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AI has no soul

AI has no passions

AI cannot understand you

It is a blender feeding you words its programmer has stolen

I do not and never will use AI


Introduction by Ann

—o—

Hi Everyone!

Stephanie has an idea.  She wants to turn her husband Richard into a sissy.  But to keep the game exciting, she wants it to be a secret only they share.  She wants to dress him like a woman, be his mistress, make him grow small breasts only they will know about, and shrink his penis to take his manhood.  Interestingly, Richard likes the idea.  This is their story and how Richard’s assistant Cassie becomes involved.

This is a stand-alone story I think you’ll like a good deal.  Many will certainly wish they could find themselves in Richard’s shoes... or perhaps Stephanie’s.

Enjoy!  And as always, let me know your thoughts at annmichelle@ymail.com!

With love,

Ann :)

Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter

https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website


Chapter One: “The Facade”

—o—

Richard and Stephanie ran a successful business together.  Richard managed the company’s daily operations while Stephanie acted as his assistant manager and bookkeeper.  Together, they managed a number of employees.  Richard could be demanding as a boss, but he was fair and the employees liked him and respected him.  The sole exception, if there was one, was Richard’s assistant Cassie Carlisle, who chafed at Richard’s micromanagement.  She was young and fresh out of school and had lots of ideas.  She wanted Richard to give her ideas a chance, but she was only an assistant and she and Richard rarely saw eye to eye.

“I’ve been looking over the Quilman report,” said Richard to Cassie.

“And?” replied Cassie proudly; she had put a lot of work into the report and thought it was quite good.  Cassie was an attractive young brunette.  She wore a tight black skirt suit with tall black pumps.  Her curly brunette hair was pulled back in a ponytail.  Her makeup was subtle and perfect.

“I’m not thrilled.”

Cassie’s smile collapsed into a frown.  “Why?”

“We need better graphics,” said Richard.  He handed her two pages of the report and pointed to specific items.  “This isn’t very convincing either.”  This time he handed her the production cost schedule summary.  “Make it clear they aren’t going to get a better deal anywhere else.”

“I put that in the next section,” said Cassie.

“I want it in this section.”

“But it flows more logically in the next section,” protested Cassie.

“This is where I want it.”

“But—”

“Me boss, you not,” said Richard.

Cassie sighed.  “He certainly likes to be in charge,” she thought sourly.  Still, she would make the changes.  After all, she had no choice:  he was the boss.  She wished though he would consider her ideas sometimes.

—o—

The work day finally came to an end.  It was Friday too.  That meant the weekend.

Richard slipped his suit coat over the silver vest of his three-piece suit and buttoned it.  He grabbed his briefcase.  It was time to go home.  Richard walked out into the hallway.  His wife Stephanie sat at her desk packing up her things.  Stephanie was a gorgeous woman with lush brown hair.  She kept it in waves that cascaded over her shoulders and down her back.  As always, she was professionally dressed.  Today she wore an olive-green pencil dress and tall reddish brown sling-back pumps.  A single strand of pearls circled her neck.

“Are you ready, darling?” he asked.

She nodded and grabbed her purse.  They started down the hallway.  As they went, Richard wished two of the employees a good weekend.  He reminded another that he needed to complete a project by Monday and told the man to make the changes Richard himself had outlined.  He was a man in charge, clearly.  This made Stephanie chuckle.

“What?” asked Richard upon seeing her knowing smile.

“If only they knew.”


Chapter Two: “Home”

—o—

Richard and Stephanie walked through the door.

They were home.

Stephanie handed her purse to her husband.  He took it and waited patiently as she removed her coat as well.  She handed that to him too.  Richard then hung the coat on a hanger in their front closet and set his wife’s purse upon the small table next to the closet.  As he did this, Stephanie raised one leg behind her and pulled off her sling-back pump.  She shifted legs and pulled the shoe off that foot as well.  She then handed both shoes to her husband.

“Put those away,” she said.

Richard, boss at work, nodded.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’m going to make myself a drink,” declared Stephanie.

With that, Richard walked off to the bedroom to return his wife’s shoes to their proper place and to change as Stephanie went to their living room where they kept a small drinks cabinet.  Stephanie made herself a lemon-drop martini.

