned on by feminized men. They just aren’t. It’s not possible. Women want strong men, not sissies! I want a strong man!”

	Yet, she was turned on.

	The mention of “women” made her think of her friends. How would they react if they knew this had turned her on?

	Megan imagined herself at a party. All of her friends were there. It was a black-tie affair and she wore a gorgeous white dress like something Audrey Hepburn or Grace Kelly might have worn to a formal party. On her feet were delicate high-heeled sandals with the thinnest of straps. Her wavy hair flowed like a waterfall of curls, cascading down her soft shoulders to the center of her exposed back. Around her neck, she wore the perfect diamond necklace. She was stunning, to say the least.

	“There she is! Look at her!” squealed two of Megan’s friends.

	Megan blushed that they would be so excited to see her. She smiled at their compliments too. She knew she was radiant, but she didn’t know she was that radiant! She began to laugh good-naturedly, but in her moment of triumph, it all suddenly came crashing down around her.

	For her friends were not talking about her. Not at all.

	They were talking about the platinum blonde beauty with the pouty lips who had walked in behind her... the woman in the skintight fire- red mermaid dress... the delicate creature with the perfect curves, the massive firm breasts and the legs that wouldn’t quit, legs that ended in five-inch spike-heeled sandals which showed off her perfect toes and exquisite balance. They were talking about the beauty with the erection. Yes, the erection! They were talking about her husband.

	Megan’s jaw dropped when she saw Mark. He was gorgeous! And as radiant as she was, her radiance was as sunlight reflected off the moon compared to the sun itself next to her feminized husband. He outshone her in every single way and she felt instantly inadequate. Was he possibly more of a woman than she?

	“Oh my God! He’s gorgeous for a sissy!” exclaimed a woman.

	“Incredible,” said one of the men and he instantly became hard.

	“What an amazingly, sexy creature!” said another man whose erection popped up as well.

	Everywhere Megan looked around the room, she saw hungry wolf eyes devouring her husband and erections popping up like weeds. Every single man was horny and hard, and every single woman had hard nipples and lusty eyes. She could feel the dampness between their legs even from here. And this was all for her husband!

	A wave of utter humiliation passed over Megan at being shown up by her husband. She had wanted to be the belle of the ball and here was her own husband making her an also-ran.

	Then it got worse.

	“That’s his wife,” hissed one woman suddenly.

	“She must be a lesbian,” said another snidely. “How pathetic!” “What’s wrong with her? Who would want a sissy for a husband?!” “She’s not half the woman he is. She’s so plain, so sexless.”

	The disdainful stares and hurtful comments kept coming. Everyone glared at her or turned their backs on her.

	She was now “the freak,” an untouchable, whereas her husband was their new Princess Charming. They loved him, but hated her. Megan shuddered so deeply at this that ripples appeared in her coffee cup as her hand shook it involuntarily.

	“I don’t want to be a freak!” she told herself nervously.

	She thought once more of her husband’s ultimatum. She knew that there were only two ways out of the mess she was in. She either needed to give in and agree to have a baby as he wanted, a thought which made her see herself hugely fat waddling across the room, or she needed to find some way to make him quit. So far, she hadn’t been able to do that though.

	“Realistically, I need to quit,” she admitted.

	This made her tremble once more as her fears of having a baby returned. She sipped her coffee to calm her nerves. As she sipped her coffee, however, images of her husband appeared once more in her mind. She braced for more humiliation, but this image right away felt different. This time, Mark was sweeping the kitchen floor. He wore a simple blue housedress and white spike-heeled pumps. His outfit was rather basic yet somehow quite sexy; not to mention that seeing him in such a servile position added immensely to the sexual appeal of the image.

	“That wouldn’t be so bad,” she said, trying not to notice her growing excitement.

	A moment later, the image changed. This time, her husband kneeled before her. He wore hot pink lingerie and the same white spikes. He had an amazingly feminine shape and enormous breasts with tantalizing nipples.

	Between his legs his erection jutted out over his panties and called to her. She wanted to touch it so badly, to feel it inside her.

	Megan’s eyes took in every inch of his form. She could see his painted toenails, his exposed heels at the backs of his shoes, the smooth material of his stockings, his shaved penis, his soft curves and mellon-esque breasts.

	“Oh my,” thought Megan and she bit her lip.

	She felt a tremor deep inside her pussy and her lips tingled as she thought about sucking on her husband’s enormous nipples. The

	tremor grew and tickled her clit. Her pussy became wet. Her body trembled and felt weak.

	Megan closed her eyes and braced herself against the counter to keep from falling down. She slipped one hand between her lips and ran her fingernail back and forth along the inside of her lips, sending prickly little shocks racing through her. This caused the tension inside her to grow and grow toward a climax.

	“Princess,” she whispered to the image before her eyes.

	As the word left her lips like a butterfly lifting into the air, Megan slipped her fingers inside her panties and started stroking the soft, silky, moist material inside.

	“Princess,” she moaned.

	She spread her legs and rubbed faster. Then she pulled one finger up to her clit and rubbed it fast and hard in a circular motion. The feeling was intense. Her whole body began to vibrate. A wave suddenly began deep inside her and rushed toward her invading finger. Her body tensed. All the muscles within her pussy contracted tightly.

	She felt her back arch and her knees go weak. She almost fell, catching herself at the last second by jamming her palm against the cabinet.

	And then she exploded.

	She exploded with images dancing before her eyes of her feminized husband on his knees before her. She exploded in a burst of energy as wave after wave rippled through her body, leaving her weak and trembling.

	“Oh my God!” she moaned.

	She slid to the floor, but only barely realized it. When she reached the floor, her mind slowly came back into focus. The trembling stopped. She turned bright red as she thought about how she ended up on the floor and how humiliating it would have been if her husband had caught her in that moment.

	She quickly rose to her feet again.

	“That was... that was,” she said and she stopped. She didn’t know how to finish that sentence. Indeed, how could she express what she was thinking? Inside her head, something had clicked. Inside her head, she screamed:

	“I want this! I want this so badly!”

	Megan shook with both fear and excitement at the thought. She knew her world had changed in that moment and that made her apprehensive but also exhilarated her. Everything felt new, electric and alive now. She had made up her mind; she would do this. She would finish what she and Mark had so haphazardly started and she would feminize her husband!

	“I want this,” she vowed beneath her breath.

	She let the power of her decision wash over her. When that passed, another thought occurred to her. She wanted to feminize her husband, but she also knew she could never tell anyone her true desires; just the thought of telling others made her nervous and worried. Hence, this would need to remain her secret.

	“Agreed,” she said aloud.

	She then finished her coffee, stood up straight, took a deep breath, and said out loud as if she needed to announce this to someone: “This does not turn me on!” She blushed at this lie, but she was comfortable with it.

	Her mind then turned to the future.

	It was time to see her husband.
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	Meanwhile, Mark was experiencing something very different in the bedroom. He had stayed on the bed as his wife had left him. He still wore the lingerie and the high-heeled sandals. He was confused... very confused.

	Somehow, he had enjoyed being taken by his wife with her dildo. That wasn’t supposed to happen, not to a man.

	The fact that he did enjoy it bothered him. He didn’t know what to do or what to think now. He felt unsettled and disturbed.

	“I’m not a girl,” he told himself uncertainly. “Really, I’m not.”

	He looked down at his painted nails and cringed. Until a few days prior, Mark was a normal man. He saw himself as rather masculine, though not to the point of being a macho jerk or anything. He was definitely in control of his relationship too. Then everything changed. Seemingly before he even knew what was happening, he found himself shaved, powdered and painted. He found himself dressed from head to painted toenail in ultra-feminine clothing and high heels. He found himself being dominated, manipulated and apparently outwitted by his own wife too. He didn’t know how to handle any of that.

	“How could this happen?” he asked himself.

	Mark wondered if he had some flaw he didn’t know about until now. Or was it worse? Was he perhaps weaker than he expected? Maybe his wife was able to dominate him because he wasn’t as smart, as strong or as willful as he thought. Could she really be stronger than he was?

	“She’d love that,” he said with a shudder and a rising sense of humiliation.

	He bit his lip.

	“Or could it be something even worse? Is it possible that... can it be...”

	He didn’t want to finish the question. He knew exactly what was worrying him and all the rest of his thoughts were just him talking around it in the hopes of not needing to answer the question that had begun to haunt him from the first time he found his penis growing erect in response to his feminization: was he less than a man somehow?

	Did he like being a woman?

	“If I don’t, then why does it excite me to... I mean, why did it turn me on... I mean, why did I get hard putting on the, uh... that... yeah, um... clothes... uh, women’s clothes?” he asked himself. The question was extremely difficult to ask. He didn’t want to answer it either.

	In any event, he wouldn’t answer it now because his wife had returned. She looked happy and recharged.

	There was a definite glow about her which made Mark feel very small.

	“Why is she enjoying this so much?!” he asked himself sharply. “It has to be an act!” Then a chill ran down his spine. “Or does she know? Does she know that this turned me... that it was...? Does she know about...?”

	Again, he couldn’t bring himself to express the thought, even to himself. He worried that feminization was his weakness and that his wife knew about it. He worried that she now had this to hold over him. Even worse, had he not only lost his confidence in his masculinity, but had he also been lessened in his wife’s eyes? Mark trembled with genuine fear.

	“Bedtime, baby,” said Megan. She spoke calmly, but she was anything but calm at the moment. Her pussy had tensed up as she entered the room and saw her husband on the bed in his heels and lingerie with his erect penis poking out the lingerie beneath him. Her desire to feminize him and to take him again as a man would take a woman was burning within her now like a blast furnace.

	“Bedtime?”

	“Yes, unless you want to go again,” said Megan with a wink. She held up the strap-on belt for him to see.

	She offered this as a joke, but secretly she hoped he would agree or at least give her a pretext to take him again. She wasn’t going to force the issue though; after all, she didn’t want to scare him off.

	Mark blushed. The idea of his wife taking his rear again actually turned him on and part of him wanted to scream “YES!” But he couldn’t. He needed to put an end to this before something disastrous happened. Going to bed would be good for that. It would also give him a chance to think while Megan slept.

	He nodded his head in agreement. “Bedtime, it is,” he said, and he climbed off the bed.

	As he did, Megan walked over to her drawers and pulled out several items. Then she grabbed a pair of tan wedge-heeled mules with five- inch heels from her closet. She handed the pile of feminine clothes to her husband.

	“Here, wear these,” she said. “What are these for?”

	“For wearing. You’re going to sleep in them.”

	Mark furrowed his brow. “What about my pajamas?”

	“These are your pajamas now.”

	“But I already have—”

	“You need to wear women’s pajamas during this next nine month period. That’s our deal,” she said. She thought about adding, “unless you want to quit,” but she found herself not wanting to give him that option at the moment.

	“Our deal didn’t involve pajamas,” protested Mark.

	“Our deal was that you would dress as a woman full time. That means at night too.”

	Mark didn’t remember the deal that way at all, but he wasn’t willing to fight about it right now. For one thing, he just wanted Megan to go to bed so he could think. For another, he still needed her to help him remove his high-heeled sandals and his corset. He did not want to wear either of those again tonight, so fighting with her was not an option at the moment. Indeed, his feet were quite sore from the heels and they needed a rest. As for the corset, the unpleasantness of that goes without saying.

	“What about the heels?” he asked. He pointed at the mules, which presumably were meant to replace the sandals he was wearing now.

	“What about them?”

	“I’m not wearing those while I sleep!”

	Megan shook her head and snickered. “Obviously, not. Those are slippers, honey. They stand next to the bed and you ‘slip’ into them whenever you get out of bed. You don’t wear them to sleep.”

	“Well, you made me wear these sandals to sleep last night.”

	Megan shot her husband an irritated glance. “I don’t like your tone, honey. Are you asking to wear them again tonight?” she asked threateningly.

	“No. I was just saying that I don’t need slippers. I can go barefoot—”

	“Nice try, honey. No, you will wear the slippers like every other woman whenever you get out of bed... or you’ll sleep in the sandals.”

	“You don’t always wear slippers,” countered Mark.

	“Don’t push your luck, darling.”

	Again, Mark didn’t like the abrupt, domineering manner in which his wife had begun to treat him, but as he had already reminded himself, he wasn’t really in a position to fight back. He really wanted the sandals and the corset off and right now he would agree to just about anything to get that to happen. “Fine,” he said.

	“‘Fine’ what?”

	“Fine, I’ll wear the slippers.”

	“I thought you might,” said Megan. She folded her arms and stood there savoring yet another victory. Once again, her husband had backed down and submitted to her wishes, and again that had excited her. She was having more and more victories lately, and she was developing a taste for them. Indeed, she was coming to like having power. She was liking it very much.

	Meanwhile, Mark sat down on the bed so his wife could take off his sandals. She didn’t move, however. She just stood there looking at him smugly.

	“Why isn’t she taking off the sandals?” he asked himself. “She knows there’s no way I can do it myself, not with the corset in place.” He furrowed his brow as it occurred to him what his wife was doing. “She wants me to ask, so that I need to admit that I need her. It’s like making me beg.” He thought about not doing what she wanted to spite her, but he really couldn’t see leaving the heels on his feet; they hurt too much.

	He swallowed his pride.

	“Would you please help me with the sandals?” asked Mark reluctantly. He felt a sudden chill pass over him at his own helplessness. He blushed.

	Megan felt her pussy tingle. “Oh. You need my help?” she asked innocently.

	Mark grimaced. “Why is she making this so hard?” he growled to himself, though he knew the answer. This was her game and he had no choice but to play it, unless he wanted to sleep in the sandals again. “Yes,” he said.

	“‘Yes,’ what?”

	His face burned red. “Yes, I need your help.”

	Megan let out a laugh. “Oh, that’s right. You can’t bend over, can you?” she asked casually. She then crouched down and unbuckled her husband’s high-heeled sandals. “There you go, sweetie. You can step out of them now.”

	Mark pulled his feet from the sandals, one at a time, letting the sandals drop to the floor. It felt so good to be free of those shoes. His feet had been trapped in such a toe-killing angle for so long and his calves and arches strained that he could barely stand it. Giving his feet their freedom gave him a tremendous feeling of relief.

	Megan saw the relief on her husband’s face and chuckled. “Get used to it, darling, you’ll be wearing heels a lot from now on,” she thought. She then pointed at the mules and motioned him to slip them onto his feet.

	Mark reluctantly placed his toes onto the backs of the mules and then slowly slid his feet forward until his toes appeared at the open fronts of the shoes. Once again, his toes were at an unnatural angle. He stood up and tottered his way to the closet to get used to these new shoes.

	They were interesting shoes. Unlike the strappy sandals he had been wearing, these mules offered him little in the way of support, which made balancing much harder despite the mules’ wedge heels offering greater balance than the stilettos he had been wearing. They also separated from the soles of his feet when he walked, which was an odd sensation, and then slapped back against his soles when his feet came back down. This not only caused a sort of ticklish feeling on his feet, but it also caused the shoes to have a different sound:

	CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP!

	Mark also learned right away that keeping these shoes on his feet as he walked required him to apply extra pressure with his toes to hold the shoe against his foot. All of this was new, despite his having worn heels for some time now.

	“Now the rest,” said Megan. She pointed at the pile of clothes.

	“What about the corset?” he asked. He was anxious to be rid of that particular item. It was tight, it was uncomfortable, it was restricting, it was emasculating, and as long as he wore it, his wife had a good deal of power over him – not to mention the physical advantages it gave her. He needed that off, and once it was off they would need to have a serious talk before he let her put it back on him.

	Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do to remove it unless his wife untied him first.

	“What about it?” asked Megan.

	“Shouldn’t we take that off first?” asked Mark. He tried to remain calm and to not show his anxiousness to remove the corset.

	“You need to wear your corset for a few days.”

	Mark furrowed his brow. He did not want to wear this corset for even a minute longer, much less for another few days! “Why?!”

	“Because you need to wear it constantly for it to reshape your body.”

	“But I don’t want to reshape my body.”

	“Well, I do,” thought Megan. She didn’t say that however. Instead, she said, “You do if you want to fit into a dress comfortably and look like a woman.” With that, she turned and walked to the bathroom to change and remove her makeup. She did not wait for a response.

	Mark watched his wife walk off. It was clear that the discussion was over. He hated feeling like he had been dismissed, but what would be the point of arguing? He couldn’t remove the corset without her and yelling at her would not convince her to take it off. To the contrary, it would just make her dig in her heels.

	“Apparently, I’ll be wearing this stupid thing one more night,” he told himself.

	He sighed.

	With his wife gone, Mark did his best to change. He still struggled with mobility and flexibility due to the corset, so taking off the lingerie he wore wasn’t super-easy, but he managed and he soon found himself naked except for the mules and the corset. Then he started pulling items from the pile. He had expected to find a pair of thin sweat pants and a tank top. After all, that is what Megan wore to bed on most occasions. But that wasn’t what she had given him to wear.

	“What is this?” asked Mark.

	He held up a dark red teddie with black lace trim. It was obvious this was not really meant for sleep; it was meant for seduction.

	“Are you kidding me?” he asked himself.

	The next item was a black and red silk kimono. He doubted it would even reach the bottom of his butt cheeks.

	“This just keeps getting worse and worse!”

	He would put these items on, however. There was too much at stake for him to reveal a potential weakness to his wife.
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	As Mark got dressed, Megan removed her makeup and her jewelry. She tied her hair back into a ponytail and then twisted it into a bun. After this, she removed the lingerie she wore and she grabbed her pajamas from a drawer in their closet. Tonight, she would wear a soft, pink t-shirt and tiny, silky shorts. The t-shirt had the word “PINCH” printed on it in white block letters. On her feet were mid-heeled mule wedges similar to the ones her husband was wearing, only these were pink. She checked her face in the mirror once more and returned to the bedroom.

	“Oh my God!” thought Megan with a laugh when she saw her husband.

	Mark stood in the middle of the room looking nervous. He was wearing the teddie and the kimono robe and the heels. He looked a little ridiculous, truth be told, but that was part of what excited Megan so much. Indeed, out of the dress, it was apparent how much the corset needed to work to squeeze him into shape. Moreover, without the wig, his male identity was much more obvious, feminized though it was with makeup and feminine eyebrows. The most out of place aspect of his appearance, however, was his erect penis sticking out at an angle from where it had escaped from the front left of the teddie.

	She giggled.

	To be clear, though, she giggled in part because her husband looked ridiculous and so uncomfortable and so insecure dressed as he was – it was too funny not to laugh – but more so she giggled at her own embarrassment at how turned on she felt by seeing her husband this way. Seeing his penis surrounded by red silk made her heart race.

	Seeing him balancing precariously in the mules, especially with his painted toenails, caused all of the muscles in her pussy to tighten. The smell of his perfume and the submissiveness of his pose made her wet. She wanted him so badly right then, but she knew she couldn’t have him.

	“I can’t do anything to rock the boat until he’s further along,” she told herself. “I need to go cautiously so he doesn’t try to quit.”

	“I can’t sleep in this,” said Mark when she entered the bedroom.

	“Why not?” asked Megan as she worked her way toward the bed.

	“I look ridiculous.”

	Megan chuckled. “You look ridiculous? How does that keep you from sleeping? No one will see you except me.”

	Mark pursed his lips. “It’s uncomfortable too!”

	Megan sat down on the bed and kicked off her wedges. She pulled her legs up onto the bed beneath the sheets. “As I keep telling you, darling, that’s the price of fashion. Good night darling, sissy dreams,” she said and she reached over and turned off the light.

	Once again, Mark found himself dismissed by his wife. This bothered him immensely, but he didn’t know what he could do about it. After all, he still needed her to remove the horrible corset and, frankly, he still intended on winning – he had put up with far too many humiliations to give up now – and fighting her would not help him win. It would just make things more difficult and it would likely spark her imagination on how to make this even worse. No, he needed to grin and bear it and keep telling her that he was fine with all of this until she finally gave up.

	That said, there was one change he planned to make.

	“One thing is for sure though, the next time she takes off this corset, I’m not letting her put it back on. I’m taking that little bit of power away from her!”

	Mark moved to the bed and sat down. He slipped his feet out of the high-heeled mules and lay down on the bed. A few minutes later, he and Megan both fell asleep and dreamed about the day. Their dreams were surprisingly similar in content, yet very different in feel.

	


Chapter Ten: “Giving Him What He Wants”

	 

	Mark awoke the following morning to find his wife standing over him. She was already dressed in a white and black mosaic print dress and open-toed black pumps. She held a cup of coffee. There was a smug look on her face. It took Mark a moment to realize why.

	During the night, Mark had apparently thrown his blanket off, and now he lay completely exposed to his wife.

	And exposed he was. Not only was he still dressed in the embarrassingly feminine red teddie and the corset, which felt particularly tight this morning, but he had a massive erection, which had slipped out of the teddie and now pointed skyward.

	“Good morning, sleepy head,” said Megan. “Uh, hi,” replied Mark.

	“Somebody had sexy dreams,” added Megan with a chuckle. “I guess you like wearing teddies, don’t you?”

	As she said this, she nudged the head of his erection with her fingers.

	Mark blushed and tried to pull the teddie over his erection, but that didn’t work; it was too large to hide. It was embarrassing to think that he must have had some dream which turned him on while he was dressed like this and that his wife now knew it.

	“I’m never going to live this down,” he told himself unhappily.

	What Mark didn’t know, however, was that his wife had stroked his penis gently with her fingers before waking him up to make him hard. She liked seeing his hard penis framed by the feminine teddie. She also wanted to embarrass him, and letting him wake up hard while dressed in a teddie would be very embarrassing.

	“You’ll have to tell me all about your sexy dreams,” said Megan. “Unless they’re too dirty.” She winked at him as she said this. “In the meantime, it’s time to rise and shine. You need to get dressed. We have a busy day ahead of us.”

	Mark pulled the sheets over his crotch. “Do we? What are we doing?”

	“First, we need to clean the house and do some chores. After that, we’re going out for lunch.”

	Mark felt sick to his stomach. The idea of leaving the house dressed as a woman terrified him. What if someone recognized him? What would happen then? He would be humiliated, that was for sure, but could it be worse too?