—o—

As his wife fixed her drink, Richard carried his wife’s shoes to the bedroom.  They were still warm when he took them.  They were slightly damp as well from her sweat.  He ran his fingers down their insoles feeling the warmth and dampness, knowing this had come from her feet.  He’d never thought much of women’s feet until his wife started incorporating her feet in their games.  These days, he found that any contact with her feet made him super horny.  In fact, he was so horny, he gladly would have masturbated.  The problem was, he couldn’t masturbate.  He couldn’t even get hard.  His wife had seen to that.

Richard moved to the closet with his wife’s shoes.

These were some of his favorites among his wife’s shoes.  They were brown leather sling-backs with a reddish sheen to them.  The leather was elegant and giving.  They had narrow four-inch heels, though slightly wider than traditional stilettos, and decorative golden buckles over the toes.

He knew their smell and taste intimately.

Richard stuck one of the shoes to his nose and took in the arousing musky aromas of leather and his wife’s foot.  His penis throbbed.  If only he could masturbate.  He would give his wife anything if she would let him, but he knew not to ask.  She alone decided when he had that privilege, and if he asked, he knew she would draw out the amount of time before she let him.

He glanced over his shoulder cautiously to make sure his wife hadn’t followed him as she didn’t let him play with her shoes without permission.  He was alone.  So he kissed the insole of her shoe and then stuck both shoes onto the shoe shelf in his wife’s portion of the closet.

“Time to change,” he thought.

Richard pulled off his suit coat and laid it on the bed.  Then he unbuttoned the vest he wore beneath and he pulled that off as well.  His flabby chest jiggled beneath the tight white dress shirt he wore as he removed the vest; the vest helped hide the flab and keep it in check.

His wife appeared at the door now, drink in hand.

“Mmmm,” she purred.  “Just in time.”

Stephanie set her martini upon the nightstand and came to her husband.  She had a sexy walk, even without her heels.  She ran her fingers up Richard’s chest, sending shivers down his spine and making his chest swell – especially when her warm fingers crossed his areolas.

“How are my girls?” she asked.

Richard’s penis throbbed even more at her name for his budding breasts.  He glanced down at the jiggly flab upon his chest.

“They’re good,” he said with a blush.

Stephanie took his tie in her fingers, pulled him close with it and kissed him on the lips.  Then she undid the tie, pulling it away and throwing it to the floor.  He would get that later.  She then unbuttoned the top three buttons of his white cotton dress shirt before turning her eyes lower.  His dark areolas showed through the tight white shirt, the reason she’d bought him a white shirt.  The shirt was also a size too small so the shape of his chest would show prominently through it.  It felt excitingly dangerous knowing that his budding mounds and his expanding areolas could be visible to sharp-eyed employees.  The one concession she made to protecting his secret was the vest, which held everything together and hid the changes... so long as she let him wear it, that is.  She now ran her fingers over one areola, causing his chest to jiggle and his nipples to pop up beneath the shirt.

He was breathing hard.

“You might need a bra soon, honey,” she giggled.

A bra?  Richard shuddered and his penis throbbed again.

Stephanie unbuttoned the rest of his buttons and worked the shirt off his shoulders.  She tossed it to the bed with his jacket.  She then ran her fingers over his naked, hairless chest.  She smiled as she examined it.  They had made such progress.  Indeed, while the jiggly mounds upon his chest weren’t truly breasts yet, his chest certainly wasn’t the chest of a man anymore either.  To the contrary, after taking Stephanie’s pills for several months now, Richard was finally starting to show in the form of two flabby mounds that looked wickedly girlish.  They weren’t globes yet, but they were definitely more than flab; they felt and looked like the beginnings of breast tissue for sure.

Stephanie squeezed one gently, causing Richard to close his eyes and let out a soft gasp.  His penis throbbed strongly and he could tell pre-come had dripped out into his panties.  If only he could stroke it, he thought.  If only it could get hard!  He needed that hardness!

“The girls are coming along nicely,” said Stephanie.

Richard said nothing, but his face was enraptured by what his wife’s fingers were doing toying with his breasts – they had begun to feel rather sensitive lately and they definitely responded to her touch.

“I’m not kidding,” she said with a smirk:  “You will need a bra soon.”

Stephanie brushed the backs of her fingers over the mounding tissue.  It had reached the point where it was starting to hang down at the bottom rather than stay in the shape of the mound.  It reminded Stephanie of her own breasts shortly after puberty before they really started to take form.  The idea that she had given her husband the beginnings of breasts made her very, very wet.

“I’ll bet the idea of needing to wear a bra is really embarrassing, isn’t it?” she snickered.

Richard blushed, but didn’t answer.  His blush was answer enough.

She continued:  “Can you imagine what the girls at work would think if they knew you were wearing a bra beneath your suit?”

Richard withered before her at the thought.  Pre-come dripped out of him.

“Of course, imagine what they would think if they knew about these?”  Stephanie cupped his breasts as she spoke, lifting them to feel their weight.  They were small and nowhere near the class of her own, but they were real and they would grow.  She couldn’t wait.  She leaned forward and kissed one of his nipples, letting her tongue linger on its tip.

Richard shuddered warmly and almost came.

“I should make you wear a bra already.  We can add it to your panties,” said Stephanie.  “I’ll bet you’d love that.”

Richard blushed again.  Would he like that?  She knew the answer to that, as did he.  He could never tell her himself though.  For as much as they had done, he still could not overcome that tiny bit of male ego left which made this all such a struggle.  It would be easier if he could overcome his ego, but at the same time, he knew the shame-fired spark from that struggle is what made him burn so passionately and what made this all so utterly arousing ultimately.

He shook his head to her question.

Stephanie knew better.  She knew what he wanted.  She also knew he could not admit it.  What’s more, she knew how badly it turned him on to be forced to admit what he really wanted.  He needed this to be hard for him and, frankly, she liked making it hard too.  It turned her on to push this strong man to his knees, to remake him in her own image, and to take his manhood and crush it under her proverbial heel.  Watching him struggle against her was the cherry on top of her victory.  And forcing him to overcome his own pride and admit he wanted to be emasculated gave her such feelings of power she could almost come just from hearing his submission.

“I think you want to wear a bra,” she said.

Richard shook his head vigorously in denial; his ego was strong tonight.  His heart was racing.  His breathing was labored, so labored that his breasts jiggled as his chest shook from each rapid breath.

“Yes, you do,” she countered.

He shook his head again.

Stephanie was getting wet.  It excited her so that he didn’t just admit this.  The struggle was indescribably exquisite.  It was time to up her game.  She ran a finger around his puffy areola, sending shocking waves of pleasure racing throughout his chest and making his penis throb all the more.  She had brought him to an edge that left his mind overwhelmed and at her mercy.  Richard became desperate to touch it and stroke it now.  And yet, his ego held on.

“Tell me the truth, darling,” she prodded.

Again he shook his head.

“I might reward you.”

He raised an eyebrow.  “How?”

“You’ll have to trust me to find out.”

Richard slowly crumbled on the inside.  His strength vanished.  He could never have admitted what she wanted except her command gave him the power to speak, an excuse – after all, he was only obeying – and her promise gave him the desire.  He would speak, he finally decided.  When he spoke though, he spoke in a tiny, weak, submissive voice.

“Please make me wear a bra,” he said softly.

Stephanie giggled and got wetter.  “Good boy,” she purred.

Stephanie kissed her husband again and stepped back.  She ordered him to strip off his pants and shoes.  Then she picked up her drink once more and turned back to watch her husband undress.  Richard, meanwhile, unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.  He let them drop to the floor revealing black stockings, shaved legs, a black garter belt and pink panties beneath.  Richard stepped out of the pants.  Then he removed his shoes and socks.

Stephanie sipped her drink.  “Wear the black pumps tonight.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Richard moved to the closet.  On the left were his wife’s clothes.  On the right were his.  Mixed among his suits and slacks and shirts were a growing collection of blouses, skirts and dresses.  Next to his wingtips and loafers were several pair of women’s shoes, all heels.  Hanging alone was a black French maid uniform.  He picked out a pair of tall black stiletto pumps.  These had pointed toes and sharp heels.  The heels were almost five-inches in height, though that was tempered by a half-inch platform.  He set those on the floor and slipped his feet into them.  He grew five inches in height at the cost of his balance.

Again, he felt his penis throb.  It would be a mile long if it could be.