	Either way, Mark knew this wasn’t anything he could resist. He had agreed to live as a woman for nine months and that meant he would need to venture outside to restaurants, stores and other public places. What’s more, he also knew he couldn’t make a big deal of this or Megan would know that she had found a weakness.

	Unfortunately, he realized, this meant that he was effectively at her mercy. Whatever she suggested, he would need to agree to and he would need to do that without even complaining about it. He bit his lip and hoped that Megan didn’t realize this as well.

	In the meantime, Megan casually pushed back the sheets again and ran her fingers down the lace on his teddie until her fingers came to his erection. She slipped her fingers around his erection and started stroking him slowly.

	“This really turns you on, doesn’t it?” she asked absent-mindedly.

	Megan had actually been speaking to herself more than her husband. She was considering possibilities and wondering if perhaps Mark would voluntarily agree to be feminized. Mark, however, took her comment as being directed at him, and it made him cringe. He didn’t want his wife or anyone else thinking that wearing women’s clothes turned him on, even though something clearly had excited his penis.

	“No,” growled Mark defensively. “It’s just a coincidence.”

	“Oh? Is that so?” asked Megan and she tickled the head of his penis.

	“Yes,” insisted Mark as waves of pleasure raced down his shaft.

	“It certainly seems to turn you on,” said Megan. She ran her finger down his shaft and down his leg. “Maybe there’s something you’re not telling me? I guess we’ll see.” She let go of his penis and walked to her closet. She started pulling clothes from the closet and laying those out for her husband. “I want you to wear this while we clean the house.”

	Mark felt a deep sense of frustration when she let go of his penis without stroking him to orgasm. He bit his tongue and shifted his eyes back and forth between his erection and his wife. “Uh, honey, how about finishing what you started?”

	“No time. We have work to do,” replied his wife. His erection started to deflate. “But—”

	“No, Mark. Now get dressed. I’ve laid out some panties and a new bra. Start with those.” She picked up a dress, a slip and some stockings and handed them to her husband. As Mark took these items from her hand and felt their feminine silky smoothness, his penis became intensely erect, to the point of cumming.

	This startled him, and it troubled him.

	“Why is this turning me on?” he asked. “Why are women’s clothes turning me on?” He took a deep breath and tried to make his penis go flat. “I refuse to be turned on by this! I’m a man, not some kind of... something.”

	His erection didn’t budge.

	Mark felt a chill race over him and tension in his stomach. He recognized that feeling as fear. It scared him that women’s clothes were clearly turning him on somehow. Did this mean he was gay? Did it mean he was really a woman inside a man’s body? Was there indeed something wrong with him? He didn’t know the answers to any of this and that scared him even worse than the questions themselves. His entirely life, he had been in total control over his mind, his body, his emotions and his life. He knew everything about himself with absolute certainty, yet here he stood now, staring at a silk-covered abyss which threatened to re-write the “Book of Mark.”

	“What do I do?” he asked himself nervously.

	Mark watched his wife adding more items to the pile of feminine clothing. She seemed quite happy. He didn’t understand why she could be so happy about this. He decided that she must have spotted his fear and must think she was on the verge of winning. Despite his doubts, he resolved once more not to let that happen.

	“That should be enough for now,” said Megan and she pointed to the pile. “Get dressed. I’ll see you in the kitchen, girlfriend.”
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	While Mark dressed, Megan returned to the kitchen to get more coffee. As she did, she found herself trying to describe how she felt at that moment, but she couldn’t quite find the words.

	On the one hand, she felt incredibly excited to feminize her husband. It made her feel keenly alive. The prospect of stripping away his manhood and replacing it with femininity made her tingle all over with an intense sense of power. And just thinking about the possibilities once he was helplessly feminized made her positively wet.

	It was an interesting challenge too as she didn’t even know if she could do what she had planned. Can you really turn a man into a woman? Would her husband ever be totally convincing as a woman? Or would this all result in him just being an emasculated, effeminate half-man? She didn’t know, but she couldn’t wait to try her best to make it happen.

	Interestingly, her feelings of elation and power were made all the more intense by her knowledge that she was doing this without her husband’s permission – as much as he was trying to convince her that he wanted this, she had seen enough signs to tell her that was just an act and that he didn’t really want this. That added a very kinky “naughty” flavor to the whole adventure.

	At the same time though, there was an uncomfortable aspect to this too. She knew she should feel bad about feminizing her husband without his consent, but she just didn’t feel guilty. To the contrary, she felt completely at peace with this decision and she had no doubts, no worries and no regrets.

	“Shouldn’t this bother me?” she wondered. “This isn’t the sort of thing one spouse should ever do to another spouse. Am I right? So why doesn’t this bother me? I am feminizing him against his wishes... aren’t I?”

	Megan began to wonder if maybe there was something wrong with her.

	“It is possible I’m wrong here?”

	She felt worried and she bit her lip as she considered this. She did not like to think of herself as wrong or as anything less than a very nice, very decent person. She did not like that at all, in fact.

	“I am nice. I am a good person,” she suddenly told herself with a hint of accusation at those who might suggest otherwise.

	Then she furrowed her brow. Her sense of worry slowly receded, and in its place appeared a trace of anger.

	She huffed out an annoyed breath as her anger grew inside her. “Don’t I have a right to be happy too?!” she asked indignantly.

	She tapped her finger harshly against her coffee cup and scowled.

	“Besides, it’s not like he doesn’t like it,” she added snidely. “Look at how hard he gets all the time. Every time he puts on a dress or panties, he gets hard. This turns him on a lot, whether he admits it or not, so he can’t tell me he doesn’t like it. He likes it, even if he’s too afraid to say so.”

	Megan pondered this for a moment as she sipped her coffee. Then she spoke again. This time, when she spoke, her tone had changed once more. This time, the anger was gone and in its place was a sense of self-adulation.

	“I really am kind of helping him, if you think about it. I’m helping him do something he clearly wants to do, but which he isn’t able to admit that he wants to do because of his ego. I’m basically freeing him from his ego.

	Without me, he would never be able to do this. So... yeah, I’m doing this for him. I really am,” she told herself.

	She nodded her head in agreement with her own assertion.

	“Besides,” she added firmly, “if he doesn’t want this, then he can stop at any time. He just has to say ‘no, I want to stop,’ and then I’d stop in a heartbeat.” She blushed at the little voice in the back of her mind which suggested she may not be telling the truth. “Of course, I would stop,” she retorted to that voice, though she wasn’t sure that was any more truthful.

	This nagging feeling she now felt that she was lying and that she was perhaps a bad person for it, caused her anger to return. She furrowed her brow and forced a snarl onto her lips.

	“Look,” she told herself, “if he wants to stop, then he can stop. He’s a grown man. I can’t make him do anything. So if he lets me do this, then clearly he wants it to happen. If he didn’t want me feminizing him, then he shouldn’t have started this and he needs to tell me very clearly that he doesn’t want this!”

	She loudly exhaled her frustration.

	“If he didn’t want this, he shouldn’t have started it, ” she repeated. Megan took a deep breath to calm herself and finished her coffee. “This isn’t my fault,” she told herself soothingly.

	A moment later, any guilt she felt was gone once more, as were any doubts she had. She felt that she was in the right and Mark was the one who was causing the problems. She could deal with that, however. Though, there did remain one problem: her friends.

	“How do I handle them?” she wondered.

	Megan pursed her lips. This would be difficult. She knew her friends and she knew that the idea of one of them being married to a man who wears dresses would be a great cause of mockery for them.

	She did not want to face that. It would be even worse too if they thought she actually liked him feminized. That was something she could never let them know no matter how this turned out. No, ideally she needed to find a way to explain his feminization that they couldn’t use to mock her, and she certainly needed to find a way to explain his feminization that wouldn’t tell them that she wanted him this way. After all, reputation mattered a great deal to her.

	But how could she do that?

	“Maybe I can claim this happen ‘by accident’ somehow so I don’t have to tell them that we did it intentionally. Then I can tell them, ‘It wasn’t anything I ever wanted. It just kind of happened before we even knew what was going on and now we’re stuck with it. Gee, I’ll just need to suffer through it.’ That might work.”

	Megan considered this for a moment. She thought it was a good plan. Unfortunately, she didn’t have any idea what kind of accident could lead to her husband being feminized. Feminization wasn’t really that kind of thing; it required some pretty intentional acts.

	“What kind of accident can cause feminization? Hmm. It’s not like I can tell them that he tripped and fell into my closet and when he stood up again he was dressed like this and now he’s stuck,” she said.

	She couldn’t think of anything. She bit her lip.

	“There must be something.”

	She furrowed her brow. Still, nothing came to mind. This could be even more difficult than she thought. She would need to think about this. In the meantime though, she just need to avoid letting her friends see her husband until she was ready for the big reveal. She didn’t want to say something now she might need to contradict later.

	“Plus, I can’t risk them saying something stupid and making Mark change his mind.”

	Megan pictured her friends mocking her husband followed by Mark tearing off the dress he wore and throwing it to the ground. That was something she could easily see happening.

	“Yeah, I don’t want that. Best to avoid them until he’s stuck— until he comes to terms with embracing his womanhood. Better safe than sorry.”

	Megan poured herself more coffee. She felt good again. She was calm about the path she had chosen. She felt she had a good plan. She felt she could manage the hurdles to come quite nicely. Nothing really stood in the way of getting what she wanted. Nothing at all.

	She would keep him at home and keep feminizing him until he embraced his womanhood and then she... no... they... they would have what they wanted. She thought about his erection wrapped in red silk panties and she smiled.

	“I can’t wait to have that every day!” she said with a giggle. Suddenly, her phone rang. It was Kelli.

	“Hey Kelli, what’s up?” asked Megan. She sipped her coffee.

	“Meg, I have an idea!” said Kelli excitedly.

	“Ok. What kind of idea?” asked Megan indifferently. Her mind was elsewhere. In fact, her entire brain was focused on feminizing her husband. Nothing else mattered to her right now and nothing Kelli could tell her could possibly interest her... or so she thought.

	“About Mark. I have an idea how we can get him to give up!” Megan bit her lip.

	“Give up?” she asked nervously.

	“Yeah, I know how we can make him give up this cross-dressing crap!”

	Megan felt a stinging sensation in her stomach. She saw all of her plans crashing into a pile of ash. Getting Mark to give up being feminized was the last thing she wanted, and if Kelli was out there suddenly trying to find a way to get Mark to quit, that meant Kelli was now a wildcard who could ruin all of her plans. In fact, it meant that Kelli was actively working to ruin her plans!

	“Not now! Why is she doing this now?! Why is she so interested in ‘helping me’ suddenly? She certainly wasn’t interested in helping me when I wanted her help! Why start caring now?” growled Megan to herself bitterly.

	Megan knew she needed tell Kelli to drop this plan, whatever it was. Unfortunately, she also knew there was no way to do that without making Kelli suspicious that Megan might actually want her husband feminized, and that is the one thing she could never tell anyone... especially Kelli.

	“If I tell her, she’ll tell everyone!”

	“Are you there?” asked Kelli after several seconds of silence.

	Megan thought about hanging up the phone, but she knew better than to do that. The only way to handle this was to go along with Kelli and to hope to find some way to defuse her as they went. It was risky, but it was the only way.

	“Yeah, I’m here,” said Megan. “My phone must have cut out. What were you saying?”

	“I have an idea that will make Mark quit.”

	“What idea?” asked Megan cautiously.

	“I’ll show you when I come over.”

	Megan instantly felt a sense of panic. She couldn’t let Kelli come over. She couldn’t let Kelli anywhere near her husband, not until Megan had a better grasp of what Kelli wanted to do and how to neuter her plan.

	“Oh, um, uh, today’s not real good, Kell,” said Megan.

	“Too late. I’m in the driveway.”

	Megan winced. She walked over to the window and looked toward the driveway. Sure enough, Kelli was climbing out of her small blue car. Kelli wore a pair of tight yellow short-shorts, a white and black tunic top, and white sandals with a high cork wedge heel. She carried an oversized brown purse.

	“Damn,” said Megan.

	Kelli started toward the door. Megan went to greet her. She put on the best happy face she could manage given the circumstances and she opened the door. They hugged, and Megan reluctantly let Kelli inside.

	“Where’s ‘Princess’?” asked Kelli. Her face was glowing with excitement.

	“He’s in the bedroom changing.”

	“Good. I’ve got an idea and you should see it before he does.”

	“What kind of idea?”

	Kelli started opening her purse. “It came to me last night. There’s only one way to humiliate him enough to make him want to quit.”

	Megan tensed up. She did NOT want him to quit. To the contrary, she wanted to take him further. She wanted to feminize him as much as possible. If only she could tell that to Kelli! She couldn’t though, so instead she hoped that Kelli’s idea was nonsense, or that she could find a way to keep from having to try it.

	Kelli continued, unaware of the hostile mindset of her friend. “What could be more humiliating than taking away his penis, right?” said Kelli as she fished through her purse for something.

	An electric shock shot through Megan’s brain when she heard this. An image of Mark without his penis flashed before her eyes and made her very, very wet. It took a moment for her to regain her composure. “Uh well, um, how would you uh... how would you achieve that?” she asked cautiously. Her body was burning with a need to know more!

	Kelli wasn’t listening.

	“Here it is,” said Kelli and she pulled what appeared to be a metallic cage formed in the shape of a flaccid penis from her purse. The back of the cage had a round metal ring which would encircle the penis behind the testicles to keep it in place. Both the shaft and the balls would be trapped inside the cage. Hanging from the bottom of the ring was a small padlock. “Take a look at this!”

	Megan gasped. She understood instantly what this device was meant to do and images of Mark on his knees begging her to remove it and free his imprisoned penis raced through her brain like wildfire.

	She imagined the intense sense of power she would feel holding that key before him as he begged. She needed this device!

	“That is amazing!” said Megan and she took the device. She saw the potential of this device instantly. Not the potential Kelli saw – of making Mark want to quit – but the potential of trapping him even more tightly, controlling him, and making him accept his feminization... whether he liked it or not.

	“I figure you get it on him somehow, like by telling him he needs to wear it to keep his erections in check or something, or maybe when he sleeps. Then once it’s in place, you tease him about not having a dick anymore and you get super sexual to turn him on. He’ll break fast and he’ll be begging to take it off. Guaranteed.”

	An enormous smile crossed Megan’s face. She didn’t speak though, because she couldn’t speak. Her brain was overwhelmed with all the feelings flooding though her. She was beyond turned on. In fact, she was so turned on that her panties had become downright wet and she was starting to feel dampness on her inner thighs. That had never happened to her before.

	“Thanks, Kell,” said Megan finally.

	Kelli took the cage back. She flipped it open. “See, all you need to do is pop his little guy in here and then close the lid. Lock this lock and tuck the key away safely and then he’s trapped until you unlock him.”

	“If I ever do,” said Megan in a joking manner, though she wasn’t kidding.

	Suddenly, Mark came around the corner. He wore the neutral platform sandals, stockings and garterbelt Megan had set out for him as well as his corset. In his hands was the pantygirdle she had given him to help hide the bulge beneath his skirt. Since he wasn’t wearing that, his erect penis stood out before him like a flag. At least he wore his wig.

	“I need some help getting dressed,” said Mark. That’s when he noticed Kelli.
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	Megan, Mark and Kelli all froze.

	An instant later, there was a scramble. Kelli jammed the device into her purse to hide it from Mark. Megan stepped between Mark and Kelli to block her view of Mark’s penis and his view of Kelli’s hands. Mark instinctively covered his crotch with his hands and turned around to flee the room. Megan rushed up behind him and herded him down the hallway to get him away from Kelli.

	“We’ll be right back!” called Megan over her shoulder.

	As they raced to the bedroom, with their high heels echoing wildly, part of Megan wanted to laugh at what had just happened. After all, this was objectively hilarious. Here was Megan’s best friend showing her a “cock cage” while her husband ambled across them while wearing high heels and lingerie as his out-of-control erection stood out boldly for all the world to see. What could be funnier than that?

	But she wasn’t laughing.

	To the contrary, she was horrified. If Mark realized that Kelli knew who he was, then this would all come crashing down and Megan would never get what she wanted. She needed to make sure he thought his secret remained safe. That wasn’t going to be easy to do, however, not with Mark being as panicked as he was.

	“Oh my God! She saw me!” exclaimed Mark. He knew logically that he needed to not panic if he wanted to maintain the fiction that he was fine with this so that Megan would give up, but he was just too shocked at the moment to remain calm. He was sure Kelli had seen his erection and that he would now be humiliated.

	“No, she didn’t,” replied Megan. “She did! She did!”

	“She didn’t. She was looking down into her purse when you appeared and—”

	“She saw my dick! She saw me hard as a rock! She knows!”

	“No, she didn’t. She wasn’t looking. And I stepped between you—”

	“She saw! She knows!”

	“She doesn’t know anything!”

	“What are we going to do?” asked Mark nervously. Megan’s calm, firm tone had helped, but he remained in a half panic. Megan realized this and tried to make her own tone a little more reassuring and more controlling.

	“Remain calm. She didn’t see anything. She doesn’t know anything. Just get dressed and keep pretending to be my sister. Everything will be fine,” said Megan to assure her husband.

	Mark shook his head. “She knows!” he said, though his voice was already a little more calm now.

	Megan shook her head also. “She doesn’t know anything. She was looking in her purse when you came around the corner. By the time she looked up, I was between you two. She saw nothing.”

	Mark took a deep breath. He was slowly regaining control over his nerves as he realized that perhaps Kelli had not seen him. After all, there were no mocking comments, there was no attempt made to follow them to see more or to take a photograph. She didn’t even call out his name. If she had seen him, he would have expected to hear at least one sickly, “Hi Mark!”

	“Everything is fine,” added Megan.

	Mark nodded his head. He felt better. But then another thought occurred to him: his panicked outburst had given away the truth to his wife, that he was terrified of being spotted in his feminized state.

	“Now there’s no chance of out-bluffing her,” thought Mark. His heart sank. “I’ve lost... maybe I should just quit right now and save myself the trouble?” He sighed quietly and hung his head. He had wanted that baby so badly.

	Fortunately for her, Megan saw this in his face. She didn’t know exactly what he was thinking, but she could see that he had become depressed and she guessed the rest. She realized right away that she needed to act fast to save her plan, and the only way she saw to do that was to make Mark think that she was more worried than he was.

	Essentially, she needed to sandbag him now. She needed to make him think this had helped his cause.

	“Thank God, she didn’t see you,” said Megan in her best unsettled tone. “That would have been so humiliating. Could you imagine what the girls would say if she had seen you? There’s no way I can take th —”

	She stopped talking and did her best to blush. Then she folded her arms nervously across her chest and waited several seconds as she visibly bit her lip. She knew full well that Mark was processing her every movement and pause and tone for meaning. Indeed, he seemed very interested in her motions right now, and she hoped he was getting the intended meaning.

	“Well,” she said and she paused. “It was close, let’s put it that way.”

	She then put an overly hard expression on her face which she knew Mark would interpret as her compensating for her supposed Freudian slip a moment before. Now it was time to poke his ego.

	“One thing is clear,” she said smugly, “seeing how panicked you were, I seriously doubt that you can pull this off. In fact, I doubt very much that you can do this at all. I guess you don’t want a baby that badly, do you?” She chuckled. Then she turned and started toward the door. “If you have the nerve, make sure you check your wig before you join us.”

	Megan left the bedroom with an arrogant stride. She certainly didn’t feel the arrogance, however. She felt sick to her stomach and nervous. She had done her best to make him think that she had given away a secret. All she could do now was hope that he took the bait.

	He did.

	Mark watched his wife leave. He had no idea that her knees were shaking. All he saw was her confidence.

	But he also saw the apparently unguarded moment before that, when she seemed rather panicked at the idea that Kelli would realize who he was, and the more he thought about that moment, the more confident he became. This was great news. Not only had Megan somehow missed his own terror, or at least what it meant, but he thought he now knew something vital about her limitations.

	A smile appeared on his face. It grew... and grew.

	“She’s on the verge of breaking!” he declared.

	 

	


Chapter Eleven: “Caged”

	 

	As Megan left Mark to debate whether or not to slip into the girdle and the light-pink babydoll dress she had laid out for him, she returned to Kelli, who still stood in the front hallway. Megan had decided not to tell Kelli what had happened with Mark. She didn’t know yet if her plan to convince Mark that he was winning would work or not, and she didn’t want Kelli trying to seize the opportunity for some unpredictable plan to win this in one stroke. So she decided to present an image of calm, though calm was the last thing she felt at this point.

	“Did he realize that I saw him?” asked Kelli anxiously. Megan shook her head. “No, it’s fine.”

	“Are you sure? He looked panicked.” “I’m sure.”

	“You know, I was thinking, this might be a golden opportunity,” said Kelli.

	“No, it’s too risky. Let it go.” Megan was starting to get angry. She felt so anxious and unhappy about her conversation with Mark and she desperately wanted to know what he was thinking, and while her mind was struggling with that, she was in no mood whatsoever to deal with Kelli, who was trying to ruin everything!

	“But this might be a good way to raise the humiliation factor if we let him know that I know who he really is. We could—”

	Megan clenched her fists. “Let it go,” she hissed.

	“But—”

	“It’s all under control. ”

	Kelli stared at her friend curiously. She folded her arms. “I don’t get it. Why don’t you want to try?”

	“I just don’t.”

	Kelli raised an eyebrow. “You do still want him to quit, don’t you?”

	Megan knew what she needed to say. “Of course, I do. But this needs to be done delicately or the whole thing will blow up on us. We can’t just try stuff randomly and hope this works out.”

	“But it’s a good idea.”

	“Kelli, let it go. We almost blew it already once. I’m not going to try something off the cuff and compound our mistakes. Now let it go.”

	Megan was feeling angry. She wasn’t really angry at Kelli though. She was angry at herself for getting her hopes up, for finding what she wanted, and now apparently for losing it. Indeed, there was no sign of her husband coming down the hallway cross-dressed, and as the seconds passed, she became increasingly sure she had blown it.

	Megan looked at her watch. More than enough time had passed for her husband to dress and, yet, he was nowhere to be seen. She sighed.

	“I guess it’s over,” she thought sadly.

	A moment later, Megan heard a sound that made her intensely happy. It was a sound she had heard so often in her life, but it had never had this meaning attached to it before: CLICK!! CLICK!!

	CLICK!! CLICK!!