Richard started to reach for the maid dress.

“No uniform, not tonight,” said Stephanie.  “Just the panties.  And if you’re a good girl, I’ll let you add a bra,” she said.  “Besides, we need to do your measurements tonight.”

Richard’s heart skipped a beat.  Measurement night.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said excitedly.

“Now come take off my dress.  I want to relax and I need a foot massage after wearing those heels all day.”

Richard came to his wife, walking expertly in the heels.  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  The feminine sound of his heels striking made him shudder warmly.  He’d had much practice in heels these past few months.  Indeed, these days, he wore heels more than he wore men’s shoes, wearing male shoes only when they went out or went to work.  Still, he naturally wobbled slightly in the heels.  His wife found this exciting as it suggested vulnerability and it gave him a feminine sway and made his rear wiggle.

His rear.  She couldn’t wait to measure it tonight.  It was getting bigger, she was sure.

Stephanie sipped her drink.  She turned her back to him and he unzipped her olive-green pencil dress.  She pulled her arms from it, revealing her silky mauve bra and then let her husband work the tailored dress down her torso and her hips before working it down her thighs and to the floor.  She then stepped out of it, leaving it for him to gather up.

He took it and hung it up.

Stephanie now stood before her husband in her bra and matching panties.  The light purplish tint of the mauve material contrasted nicely with her tanned skin.  Below her panties, she wore black stockings which matched her husband’s.  The single strand of pearls remained around her neck.  Her large, round breasts pressed provocatively into her ornate bra, producing a glorious valley of cleavage.  She ran her fingers with their dark-red nails along the ridge of her cleavage knowing this turned him on, but he could do nothing about it.  Of all the things they had done, that turned her on the most:  that he could not even get hard without her permission.  To have absolute control over a man’s penis was sublime.

For Richard, it was utterly emasculating.

Richard watched his wife brush her breasts with her fingers and felt his penis yearn to become erect inside the device she had put upon him.  He trembled with desire wishing he could touch it.  Indeed, he wanted it so badly he almost fell to his knees and begged her.

But the device stopped him, and he knew not to beg.

Stephanie was hoping he would, actually.  He knew that.  Because, if he did beg, she would hold it over him, waving her power in his face.  And the way she would do that would be by teasing him further without releasing him.  He’d learned that from experience.  It was both an amazingly arousing thing to experience and terribly emasculating.  So he bit his lip and he held fast.

Stephanie now took off her bra and dropped that to the floor as well.  Her fingers then returned to her breasts and stroked her curves before bringing one finger near her areola.

“I can’t wait for your nipples to get this large,” she purred.

She ran one fingertip gently around her areola.

“I can’t wait to do this to you.”

Richard’s penis was straining to get to erection.  His desperation was growing.  He fought it though, and finally crouched down to pick up her bra.  As he did, she drew her finger closer and closer to her erect nipple.  He rose to his feet just in time to see her finger glance the nipple.  His penis lurched inside his panties, but to no avail.  He reluctantly turned away to slip the bra into their hamper as she finally played with her nipple.

“I can’t wait to suck on your boobies, Richard.”

Richard withered.  The idea was— amazing.  He dropped the bra into the hamper and returned to his wife.

“Speaking of your nipples,” she said with a smirk and she walked over to her lingerie drawer.  From it, she pulled two clamps.  They were small, flat and metallic silver.  “It’s time for these.”

Richard cringed.  Stephanie had bought these clamps claiming they would make his nipples larger.  He didn’t know if it was true or not, but she’d put them on him since the beginning of all of this, even before she started him on the pills.  In that time, his nipples had definitely grown larger and become more sensitive.  Indeed, when they’d started, his nipples looked like normal male nipples – like small pencil leads.  By now, they were the size of pencil erasers and they were perhaps twice as long as before.  It was a permanent change too; they never seemed to shrink anymore.  Richard had no doubt that even if they stopped the pills altogether and the tiny mounds slowly faded, he still would never lose these... he would forever have oversized, floppy, girlish nipples that got erect at the slightest hint of a breeze.  The idea was deeply emasculating.  In fact, it was on that edge where sometimes he regretted it; though at other times, he craved going farther.

He suddenly felt very embarrassed; his ego again.

“Could we skip those tonight?” he asked with a blush.