	CLICK!! CLICK!! That was the sound of Mark’s high heels clicking off the floor as he tottered his way down the hallway. His heels rang out with each strike of his heel against the hard wooden surface, and each click filled his wife’s heart with joy.

	“He bought it!” she screamed to herself.

	Megan turned to face her husband. He looked rather radiant in the short pink dress; it tickled his thighs. He had such long, feminine legs in the platform sandals too. His hair looked gorgeous and his makeup was perfectly done too. Megan couldn’t believe how passable her husband had become. What’s more, in the girdle, there was no sign of his penis.

	“Hi Kelli, sorry about that. I was changing and I wasn’t expecting to see anyone there,” said Mark.

	“It’s ok, Princess,” replied Kelli. She had a smirk glued to her face.

	“Yes, it’s ok, dear,” added Megan to distract her husband from the look Kelli was giving him. She then turned to her friend; she wanted Kelli gone right away. “Anyways, Kelli was just leaving, wasn’t she?” “Oh was she?” asked Mark. “That’s too bad.”

	Megan raised an eyebrow. “Really? Why is that bad?” she asked suspiciously.

	“I was hoping she would join us for lunch,” said Mark confidently.

	This made Megan shudder, which Mark saw as evidence that he had been right about his wife being scared of exposure and that he had made the right call in trying to keep Kelli here. His plan was to push the risk of exposure until Megan surrendered.

	Unfortunately for Mark, he didn’t realize that she was actually shuddering because she didn’t want Kelli staying and possibly ruining her attempt to feminize him. That was what worried her. Before she could say anything to push Kelli out, however, Kelli jumped at the invitation.

	“I’d love to stay,” said Kelli instantly.

	Megan’s shoulders slumped. “We weren’t going to have lunch though, not right away.”

	“Oh, I don’t mind waiting.”

	“It will be a while,” said Megan. “We’re going to do housework.”

	“Not a problem,” said Kelli and she surreptitiously winked at Megan. “It will be nice to chat with friends.”

	Megan bit her tongue. She looked at her husband. “You don’t mind if she stays while we do housework? Wouldn’t you rather that Kelli leave and we meet her again later for something? Maybe dinner?”

	Mark chuckled to himself. It was obvious that this was distressing his wife. That told him that he was on the right track. “I was right,” he told himself. “She can’t stand the chance that I’ll be exposed and then her friends will know. I’ve found her weakness! She has to give up now!” He smiled at his wife. “No, I don’t mind,” he said.

	Megan exhaled her frustration quietly. “Great. I’m sure it will be fun,” she said coldly.

	“Fun!” said Kelli.

	Mark smirked at his wife. “Let’s get started!”

	A few minutes later, Mark was regretting his decision because things weren’t turning out at all the way Mark expected. He had hoped that as he and his wife gathered the cleaning supplies, Megan would finally break and admit defeat. But she didn’t. To the contrary, her attitude seemed to harden and she began to order him around.

	“Dust the shelves. Then start on the floor,” she almost barked.

	“What are you going to do?” he asked.

	“I’m supervising,” she replied with a snicker.

	“Seriously, what are you going to do?”

	“I’m going to make sure our guest is comfortable. Then I’ll help you.”

	Megan and Kelli then sat down on the couch and began to chat. Mark, meanwhile, was expected to keep working, which he did. And whenever he finished one task, Megan assigned him another. Even worse, as he worked, Megan and Kelli watched him. It made him feel servile and inferior. He hated that feeling, and he resented the fact that his wife had dumped all of this on him, but he wasn’t sure how to make her help him without causing a fuss.

	“Would either of you like to help?” asked Mark finally.

	“No, you’re doing fine,” replied his wife dismissively.

	“Don’t forget the corner,” added Kelli and she pointed toward a corner Mark had not yet swept. She and Kelli then returned to their conversation and ignored him completely.

	Mark was shocked by this response. In the past, when he told his wife to do something, she did it. But here his wife and her friend essentially mocked his request that she help and then dismissed him as if he were some sort of servant.

	“I should drop this broom in her lap!” he told himself. But he didn’t.

	In fact, he did nothing about it. He swallowed his pride and he kept working.

	For the next hour, Mark performed task after task while his wife and Kelli sat on the couch enjoying themselves. By the time Mark finished, his body was tired from the work, his feet were sore from the heels, and his ego was bruised from the humiliation. It was humiliating to be made to work like a servant as his wife chatted with her friend. It was even worse being made to do so in heels and a tiny, loose skirt. The whole time, he needed to take extreme care to balance, to keep from exposing his panties and his penis beneath, and to keep from doing something unladylike.

	It felt even worse that somehow, his wife had won again. He had done this in the hopes that Megan would panic that his close proximity to Kelli might lead to exposure, but that never happened. Instead, he spent two hours humiliating himself while doing all the housework like... well, like he was her housewife. He felt so very small because of this.

	Making it even worse, his penis was anything but very small. To the contrary, it seemed that the worse the humiliation became, the harder he got. He didn’t understand that. He didn’t like it. It made him question himself.

	“Maybe I’m wrong about her being afraid? No! I can’t be. I saw what I saw and I’m not going to give up. I just need to find some way to finally push her over the edge. There must be something I can do... some grand slam,” he told himself. It was time to plan a little harder.
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	After Mark finished the chores, Megan, Mark and Kelli had lunch. Kelli took the opportunity to make more veiled references suggesting that she knew that “Princess” was really Mark. She didn’t walk too closely to that line this time though, because she didn’t want a repeat of the morning. Toward the end of the lunch, however, she felt ready to start pushing Mark again.

	“So tell me, Princess... do you like dicks?” asked Kelli. Mark almost spit out his drink. “Do I like what?”

	“Dicks. You know, where men keep their brains. Do you like dicks?”

	Mark blushed deeply. He had no idea how to answer that question. Actually, to be more accurate, he had no idea how a woman was supposed to answer that question. Was he expected to agree? If so, what form should his agreement take? Heck, was he even supposed to answer? Was this the sort of thing women asked each other when they were alone together or was this some sort of joke by Kelli? He had no idea, but Megan hadn’t objected so perhaps this was normal.

	Megan, by the way, was burning with anger at the question, but there was nothing she could do about it. She couldn’t tip Kelli off that she wanted her to stop teasing her husband, nor could she provide guidance to Mark as “Princess” was supposedly an adult woman who should be able to handle something like this on her own. So she bit her tongue and she stayed silent.

	“Yeah, I guess so,” he said cautiously.

	Kelli smirked. “What do you like about them?”

	Mark blushed even deeper. He looked to Megan for some clue how to respond, but her face remained blank.

	With no guidance, Mark decided to wing it. “Uh, the usual stuff, I guess.”

	“The ‘usual stuff’? You mean like how it feels to have a good hard dick rub up against you?” asked Kelli.

	“Yeah, sure.”

	“Ever put one in your mouth, Princess?” asked Kelli in an almost taunting tone.

	Mark cringed. This was a conversation he never expected to have in his life nor did he ever want to have it.

	“What the heck do I say to that? Even worse, where is this headed?” wondered Mark.

	Megan cringed too. She wanted this line of questioning to move on so badly, but she didn’t want to appear like she was stopping Kelli, and Mark wasn’t giving her a good opening to inject herself into it. She felt intensely anxious. “Don’t you blow this!” she screamed inside her head at Kelli.

	“I mean, most women have had one in their mouths. I take it you have, right?” added Kelli.

	“Um, yeah, sure,” said Mark nervously.

	Kelli smiled even more broadly. “How’s your technique?”

	Mark grimaced. This conversation was spinning out of control. “It’s fine, I guess.”

	Kelli laughed. “You guess? You can’t just guess; you have to know. If you want to keep a man, then you really need some good technique. I’ll tell you what,” she said and she stood up. She walked to the refrigerator and opened it. She crouched down and started looking through the vegetable drawer.

	“What are you looking for?” asked Megan, who was trying to think of a way to end this.

	“This,” replied Kelli and she held up a long cucumber.

	Megan and Mark both swallowed hard. Both knew exactly what she intended for the cucumber and neither wanted that to happen, though neither knew how to stop it either. As they both raced through a series of bad ideas and misplaced thoughts they hoped could lead to some way to end this, Kelli sauntered back over to the table and leaned her rear against it. She held the cucumber before her.

	“Observe,” said Kelli.

	“Wait a minute!” said Megan as an idea finally struck. “Don’t ruin my cucumber.”

	“It’s just a cucumber,” replied Kelli.

	“Yes, but it’s my cucumber. I have plans for it.”

	“So do I.”

	“Yes, but my plans involve dinner.”

	“I’ll buy you a new one,” said Kelli and she shot Megan a strange glance.

	Megan immediately backed off. She didn’t know how to continue her objection without exposing her true thoughts, so she bit her tongue and hoped that Kelli didn’t push this too far. “Don’t you dare scare him away!” she growled inside her head.

	Meanwhile, Kelli held the cucumber at the base out for all to see. She held it with one tip pointed straight up.

	She ran her pink fingernail up and down its side. “One erect cucumber,” she said.

	Mark bit his lip. He hoped this would be the entire demonstration, but he doubted that it would be. He felt nervous about what would come next. Megan was even more nervous than her husband. She hoped this wasn’t scaring Mark off being feminized. Both did their best not to show their concerns.

	“Oh, what a big boy you are,” said Kelli breathlessly to the cucumber.

	She put it to her lips. She licked her tongue around the outer circumference of the tip. Then she slowly spread her lips and slipped the cucumber into her mouth. She moaned as she did. Next, she started moving the cucumber in and out of her mouth, going ever deeper, with each pass also growing slightly in speed. She seemed to purr as she did this.

	Mark became hard as a rock watching this erotic display. “Wow! That’s hot!” he thought.

	Megan too thought it was hot, but her mind was focused on the danger.

	A few second later, Kelli popped the cucumber out of her mouth and pointed it at Mark. “Guaranteed to excite any man... and some women. Now it’s your turn, Princess.” She said the name like a taunt.

	“What do you want me to do with it?”

	“Show me your technique. Show me how you please a man, Princess.”

	“But—”

	“Come one, girlfriend. Show us your technique. You said it was good.”

	Mark stared helplessly at the cucumber. He felt a burning sense of shame knowing what she wanted him to do with this cucumber and what it represented. The idea of putting a penis in his mouth, even if simulated, made him intensely uncomfortable. He may have been dressed as a woman, but he was not one.

	He tried to look up at his wife for assurance, but found he couldn’t meet her gaze. He felt too humiliated. He didn’t want to do this.

	Unfortunately, he didn’t see that he had much choice. Reluctantly, he reached for the cucumber.

	He held it before him. He hesitated.

	“Go on, girlfriend,” said Kelli.

	Mark took a deep breath and summoned all the courage he could. He shot one last look at his wife, but saw only an expression he did not understand. He took it as fascination, not disapproval, so he decided he needed to continue. As an aside, Mark wasn’t far off in seeing this as fascination. Megan felt a good sense of dread that Kelli was pushing her husband too far and would ruin her scheme, but at the same time, watching her husband preparing to fellate a cucumber was turning her on something fierce. It was even more exciting than seeing him feminized.

	She wanted to see this very badly now. “Here goes nothing,” thought Mark.

	He took the cucumber and slipped it between his lips as Kelli had done. He didn’t do it as smoothly or as naturally as she did, but it was erotic nevertheless. He kept his lips wrapped tightly around its circumference and moved it in and out like it was a real penis. As he did, he found his tongue naturally rubbing along its length.

	“This isn’t so bad,” he thought.

	Then it began to dawn on him what he was doing. He pictured himself on his knees before a man with the man’s penis in his mouth. The man was looking down at his feminized form and laughing.

	“What a pussy! Look at how your wife dressed you! And now you’re sucking my cock! Ha!” exclaimed the man with a laugh. As he did, Mark imagined the man suddenly cumming and filling his mouth with a hot, sticky, salty fluid.

	He panicked.

	Mark yanked the cucumber out of his mouth and dropped it to the table like a hot potato. As he yanked it out of his mouth, it scraped along his teeth, removing part of the peel. The speed and suddenness with which he did this surprised everyone and they stared at the damaged cucumber for a moment. Megan froze, terrified that Mark’s next words would involve quitting.

	Kelli was the first to recover. She laughed. “Sent a lot of boyfriends to the hospital, have you?”

	Mark blushed deeply.

	“You started well, but you might want to work on the ending,” she added. “That’s not what I would call a ‘happy ending.’”

	“It was an accident. I almost choked myself,” lied Mark. “That’s why I spit it out.”

	Megan finally took a breath because his first words weren’t “I quit!”

	“Ripped it out more than spit, I would say,” said Kelli. “You did a lot of damage.”

	“I’m sorry,” said Mark reflexively.

	“That’s ok, honey,” said Kelli with a condescending laugh, “it’s not my cucumber.” She moved the cucumber before Megan. Then she reached into her purse and pulled out the chastity device again. “Maybe you would be better off if your boyfriend wore one of these when you tried that.”

	Mark looked shocked. “What is that?!”

	“It’s a cute little toy.”

	“It looks like a... a—”

	“Like a ‘cucumber’?” asked Kelli with a chuckle. “Yes, it does. And that’s exactly where it goes. You stick your boyfriend’s cucumber inside it and then you don’t have to worry about choking yourself or castrating the poor dear.”

	Kelli moved the hinge up and down on the device to show how it works. Mark stared at it in horror. He couldn’t imagine being stuck in such a thing. What happened if he got hard? What if he had an itch? How would he pee?

	“Is that real?” asked Mark.

	“Of course it is. And I’m giving it to you.”

	“I don’t want it!”

	Kelli smirked. “Trust me, you need this much more than I do.”

	“Me? Why me?”

	“Let’s just say it might fit you better than it fits me.” She handed it across the table to Mark, but he refused to take it; there was no way he would take the device. So she set the device on the table before him and pretended to look at her watch. “Well, it’s been fun, girls, but I need to run. I’ll give you a call later, Meg. Maybe we can do dinner.”

	With that, Kelli rose and walked to the door. Megan went with her and closed the door behind her. She breathed a sigh of relief; her plan to feminize her husband had survived Kelli’s visit. Megan returned to the kitchen.

	“All right. I need to know. Are all women like that when they get together? I mean, that’s not normal, right? Tell me that’s not normal. Tell me that not all women are raving pervs the minute the men are gone,” growled Mark.

	Megan shook her head. “Kelli’s a little odd.”

	“Odd? I think you mean, perverted and oversexed.”

	Megan shrugged her shoulders.

	“Seriously,” continued Mark and he picked up the chastity device, “who carries something like this around in their purse? I wouldn’t!”

	Megan smirked. “Oh? What is in your purse then?”

	Mark glared at his wife. “You know what I mean.”

	Megan didn’t answer. Instead, she took the device from his hands and she said, “This gives me an idea though. I think this can solve your erection problem.”

	“My erection problem? What erection problem?”

	“Oh come on, Mark. It’s no secret that this is turning you on. You’re constantly hard as a rock beneath your dresses and it’s embarrassing. Anyone who looks can see your erection. I keep waiting for someone to see your dick poking up beneath your skirt and start screaming that you’re a man. If that happens in the wrong crowd, there could be serious problems,” said Megan.

	Mark blushed. He knew that what she said was true. He was hard all the time and he feared that it was visible beneath his dresses. Still, didn’t they have a solution for that already? “That’s why we got the girdle, isn’t it?”

	“The girdle helps, but it doesn’t solve the problem. This would solve the problem.”

	“I really don’t want to lock my dick inside some cage,” said Mark.

	“Why not?”

	Mark didn’t know how to say that he didn’t trust his wife to put the cage on him and take it off again, so instead, he tried a different approach. This was a mistake. “It looks too uncomfortable.”

	“There’s only one way to tell,” said Megan without missing a beat. “Come with me and we’ll try it on.”

	Mark opened his mouth to object, but nothing came out. He had offered a protest that she easily defused and now he had no answer he could offer. He had trapped himself and now he needed to try on the device.
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	Mark was full of dread as he stood before his bed. He was holding the sides of his dress nervously in anticipation of being asked to remove it. Subconsciously, he seemed to think that holding his dress in place would prevent the request, though it wouldn’t. Despite the dread he felt, his penis was hard as a rock inside his panties.

	Since he had begun the hormones, he found himself to be much hornier, though he hadn’t yet put the two issues together. In any event, his erection was obvious through his dress where it acted like a tent pole.

	“See what I mean about your erection problem?” said his wife and she tickled the tip of his penis through his dress.

	“It wouldn’t be that obvious in the girdle,” countered Mark. “No, it wouldn’t be that obvious, but it would still be obvious.” Mark had no response to that, so he said nothing.

	His wife then examined the device. It seemed simple enough to her. “You just slide your thing in here, close the door like this, snap it shut, turn the lock. Simple,” said Megan.

	“There’s no need to lock it,” said Mark nervously.

	His wife held out the device and flipped it open with one finger as a demonstration of how easy it was to open. “If you don’t lock it, then it won’t stay closed. It will just swing open.”

	Mark cringed. He did not want to wear this and he absolutely didn’t want it locked in place. He felt a creeping sense of panic. “I’m not sure this is a good idea,” said Mark.

	“It will solve the problem, right?”

	Mark had to agree that it would. “Yeah.”

	“So what’s the issue?”

	“I just don’t think it’s a good idea.”

	Megan folded her arms and looked at her husband. “Why not?”

	Mark opened his mouth to respond and he suddenly realized that he had no objection he could voice. His objection was that it bothered his masculinity to see his penis locked in a cage. His objection was that it worried him that his wife would see his manhood locked away. His objection was that he worried that letting his wife lock his manhood away would somehow give her more power. But none of those objections were objections he could voice; each one reeked of weakness. So what could he say? All he could think to offer was the objection about size and comfort.

	“It doesn’t look comfortable,” said Mark.

	“Heels aren’t comfortable, baby. Corsets aren’t comfortable. Fashion isn’t always about comfort, darling. Since you can’t seem to control your little guy, you need to wear this to hide your erections. Unless you can think of some other solution, this is it. Can you think of any other solution?”

	Mark knew he couldn’t because they had already tried everything they could think of. They had tried pulling his penis back between his legs, wrapping his penis, and wearing multiple pairs of panties. None of it worked. In each case, his penis showed through his dress the moment he got hard. Even the tight girdle didn’t help. There was no other solution, not that he knew.

	What’s more, he knew this was something he needed because he needed to fix the erection issue, as his wife had called it. Having a visible erection or even the suggestion of an erection made it impossible for him to pass convincingly as a woman. That made him insecure and raised the risk of exposure. So, he knew he needed a solution and this was the only real solution he knew.

	He just didn’t like the solution. It worried him on many levels.

	“Clearly you can’t think of another solution,” continued Megan when he didn’t answer. “So lift your dress and let’s see if this thing fits.”

	Mark tried one last time to think of an alternative and failed. He then reluctantly grabbed the hem of his dress and raised it above his crotch, exposing his panties and his erection beneath. Megan slipped her fingers into his panties and pulled them down his thighs to just a few inches below his testicles. She examined the device once more and then opened it. Then she crouched down and slipped the ring over his erection and around his testicles and pushed it snug against his body. His penis and testicles were now inside the ring.

	Next, she slipped the tip of the cage over the head of his erection. Unfortunately, it didn’t quite fit because his erection was long and straight and the metal cage seemed shorter and curved.

	“It doesn’t fit!” exclaimed Mark happily. He felt immediate relief that he would not be wearing the device.

	“That’s because you’re too hard to put it on. Hold on a second.” “Hold on why? What are you doing?”

	“We need to get rid of your erection.” Kelli had explained to Megan how to get the device in place if Mark was erect. She now made her way to the refrigerator, where she got some ice and a thin dishtowel. She wrapped the ice in the towel. She returned to the bedroom.

	“What are you doing with the towel?” asked Mark uncomfortably.

	Megan walked back over to Mark and in one smooth motion stuck the ice against erection. “This,” she said, as the ice made contact with the head of his penis.

	“Ahhh!” exclaimed Mark and he jumped back, nearly losing his balance in the heels.

	It worked. Just the quick contact with the ice was enough to shrink Mark’s erection in half. This was sufficient to make his penis small enough and flexible enough for Megan to slide it into the device and close the device. She latched the cage against the metal ring that was already in place and she stuck the padlock through the metal loop below the ring. She closed the padlock and removed the key.

	He was locked in.

	Megan slipped the key into her pocket.

	“Hey, why don’t you leave the key in place?” said Mark.

	“I don’t want the key to hurt you. It’s too sharp to leave in the lock. It would cut your skin as you walked or tried to sit down,” she replied. She grabbed the device to distract her husband and began jerking it around as she examined it. “It looks like it fits really nicely!”

	Mark looked down. It was difficult to see because of the positioning on his body, but what she said seemed correct. The cage was slightly larger than his penis so his penis fit well inside. It even had room for him to become erect, except that the cage curved downward and wouldn’t allow his penis to expand straight outward as it normally did. That worried him.

	“What happens if I get hard? My dick won’t fit!”

	“Let’s find out,” said Megan and she grabbed the cage and shook it. She also slipped her other hand around behind him and rubbed his butt crack, which sent a warm ticklish feeling to her husband’s brain.

	The warmth from Megan’s hand and the masturbation-like motion caused Mark’s penis to spring to life and become hard. It was a strange experience. Normally, when his penis grew hard, it filled until it stood out before him rigid and tense. This time, it didn’t. This time, as it filled, it ran into the edges of the cage and it curved down the length of the device. It filled the device until it fit snuggly against the cage walls. Then it stopped growing.

	Indeed, the cage seemed to put a limit on how hard it could get.

	Mark cringed when his wife started shaking the cage. He didn’t know what would happen, but he could imagine his penis getting hard and trying to burst through the cage, which was too strong for that to happen, and then him experiencing a lot of pain as his penis struggled against the hard metal. But that hadn’t happened. Instead, his penis fit snuggly inside the cage, and that let him breathe a sigh of relief.

	“It fits!” said Megan.

	Mark started to nod his head, but then he realized something he had missed because of his focus on his initial fears: his penis couldn’t get fully erect. It couldn’t stretch out straight like it always did and because of that, it just wasn’t really hard; it was maybe 90% hard.