“Skip these?” chuckled Stephanie.  “Why?”

His blush deepened.  “I don’t know.  It’s just kind of embarrassing to have girly nipples.”

Stephanie brushed his chest.  “I like you with nipples.”

“I know, but—”

He didn’t know how to finish that thought; he too wanted bigger nipples, embarrassing nipples, girly nipples, even if he couldn’t quite admit that openly.  He closed his eyes and nodded his head as if helpless to resist.

“Go ahead.”

Stephanie squeezed the clamps, one at a time, pressing each against his waiting nipple and let them snap into place with a loud SNAP!  The pain was intense.

Then it was tolerable.

Then it became erotic.

“We’ll do five minutes today,” said Stephanie.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Stephanie limited the time because she never wanted Richard to get used to the feeling.  She had read this was the way to heighten his sensitivity.  If she kept the clamps on him too long, his body would adjust and his nipples would become less sensitive.  Five minutes was recommended as enough to set the nerves on edge but not give them a chance to adjust.  Fortunately, five minutes was just enough time to finish changing too.  So she sat down at her vanity.  As she did, Richard came to his wife and kneeled down before her.  The pain from the nipple claims alternated between intense and erotic with each jiggle of his flabby chest revitalizing it.  He scooped up his wife’s leg by the back of the ankle and rested her foot against his thigh, dangerously close to his penis.  He then took the end of her stocking in his hands and slowly moved it down her legs, bringing it off her foot.  She then raised her toes to his lips and he kissed them.  They were warm and soft and still smelled of her shoe leather.

“Wouldn’t the ladies at work love to see that?” she giggled.

His penis throbbed.

“I bet they’d get a real kick about knowing who the real boss is,” she added.

“I’m the boss at work,” protested Richard.

“As long as I let you be,” laughed Stephanie.

Richard had no retort.  He focused on removing the other stocking.  This time, his wife subtly moved her foot toward his penis.  It never reached it, but it was enough of a tease to make his whole body tremble.

With both stockings off, she rose to her feet and ordered him to remove her panties.  He slipped his fingers into their waistband.  Then he worked them down her body, revealing her shaved pussy beneath.  How he longed to stick himself inside that!  But he could not, not in the device.

He pulled her panties free from her feet now.  Then he rose to his feet to fetch a fresh pair.  These were pale blue with a silver-blue waistband.  He slipped these up her legs.  Next, he brought her a matching nightie.  The nightie had a hem which just covered the panties but let them show whenever she bent in the slightest.  She slipped into the nightie, pulling it down over her ample breasts and adjusting it.  Finally, he went to the closet and came back with a pair of white mules.  These had three-inch chunky heels and wide-open toes.  He slipped those on her feet, wishing he could sneak a kiss of her toes as he did.

They were ready for their evening.


Chapter Three: “Measurement Day”

—o—

After eating dinner, prepared by Richard of course, and cleaning up the kitchen, Richard and Stephanie had moved to the living room.  There, Richard had rubbed his wife’s feet as Stephanie spoke on the phone with her friends.  Touching his wife’s feet had made him horny, especially with her talking to her friends as he did.  When they were finished, they returned to the bedroom.  It was nearly bedtime now.  First though, it was time for the monthly measurement.

“Take off your panties, Richard,” said Stephanie.

Richard’s heart was racing.  This was exciting.  It was terrifying too.  When Stephanie had first suggested doing this, he thought she was joking.  Changing his body to make himself into a secret sissy for her pleasure?  What man could agree to that?!  Even letting her turn him into a woman would have been easier to accept.  But that wasn’t what she wanted.  She wanted to give him real breasts, but not large enough they couldn’t be hidden, give him a generally feminine shape so he would constantly, embarrassingly be mistaken for a woman, but could still present himself as a man, and shrink his thing down to a nub so she could take his manhood but only they would know he was the only man in the room without a penis.  The idea was ridiculously fiendish.  It was insane.  It was pure fantasy... but it was arousing.  He could never agree, of course.  And yet, the idea had stuck.  It started calling to him in his dreams and they started using it in their games.  Soon, he wanted a little taste.  That was when he agreed to put on panties and shave his legs the first time.

It had been exciting.