	That was a highly frustrating feeling. He immediately saw the “danger” in this if he needed to wear this for a long time. To get hard as often as he did lately, but to not be able to truly get hard – much less to jerk himself off and relieve the tension – would be like having an itch he could never scratch. It would also be a constant reminder of his emasculating circumstances.

	“I need to take this off,” said Mark nervously.

	Megan ignored him and examined the device. She was fascinated by it. She moved it from left to right, examining each side. She slipped her nail between the bars to touch his penis inside. It was clear to her that he would never be able to touch his penis in any meaningful way. This made her chuckle inwardly. It turned her on to see her husband’s penis trapped inside the device.

	“I need to take this off,” repeated Mark.

	“Why?”

	“It uh, it,” Mark paused. He didn’t want to say that it didn’t let him get hard. Somehow, that would be too humiliating to admit to his wife; she would have effectively found a device to emasculate him. He needed to say something though. But what? He finally settled on, “It’s too tight.”

	Megan examined the device again. It fit. It was a little snug with him being hard, but it wasn’t too tight. She shook her head. “It’s your imagination.”

	“No, really, it’s too tight.”

	She shook the device and his penis jiggled slightly. “It’s not too tight. There’s plenty of room. You’re just not used to anything holding your penis like this. You’ll get used to it”

	“Megan!”

	“You’ll get used to it.”

	“Give me the key.”

	Megan had always planned to keep the key, but she wasn’t sure how to justify it. Mark’s outburst now gave her a way to justify it. She smiled to herself. “No.”

	“Honey, please.”

	“No. You need to get used to it.”

	Mark glared at his wife. “Honey!”

	“I said, ‘no.’ And since you obviously can’t put your fears of emasculation aside long enough to do what you need to do, I’m going to help you by keeping the key safely out of your reach. If you really need to be unlocked at some point, then I’ll do it. In the meantime, I’ll just hang onto it.” Mark trembled.

	“I’ll hold the key,” he insisted.

	“No, you won’t,” said his wife coldly.

	“But honey!”

	Megan shook her head. “This is for your own good.”

	Mark glared at his wife, but it was obvious that she didn’t plan to relent, and he didn’t know how to make her.

	What’s more, since he knew he did need to wear this device to hide his erection, he decided to swallow his pride for now, suppress his fears and doubts, and accept... for the moment... that she would hold the key.

	“Fine, you can keep it for now. But when I need it, you need to give it to me.”

	“Yes, when you need it,” agreed Megan.

	Mark stared at his wife uncomfortably, but said nothing.

	“Now that that’s settled, let’s see how good this device is,” said Megan. She reached out and pulled Mark’s dress out of his hands. She let it fall into place. His penis vanished without a trace. He had a smooth front. Even when she reached out and smoothed his crotch with her hand, his penis was nowhere to be seen. He appeared to have only a slightly raised, but feminine mound.

	“At least it works,” thought Mark. “Good,” said Megan.

	“Now let’s test it.”

	“Test it how?”

	“We need to see what happens when you get hard.”

	“We’ve already seen that.”

	“Hardly. We saw a feeble attempt to get hard. We need to test what happens when you get really, really excited... the kind of excited you get when you think about wearing women’s clothes,” said Megan with a hint of sarcasm.

	Mark blushed and immediately felt his penis starting to rise. “Lie down, girlfriend,” said Megan.

	Mark felt embarrassed at the way his wife was treating him, but he did as he was told. Like his wife, he needed to be sure that his penis would not make a surprise appearance when it wasn’t wanted. So he hiked up his dress and he sat down onto the bed and let his wife push him onto his back. He brought his feet up onto the bed and spread his legs, resting his feet on the backs of his exposed heels.

	Megan lifted his dress up onto his belly and yanked his panties down once more, exposing his penis in the device.

	“Now relax and let me do the work, Princess,” said Megan. She saw his penis “jump” inside the device as she called him that. A day ago, that would have bothered her immensely. Now it excited her as she saw the possibility of getting what she wanted from her husband.

	Mark, at the same time, tried to remain calm despite desperately wanting this device off of his penis.

	Intellectually, he knew he needed to wear it to keep his erection from showing, but that didn’t control the instinct he felt to gain his freedom; the very thought of his being locked away ate at his mind: “I can’t touch my penis without my wife’s permission!” Nor did he feel particularly secure letting his wife “test” his penis in any way. She was treating it like her toy, and that made him feel unmanly.

	Megan licked her fingertip and then ran it up her husband’s silky thigh to the bottom of his balls. She wrapped her fingers around his testicles and lifted them. She slowly pulled them back and forth, gently shaking them. This tickled his nerves, which made his penis try to grow super hard. Once again, the cage frustrated this and it made Mark antsy as his penis remained unsatisfyingly soft.

	“Hmm,” said Megan to herself when her husband didn’t get hard.

	She tried again. This time, she firmly cupped his balls in her hand and lifted them slightly.

	“Somebody’s really full. It’s guess it’s been a while,” said Megan. Mark blushed.

	Megan let her husband’s balls slide from her hand and she moved her fingers over the cage. She pushed them up the cage from three different angles at once. Mark felt the warmth of her fingers and the tug against the cage, but he never felt her soft skin against his. This made it both exciting and frustrating and his penis kept trying to get harder and harder, but kept failing.

	“So far, you can’t seem to get hard, honey,” said Megan with a laugh.

	This made Mark blush even more. Not only had his wife taken away his penis, but she had even stripped away his ability to get an erection. It was like she had emasculated him. It would get worse too.

	“Still nothing. Maybe we should go shoe shopping. I’ll bet that would make my little sissy husband all excited and hard.”

	Mark’s penis jumped again and did its best to get hard, but once again, it still failed against the cage. Megan noticed both that his penis jumped and that it never got really hard. She began to wonder if the cage wasn’t keeping him soft.

	“That would be fantastic!” she thought.

	Megan needed to find out for sure. She cupped his balls once more to hold them in place. Then she bent down and placed her lips on the cage. She moved her mouth up and down the cage, breathing her warm sweet breath on his eager penis. She periodically poked the tip of her tongue between the cage’s bars as well as far as it would go; it just managed to tickle his penis in spots.

	She was driving him crazy.

	Mark was writhing and trembling as she teased his penis. His penis was trying so valiantly to get hard. He was breathing hard. His heart was racing. He pulled his legs toward him slightly, causing his heels to poke the sheets.

	“You like that, don’t you?” asked Megan coyly.

	She let go of his testicles, leaving them to swing, and she slipped her pinky finger up between two bars on the cage which were just large enough that she could get the very tip of her tiny pinky between them. Because he was hard and filling the cage, she was able to touch the underside of the head of his penis right in a sensitive spot which always made her husband shudder. It did the same this time too.

	Mark felt like he nearly exploded when his wife’s pinky made contact with the part of his penis where the head spread out in two directions and it connected with the shaft. As her finger rubbed this section back and forth, he felt a combination of pain and intense pleasure racing down his shaft. And despite him not being hard enough to call his erection a genuine erection, he found his penis throbbing and a rhythm building toward explosion. His back arched. He pulled his legs even higher, raising his heels slightly off the bed now. His breathing became erratic. He grabbed the sheets with his fingers with their painted fingernails and yanked them tightly.

	“Oh yes!” he exclaimed.

	Megan gasped at how much it turned her on to see her feminized husband writhing under her control. To see him responding so femininely made her juices run. She truly wanted to make him cum, to see him explode while wearing the dress and heels and corset and panties. But she also wanted to make a statement about her control, and the perfect statement in that regard was to not let him cum. It took a moment for her to resolve this conflict.

	She let go of the device and slipped her pinky away.

	Mark immediately felt a jarring change as all the rhythm he had built up came grinding to a halt. All his pleasure not only ceased, but came to a screeching halt and jammed up unpleasantly as if he had run straight into a brick wall.

	“Yes, it’s quite effective. I’m satisfied it will work,” said Megan. She then patted her husband on the thigh.

	“I’ll see you in the kitchen, darling.” With that, she left.

	Mark lay on the bed feeling humiliated, emasculated and frustrated. He couldn’t believe how his wife had played him so expertly and how tense and unsatisfied he now felt. He was a man dying of thirst who could see a cold, clear fountain inches from his parched face, but knew he could never reach it. He felt a prisoner. He felt helpless. He felt far less than a man. Even worse... he felt trapped.

	“I’ve got to get this thing off,” he told himself.

	Mark reached for the device and tried to pull it off. It didn’t come. He tried to work it off by shifting it side to side and pulling, but again, it didn’t come. The fact of the matter was that it could never be removed without the key as long as he had balls because the ring was wrapped around behind them. He tried to break the ring with his fingers or pull off the lock, but they were far too strong.

	What’s worse, he realized that the metal was so close to his skin that he couldn’t do much more to try to remove it. If he jammed a screwdriver in there to gain leverage or he used metal cutters, he could seriously injure his penis. Forget using anything like a blowtorch. There was no way to pick the lock either because he knew nothing about that and, even if he did, there wasn’t enough room to slide a lock pick between his testicles and the ring to pick it. He was trapped.

	“There has to be a way out of this,” he said more out of desperation than belief.

	He felt all around the device. It was perfect. There were no holes, no gaps, no weak spots. He couldn’t even get a finger between any of the bars. The only reason his wife had managed to get the tip of her pinky between a set of bars was that her pinky was so tiny, perhaps half as small as his. Just about the only thing he could get between the bars would be a pencil. And as he realized that, he suddenly realized that this meant he couldn’t pleasure himself either, nor could he scratch a genuine itch. This thought made him cringe.

	“Whether she knows it or not, she’s completely cut me off from my dick!”

	It suddenly struck Mark how much power this gave his wife over him and he felt a sense of panic. He grabbed the device and tried to jerk it around. He hoped that... well, he didn’t exactly know what he hoped. Basically, he just hoped that it would somehow fall off this time. Naturally, it didn’t.

	“I’ve got to get this off!”

	He tried again, but still nothing changed.

	Finally, he let go. He shivered at the thought of how much power his wife now had, and he hoped she had no idea of the truth. He swore to himself to do his best not to tell her anything about the power this gave her in the hopes that she didn’t already know. He also swore to get this off as quickly as possible. Yes, he needed it to hide his penis when he wore a dress, but this was too much to allow.

	“I need to get the key and get this off. Until then, she’s holding all the cards!”

	He swallowed hard. This was going to be a problem.

	 

	


Chapter Twelve: “Things That Grow Bumps In The Night”

	 

	The next week proved to be an interesting adjustment for everyone.

	The week before, Mark had been a normal man. Now, he found himself cross-dressed and caged full-time.

	He didn’t like this at all. It was humiliating and emasculating for him, a man, to dress as a woman. Even worse, he was perpetually horny because the feminine clothes and the constant reminders of what was happening to him turned him on. That added a special sense of humiliation because he, a man, wasn’t supposed to be turned on by any of this.

	Worse yet, he couldn’t even do anything about being horny! Because the cage kept him from touching his penis in any meaningful way, he couldn’t jerk himself off to gain any sort of relief. He couldn’t even scratch himself. Essentially, by putting him in the cage and taking away the key, his wife had taken away his penis and left him with an itch he could not scratch.

	And in that matter, she absolutely refused to remove the cage from his penis. He had asked several times, each time coming up with some new reason he believed should justify removal: need to pee, not comfortable, hard to walk, hard to sit, hard to work, etc. Yet, each time she refused.

	After a while, she even started claiming that the very fact that he kept making the request to remove the device was evidence that she was right to hold the key “because the issue has become psychological for you and I’m helping protect you from yourself. You just need to adjust to your new role as a woman and forget that it’s there.”

	“Forget that the device is there or that my dick is there?” he had asked sarcastically.

	“Both,” she replied coldly.

	That was frustrating, and Mark was starting to feel defeated. Every day seemed to bring new humiliations.

	Megan, on the other hand, was beyond thrilled. She loved every second of her husband’s feminization. She loved the idea that she had taken her husband’s masculinity, that she controlled his penis, and that she had such control. She loved seeing him totter around the house precariously in the unstable heels and struggle to move in the tight corset. Every moment of this filled her with the idea, “I’ve done that to him! I control him! ” Every feminine turn of his ankle, every shy girly blush, every delicate dipping of his wrist brought about tremors deep inside her pussy. She was in a paradise and she never wanted this to end.

	And it seemed like it never would.

	That first week bled into a second and then a third and then many as their feud seemed to grind down into a standoff, at least from Mark’s perspective. As Mark saw it, neither could gain an advantage to win this argument and neither had been willing to back down. He didn’t understand why he hadn’t managed to scare his wife into submission by this point, but he wasn’t going to quit until he did.

	“What is wrong with her?” he kept asking himself. “Does she really want a woman for a husband?”

	Megan, on the other hand, didn’t see this as a standoff at all. That’s what Mark didn’t realize. Megan was quite happy with things the way they were going because each day of Mark being feminized made his feminization that much more difficult to undo. That was her goal, not winning the argument they had established. She would “win” if he became permanently feminized. If that happened, then she would have the husband she now wanted AND it would be impossible for him to make her pregnant.

	How would it be impossible? Well, for one thing, she would keep him in the chastity device. That way he couldn’t get her pregnant without her first taking it off, something she wasn’t inclined to do. What’s more, she had begun to think about medications that might prevent him from being able to make her pregnant. There was such a thing, right? Or else maybe he would agree to a vasectomy once she had irreversibly turned him into a girl! She was still debating this, but it seemed like the best plan for her to get what she wanted: feminize him... get him to agree to neuter himself... live happily ever after.

	Whatever path she chose, keeping Mark feminized was her first goal. Fortunately, she was seeing signs everywhere that his feminization was becoming second nature to him. For example, the longer this continued, the more feminine her husband’s appearance became. This was because she had lots of time now to refine his looks and because wearing women’s clothes seemed to change his mannerisms and make them more feminine. Each day, he became more passable.

	What’s more, each day, he became more naturally feminine. Wearing skirts and heels changed the way he walked, the way he sat, and the way he carried himself. It made his walk almost dainty and feminine, with tiny steps and one foot being placed gingerly directly before his body before he raised his other foot. The corset changed his posture. It made him thrust his breasts forward and sit straighter. It made it more comfortable for him to keep his hands in his lap, like a woman, as he sat. Wearing the delicate lingerie made him more cautious and more gentle and controlled in his movements so he wouldn’t accidentally rip off his bra or tangle his panties or damage his stockings as he moved about.

	Additionally, the longer this continued, the more passive and less secure he became. Mark had always been a confident man, perhaps even bordering on a little bossy. But right now, he barely asserted himself. And whenever he did, it took only the slightest push back by Megan before he caved in and let her have her way. In the dress and heels and under such constant fear of exposure, he seemed incapable of standing up to her. Not to mention, with his desperate need to get the chastity device removed, and Megan being the only person who could remove it, Mark forced himself to work hard to keep her happy.

	Megan suspected that the chastity device had something to do with his more passive behavior, but she didn’t know what specifically about the device was causing it. All she knew for sure was that the device was helping make him docile and obedient, and she wanted to keep it on him as long as possible so it could work its magic; the idea of a more docile, more feminine Mark set Megan’s imagination afire, and she spent whole days wet as a sponge at the thought of how feminine her husband was becoming and what she would do with him once he was permanently stuck as a woman.

	Mark had not yet noticed the changes his wife had. He hadn’t noticed that his walk was becoming feminine and that he now walked as if he wore heels even when he didn’t, like when he went to the shower. He sometimes tried to smooth his skirt even when he was wearing pants, and he always sat with his feet and knees together, unless he crossed his legs closely like a woman. He hadn’t noticed that he spoke more softly or less surely either. Nor had he noticed that he kept his hands closer to his body when he walked or that he sometimes let a wrist dip.

	And neither Mark nor Megan had yet noticed the physical changes to his body from the hormones. As the days passed, Mark found himself becoming increasingly moody and submissive. His skin was becoming softer and he was gaining fat in all the wrong places, like his hips and his chest and rear.

	Had Mark known any of this, he might not have concluded that he had until the end of the summer, when he needed to return to work, to win the bet. Indeed, he very much assumed that his wife still would surrender if only he could find the one thing that would push her too far, and he planned to push it to the limit to make that happen.

	“I’ve come too far to give up now,” he told himself. “She’ll give in. Then I can take all this crap off and no one will ever know what I did.”

	Not really.

	In the meantime, he was not looking forward to a summer of heels and bras and corsets and half-erections and unsatisfyable horniness, but that was the path he had chosen.
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	The weeks were starting to add up. Mark’s feminization continued unhindered and Megan was making excellent progress toward her goal. She wanted more though. She didn’t know exactly what she wanted yet, but she wanted it... whatever it was. This troubled her for several days until she decided what she wanted was to be able to take Mark out into public.

	Megan sat on the edge of the bed in a white nightie and matching panties with a little black bow on the front waistband. Mark was in the bathroom removing his makeup. It was nearly bedtime.

	“At this rate, he’ll be a girl before he even knows it,” Megan told herself happily as she thought about the progress she was making. She slipped her feet out of her high-heeled mules. “But none of it means anything if I can’t take him out of the house. I’ll bet I can take him out in public fairly easily. He would pass!”

	She thought of her husband in a cute little pinafore apron, sexy heels and a maid cap, tottering down the waterfront promenade downtown.

	She smiled at the image and slipped her finger down inside her panties. She rubbed her lips tenderly.

	“He would look so helpless!” she purred.

	Megan giggled and rubbed her lips faster. She focused on the image which now had moved to their front foyer. He was dressed the same.

	“Carry my purse, Princess!” she commanded him. He then responded, “Yes, Mistress.”

	She repeated the words softly, savoring the idea of her husband saying those words to her: “Yes, Mistress. ”

	Suddenly, Mark stirred in the bathroom. “Did you say something, dear?” he called out.

	Megan blushed and yanked her fingers from her panties. “Me? No, nothing.”

	“Ok,” said Mark. “I thought you called my name.” “No,” said Megan.

	She sat perfectly still, not making any sound, as she waited to see if her husband now returned to the bedroom. He didn’t. After Megan felt enough time had passed, she slipped her fingers back into her panties and started rubbing much faster. This time, she found her clit with her pointer finger and she tickled it with her nail, sending electric shocks racing to her spine.

	“Mmmm,” she purred.

	Megan’s thoughts went to an incident earlier in the day where her husband had dropped a can in the pantry and then stamped his high-heel-clad feet against the floor in frustration like an upset little girl might. Then he pouted; he had become quite emotional lately. It was a strange incident to behold. It was one of those moments where he seemed to have become genuinely feminine in his manners.

	“What a little girl!” she said beneath her breath with a giggle.

	She took a deep breath to fill her lungs and then held her breath as she rubbed her lips. Her mind zoomed in on the image of his high- heeled shoe striking the floor with one loud: STAMP! She laughed at the image and let a sense of superiority at being the instigator of her husband’s emasculation wash over her. It made her feel warm and horny.

	Then she let her mind swing back and forth between the idea of throwing him on the floor and having sex with him right there in the pantry, or possibly bending him over their kitchen counter, or putting him over her knee and spanking him until his rear turned rosy red.

	This image made her giggle.

	“Oh, you bad little girl! ” she said mockingly.

	“I chipped a nail,” said Mark from the door to the bedroom. He wore a pink nightie which matched his wife’s white nightie; she had even let him remove his corset to give his body a chance to breathe. His pink nails were long and shaped like ovals. Beneath his nightie, he wore panties and he still wore the device. On his feet were pink high- heeled sandals with a wedge heel. He had appeared without warning despite the heels.

	Megan yanked her hand from her panties. She didn’t know if she had been caught or not, but she pretended that she hadn’t. “Let me see your nail,” said Megan.

	Fortunately for Megan, Mark had not caught her as he had been looking at his nail when he walked into the room. He walked over to his wife and showed her his fingernail. “It just happened.”

	“Sad. File it down so it doesn’t snag.”

	“What about the color?”

	“Repaint it in the morning. In fact, why don’t you switch from pink to red tomorrow? I’d like to see you in something new,” said Megan.

	A few weeks ago, Mark would have cringed at being told to paint his nails, let alone red! But this was one of the many feminine things he now accepted as normal, even if he didn’t realize that he saw this as normal now.

	Hence, he nodded his head. Then he went around the bed and sat down. He slipped his feet out of his sandals and climbed into bed. A moment later, Megan brought her legs into bed as well and she pulled the blanket over herself.

	She turned out the light.

	“Good night, dear,” said Mark.

	“Good night, darling,” replied Megan.

	They both rolled toward each other and kissed. As they did, Mark’s chest rolled into contact with his wife’s hand. This had happened hundreds of times in the past without incident, but what happened next had never happened before. As her hand lay in the way, she felt his body touch her hand. Then his body rolled up onto his side. As it did, she felt something soft and warm touch her hand and then roll over it like a warm pillow had been dumped on her hand. It took her a second to realize what this was, but she understood very, very clearly! This was a budding breast!!

	“Oh my God! He’s got breasts!” she squealed inside her head. “Sleep tight, baby,” said Mark.

	Megan barely heard her husband. Her mind was elsewhere, to say the least. She lay there as images of her husband with massive breasts hanging from his chest, bouncing everywhere, flashed before her eyes... enormous breasts with pert nipples. She imagined herself sucking on them, kissing them, and fondling them. Her pussy was on fire. It tingled and shook with tremors. Her nipples were hard as rocks. Electric jolts raced throughout her body. The tension within her was almost unbearable.

	Suddenly, Megan’s mind became obsessed with one idea. “Yes!” she told herself the moment the idea hit her.

	Without warning, Megan tossed off her blanket and rolled over on top of her husband. Mark was completely stunned by her unexpected advance and he was unable to respond before she was atop him. She climbed onto his chest with one knee on either side of his torso. As she did, she pulled her panties aside, exposing her wet pussy.

	She then pulled his panties down beneath the device before reaching up and pinning his arms to the bed; he became hard almost immediately... at least as hard as he could.

	Megan forced her mouth onto his lips and jammed her tongue into his mouth.

	“Mmf!” exclaimed Mark helplessly.

	Megan kissed him deeply as she started sliding her pussy back and force atop the device. The device wasn’t as nice as his hard penis between her lips and it couldn’t go inside her, but it was enough for what she needed. It slid between her lips and tickled all her nerves. She became wetter and wetter and hornier and hornier.