No one had noticed either.  They had carried this game out right in front of everyone and gotten away with it, so he wanted more.  He let his wife paint his toenails.  He let her shave his whole body too apart from the tiny trim patch she wanted kept above his penis, a little heart-shaped patch.  Still no one noticed.  There had been some close calls when he wore shorts and going to the gym became too risky, but that just added to the thrill.

Then he agreed to wear the first device.  Just for a little, mind you, just to see how it felt.

It felt intoxicating.

From a purely physical standpoint, little changed in a sense.  The device wasn’t painful.  It didn’t force him into an unnatural posture.  It didn’t prevent normal motion and it wasn’t visible.  What it did do though was incredible... it stopped him from getting hard.

It was true.

Richard found this out almost immediately.  With the device in place, his wife right away touched him, toyed with him, tried to turn him on, and his penis responded.  It started to grow and it kept growing until it pressed into the bars of the cage.  Then it ran out of room.  Suddenly, it could go no farther; it just stood there, half-erect.  This was utterly confusing.  Even when he’d gotten hard in things like extra-tight jeans or while lying face down against a mattress, his penis still found a way to get hard, squirming its way to some loose space or riding up along his body.  This time, there was no such escape.  It just stopped.

Even stranger, it felt hollow somehow... unfinished.  It was neither hard nor soft, excited nor deflated.  Its potential remained unfulfilled.  His brain did the rest.  Following on the human tradition of wanting what we cannot have, his brain turned its desire to get hard into a need, its wish to come into an obsession.  But it was fruitless because he could not satisfy it, not without his wife unlocking him and she held the key.  As his need grew, his brain zeroed in on his wife as his provider and it made her the most important thing in his life.  She became his master.

He was hooked.

The device was there to stay.  Soon she had taken over too.  Now she got her way.  She made him obey her in all things.  She made him dress like a woman at home to visibly strip him of his manhood.  She made him wear feminine things outside the house to remind him of her power.  She let him remain as a figurehead at work, but always with the threat she could take this from him at any point.  That kept him on edge and especially obedient.

She loved it.

He loved it.

Then she told him about her plan.  She would finally turn him into a sissy.  She would stretch his nipples with the clamps marking him as a non-man forever.  He agreed to take her birth control pills too.  They weren’t full female hormones, but they should be enough to give him little buds as breasts, enough to give him a feminine chest and make taking off his shirt embarrassing... something his wife threatened she would make him do from time to time unless he behaved.  The threat was delicious to him.

She would shrink his penis with the device too.  Shrink it?  How?  She had read that putting a penis into tight chastity could shrink it over time if the device(s) used got smaller and smaller, essentially training the penis to stay small.  Some called this a myth, but enough said it was true, and Stephanie knew you could reshape the body in other ways with constant pressure just as some tribes stretched necks, feet were bound to shrink them, pencils seemed to rotate fingers over time, and a dozen other examples.  The body was malleable, so it seemed possible:  why couldn’t a penis be shrunken too?

They would try it.

Richard was on the fourth device at the moment, with his wife only letting him out on measuring days.  Each device had gotten smaller and tighter and it seemed to be working.  His large, normal penis had shown a tiny improvement after the first few months.  When Stephanie made him hard during that measuring day, it came up a quarter inch shorter than it had when they first measured it.  Measuring error?  Perhaps?  But perhaps not.  Either way, it was an exciting moment.  The second device shrank it a little more.  By the third device, it was nearly half an inch shorter.

It was working.

Stephanie had been elated, but Richard was horrified upon realizing this could actually be working!  His wife was truly shrinking his penis.  It wasn’t fantasy!  She was taking his manhood millimeter by millimeter, inch by inch.

How small would she make it?

What would he be when she took all of it?

Richard panicked.  He wanted Stephanie to stop, to let him out of his penile prison.  But he also didn’t want that.  Part of him was fascinated to see how much smaller she could make it.  Part of him was incredibly turned on to see what would happen to it and to him.  Could he have a tiny penis?  A penis the women in the office would mock mercilessly if they saw it?  Could his wife take that much?  Would they know somehow even if they couldn’t see it?  Would he lose his manhood somehow at the loss of his manhood?  The questions fascinated, the possibilities tantalized.  His heart raced.  The danger of this was incredibly thrilling.  It lit his mind ablaze.