	She rode him faster, pressing harder with each pass.

	Mark couldn’t believe what he was feeling. He had never been pinned to the bed before, but he was now. His penis had been locked in the device for several weeks now and he had felt only frustration day after day, yet right now the pressure, the heat and the humidity from her pussy were driving him crazy and pushing his penis fast toward an explosion... and was he ever ready!

	Then something amazing happened.

	Megan pulled her mouth from her husband’s lips and moved her head down to his chest. She pushed aside his nightie with her nose and stuck out her tongue. She licked his hard nipple. She couldn’t see it in the dark, but it felt larger than it had ever been. It was also more sensitive... very sensitive.

	Mark felt pins and needles beneath his nipple when his wife licked it. He couldn’t believe the feeling.

	Electric charges raced throughout his chest. He had never felt anything like that before!

	Then his wife ran her teeth over the outer ridge of his nipple. What he felt then was like the time she had accidentally scraped her teeth over the head of his penis while giving him oral sex. He almost jumped out of the bed, except that his wife had him pinned down.

	That wasn’t all either. An instant later, without any warning, his penis shot its load even though it wasn’t fully erect and even though his wife’s pussy had never actually touched it. His cum shot straight out between the bars, right at his wife’s pussy, which was still rubbing along the cage.

	Megan didn’t even know he had cum; she was that distracted with her husband’s breasts. Her body knew though. When his hot cum hit her pussy, the added sensation of his wet heat pushed her over the top. She instinctively arched her back and tensed all of her muscles. The muscles within her pussy tightened as much as they could; she was so tight she thought she could have snapped his penis in half had he been inside her. A moment later, she burst. She came and came and came, with multiple orgasms blasting through her.

	“Oh yes!” she screamed.

	She crashed down on top of her husband. Her cum and Mark’s cum dripped down into the cage, making her husband’s penis sticky. Both Megan and Mark breathed hard, trying to catch their breath and slow their hearts.

	“That was amazing!” thought Megan.

	She sat up and looked down into her husband’s eyes. She smiled. She felt powerful. She had just used her feminized, caged husband for her own pleasure without any thought to his pleasure; again, she did not know he had cum. That idea was both naughty and thrilling for her. It made her feel strong and in control. She also chuckled at how humiliated he must have felt when she used him in this manner without giving him any satisfaction.

	“He must be beside himself needing to cum,” she thought with a chuckle. “Well, not this time, honey. Maybe in the future... if you’re a good boy.”

	Megan slid off her husband without a word and pulled up her panties. Her mind returned to the idea of Mark having breasts. This idea filled her with an intense energy, but where had they come from? She didn’t know. One thing was for sure though: she wasn’t going to alert Mark about them yet until they were a good deal bigger.

	 

	


Chapter Thirteen: “The Hormones!”

	 

	Megan got up early the following morning. She slipped into a sheer pink robe and made her way to the kitchen without waking her husband. She needed to check the “hormone” pills Mark was taking. She had a suspicion that something had gone awry. Since she wanted to do this without alerting him, she didn’t slip into her high- heeled mules; she carried those in her hands instead.

	Why not tell him?

	Well, for one thing, she didn’t know if what she had felt was real or not. It had been dark and her sense of touch could have misled her senses into feeling something that wasn’t actually there. Thus, it’s possible that his breasts were just her imagination. And the last thing she wanted to do was make him paranoid if his breasts were indeed imaginary. After all, she didn’t want to scare him and have him try to end this project of theirs.

	For another, if he really was growing breasts, she didn’t know the cause yet, and until she knew that, she didn’t want to mention it because, frankly, she didn’t want him putting an end to it. In fact, she didn’t really want to tell him even if she found out the cause. She was determined to feminize him – for his own good, naturally – and she feared that he would put an end to all of this if he learned that he was now growing breasts.

	“If he really is growing breasts, then I need to keep this from him, or he’ll panic,” she told herself.

	As she said this, she again noticed that she should have felt guilty about this decision, but she just didn’t. She knew why too. If he was taking hormones by mistake, then it was his own fault; or maybe he was even taking them intentionally! Either way, that wasn’t her fault. As for not telling him so that he might be able to correct his mistake, well, Megan had an answer for that too.

	“I’m doing this for him and he just needs to accept it and not get all bent out of shape about not having a say in the decision-making. I’d love to include him in this decision, but I can’t trust him to make the right decision.”

	Interestingly, there was one more reason too. This was a reason she refused to verbalize, however. She even refused to say the whole thought at once inside her head. This thought, which she would officially deny even to herself, was that if it turned out that her husband’s breasts had merely been a figment of her imagination misreading what her fingers found, then maybe... just maybe... perhaps, she might switch the pills to... well... let us say that she liked the idea of her husband growing breast.

	Megan walked into the kitchen and set her heels on the counter. She walked over to the “hormone” pills and opened the bottle. They looked like hormone pills. She then grabbed the vitamin pills and opened those as well.

	They looked a lot like hormone pills too. “I don’t know,” she said.

	She held up one of each and examined the pills. Then, looking at the pill containers, she saw where the hormone pills were described on the side of the container. The description matched the hormone pills fairly closely.

	Of course, it matched the vitamin pills too, but Megan didn’t bother to consider that. To her mind, the pills described as the hormone pills matched the pills in the vitamin container where she had put them.

	Since she had no reason to believe that anyone else would have swapped the pills back, she simply assumed that the pills in the hormone pill containers had to be the vitamins. The end.

	Megan felt disappointed. She had so badly wanted her husband to grow breasts and now it appeared that she had been mistaken the entire time: he was not taking hormones. Then a thought occurred to her... a strange thought.

	“Is it possible he’s taking both pills because he wants breasts?”

	Megan felt a funny, uncomfortable feeling. The idea of secretly giving him feminine hormones had excited her and turned her on, but the idea that he would do this behind her back did not sit well with her.

	“How could he take hormones without consulting me? I’m his wife! I should be part of that decision!” she said in an annoyed tone.

	But then she thought about it and she wondered why he would take both pills. He would have no reason to suspect that she had swapped the pills, so if he wanted breasts, he would just take the pills she told him were hormone pills without knowing they were vitamins. So once again, there was no reason to believe that he was taking the hormone pills.

	“Hmm. But what’s causing him to grow breasts then?” she asked.

	She considered the possibility that the corset and the other feminine clothes were simply changing his shape.

	That was quite possible, she reasoned.

	“It’s also possible he’s just putting on weight. I should put him on a diet, just in case. And of course, I could have imagined the breasts.”

	She tapped her chin thoughtfully. Then she looked at the pills once more and she considered very briefly swapping them again so that he really would be taking what she thought were the hormones. She did very much want him to grow breasts and, to do that, he would need to take hormones. Perhaps this was her chance to make that happen. She wanted it so badly, but she also knew that she couldn’t do that to her husband, not without his permission, permission she didn’t have... yet. So she left the pills in their current containers.

	Mark would continue taking hormones without either his or his wife’s knowledge.
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	Meanwhile, Mark had awoken. He had slept uneasily. He want to say that he wasn’t sure why, but he knew exactly why. When his wife had played with his chest, he felt something he had never felt before and that scared him. He hadn’t said anything at the time because he didn’t want to tip Megan off that something might be wrong, but he knew he needed to investigate.

	“Maybe the corset has made my nipples sensitive,” he told himself.

	Mark quietly rose from the bed and moved over to the mirror. His wife was somewhere in the kitchen, probably getting coffee, and that gave him a few minutes alone to sort out what was going on.

	“I’ll bet they’re raw,” he said.

	Mark pulled back his nightie and looked at his nipples. What he saw was shocking. Not only were his nipples darker than before, but they were larger too. They had grown from being the size of a tiny pencil tip to being almost as large as the eraser on the back end of the pencil. His areolas had grown too from being the size of a small quarter to adding perhaps a third more in diameter.

	“Holy crap!” he exclaimed.

	He placed his fingers and their red-painted fingernails on his nipples and rubbed them. They didn’t tingle or feel like needles as they had the night before, but they definitely had a little more sensation than his nipples had before all this started. What’s more, his nipples popped up and became hard, which itself felt uncomfortable.

	“How can they be so large?” he asked.

	Mark pushed his chest once more with his fingertips. This time, he noticed that all of the tissue around his nipples had grown more fatty too. It was like he had put on weight and it had gone straight to his chest!

	“Of course, that could be the answer,” thought Mark. “If I put on weight, which is possible, then it would look more fatty. It probably just seems exaggerated because I’m wearing that stupid corset all the time. If the fat is concentrating here because of the corset, then it would naturally stretch the nipple too. So that could be why it’s so fat right now. Plus, the corset probably is making them more sensitive with all the constant rubbing.”

	Mark nodded his head. The explanation made sense.

	“I’m sure it will all go away once I stop wearing the corset,” he assured himself.

	He took a deep breath.

	“Yeah, that’s how it will go. Problem solved.”

	He had resolved the issue; that’s what he told himself. In the back of his mind, however, he knew that something was not right here and it worried him what that could be. For now though, he chose to ignore that warning. He was hoping the issue would go away without him needing to make any hard decisions or that the issue wouldn’t get any worse before he won and that he could deal with whatever it was then. What he really hoped was that this was all just paranoia and his imagination. He didn’t want to admit that it might be something real.

	In any event, he decided not to say anything about this to Megan because he couldn’t face the humiliation she would heap upon him if she found out – whether his supposed breasts were real or not. No, he would wait and hope this issue just quietly went away.

	[image: A picture containing clipart

Description automatically generated]

	For the next few days, Megan monitored her husband’s breasts. Everything she saw led to one conclusion and only one conclusion: they were real all right. They were small, but they were real. At least, they seemed to be. To make sure, she needed an outside opinion.

	That meant bringing Kelli back into things. Megan didn’t like this idea, not after all the work it had taken to drive Kelli away and keep her away, but it was necessary; she needed to know and only Kelli could tell her.

	“Ok, before I show you this, here’s what I want,” said Megan.

	Kelli uncrossed her legs and moved forward to the edge of the couch. She smoothed out her skirt. “I’m ready.”

	“I’m not going to tell you what I suspect or even what I want you to look for. I’m just going to give you this and ask you if you see anything unusual. I don’t want to put the idea in your head.”

	“Fair enough.”

	Megan pushed a couple buttons on her phone and then handed her phone to Kelli. Kelli looked at the picture before her. Her jaw dropped. She used her finger to flip through several more photos.

	With each one, her jaw seemed to drop even farther. “Holy cow!” exclaimed Kelli.

	“You see something?” asked Megan nervously.

	Kelli raised an eyebrow and looked her friend square in the eyes. “Is this who I think it is?”

	“Yes.”

	“And you didn’t tamper with these?”

	Megan shook her head. “No.”

	A smile suddenly appeared in the far corner of Kelli’s lips. It spread fast and furiously to the rest of her mouth and a moment later she was grinning like the Cheshire Cat. “This is too good! What happened?!”

	“I’m not sure. But you see it right?”

	“Hell yes, I see it!”

	“What do you see?” asked Megan cautiously.

	“What do you think? He’s growing boobs!”

	Megan felt a strange sense of relief pass over her. She hadn’t wanted to get her hopes up in case what she thought she saw wasn’t real, but now she had verification: her husband was growing breasts! Mark was turning into a woman.

	“What are you going to do?” asked Kelli with a great deal of concern. Her smile had temporarily vanished.

	“What do you mean?” asked Megan. She was playing dumb.

	“What do you mean, ‘what do I mean’?! Meg, your husband is growing breasts... like a woman. This has gone way too far. You need to stop him or you’re going to end up married to a woman!”

	“It’s not that big of a deal,” said Megan dismissively. 

	“Meg! They’re huge!”

	“They’re just bumps.”

	Kelli furrowed her brow and glared at her friend. “What’s going on, Meg?” she asked suspiciously.

	Megan blushed. “Nothing! What do you mean?”

	Kelli’s brow furrowed even deeper. “Meg,” she growled. 

	Megan bit her lip and shrugged her shoulders.

	“Fine. Then I’ll go warn Mark myself,” said Kelli.

	Megan tensed up. She couldn’t allow that. “Wait!” she exclaimed and she grabbed Kelli’s arm to stop her.

	She had no choice; it was time to tell Kelli the truth. “Kell, brace yourself. There’s something I need to tell you.”

	“What?” asked Kelli.

	Megan blushed. “I uh... I don’t really, uh, that is... I uh, I want him to become a woman.”

	Kelli’s jaw dropped. “You do?” she asked incredulously. 

	Megan’s face burned bright red. She nodded her head. “Yes.”

	“Is Mark onboard with this?”

	“More or less,” said Megan cautiously.

	“How much less are you talking?”

	Megan twisted her lips. “Uh, he wants it. I know that. But he doesn’t know I’m doing it.”

	Kelli folded her arms. “Maybe you better fill me in.”

	For the next few minutes, Megan told Kelli what had happened. She may have left out a few details here or there and she likely added a couple – she told Kelli that she believed Mark was taking hormones voluntarily, for example. Kelli listened patiently. She was finding the whole thing to be incredible. Not only did it amaze her that a man she knew personally was morphing into a woman, but she couldn’t believe that her friend was letting it happen to her own husband without his knowledge! Even more amazingly, she found it to be incredibly exciting sexually.

	She was dripping wet listening to the story. “I want in,” said Kelli.

	Megan raised an eyebrow. She had expected Kelli to tell her that she couldn’t continue without obtaining Mark’s permission or something along those lines. She had expected her to act as her conscience.

	She had not expected this. She smiled. It was time to work with her friend on a new plan.

	 

	


Chapter Fourteen: “This Means War, Girlfriend!”

	 

	“What do you mean I’m pregnant?!” exclaimed Megan. She looked around her doctor’s officer nervously as if she were hoping to find an escape hatch. She felt overwhelmed with panic at the moment. She had realized that she was late and she had been feeling unusual cramps lately. That’s why she came to the doctor to see if something was wrong. She never expected this.

	“The test doesn’t lie,” replied Megan’s doctor. 

	“But it’s... it’s not possible!”

	“It’s always possible.”

	“But he hasn’t, uh, he can’t get inside me right now,” said Megan and she blushed deeply.

	Megan’s doctor raised her eyebrow. “Why is that?”

	“It’s complicated.”

	“Well, unfortunately, your husband doesn’t need to get inside you to make you pregnant. All he needs to do is get his sperm close to your vagina. If they can somehow make it inside from there, then there is a chance he can impregnate you without his penis ever penetrating you.”

	“But that didn’t happen either.”

	“How can you be sure?”

	“He can’t cum right now without my permission!” she blurted out.

	Megan’s doctor raised her eyebrow again. “Without your permission?” she asked cautiously.

	Megan bit her lip. She hadn’t meant to say that. Right now though, her mind wasn’t really under control. It was busy trying to think of when Mark could have ejaculated near her lately. Her mind quickly thought back to the night when she first discovered Mark’s breasts. She recalled how she climbed on top of him and rode him. She needed to cum and, at the time, she thought it would be a safe way to do it on top of him. It had felt good to use him in this manner. She had assumed that he could not get her pregnant that way because he was trapped behind the cage. It had seemed to be quite a triumphant night for her plan at the time, but now it turned out it had been a disaster: she was pregnant.

	“I can’t believe he did this to me!” growled Megan. She gritted her teeth.

	“Are you all right?” asked the doctor.

	“He must have known! He tricked me! He set me up!” said Megan to herself angrily.

	“I’m going to write you some prescriptions for vitamins and things,” said the doctor as she pulled out a note pad and started writing. “I’ll have my secretary call these in later today.”

	Megan barely listened. She couldn’t believe that despite all of her efforts, she had become pregnant. Her entire plan had been meant to avoid pregnancy and, yet, here she was... pregnant! “I could castrate him,” she hissed under her breath. She ground her teeth. “And do you know what? It would serve him right if I did make a woman out of him!”

	Suddenly, a new plan came to Megan’s mind. She knew the plan was wrong, but she didn’t care. Mark had tricked her somehow, of that she was sure, and now she wanted her pound of flesh... breast flesh.

	“Doctor, can I ask you some questions about hormones?”
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	Megan walked through the door with Kelli. The maniacal smile she had in the driveway had morphed into something less intimidating, but no less evil. She was clearly not in any mood to take prisoners. She motioned Kelli to stay by the door and remain silent for the time being; she would call her when she was ready.

	Kelli nodded her understanding.

	Megan set down her purse and dropped her keys onto the table. Then she went to find her husband. He was in the living room sitting with his feet up on the couch reading a book. His uncomfortable high heels were parked before him on the floor. He wore a white pencil skirt made of a stretchy cotton material and a black blouse. His heels were black and white platform sandals. He did not know she had been at the doctor.

	“Oh, hi darling,” said Mark as Megan entered the room.

	Megan walked over to her husband and stood before him. “I need to go back to work tomorrow,” she said.

	“I know,” replied Mark.

	“The problem is this. I know how much you hate dressing like I want you to dress,” said Megan.

	Mark didn’t deny this. If he had the chance, he would have stripped out of these clothes some time ago and returned to male clothes whenever possible. That was no secret.

	“That means I can’t trust you to stay dressed like you agreed,” continued Megan.

	Mark furrowed his brow. After everything he had put up with from her up to this point, he couldn’t believe that his wife would claim that he would cheat the first chance he got. Of course, he knew that he likely would cheat as much as he could if he thought he could get away with it, but she didn’t know that and she had no justification for saying that, not with everything he had done so far. “Now wait a minute! I’m not going to cheat.”

	“I know you aren’t,” said Megan smugly.

	“You do?” asked Mark suspiciously. He wasn’t sure what she was up to, but there was something. Of that, he was sure.

	“Yes, I know you aren’t going to cheat, because I’m not going to let you.”

	“And how do you plan to do that?”

	“I got you a sitter. I’ve asked Kelli to come spend time with ‘Princess’ while I’m at work.”

	Mark’s jaw dropped. “You what?”

	“I got you a babysitter,” she said drolly. “Her job, as she knows it, is to make sure that my little sister is entertained and stays out of trouble. Of course, while she’s doing that, she’ll be watching you all day, which means that you can’t slip back into your male clothes, i.e. you will need to do your best to keep selling the idea that you’re ‘Princess’ all day long or she’ll find out who you really are.”

	“You’re kidding?” gasped Mark. He actually had been looking forward to his wife’s return to work for the very reason that he could kick off his heels, strip off the skirts, and be more masculine again during the days as he worked around the house. That was all gone now.

	Megan shook her head. “No, I’m not kidding. I figured you could use the help.”

	“How does this help me?” asked Mark sourly. He didn’t like this idea at all.

	“The longer you spend thinking of yourself as ‘Princess,’ the easier it will be for you to be ‘Princess.’ See how that works, dear? I’m helping you adjust to your new role by forcing you to stay in your role.”

	Mark folded his arms across his chest. He felt the tug of the corset and his bra and how his dress started to wrinkle before him. He didn’t care though. This was not a happy thought he was dealing with. He could handle wearing women’s clothes when it was just Megan who saw him and he only needed to pretend being a woman for a few minutes whenever they ran across Kelli for the occasional visit. To invite her into their home, however, meant that he would now risk exposure all day long. That was too much!

	Just as bad, this meant he would need to adopt the “Princess” mindset and mannerisms all day long. That could be problematic. He was already feeling some lingering effects from how much he adopted those mannerisms already, and that was only sporadic.

	Indeed, he was finding that “Princess” hung on a little longer each time he put her away again. He had even found himself starting to dream of being “Princess” and he, at times, found himself doing feminine things even when there was no need. Just the prior night, for example, he sat down on the couch just like a woman with his legs tightly together, he smoothed his skirt just like a woman, he crossed his legs just like a woman, and he played with his high- heeled pump just like a woman, even though Megan had gone to shower and he was alone.

	“What’s going to happen if I need to be ‘Princess’ all day?” he worried. “She could take over my mind!”

	This was a very real concern for Mark as strange as it might sound. For while dressing as “Princess” may have seemed from the outside like putting on a costume, Mark found it to be much more involved than that. He needed to adopt her mannerisms. He needed to adopt her mindset and attitudes. He needed to think of himself as “Princess.” In that regard, it was more of a metamorphosis than a facade. Being “Princess” all day, every day could be too much.

	“Forget it. I don’t want Kelli here,” said Mark.

	“Too bad, I’ve already invited her,” said Megan dismissively. “But—”

	Megan continued over his objection. “While she’s here, I’ll give you a list of chores to do each day—”

	Mark furrowed his brow. “What?! You’re giving me a list of chores?”

	“Yes. I expect you to help out around the house.”

	“You ‘ expect’?! I’m your husband, not your servant.”

	Megan put her hands on her hips. “Is that so?”

	“Yes, it is.”

	“Well, you don’t look like a husband right now. And since you won’t be doing much this summer as your job doesn’t start again until the Fall, there’s no reason you can’t help out around the house, girlfriend. Or did you think you would just sit around giving yourself pedicures all summer?”

	Mark glared at his wife. He didn’t like her tone and he absolutely didn’t like her giving him commands. But on the other hand, she was right, and that was annoying because her being right interfered with his anger. Indeed, like it or not, he really didn’t have anything to do this summer so there was no reason he shouldn’t help out more around the house, especially as he wasn’t planning to leave the house. Still, that didn’t mean he couldn’t try to get something for agreeing. “Fine, I’ll help out. But I want the key to the device,” said Mark.

	“Why?”

	“Because I want to be able to take it off.”

	Megan shook her head. “With Kelli here, that’s not a good idea, so I can’t agree.”

	“But what if I need to take it off?”

	“Why would you need to take it off?”

	“Like an emergency.”

	Megan smirked. “Like what? If your dick catches fire? Maybe it needs mouth to mouth?”

	Mark blushed. He felt very stupid suddenly, but he wasn’t going to give in. “I don’t know what kind of emergency, but I think the key needs to be here just in case something happens and it needs to be removed.”

	Megan smiled knowingly. When she formed her plan with Kelli to come watch Mark, something she called “sissy-sitting,” she came up with another idea meant to strip her husband of his hopes of escaping his feminine prison. She didn’t have a reason to do this, but she figured she would just do it. Now she had a reason.

	“Fine, it will be here in case you need it,” said Megan.

	“Good,” said Mark and he held out his hand to take the key. He felt giddy. He couldn’t believe he was about to get the key back, and so easily too! His freedom was almost at hand. His mind was already spinning. He resolved that the moment he got the key back in his possession, he would unlock the device and then he would never put it back on again!

	Megan looked at his hand. “What?”

	“Where’s the key?” he asked. “I’d like it now.”

	Megan laughed. “Let me show you.”

	She wrote a text. A moment later, Kelli pretended to open the front door and step inside. She closed it and walked to the living room. The instant she entered the living room, Mark saw a sight that drove a dagger deep into his hope of returning things to normal. Right above the tan wedge-heeled sandals Kelli wore, she wore an ankle bracelet around her right ankle. The key hung from that ankle bracelet... the key to free his penis hung around Kelli’s ankle!

	Mark’s jaw dropped. “Are you kidding me?” he whispered at his wife aggressively.

	Megan smirked at her husband. “Think of it as an incentive.”

	“What kind of incentive?”

	“An incentive to make sure you pass as ‘Princess,’ because if you don’t and Kelli finds out who you really are, then I can assure you that Kelli will never give you that key back. It’s also an incentive to keep me happy, because the only way I’ll ask Kelli to give the key back is if you keep me very, very, very happy. Otherwise, you’ll have to ask her for it yourself, and that would require you explaining why she should give you a gift that I’ve given her. I don’t think you want to do that.”

	Mark shuddered. He imagined what would happen if Kelli knew who he was. She would never, ever give the key back if she knew that. It would be the greatest game in the galaxy for her to control Mark’s penis. In fact, she would probably frame the key and stick it on her mantle as a trophy with a sign that read: “I am the Master of Mark’s penis!”

	“I can’t let that happen!” he exclaimed to himself.

	Meanwhile, Megan announced to Kelli, “Princess would love to have you over to keep her company as she does her chores.”

	Kelli laughed deeply on the inside. She knew what Megan was doing and she could see the horror in Mark’s face, especially as his eyes followed the key at her ankle as she moved around the room. “Great,” said Kelli without hinting at what she was thinking. She then dipped her foot so the point of her platform sandal touched the floor and she twisted her ankle girlishly to show off her bracelet. “Look at the beautiful bracelet Megan got me, Princess. Isn’t it just priceless?!” she gushed.

	Mark gritted his teeth and glared at his wife. He wanted to scream at her, but he couldn’t. “Yes, it’s very pretty,” he said unhappily.

	Both Kelli and Megan heard the tension in his voice and laughed. Kelli laughed at the idea that macho Mark had fallen so far. Megan laughed because she was starting to realize that perhaps she had won... perhaps, she had trapped her husband as a woman!
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	Later that night, when Kelli finally left – though she left with a promise of returning in the morning – Mark decided to broach the topic of what had happened today with his wife. The more time he spent staring at the key hanging around Kelli’s ankle during the day, the more he felt like things were truly spinning out of control.

	“I’d like to talk to you,” said Mark.

	“Let’s talk tomorrow after work,” said Megan.

	“It can’t wait.”

	Megan raised an eyebrow. “Here it comes,” she thought. “Well, I’m not going to make this easy for him.”

	She started down the hallway toward the kitchen. “All right,” she told her husband, “let’s talk in the kitchen. I need to get some things done before I return to work tomorrow.”

	Mark followed his wife down the hallway. His heels clicked off the hardwood floors; his wife’s did too, but they were lower heels so they made a slightly different sound. “I want to talk about this key and just where things stand.”

	Megan shrugged her shoulders. “What about the key?”

	“Why did you give it to Kelli? Do you know what kind of problems that can cause?”

	“Oh stop being so melodramatic, dear.”

	They reached the kitchen and Megan walked over to their makeshift medicine cabinet. She pulled out some pills she had obtained from her doctor today along with the pregnancy vitamins she needed to take. Mark stopped behind her in the middle of the kitchen and crossed his arms. It struck him how inferior he was to his wife with the advantages she had given him. He no longer told her anything, he asked. He no longer expected, he hoped. He felt his penis trying to become hard for some reason as he stood there.

	“I’m not being melodramatic. What if I need to take the device off?” he said.

	“You haven’t yet,” said Megan and she took out some pills.

	“But what if I need to?”

	“Why? What can force you to need to take it off?”

	Mark didn’t really know how to answer that. He decided to change approaches. “The thing is, what if Kelli figures out what it’s for?”

	Megan snickered. “How would she do that? It’s just a key to her. It’s not labeled or anything, ‘Key To Mark’s Dick.’ So unless you tell her or make her suspicious, then she’ll never know.” She collected the pills and a glass of water and gave them to her husband. “Take these.”

	“What are they?”

	“They’re new vitamins I bought. You’ve been looking a little flabby, run-down and stressed. These should help,” said Megan without any indication of her true thoughts.

	Mark took the pills without thinking about it. He had indeed felt rather tired lately, moody too and definitely stressed. Taking more vitamins couldn’t hurt, he decided, so he popped the pills into his mouth and he swallowed them down with a gulp of water from the glass.

	“Good boy,” thought Megan as her husband took the pills. “You may have gotten me pregnant, but we’ll see who gets the last laugh!”

	Mark set the glass down on the counter. “I just don’t feel comfortable trusting Kelli—”

	“I do.”

	“I don’t. I want you to get the key back from her.”

	Megan shook her head and started to leave the kitchen for the bedroom. “If you want the key back, then go ask her. Otherwise, you better start focusing on how to make me happy.” She stopped and pointed her red fingernail at her husband. “It’s possible that you just might be able to convince me to get the key back for you, but you’re going to have to try awfully hard to give me a reason first. Make me happy enough and I’ll get it back.” She turned and walked down the hallway.

	“How do I do that?” asked Mark as he tottered after her. He was slower in his higher heels and he struggled to keep up with her.

	“Use your imagination. What do you think I want?”

	“I have no idea!”

	“Then you won’t have the key either,” she said.

	“But, honey!”

	Megan stopped and turned on her husband again. “No, don’t you ‘honey’ me! I told you that if you want to have this baby, then you need to agree to live like a woman for nine months. You said you would and I took you at your word. But from the moment you put on your first pair of panties, you’ve done nothing but complain and try to get out of this... that is, except when you’ve been hard as a rock because you’re turned on by it. Which is it, Mark? Are you some angry macho jerk who can’t wear silk without being afraid your dick will fall off or do you secretly want to be a woman?” she growled.

	Megan was actually surprised at how angry her tone was, though she shouldn’t have been too surprised. She was upset at finding herself pregnant and she wasn’t taking that well. It just surprised her that she wasn’t better at holding her anger in.

	Mark took a deep breath and looked down at his painted toenails sticking out of the fronts of his high-heeled sandals, at the smooth front of his dress, and at the lumps on his chest caused by the corset. He thought about all the recent changes that had embarrassed him and scared him. He thought how femininely he seemed to move these days. He thought about the dreams he’d had of himself dressed as a woman doing “womanly” things he didn’t even want to think about. He thought about how desperate he was to get hard and to stick his penis inside his wife. He needed validation as a man, but everything in his life was becoming feminized.

	That’s when it struck him: he needed to go back to being a man. “I can’t do this anymore,” he thought. “If I keep this up, if I keep trying to act like a woman, then I’m going to turn into a woman for real! But what about the baby? I still want that baby and this is only for a couple more months tops! I don’t know what to do!”

	“Well?” asked Megan coldly when Mark didn’t answer.

	The next words out of his mouth surprised them both: “I’m done.”
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	Megan furrowed her brow. “Done with what?”

	“Done with this. I give up. You win. I can’t do this anymore. I can’t pretend to be a woman anymore,” said Mark and he waved his hand up and down his body. Then he held out his painted nails for his wife to see.

	Megan shook her head. “Oh no you don’t! You’re not getting out of this.”

	Mark folded his arms across his chest and tapped his foot against the floor. “And why is that?” he asked harshly.

	Megan let out a cynical laugh. “Why? How about this, dear? You, yes you, got me pregnant! That’s right. We’re going to have a baby! And there is no way that I’m going to let you out of this now that I’m pregnant. So tighten the straps on your heels and pull up your panties girly, because it’s time to be a big girl and tough it out.”

	Mark had yet to fully process what she had said about being pregnant. He knew what she had said, but the impact of what she said hadn’t hit him yet. Instead, his mind was entirely focused on his wife telling him that she would not let him stop dressing as a woman. Since when did she think she had the power to tell him that?!

	“You can’t make me do this!” he exclaimed.

	“Oh yes, I can!”

	“And what are you going to do if I walk into the bedroom right now and strip off these clothes and never put them on again? How would you stop me from doing that?” he asked contentiously.

	Megan raised an eyebrow. She was in no mood to be challenged by her husband right now. Besides, didn’t he know when he was beaten? She debated how harshly she needed to step on him to get what she wanted right now.

	She decided to be blunt.

	“You want to know what I’m going to do, do you? Fine. First, I’m going to tell Kelli who ‘Princess’ really is. Then I’m going to tell her to keep the key. After that, I’m going to tell all of our friends how you spent the last month dressing as a woman planning to trick them into thinking you were really ‘Princess.’”

	“That’s not true! It was your idea,” protested Mark.

	“Good luck convincing them of that... Princess. ”

	Mark immediately realized that he was trapped. The device alone was a problem. If Kelli knew that his penis was locked away and that she was holding the only key to letting it out, she would never give him the key back!

	And if she told their friends that he had dressed as a woman, then he would never hear the end of that. He just couldn’t face that, but he couldn’t face being a woman anymore either. It was... it was changing him too much and he worried how it would end.

	“So that’s your choice, Princess,” continued Megan. “You can keep your word and do your best to pass yourself off as a woman until we have this baby, in which event no one will ever know about any of this, or you can face the humiliation of being exposed. What’s it going to be, Princess?”

	Something suddenly struck Mark.

	“Baby?! What baby?!”

	Megan shot her husband an exasperated look. “I just told you, Mark. I’m pregnant! You got me pregnant!”

	A smile crossed Mark’s lips. He had gotten what he wanted! They were going to have a baby! He had won!

	He grabbed his wife by the shoulders and started jumping up and down. He was intensely happy. “Oh my God! We’re going to have a baby!” he exclaimed.

	“I’ve been telling you that!”

	“I didn’t realize what you’d said.”

	“Now answer my question, Mark. What’s it going to be: Princess or humiliated Mark?”

	This time, the choice didn’t bother Mark. If Megan wanted him to finish the nine months he had agreed to endure for a baby, then that was fine by him. He was a man of his word after all... a man of his word who had won!

	He felt rather magnanimous.

	“Fine,” said Mark. “You want me to finish the nine months. Then I’ll do it.”

	Megan raised an eyebrow. Her husband’s change in attitude struck her as rather too sudden and too easy.

	Could this be a trick, she wondered? Well, if it was, she had some tricks up her sleeve too. She wasn’t going to let him go now, not now that she knew what she wanted and she was so close to getting it, especially now that he had gotten her pregnant. No, she would be satisfied with nothing less than a helplessly feminized husband.

	 

	


Chapter Fifteen: “Feminization In Earnest”

	 

	After their confrontation in the kitchen, the game, so to speak, changed. Megan now knew she had a time limit to trap her husband as a woman. If she couldn’t make him irreversibly feminine by the time she gave birth, then it would never happen; her newfound dream of having a feminized husband at her beck and call would vanish into the realm of lost chances. That meant she needed to push as hard as she could to impose the changes she wanted because it would be those changes which would keep him from being able to change back into the old Mark.

	She prepared herself for battle.

	Mark, on the other hand, misread what was happening. Now that he knew that he had won, he assumed his wife would lose interest in the whole feminization thing and it would slowly come to an end.

	After all, the only reason she was interested in it, as far as Mark knew, was as a means to scare him away from wanting to get her pregnant. Now that she was pregnant, it served no real purpose. Hence, he assumed she would hang on to it for a little just to punish him for winning, but that overall, she would want him to return to being a man fairly quickly so they could prepare for the baby.

	Consistent with that believe, he also vowed not to fight her. He reasoned that fighting her would only make her want to extend the punishment. So his best bet was to be cooperative and not to cause any problems so she had no reason to keep this up. The happier she was, the quicker this all should end.

	And even if he had to keep up this pretense for the full nine months, he could do that. He could hide very well as Princess, despite how humiliating the clothes and name were, because no one seemed to be able to spot his true identity or gender.

	Besides, there was nothing he could really do by way of resistance until he got the device off first. Either way – any way you sliced it actually – his best plan was to go along with whatever she wanted until this ended.

	Unfortunately for him, he misunderstood what his wife wanted and his plan played right into his wife’s hands.

	He also hadn’t calculated how significantly his body was changing.
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	Mark sat on the edge of the bed and reluctantly slipped his feet into the high-heeled sandals his wife had given him. They had five-inch heels, a dozen delicate straps wrapped across the foot and a double ankle strap. The half-inch platform would help make them more comfortable, but Mark would still totter around in these. He knew that before he even put them on. Of course, the ever-present corset wouldn’t help with that either, nor would the tight wheat-colored housedress she had chosen for him. It had dark red and mahogany accents, but little give. Bending over would be particularly difficult, if not impossible, for him today.

	“Here’s your list darling,” said Megan as she entered the room.

	“What list?” asked Mark as he threaded the strap through the buckle on his sandal.

	Megan crossed the room and handed her husband a piece of paper. She wore a black pantsuit, a white blouse, and jet black, pointy, spike-heeled pumps. She looked very professional for her return to work. “Your list of chores.”

	Mark felt an intense urge to protest, but decided against it. Something told him that the deck was stacked against him right now and it would be best to just accept the cards he had been dealt until he could get another draw.

	“Here are your pills too,” added Megan.

	“What are these?”

	“They’re vitamins.” She handed him several pills and a glass of water.

	Mark shook his head. “I don’t need them. I feel fine.”

	Megan glared at her husband and stamped her foot against the floor. “We settled this, Princess. Until your nine months are up, you will do as I say, and I want you to take these pills.”

	“That wasn’t our deal,” thought Mark, but he was in no mood to fight over some vitamins. He swallowed the pills.

	“Kelli will be here in a few minutes. She’s going to watch you.”

	Mark blushed. “You make it sound like she’s a babysitter or something.”

	Megan smirked. “Think of her as a sissy sitter. If you try to take off your clothes and put on masculine clothes instead, she’ll tell me.” Megan pointed to his feet. “And don’t try to slip out of your heels either. You wear what I tell you, when I tell you for the next nine months.”

	“Fine,” growled Mark.

	Mark never thought to ask his wife why Kelli would be concerned about someone she thought was Megan’s younger sister changing her clothes or slipping out of her heels. Women did that all the time and it shouldn’t have been anything that would concern Kelli. Indeed, if he had thought about it, then he might have realized that Megan had to tell Kelli who he was in order to give such an instruction... and he would have realized how much his assumptions about life had changed and how submissive he had become, but his mind was elsewhere. He hadn’t been thinking clearly for some time now. He attributed this to stress from being cross-dressed, his constant worry about exposure, and how moody he had become of late.

	“Don’t forget that if you make a mistake and show her that you really are a man, then you can kiss that key goodbye without an intense amount of humiliation at the least. So do your best to stay in character... Princess.”

	“How can I forget?” thought Mark and he swallowed hard.

	“So do as you’re told, follow any instructions she gives you, and I’ll be home after work to take charge again.” With this, Megan kissed her husband on the lips before he could protest and she left the bedroom. A few minutes later, she left the house.

	Meanwhile, Mark sat on the bed with his brow furrowed staring at his high-heel encased feet. “What the hell does she mean, ‘I’ll be home after work to take charge again’? She’s not in charge of me.”

	Mark pursed his lips as he flexed his toes.

	“I’m ‘the man’ in this relationship, no matter how I’m dressed,” he grumbled, though he felt a little nervous asserting this at the moment. He remembered an old saying: if you need to say something is true, then it’s not true.

	He tried to shake this thought off and continued: “She doesn’t get to order me around.”

	Mark rose and started to leave the room. “I don’t take orders from anyone,” he said.

	He walked to the door and suddenly realized that he had forgotten the list of chores. Without even considering the contradiction between being presented with a list of chores his wife was ordering him to perform and the things he had just told himself, he tottered back to the bed and picked up the list. It was time to get to work.
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	Kelli came over only a few minutes after Megan left. She looked casual in her mint shorts and mid-heeled tan sandals. The key hung prominently around her ankle. When she entered the house, Kelli hugged Mark and kissed him on the cheek. Then she grabbed a seat in the living room, curled up on the couch, and started reading a magazine as Mark got to work.

	Mark felt utterly humiliated as he tottered around the house in the sky-high heels doing housework as Kelli sat on the couch watching him. He had never felt more servile than he did at that moment as he did the chores assigned to him by his wife while dressed as a woman in inappropriately high heels as his wife’s best friend monitored him.

	Any normal woman would have kicked off the heels, but he couldn’t... he was afraid to try it for fear of what Kelli would do.

	Even worse, he couldn’t take his eyes off the key. Every time Kelli moved, his eye was drawn to the key. It was like she was teasing him. His freedom was so close, yet he couldn’t touch it. This was highly frustrating. It was like being stroked by a woman who would then stop at crucial moments denying him the release he wanted, only it was happening over and over and over again.

	At one point, he could have sworn that she was shaking her ankle intentionally just to draw his attention to it.

	Not that that stopped him from staring. He began to become obsessed with the key as it jingled away just beyond his reach. He felt horny and tense and, around noon, it became too much. He needed to see if could get the key from her. He knew this was risky, but he had to try something.

	“I need to free my manhood!” he told himself.

	He imagined himself opening the cage and masturbating on the spot. The image excited him and made him feel masculine again, at least until he realized that he remained feminized in the vision. Still, he decided to act.

	Kelli sat on the couch. She had her right leg crossed beneath her on the couch and her left leg hung over her bent right knee. This made her foot float freely in the air well above the ground. Mark could see every detail of her sandal and her painted toenails clearly as it hung there. More importantly, he could see the little gold ankle bracelet hanging around her ankle and the small key hanging from that. It bounced as she flexed her ankle up and down.

	“Would you mind getting me a drink, Princess?” asked Kelli, though her tone wasn’t so much a request as a thinly-veiled order. She held up her glass for Mark to take, but she didn’t even bother making eye contact with him.

	Somehow, this haughty pose caused him to get hard.

	“With ice,” she added. She jiggled the glass, which sent shivers down his spine at the servile nature of his expected response.

	Mark reluctantly took the glass. As he did, he came within inches of the key. It was so close he could reach down and snatch it away, and she never could have stopped him. But if he did that, the consequences would be severe. Megan would be irate and he had no idea what that could lead to. Not to mention that Kelli would likely discover his identity at that point, which would be awful, even if he could unlock himself. So he couldn’t do that.

	Instead, he needed to get her to give it to him, but how? And should he even try? It was risky, but he decided he would.

	“That’s a pretty ankle bracelet,” he said, starting with flattery.

	“Thank you.”

	“Can I see it?” he asked.

	Kelli chuckled at his blatant attempt. “If he can’t do better than that, then this isn’t even going to be any fun!” she told herself. She then flipped the page in her magazine and replied to Mark: “It’s just a key on a chain, nothing special.”

	“I’d still like to see it.” Mark blushed. He knew he was walking a fine line.

	Kelli decided to let him walk a bit. “You’ve seen one chain, you’ve seen a thousand.”

	Mark bit his lip. “Yes, but this one is really pretty though. Can I hold it?”

	“Hold it? Why are you so obsessed with it? It’s just a simple chain.”

	“I’m not obsessed!” he protested. He felt queasy. He was pushing his luck and he knew it.

	“Prove it.”

	“Prove what?”

	“Prove that you aren’t obsessed with it.”

	“How do I do that?”

	“You stop talking about it.”

	Mark bit his tongue. His hopes of getting the key without the help of his wife were fading fast. He would need to think of another plan.

	Unfortunately, nothing would come to mind, and each day Kelli would come over and watch him, always with the chain around her ankle to taunt and tease him. And each day, he felt a little smaller.

	Feeling smaller and weaker was actually becoming a problem for Mark even though he didn’t fully realize it at first. By needing to pretend to be “Princess” for so many hours in the day without any breaks to decompress as a man, parts of his feminization became second nature to him. In some ways, they could even be called reflexive.

	Similarly, it became more natural for him to take orders from Kelli and his wife, and soon he began taking them with less and less questioning or resistance. At the same time, it started to become more natural to be monitored as he worked.

	He accepted these things as normal now.

	Mark didn’t realize the effect this had on his outlook, but it began to make him more accepting of being the submissive partner and it made it harder for him to assert himself when he wanted to; especially as he found himself suppressing his own desire so often just to maintain what he saw as the settlement they had reached on this issue for the next nine months – he still didn’t realize that Megan had a very different view of where this was headed.

	Nor did Mark realize how much he had begun to defer to his wife, and to Kelli. Mark also didn’t realize how comfortable he was becoming in feminine clothing. In fact, if he’d told himself at the outset that he would soon be perfectly comfortable in ultra-high heels, that his corset would come to feel like a second skin, and that the restrictions of the heels and the corset would become a comfort to him, he would have said he was crazy. If he’d told himself that he would come to like the feeling of cool air shooting up his skirt, or that smoothing out a skirt and crossing his legs to hide his panties would come to feel normal, he would have laughed. He would have scoffed at the idea that he could miss the clicking sound of heels, the jingling sound of earrings, the rustling sound of skirts and the smell of perfume... but he had.

	None of this was to say that Mark was happy to be feminized or that he was embracing it. It still felt unnatural to him and it bothered him, though it also made him hard... to the extent he could get hard. But he had come to like these things.

	Like Mark, Megan was changing too. Unlike Mark though, she knew what was coming. Like her husband, her breasts were growing. She would soon need new bras. She enjoyed this quite a bit, actually.

	She liked the heavier feel of her new breasts and she loved the little bit of extra attention they got her from the men she came across.

	She loved her husband’s growing breasts too. She loved seeing the little flab slowly turn into little globes.

	They jiggled now when he walked and they really did fill his bras. She couldn’t wait to see how big they would get.