So he let her continue.

And that was where things stood this measuring day.  He was nervous, simultaneously wishing he had never begun this process and yet wishing his wife would push him further.  He was terrified, but the terror brought elation he craved.  He was beyond horny, but frustrated and incapable of releasing it, yet hopeful his wife would free him for that brief moment of satisfaction which he thought would make this all worthwhile.

Richard slipped out of his panties as ordered.

His wife left him in the heels and stockings.  She loved seeing him in heels and she loved the feel of his legs in stockings.  She picked up a tape measure from her vanity and came back to her feminized husband.

“Stand in front of the mirror,” she said.  She wanted him to see how his body was changing.

Richard moved before the mirror and waited anxiously.

“Are you ready, darling?” asked Stephanie.

Richard nodded.

Stephanie rolled out the tape measure in her hands and pulled it around her husband’s chest from the back.  She ran it across the line of his nipples and checked the number.  Then she lowered it and ran it again a few inches below, just below the flabby mounds around his nipples.  Again, she checked the number.

“Two inches, honey,” she purred excitedly.  Her pussy got very wet.

“What does that mean?”

“Two inches bigger over your breasts than below them.  That makes you an A-cup, darling, though you’re right on the border of being a B-cup,” said Stephanie excitedly.

An A-cup.  Maybe a B-cup.

Richard was stunned.  It all seemed simply impossible, but it was happening!  He was actually growing breasts!  Of course, he knew that already, even if he had denied the reality.  He could see them beneath his shirts as they bulged out his shirts and showed their shape.  He could feel them when he put his fingers upon them.  He could squeeze them and they filled his hands.  And they jiggled when he walked in heels; that always made him feel girlish.  Now he had proof though.  His wife had measured and he had proof!

Two inches.

His breasts were two inches bigger than his chest.  He was an A-cup.

Richard touched his breast and felt it swell.  He recalled the first time he felt a tug on his chest suggesting something was changing.  He’d almost panicked when it happened.  He knew it was coming – that’s what the pills were for, and he’d seen his chest get a little more flabby – but somehow, it never seemed real.  It seemed like a fantasy, nothing more.  The day he took that step, in the office no less, and he felt something tug on his chest, was a day he would never forget.  It all became real in that instant.  Fear shot through him at first, terror, in fact.  He was growing breasts!  He really was!  Really!  His mind raced with the dangers and the emasculations.  What if someone realized it?!  What if he got caught?!  He suddenly wanted to stop.  But layered in that fear, and much stronger, came a sense that he had found what he needed.  This would make him what he was meant to be.

A cautious, frail smile broke out then and it broke out now again.

Stephanie moved to his waist next.  She checked the measuring tape once more.  He was down an inch here.  That could be anything, but she hoped it meant his body was taking on the female hourglass shape.

Next came his rear.  Stephanie had wanted to know about his rear all week, ever since she saw it bounce when he got into the shower.  That was not something male butts did, they didn’t bounce.  His had.  It was rounder too and growing larger on the bottom.  She knew what this meant.  Now she needed the proof.

She slipped the tape measure around his rear and pulled it tight.

Her heart beat faster.

She glanced at the number.  A tremor raced through her lower regions.  Her panties became damp.

“Two inches,” she purred breathlessly.

Richard bit his lip.  He knew what that meant as well as his wife.  His rear was becoming girly.  He had no idea what to say though.  “That could be why my pants feel really tight.  I may need new ones soon,” he said just to say something.

“Who said I’m letting you wear pants?” said Stephanie slyly.

Richard laughed nervously.  “At work.”

His wife said nothing, she just smiled.  She then moved before him.  “Ready for the last one?”

He nodded.

Stephanie showed her husband a small silver key.  It was the key to the device and she kept it.  She then crouched down and examined the device.  It was shaped like a flaccid penis and it covered his shaft and head, leaving his balls to hang freely.  She stroked his balls and then inserted the key into the lock which held the device in place.  A moment later, it clicked and the lock came off.  She pulled open the device, letting his penis free.  For the first time in a month, his penis didn’t feel compressed.  It felt almost unnatural for it to be free.

“Hello, little guy,” said Stephanie with a giggle.