	Mark, on the other hand, remained in denial. He dismissed the extra weight on his chest as just being flab from his lack of exercise and his poor diet; he seemed to crave a lot of fatty foods lately. He hadn’t noticed any of the things Megan noticed either, or at least he ignore them or explained them away.

	For example, Megan’s stomach was bulging as the baby grew. It was still small, but she had a very tiny identifiable bump for anyone who knew to look. Mark saw this and smiled. He did not notice anything similar on himself though. Specifically, he didn’t notice the growing fat on his hips or his rear, which was becoming rounder every day.

	Megan did and she laughed to herself whenever she saw his butt wiggle as he walked along. It gave him a very sexy finish to his walk.

	Both Megan and Mark’s skin and hair were changing too. Both found their skin becoming softer and starting to glow. Their hair was becoming thicker, bordering on lush. Again, Megan noticed this and understood what it meant; she couldn’t believe how completely her husband was being turned into a woman in every way by the hormones, just as the hormones in her body were changing her as well. Mark only noticed the changes in his wife and that his hair was femininely styled.

	This was how Mark missed all the warning signs. Whenever he saw changes in himself, he dismissed those as just being a temporary change resulting from the lotions and creams he now used in the bath or the effects of the clothing his wife made him wear every day.

	Another area where Mark and Megan were experiencing similar changes was in their sex drives and their frustrations. Awash in hormones, Megan found herself amazingly horny. She was constantly turned on. And seeing her husband feminized made this so much more intense. Every wiggle or jiggle caught her eye, every feminine turn of an ankle, the swish of a dress or the click of his high heels set her juices flowing. She typically dealt with this through masturbation because she didn’t want to risk unlocking her husband, but it got to the point that masturbating once or even twice a day was no longer enough. By four months of pregnancy, she needed more: she needed her husband’s penis deep inside her, and she struggled incredibly hard to fight the urge to release him for that purpose.

	Mark likewise was horny. In fact, he could be described as super- horny. He was constantly turned on, but he could find no satisfaction because it was getting increasingly difficult for him to get hard. Part of this was the cage squeezing his erection and thereby preventing him from getting fully hard and staying hard. That had been the problem since he first slipped his penis inside the cage, and it was frustrating.

	But it also seemed to be getting worse little by little. What Mark was experiencing was a newfound unwillingness on the part of his penis to get hard. It seemed that no matter how much something got his blood pumping, made his heart race, and screamed “this is exciting!” in his brain, his penis wouldn’t respond in kind. The best it did was shrug its proverbial shoulders, say “meh,” and then inflate a tiny bit, not even enough to fill the cage.

	This worried Mark as it made him fear that he was losing his manhood somehow. Could it be that the cage was causing permanent damage, he wondered?

	“Will I still be able to get hard when I take this thing off?”

	Mark shuddered at not being able to ever get hard again and he cringed at how little satisfaction he could get from his penis right now. Would this become permanent? If so, he needed to end this... but how? As it turned out though, Mark would soon find himself released, and both Mark and Megan would be shocked by what happened.

	[image: A picture containing clipart

Description automatically generated]

	The day Megan finally released Mark from his cage began with a visit to Megan’s friend Cathy and her husband Raymond. Megan had been introducing “Princess” to their friends because she realized that introducing Mark as “Princess” to their friends would make it much harder for Mark in the event he tried to back out at some point; it gave her threat to expose him more punch, which gave her more power.

	Mark dreaded the first visit to their friends, which was nerve- wracking, but things has gone well and he remained relatively calm during the later visits. That fact that their friends were generally nice people helped. This couple was different, however. Cathy’s husband Raymond was not nice. He was, in fact, a jerk, and things started to go wrong almost from the get go.

	When they arrived, Cathy met Megan and “Princess” at the door. Megan introduced “Princess” and Cathy greeted them politely. She then showed them to the study, where her husband awaited. Cathy noticed nothing unusual about “Princess” and definitely gave no indication that she knew this was really Mark. So far, all had gone well.

	The moment they entered the study, however, the tension rose significantly. Raymond sat on the couch with his legs spread wide. It was an oddly sexual and insulting position. Cathy introduced Raymond. As she did, her husband eyed both Megan and Mark quite openly. Mark felt his eyes burning every square inch of his feminized body, from his sissy feet to his curly, girly hair. He felt nervous.

	Then Cathy excused herself to look after the dinner. Sure enough, Raymond pounced. He immediately began flirting with Megan.

	“So how long is Mark gone?” asked Raymond. “At least until the baby is delivered,” said Megan. “So you’re all alone?”

	“Well, I do have Princess to keep me company.”

	“Princess, sure, but no husband... no man around the house,” said Raymond.

	Megan raised an eyebrow. She suddenly caught on to what Raymond was suggesting. “I’m fine without one.”

	Mark wanted to jump up and put a stop to this right now. It humiliated him deeply that another man would dare hit on his wife right before his eyes. Unfortunately, there was nothing he could say. After all, he was supposed to be his wife’s sister, not her husband, so it wouldn’t seem natural for him to defend Megan from Raymond’s advances.

	All he could do was sit back and let Megan handle it.

	“You know, there’s some things only a man can do... some itches only a man can satisfy... some holes only a man can fill,” said Raymond in a sleazy tone.

	“I’ll be fine, Raymond.”

	“You are fine indeed. And I’m happy to fill any opening for you.” “I have a husband, Raymond,” said Megan coldly.

	“Not here.”

	“He’s still my husband.”

	“What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”

	Megan visibly shuddered. She rose to her feet and walked to the kitchen without another word, leaving Raymond and ‘Princess’ all alone. At first, Mark didn’t think anything of this. After all, he was a man. Megan had the same idea and thought nothing of leaving her husband with Raymond. But after a few seconds, Mark noticed Raymond looking him up and down lecherously and he remembered that Raymond didn’t see him as a man... he saw him as a woman.

	“So you’re Megan’s sister, are you?” asked Raymond. He obviously didn’t care, it was just a line to start the conversation.

	Mark nodded his head nervously. “Yes.”

	Raymond rose from his seat and moved over right next to Mark on the couch. He placed his hand on the top of Mark’s leg, a few inches above the knee. “You’re very beautiful,” he said and he slowly slid his fingers down toward the inside of Mark’s thigh.

	Mark jolted. He’d never had a man touch him there before. “I... uh—”

	“You have gorgeous lips,” added Raymond. He squeezed the inside of Mark’s leg and slowly moved his hand up toward the inside of Mark’s thigh.

	Mark felt his penis trying to grow. For the first time in several days at least, it was hard enough to push against the cage. He began to sweat. He wasn’t sure what to say or do. He wanted to punch this guy, but he didn’t want to give away who he really was, so he wasn’t sure if he could do that as a woman. Beyond that, he wasn’t really sure how to handle any of this. This was a first for him.

	Raymond squeezed even closer to Mark. As he did, he brought his other hand around and slid it beneath Mark’s legs, just below his knees. He grabbed the underside of Mark’s leg and raised his calf into the air until Mark’s foot hung in mid-air.

	Mark began to panic because this position left him exposed and vulnerable; with his leg up, he had no leverage to resist or escape and, with only a few inches more, Raymond had a fairly good view right along his thigh beneath his skirt. Mark was just about to throw a fit and try to break Raymond’s grasp, but then, in one surprising motion, Raymond leaned forward and gently placed his lips on Mark’s toes, which were visible through his sandals.

	Mark’s jaw dropped. A shock race throughout his body as Raymond’s soft, wet, warm lips touched his toes as he planted kiss after kiss. He had never had anyone do that for him before, especially another man, and he had no idea how to take this. He had never experienced anything like this! It tickled. It felt weird. It made him feel weak and giggly all over. It felt oddly erotic all at the same time. Mark didn’t want it to feel erotic, so this made him deeply, deeply uncomfortable.

	“I, uh—”

	“Sh!” said Raymond and he put his finger to Mark’s lips. Then he planted more kisses on Mark’s toes. He slowly started working his way up Mark’s foot, up his shin and to his knee. Once there, he kissed Mark’s knee and squeezed the back of it, which embarrassingly made Mark feel like he would swoon. Then he grabbed Mark’s leg securely and he looked into Mark’s eyes as he slowly slid his hand farther up Mark’s thigh until it went beneath Mark’s skirt.

	Mark jumped back into the cushions. “Whoa! Hold on!”

	“You say ‘no,’ but your eyes say ‘yes’,” said Raymond and he pushed his hand even farther.

	Mark tried to close his thighs shut so Raymond could go no higher. Raymond responded by shifting toward Mark on the couch. An instant later, he lay alongside Mark’s body with his left hand behind Mark, holding him firmly in place, and his right hand cupping Mark’s breast, causing his breast to tingle.

	“Stop,” said Mark.

	Raymond ignored him and squeezed Mark’s breast; he pinched it really. An electric shock combined with a stinging pain and intense pleasure shot through Mark’s chest. It seemed to explode in his spine and then flood his brain with an overwhelming need for more. His penis instantly jumped to attention within the device and blasted hot cum against his panties.

	This stunned Mark. Until now, Mark truly thought his breasts were only fat gathered on his chest by the corset. Yes, sometimes they tingled when Megan touched them, but he assumed that was because they were irritated by the corset’s lace. This time, it was different. This time, it was undeniable that he had actual breasts. They were soft and round and more than a handful. Their nipples were large and hard. What’s more, the shock that tore through him was not the result of Raymond touching something that had been irritated. It was too intense for that.

	It felt as if Raymond had grabbed Mark’s penis with sandpaper or something similar, only the feeling was in his breast. That could only mean one thing.

	“I have real breasts!” he gasped.

	“Yes, you do,” said Raymond and he planted a big, firm, wet kiss on Mark’s lips.

	Mark instantly felt repulsed. This was humiliating! It was disgusting! Horribly, it was also turning him on and his penis jumped again.

	Meanwhile, Raymond pushed aside Mark’s top and bra, exposing Mark’s hard nipple. He lowered his mouth onto it and began sucking on it. As he did, his teeth brushed against it. This caused a repeat of the shock that had raced through Mark moments before.

	Mark moaned.

	Raymond kissed Mark on the neck. He reached down and unzipped his own zipper. He reached inside his pants and freed his erection from his briefs. It popped out through the zipper. Mark couldn’t believe how large it was. It had to be three inches longer than Mark’s penis and a good inch wider... even before the hormones.

	“It’s huge!” exclaimed Mark.

	“Of course, it is,” said Raymond as he moved to straddle Mark. He waved it in Mark’s face, but Mark instinctively turned his face away. Raymond grabbed Mark’s hand with their sissy fingernails and he placed Mark’s hand dead-center on his shaft. “Do it.”

	Mark couldn’t believe he held another man’s penis in his hand! He shook his head.

	“Hurry up before my wife gets back from the kitchen,” said Raymond.

	This comment reminded Mark that his wife was just ten feet away. All he needed to do was to call out and she would come running. Then Raymond’s fun would be over. But was that a smart move? Was that something a real woman would do in this instance or could that expose him? He didn’t know.

	More importantly though, he suddenly doubted that letting Megan see this would end positively for him. The way she was acting, it would probably end up being yet another basis for something humiliating, or worse. Indeed, he could imagine his wife laughing, taking his picture and then trying to blackmail him with it later; she seemed to be trending toward blackmail of late. He could even imagine her egging Raymond on! So the more he thought about it, the more the idea of letting his wife know that another man had jammed his dick into Mark’s hand sounded like a colossal mistake.

	“I need to solve this myself!” he told himself reluctantly.

	“Come on, baby,” said Raymond.

	Mark stared into his eyes. He knew how to end this. He tightened his grip around Raymond’s penis and he squeezed... and he squeezed... and he squeezed. “I told you ‘no,’ Raymond,” said Mark coldly.

	Raymond winced. “I’m sorry.”

	“I’ll bet you are,” said Mark. He squeezed even harder. “Stop!” gasped Raymond.

	“If you ever try that again with anyone, I will squeeze until your pathetic little penis comes off, got it?” growled Mark.

	“Yes, Ma’am! I’m sorry.”

	Mark was just about to let go of Raymond’s penis when he heard giggling behind him. Standing behind Raymond was Mark’s wife. She had an enormous grin on her face. Her phone was in her hand. She had taken a picture.

	“Having fun with Raymond, Princess?” asked Megan smugly. “Maybe I should leave you two to finish?”

	Mark’s face turned bright, bright red. He let go of Raymond’s penis and pushed Raymond off of him.

	Raymond fell backward onto the couch. Mark opened his mouth to explain, but he couldn’t explain in front of Raymond without exposing his true identity. What’s more, he realized there was no way to explain how he managed to end up with Raymond’s dick in his hands. Indeed, it was obvious that from his wife’s perspective, Mark was busy giving the man a handjob when she caught them. There was no explanation he could ever offer to change her perception of that, so he decided not to try.

	“I’d like to move on,” he said. Megan smirked. “I’ll bet you would.”

	The rest of the night was painful for Mark as the dinner seemed to take forever as his wife kept making veiled references to what he had done. It bothered him even more that he was hard the whole time she did. Fortunately, Raymond seemed well-chastised and said very little. In any event, by the time they left, Mark felt two inches tall walking out next to his smug wife.

	His evening was just beginning, however.

	 

	


Chapter Sixteen: “An Outie Into An Innie”

	 

	As Megan drove her husband home from her friend Cathy’s house – normally Mark drove, but Megan hadn’t let him drive since his feminization began owing to his unfamiliarity with driving in heels and tight dresses – Megan was a bubbling cauldron of near giggles. She didn’t actually giggle, not at first, but she kept coming close. Each of her half-giggles, chokes, snickers, and grunts further emasculated Mark.

	“I wasn’t doing what you think I was,” said Mark defensively.

	“Oh? What am I thinking you were doing?” asked Megan, barely able to speak the words without laughing.

	Mark blushed. “You know what I’m talking about.”

	“Do I?”

	“Yes,” growled Mark.

	“Well, I’m not sure. After all, it can’t be what it looked like to me, can it? No, because it looked to me like my husband was giving a handjob to another man while that man’s wife and I were a mere ten feet away getting dinner ready.” Megan let out a half-laugh, which she stifled, which again cut into Mark’s ego like a knife. “No, it can’t be that!”

	It was a good thing it was dark because Mark turned even redder and his penis got even harder within the device. Mark would have died from humiliation if his wife had seen him get hard as she mocked him about this.

	“That’s not what happened,” protested Mark.

	Megan giggled. “Right.”

	“Seriously! It really wasn’t what happened!”

	“It’s ok, honey,” said Megan condescendingly and she patted him on the thigh. “I’m sure you were just curious.”

	“Ha ha,” said Mark sourly.

	“Did you at least enjoy it?”

	Mark glared at his wife. “I didn’t do anything!”

	“Oh that’s a shame. You should have insisted on having your own fun as well.”

	“I didn’t do anything! ”

	Megan snickered. “It sure looked like you had his penis in your hands. Am I wrong about that?”

	“No, but—”

	“And he was hard as a rock, right?”

	“Well, yes, but—”

	“So what else am I supposed to think?” asked Megan. What Megan hadn’t told her husband was that the sight of him holding the other man’s penis had turned her on incredibly and she couldn’t get that image out of her mind.

	She was intensely horny right now and she planned to satisfy her needs with him the moment they got home.

	As they entered their house a few minutes later, Mark started tottering off to the bedroom with his tail between his legs. He wanted to go to bed and be done with the day. Megan had other plans for him, however. She stopped and slipped off her high-heeled pumps.

	“Where are you going?” asked Megan.

	“I’m going to bed,” replied Mark.

	Megan followed her husband down the hallway. She held her pumps. “I have a better idea,” she said. She felt so incredibly horny.

	“I’m not interested.”

	“Oh, I think you will be.”

	“Forget it.”

	“It involves taking off your cage,” said Megan in a sing-song voice.

	Mark froze mid-stride. He raised an eyebrow. He turned to look at his wife in her white and dark-blue dress.

	“Are you serious?”

	Megan smiled. “Absolutely.”

	Mark folded his arms and shot his wife a doubtful look. “I’m in no mood for jokes. You better not be playing with me.”

	Megan walked up to her husband and placed her hand on his crotch. She could feel the cage beneath his skirt, beneath her fingers. “That’s funny, I would have thought you wanted me to play... with you.” She moved past him and did her best sexy walk to the bedroom.

	Mark ran his tongue over his teeth. “There’s no way I can pass this up!” He raced down the hallway after his wife.

	The moment Mark walked into the bedroom, he saw that his wife had stripped off her dress and tossed it to the floor next to her heels, which she had also tossed onto the floor. She wrapped her arms around him and began kissing him wildly. As she did, she unzipped his dress and yanked it off over his head. She tossed that onto the floor. She then showed Mark the key to the device.

	“Take off your panties,” she whispered between kisses.

	Mark hooked his fingers inside his panties and pushed them down to his knees. The cage came into view.

	Megan reached for the device. She intended to place the key into the device and unlock it. When she grabbed it, however, it almost seemed to fall onto her hand. Indeed, it basically slipped right over his penis, or what was left of his penis, and then the cage slid right down his shrunken testicles into her hand.

	Both Megan and Mark were stunned for a moment. “How did that happen?” asked Mark.

	Megan examined the device. It wasn’t broken or unlocked. It had simply slipped off his penis. She looked down at his crotch. “Oh my God!” she squealed inside her head. “His penis is gone!!” She jammed her hand onto his penis. It didn’t grow. She then crouched down to examine it closely.

	What she saw was shocking.

	Apparently, the hormones had been shrinking his penis, which was never all that large to begin with when it was flaccid. The hormones had made it very soft and sort of withdrawn. It now looked more like a small finger than a penis and it had no rigidity at all. Because of this, the device simply slid off when it tipped forward. With Mark’s penis popping out the top, the only thing left inside the base ring to hold it in place was Mark’s testicles, but those were smaller too and the ring slid right over those with no large shaft left to hold the device in place.

	Megan couldn’t believe this. This was the most exciting sight she had ever seen. “You’ve got an innie!” exclaimed Megan.

	Mark looked horrified. “What?”

	“You had an outie, but now it’s an innie!”

	Mark looked down at his penis. What he saw was shocking. His penis appeared tiny. He grabbed it and tried to stroke it to make it larger. Nothing happened. It refused to get bigger. A moment later, Megan tried her hand.

	She faired no better. Nothing they did made him hard. After a few minutes, they gave up.

	“I guess you’re a woman now,” she announced.
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	It took Mark a few minutes to recover from the shock of what had happened. When he did, he saw a strange sight. His wife stood before him holding a strap-on belt and a dildo.

	“What is that for?” asked Mark uncertainly. “This is for you.”

	“For me? For what?”

	“Since you can’t be a man, you’re going to wear this and you’re going to use it to satisfy me. I may be married to a woman, but that doesn’t mean I don’t still need a man inside me,” said his wife. She stroked the dildo and pointed it at Mark: “Princess, meet my husband.”

	Mark felt utterly humiliated that his wife would say he had been replaced by a dildo. Even the idea of him wearing it struck him as really humiliating. He was a man. Making him wear a dildo was insulting to his manhood.

	Sure, he couldn’t get it up right now, but that would change. It had to change.

	“Look, honey, this will pass, whatever it is,” said Mark.

	“It will,” agreed Megan; the doctor had told her that this erectile dysfunction effect would be temporary. “But in the meantime, I need this inside me.” She waved the dildo before his face.

	“I don’t think I want to do that.”

	“That’s not an option, darling,” said Megan. She held out the belt for him.

	Mark hugged his breasts. “Honestly, the idea is a little humiliating. Can’t we wait until my dick becomes a little more normal? I’m sure it’s just from wearing the device. It will come back fairly quickly.”

	Megan shook her head. “No, it won’t come back until you’re done with the first course of pills.”

	Mark raised an eyebrow. “What are you talking about?”

	“The hormones.”

	Mark furrowed his brows. “What hormones?”

	“The ones you’ve been taking.”

	“I haven’t been taking hormones!”

	“Of course you have! You take them every day when I give them to you,” said Megan.

	Mark shook his head. “Those aren’t hormones! Those are just vitamins!” To his mind, the pills she gave him now were vitamins and the pills he had been taking all along, though labeled “hormones,” were vitamins too as he had switched them.

	Now Megan shook her head. “No, they’re hormones.”

	Mark shook his head even faster. “They’re not. I swapped them. I put the hormones into the vitamin container.”

	Megan considered telling Mark that she had swapped them too and that, even after she realized the mistake, she let him continue taking them, but she decided that wasn’t the best strategy for the moment; she needed something a little more, um, innocent. She said, “Well, you never told me that. You made such a big deal of taking hormones that I thought you really wanted to take them. You should have told me the truth!”

	“That doesn’t explain how I could end up taking hormones,” said Mark nervously.

	“Well, the hormones were pretty old and my doctor said that taking those would not be good for you, so when she offered me new ones, I brought those home and replaced the old ones with the new ones,” she lied.

	Mark’s jaw dropped. “You mean I’ve really been taking female hormones?!”

	Megan nodded her head.

	“You gave me real hormones?! Why didn’t you tell me?!” exclaimed Mark.

	“Why didn’t you tell me you were lying about taking the pills in the first place?” countered Megan. “I just wanted to be sure you were healthy. I had no idea you were trying to trick me for some reason. I’m the victim here, Mark.”

	Mark wanted to scream at his wife. How could she do this to him? But at the same time, he realized that there was nothing he could say. He had set himself up by pretending to take the hormones, and her response was unfortunate, but he couldn’t blame her for it. “This is a nightmare!” thought Mark.

	“Sorry, honey,” said Megan disingenuously.

	“At least now we know what’s been happening.”

	“True.”

	“So I need to stop the pills right away. Then—”

	Megan shook her head. “No can do.”

	“What?”

	“When you start the hormones, you can’t stop before you finish the first course.”

	“What?! Why?”

	“On the side of the container, it says don’t stop medication without first talking to your doctor. You need to finish the bottle. Besides, I think you should keep taking them until the nine months is up,” said Megan.

	“What?! Why?! Are you kidding?”

	“No, I’m not kidding. It strikes me that the hormones have done a great job of helping you pass. They’ve also made you much more calm about trying to pass as a woman. Without those, I don’t know that you can pull this off as easily.”

	“But my penis!” protested Mark.

	“It will come back as soon as you stop taking the pills. And in the meantime, we have a substitute.” She held up the dildo once more.

	“And what about my breasts? Will they vanish?” He felt intensely nervous right now.

	Megan knew they wouldn’t really vanish. Her doctor had told her that. They would shrink, but not all that much. She decided to avoid the issue for now. “Look, honey, I know you’re upset, but this really is for the better.Just finish the bottle, and then you can stop.”

	“But I don’t want female hormones racing throughout my body.”

	“You need them to pull this off and there aren’t any negative long term effects,” which was true from her perspective.

	Mark shook his head. He wanted to cry. “I don’t know.”

	Megan put her hands on her hips. “Mark. Because of you, my body is awash in foreign hormones. They’re driving me crazy. I’m getting hot flashes, cold flashes and intense cravings. My emotions are a wreck and my body is changing. You’ve had it really easy. And since the effects of the hormones you’re taking are truly minor and reversible compared to mine, there’s no reason you can’t at least finish the bottle. Now stop being a baby and do as you’re told!”

	This comment seemed to freeze Mark. For some reason, he suddenly felt like he should do as she commanded. He didn’t know why. Of course, she did make a lot of sense. She was going through much more than he had been and it sounded like hormones were something you couldn’t just stop. So it made sense to finish the bottle and then stop taking them. On the other hand, she was talking about him taking female hormones. That was insane!

	Mark’s doubts started to rise again, but at the same time they did, the weeks and weeks of deferring to his wife’s wishes were kicking in and telling him to accept her command. This was weeks of obedience coming to roost and it made it very hard for him to refuse.

	Suddenly, before he even realized what was happening, Mark agreed.

	Megan smiled and reminded herself to add the new pills to the container. “Now, about that dildo.”
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	A few minutes later, Mark found himself in a familiar, yet very unfamiliar situation. His wife lay on her back before him on the bed. Her knees were up and her legs were spread wide. She was naked except for her bra and her stockings. Her pussy waited for him. That much was familiar.

	Mark kneeled before her, ready to lie down on top of her. That was familiar too.

	Then it got a little strange. For one thing, Mark still wore the corset, his panties, his stockings, his bra and his sandals; he had not entered his wife while dressed as a woman yet, so this would be a new experience. What’s more, he now wore the strap-on belt around his waist and the giant dildo jutted out from his crotch like an arm ending in a fist – it was much bigger than his own penis had been even before it began shrinking. This was a first for him too, and it was a rather humiliating first.

	Indeed, Mark couldn’t believe how small and inadequate he felt needing to use a dildo because his own penis was too tiny and too soft to be able to penetrate his wife. If he tried to use that instead, it would just rub against her lips and never be able to force its way inside. Knowing that made him feel like far less than a man.

	Mark took a deep breath to resolve himself to continue. “It’s only until the pills stop,” he told himself.

	Mark lined up the dildo with his wife’s lips and then lay down on top of her, driving the dildo inside her as he did. It wasn’t the best technique, but it did what she wanted and it hit the right spots.

	“Mmm,” moaned Megan.

	Mark braced himself with his knees and began moving his hips slowly. As he did, the dildo moved deeper into his wife and then pulled back out. His wife wrapped her legs around his back and moved with him. She began to breathe hard and moan. Then she reached up and pulled his bra back, letting his growing breasts jump out of the bra. His big, hard nipples popped into her face and she took one between her teeth and slowly scraped her teeth along it as she pulled her mouth back off it.

	This sent shooting pain racing down Mark’s breast, only, the pain was oddly pleasurable. Mark had never felt anything like this before and he winced and gasped and writhed on top of his wife.

	A moment later, his penis shot up to as hard as it could get. Then it exploded again and “shot” cum all over the back of the dildo, though “leaked” might have been the better word. His penis immediately collapsed again.

	Mark shuddered. His moment as a man had lasted less than two second and it took his wife biting his nipple for it to happen. He felt even more emasculated than before!

	Megan then used her tongue to lick the edges of his nipple. This made his penis rise again, to the extent that it could. She seemed to sense what was happening and decided to have some fun with it.

	She slipped her tongue off his nipple and grabbed it between her fingers. Then she placed her nails around its edge and gave it a sharp little pinch.

	Mark’s whole body shook as she did this.

	Megan backed her nails off for a moment. “So tell me, darling,” said Megan, “I’ve been curious watching you in your little girly-hood. Which are your favorite pair of heels?”

	Mark’s face instantly burned bright red with shame. He knew this question was meant to emasculate him and he didn’t like it. He decided to ignore her question and drove the dildo in even harder; fortunately, the dildo could not go soft.

	“Mmm, I like that,” said Megan. “But tell me, darling.”

	“Tell you what?”

	“Which of your high-heeled shoes does my little sissy husband Princess like best?” asked Megan. She wasn’t sure where this desire to humiliate her husband was coming from, all she knew was that she wanted to step on his masculinity right now with her spike heel and grind it away; something inside her burned to take away whatever masculinity she could. It seemed to be somewhere between a need and an intense turn on.

	Mark ignored her again.

	“Tut, tut, darling. I asked you a question,” said Megan and she pinched his nipple with her nails again until it stung.

	Mark cringed. The pain and pleasure was intense. Once again, he got hard until she stopped. Part of him longed to feel the pleasure again, though the pain was nearly too much to bear.

	“A man with such sensitive breasts should not resist his wife,” said Megan. She squeezed his nipple again.

	This time she squeezed harder and this time it hurt more than it felt good.

	“All right! I’m sorry! The white ones! The white ones!” he exclaimed.

	“You mean the white sandals?”

	“Yes.”

	“The ones with the t-straps?”

	“Yes, those.”

	Megan let go of his nipple again. She smirked and then she chuckled. “To think, my husband has a favorite pair of high heels. I never knew you were adapting so completely.”

	Mark suddenly felt very, very small.

	A moment later, Megan began to moan loudly. The dildo had found its spot and Mark drove it into his wife repeatedly, going faster each time. She was building fast to a climax.

	“Oh yes! Yes! Yes!” she exclaimed. Mark pushed even faster.

	“Harder, Princess! Harder!”

	Mark felt intense shame that his wife would call him “Princess” in the middle of an orgasm, but she had. He didn’t stop though, and a thrust later, she came. She came hard. He had satisfied his wife, but only with the dildo.

	 

	


Chapter Seventeen: “Crying Over Spilt Milk”

	 

	For the next few weeks, life went on as it had. Mark agreed to take the hormones until the containers were empty. Thus, each morning, Mark took the pills his wife gave him and he hoped the containers would soon be empty. He didn’t realize his wife was refilling them.

	Each day, he also dressed in women’s clothes and did his hair and makeup; his hair finally had gotten long enough that he no longer needed a wig. Then he did his chores and generally followed the orders of Kelli and his wife. He still didn’t know that Kelli knew who he really was, so he did his best to be “Princess.”

	At times, Megan would take him to visit their friends or she would invite their friends over to visit with them.

	He was getting quite good at handling these occasions. In many ways, Mark had become accustomed to being a woman, and he was confident he could last the remaining few months before Megan gave birth.

	What did worry Mark, though, was the physical changes brought on by the hormones... at least two of them.

	Now that he knew he was taking hormones, he paid much closer attention to his body. Ironically, he still failed to notice that his rear and hips were getting wider. He failed to notice that he had lost significant muscle tone. He failed to notice that his skin was softer. He failed to notice that his voice was higher. He failed to notice that his emotions were much more fragile.

	What he did notice was that his penis had all but vanished. It was like a turtle which had disappeared inside him and would not come out to play. His testicles were like shriveled dates too.

	Not having a functioning penis bothered Mark immensely. Not only was it emasculating – and it killed him that his wife knew about this weakness – but it meant he had no way to relieve the sexual tension he felt; and he felt a lot of it. Just like when he wore the cage, Mark simply had no way to make himself cum. He couldn’t even make himself hard. This was very frustrating. It was like being able to stick a piece of cake to his lips, but not even being able to let it touch his tongue or chew it. It was a constant tease and he felt helpless being unable to satisfy his craving.

	At least, he consoled himself, his penis would return to normal soon. The other change Mark noticed was one he couldn’t miss: his breasts just kept growing and getting heavier.

	They had crossed over several cup sizes and now hung prominently on his chest like two grapefruits suspended in his bras. His nipples had become the size of the tip of his wife’s pinkies and the areolas were the size of half-dollars. They were incredibly sensitive. They were so sensitive, in fact, that he could no longer go without a bra because the sensation caused by his nipples rubbing against his blouses was downright painful to him.

	There was one more change brewing in his breasts, by the way, but Mark knew nothing about that yet.
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	Time passed. It was about two months before the baby’s delivery date that Mark discovered something truly unexpected about his breasts. The weather had turned colder and he wore a tight off-white sweater with a faux turtle neck and three-quarter length sleeves, a black pencil skirt that stopped just below his knees, and black high- heeled boots which came up his calves and stopped an inch below the end of his skirt. He was in the kitchen having lunch with Kelli and his wife.

	Kelli had initially worried when Megan told her that she wanted to feminize Mark. She thought Megan was making a mistake. She loved the idea of humiliating Mark and getting something to hold over him, but she didn’t think Megan could possibly be happy with a husband in a dress.

	“What wife could, right?” she had asked herself.

	But the more time she spent “sissy sitting” Mark, the more she truly saw the appeal. Not only was Mark more docile and considerate dressed as “Princess,” but he was downright timid. This gave her much more power than she normally felt being around men. It also oddly excited her to see him feminized. In fact, the truth was that it started to turn her on so much that she now wanted a boyfriend she could feminize as well. Like Megan, she didn’t know why this excited her, it just did. Consequently, she soon found herself trying to encourage Mark’s feminization by suggesting ideas and subtly teaching “Princess” the art of being a woman without giving away that she knew who he really was.

	Today would be an interesting day for all three. “Can you pass the sugar, Princess?” asked Megan.

	Mark picked up the sugar and handed it to Megan, who dumped two spoonfuls into her coffee.

	“Thank you, dear.”

	“You’re welcome,” said Mark.

	Kelli sipped her own coffee. “I heard that Cathy is finally divorcing Raymond. Something must have happened. I wonder what? They always seemed to be such a good couple together.”

	Mark blushed.

	“I’m not surprised,” said Megan. She smirked at Mark.

	“Really? Why? What do you know?”

	“Nothing. Just that Raymond was a handful.”

	Mark felt himself shrink. Images of Raymond’s penis in his hands flooded Mark’s mind and he felt very humiliated. He closed his eyes and he shuddered. This shudder felt a little unusual though.

	“What is that?” asked Kelli suddenly.

	Mark looked to where Kelli was pointing. She was pointing at his chest for some reason. Mark looked down at his breasts, but saw nothing. “What is what?” asked Mark.

	“Right there!” said Kelli.

	“Where?”

	“There!” She pointed again. This time, she almost poked Mark’s left nipple. As she did, Megan’s face exploded in a twisted smile. She began to giggle.

	“Oh Princess!” exclaimed Megan.

	Mark craned his neck farther forward and looked down to see around his breast at the lower side. That’s when he saw it. There was a darker spot on his sweater right at his nipple and a little below. It was a wet spot.

	Something had made his breast wet! “What is it?” asked Mark. Megan bit her tongue.

	Now Kelli burst out laughing. “It looks like you’ve been nursing, Princess!”

	Mark furrowed his brow and tapped his nipple with his finger. It was indeed wet. His jaw dropped. Was this supposed to happen? Could hormones really do this to a man? “I thought they would just make things bigger?” he gasped.

	“I’ve got to see this,” said Kelli.

	She stood up and grabbed Mark’s sweater. Before he even realized what she was doing, she had yanked the sweater up, exposing his bra beneath. She then pulled the sweater back to his neck, pulling his arms away. She pushed the side of his breast, which caused it to spill out of his bra. It hung there, bouncing slightly with his movements. It looked very heavy and it tingled like mad as she fondled it.

	Megan now stood up as well and held her husband from the other side.

	“Should I?” asked Kelli as she placed her fingers right next to the nipple. Mark started giggling from the ticklish feeling. He couldn’t stop himself.

	“Go ahead,” said Megan.

	“Wait, stop!” exclaimed Mark.

	“Ignore him,” said Megan.

	Mark froze. Had she just referred to him using a masculine pronoun? He wasn’t sure if he had really heard that. Before he could do anything about it though, Kelli placed her fingertips on the nipple and squeezed. The ticklish feeling went away and a sort of sharp sucking feeling replace it. It was like his breast was being squeezed through a tiny ring.

	“Ouch!” exclaimed Mark.

	Kelli then pulled on the nipple lightly. Sure enough, white drops of milk dribbled out. Not much to be sure, but enough. Mark was giving milk!

	“Oh my God! My husband’s lactating!”

	“A lot too!” said Kelli. She had managed to increase the flow by increasing the pressure.

	Mark winced at the increased pressure on his nipple, but was beginning to experience a pleasurable feeling as the milk passed over his nerves out the nipple and his heavy breast began to feel lighter. He moaned.

	“Somebody likes it too!” said Kelli.

	“I’ll bet you that if he could get hard right now, he would be hard as a rock and shooting cum all over his pretty panties,” said Megan. “Let me try!”

	Kelli removed her fingers and Megan took over. Her grip was not as delicate or cautious as Kelli’s had been and she squeezed a lot harsher with less care taken to protect the nipple. This sent tremendous pain racing throughout Mark’s chest, but as before, the pain brought with it intense pleasure too. For a brief moment, Mark again found himself hard.

	After producing a couple squirts, Megan let go of her husband’s breast and stepped back. She folded her arms and tapped her foot smugly.

	“I’m going to love playing with those!” she said.

	Mark looked at his wife and then looked at Kelli. It suddenly dawned on him the words that Megan had used: “husband” and “him” and “he.” He realized now that Kelli had known all along and he felt like a fool.

	“Surprise,” said Kelli.
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	After Mark started lactating, things changed once more. Now Mark knew both that his wife had been giving him hormones and that Kelli knew who he was; he also surmised that her role had been to watch him, which made him feel even more humiliated than before. He started to see a pattern here and it was becoming obvious to him that his wife did truly intend to turn him into a woman. He even wondered if that hadn’t been her plan all along, and that her talk of not wanting a baby had just been a pretext. In any event, he decided he needed to do something to save his nearly-lost manhood.

	“If I just wait, then she’s going to turn me into a girl forever!” he said in his newly high-pitched voice.

	Mark stormed off to the bedroom. He believed he was alone as Kelli and Megan had gone out to find him a bra that could be used for nursing and some equipment to help remove the milk from his breasts. Once in the bedroom, he examined himself. Fully dressed, there was nothing masculine about his appearance... nothing at all.

	His hair, his makeup, his clothes, his shoes and his curves were all feminine. His face looked feminine. His legs were gorgeously feminine. His arms looked small and soft. His chest, well it was enormous.

	“But how feminine am I really if I strip away the ‘help,’ like the corset?” he asked himself.

	Mark reached behind himself and slipped off the 1960’s-style minidress he wore. He let it drop around his feet and stepped out of it. He now stood before the mirror in the corset, a pink bra, tan stockings, a pink girdle with garter straps, and silver high-heeled sandals with chunky heels and a platform. He could immediately see his feminine shape. Not only were his breasts large, round and feminine, but the rest of him seemed to be curvy and feminine too.

	Somehow, he hadn’t noticed that before, not in the area of his hips, his butt and his waist.

	“Look at that,” said Mark as he ran his hands over his wide hips and narrow waist. He felt his butt as well. It was soft and curvy. Had it been on a woman, he would have viewed it as very sexy, but not on him. This butt should never have been on his body! “When did I get so fat in the rear?”

	Mark turned and examined his profile. His rear was very shapely for a woman’s rear. His breasts looked enormous from the sides too.

	These were tremendous breasts. Any woman would have been proud to have them.

	He noticed his hair next. It was naturally thicker and more lush than it had ever been before, even than when he was younger. It was also long enough now that Megan had begun to curl it and make him wear it in a feminine style rather than wearing the wig. She had even dyed it. It looked very feminine.

	“It’s gorgeous,” said Mark as he ran his finger through his wavy hair. He instantly realized that he would need to trim this back to a short masculine cut, and that actually made him sad.

	He noticed other changes too. Obviously, his nails were longer, but his skin seemed softer and more pale too.

	His face was a little softer as well. His muscles had lost their tone and were no longer clearly masculine. His legs were very shapely, though he wrote this off to the heels, which he hadn’t taken off yet. Truth be told, he didn’t like going without heels anymore. Doing so made him feel short and it made his feet sore to switch back and forth between heels and flat feet.

	Mark couldn’t take the corset off to see what he looked like without it, but he didn’t need to: he had seen enough.

	“I need to undo this!” he told himself.

	Mark walked over to his closet and grabbed some clothes from his old wardrobe. These included a pair of slacks, a white dress shirt with a collar, a sports coat and some loafers. He sat down on the bed and pulled the slacks up his legs. He had a little trouble getting them around his heels, but after that, he had no problems... until he tried to pull them over his hips and rear. His hips were now three to four inches too wide for the pants and he couldn’t close them!

	“This can’t be!” he said. “I’m down like fifteen pounds. How can my hips be that much wider?”

	Mark tried another pair and another, but kept finding the same result. He just couldn’t close any of his pants because they didn’t fit around his hips and his rear. He let the slacks he was wearing hang around his waist as he grabbed his dress shirt. He slipped that over his shoulders and immediately saw the pink bra through the shirt.

	“I can’t wear the bra beneath it.”

	Mark pulled the shirt off again and removed the bra. His breasts seemed instantly to become heavier without the support of his bra. He could bear it though if it meant returning to being a man. He slipped the shirt over his shoulders again. It fit over his shoulders, but when he went to button it, it proved to be too small to fit around his breasts... far too small.

	What’s more, he realized that even if he could get it closed, his nipples would show prominently. Everyone would be able to tell that he had women’s breasts! Worse yet, the material of the shirt was much coarser than the material of his blouses and it produced a tremendous amount of friction when his nipples rubbed against it. He wouldn’t be able to wear it very long before his nipples became sore and drove him crazy.

	He hung his head in defeat.

	“That’s right, honey,” said Megan softly behind him. “You can’t really be a man again.” She had come home without being heard.

	“But what if we stop the hormones?” asked Mark.

	Megan walked over to her feminized husband and kissed him on the back of the neck. “Why do you even want to go back? You look amazing as a woman. You’re super sexy.” She slid her hand down to his crotch and into his panties. “I can’t keep my hands off you.”

	“But—” started Mark, but Megan distracted him.

	She slid her left hand onto his chest and started fingering his nipple. He winced and then moaned. His eyes involuntarily closed. “Do you really want to lose that?” she asked. At the same times, she moved her finger around until she found the tiny head of his penis. It had withdrawn into his skin. She slipped her finger into the skin and began to scrape her fingernail over the head of his penis.

	Mark shuddered and almost collapsed. It took his wife bracing him to keep him standing.

	“Think of all the fun we can have with these toys,” said Megan. “But my penis.”

	“It will come back. It’s only temporary. I promise.” She kissed him on the back of the neck. “All you have to do,” she said and she pinched his nipple and fingered his penis, “is agree to stay this beautiful, sexy woman. No one will ever know except you, me and Kelli. Imagine the pleasure I can bring you.” She scraped her nail over his nipple again.

	Mark felt weak. His knees buckled. He felt hot cum dribbling out his penis and warm milk seeping from his breasts.

	“Imagine it. All you have to do is agree,” said Megan.

	Mark bit is lip. This was a difficult decision. In fact, it was the hardest decision he ever had to make. Could he really abandon his life as a man? Hadn’t he already? Could he live as a woman? He didn’t know. He had much to consider.

	 

	
Epilogue: “The Milk Man”

	 

	“The baby’s calling you,” said Megan to her husband. She sat on the couch reading a magazine. She wore skinny jeans, a black blouse with red polka-dots, and black flats.

	“Again? I’m still sore from the last time,” said Mark.

	“I know, honey, but that’s how babies are.”

	“I guess.”

	“There’s no guess about it. She’s very regular and very demanding.”

	“I know... just like her mother,” said Mark softly.

	“Exactly, now come here, darling.”

	Mark set down the dustpan he had been using and washed his hands. He dried his hands on a dishtowel. The five-inch heels on his sandals echoed off the hardwood floor as he walked through the kitchen: CLICK! CLICK!

	CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	He returned to his wife. She pulled up his yellow cotton sundress and exposed his tiny pink panties. As she had promised, his erections returned after they changed the hormone dosages to maintain his femininity rather than build his femininity. The result was a large, long, hard penis that was difficult to hide beneath his dresses. That’s why he still wore the device at times. That plus Megan wanted him in it. He wasn’t wearing it today though.

	“Mmm, you’re excited,” said Megan. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and started stroking him.

	“Always these days.”

	Megan giggled. It did seem to be true. Her husband was constantly hard. “Well, go feed our little girl.” She let go of his penis.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said and he made his way toward the nursery.

	With each step, his heavy breasts bounced and jerked on his chest. They were so full of milk they felt like they weighed a hundred pounds and like they were sloshing around. He would be very happy to have some of this milk pulled out of him; it always felt rather emasculating to be producing milk, but at the same time, it felt good to be emptied. This was especially true given that vast amount of milk he produced, which filled his breasts hugely, and the bras Megan liked to see him wear. He typically wore gossamer thin bras which did nothing to support his breasts.

	As he walked, he took one step a little too hard and his breasts jumped in the bra. As they did, his nipples dragged along the bra’s lace. This caused a dash of milk to squirt out and it caused a strong tingling sensation to pass through his chest and down his spine. He needed to stop to catch his breath before he continued. He also needed to tuck his penis back into his panties, it has escaped in the bounce.

	A moment later, Mark entered the nursery. Sure enough, their daughter was crying. She was hungry. She was always hungry.

	Mark unbuttoned the front of his dress and pulled his breast from his bra. The nipple was wet with milk, which was already bubbling out and dripping down his rounded breast in anticipation.

	“Who’s hungry?” he asked.

	His daughter seemed to smile at him and gurgle.

	Mark was a happy father. He wouldn’t change this for anything in the world.

	 

	 

	The End. 
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