She tickled his balls with two fingers and ran one finger along his shaft as it started to grow.  A moment later, Richard was erect.  He was erect for the first time in a month.  It felt amazing!  He could feel every part of his penis that caused the erection as it unfurled.  He could feel the blood course through the veins, the skin stretch, the stiffness starting like a balloon filling with air.  He felt every millimeter of growth.  These were things he’d felt the first time long ago and had forgotten over the years as they became so common.  Now he felt them again as if this was the first time again.

It was magical.

“Let’s see if we made any progress,” said Stephanie excitedly.  Her nipples were hard.

Richard waited nervously.  Was he still shrinking?  And would she now switch him to a smaller device?  The one he currently wore was already about as tight as he thought possible.

Stephanie slipped the measuring tape onto his shaft and measured.

She smiled.  “Another quarter inch.”

Richard felt simultaneously elated and sick to his stomach.  His dick had shrunk another quarter inch.  He was shrinking.


Chapter Four: “Please, I Need To”

—o—

Richard pushed the cart down the aisle of the grocery store.  Stephanie walked ahead of him finding items to put into the cart.  She wore a yellow summer dress and white cork-heeled wedge sandals.  Richard wore jeans, a tight golf shirt, and loafers.  There was a catch, however.  Several in fact.

The jeans were new... and they were women’s jeans.  His wife had bought them just the other day because his rear no longer fit into his own jeans.  These fit his increasingly-round, increasingly-feminine rear quite nicely, but they felt different and they were a little short, letting about two inches of his ankle show above his loafers.  They also had embroidered pockets on the back and turned-up cuffs on the legs, both of which gave off a non-masculine feel.

Stephanie had warned him these would be coming.  “When I need to replace your clothes,” she had said, looking over his closet, “I’m going to start replacing them with the women’s versions.”

“The women’s versions?!” Richard gasped.

“Yes, darling.  A sissy shouldn’t go around in men’s clothes, after all.”

“But people will know!”

“No one will know,” said Stephanie.  “They will suspect.  There’s a difference.”

“What difference?”

“It means no one is going to say, ‘Oh look at him’ and walk off dismissively.  Instead, they’ll think about you, wonder about you.  They’ll have to decide if they’re right and, when they decide they are right, they’re going to tingle all over that they now know your little secret.”

Richard started at his wife in disbelief.  Was she serious?

“Oh don’t tell me that doesn’t excite you.  I know it does.  All these people thinking about you, feeling a little funny, wanting to know more about you, maybe see what’s beneath.  You’ll be a tease.”

“That does not excite me!” protested Richard nervously.

Stephanie chuckled.  “Yes, it does.  I should take you out in a dress somewhere to prove it.  Your panties would be so full of come it would probably show through the dress.”

Richard blushed because he couldn’t disagree with her embarrassing portrayal of him.  It would be exciting to have all these eyes on him, watching him, wondering.  That is why they were doing this after all.  Hadn’t his wife said:  “I want you to be mistaken for a woman” when this all started?  Hadn’t that turned him on?  Wasn’t one of his favorite fantasies when they played being mistaken for a woman and having to decide how to handle it?  Still, this was not going to be easy.  He swallowed hard, neither agreeing nor disagreeing.

A few days later, she bought him the jeans.

The loafers were women’s loafers too.  These were very close to men’s loafers with two subtle differences.  First, the soles were thicker.  They weren’t quite platform shoes, but the soles were at least twice as thick as they were on men’s loafers.  Secondly, these had slightly taller heels.  If the heels on men’s loafer are half an inch, these were a little over three-quarter of an inch.  These differences didn’t scream “women’s” but they weren’t comfortable men’s either; they left an impression of being something in between.  Combined with the short, cuffed jeans which showed off too much ankle and enhanced his femininely-round rear, there was something off about his shape which caught people’s eye.

Each such catch caused a surge in his panties.

The bigger problem though was the tight shirt Stephanie made him wear.  This was a t-shirt made of ribbed material almost appearing like horizontal stripes the whole way down his shirt.  The shirt was tight and the material stretchy, so it highlighted his shape rather than covering it.  In the past, that hadn’t been a problem.  But now it was, now that he was growing breasts.  Indeed, his breasts visibly jiggled through the shirt when he walked.  And from the side, he appeared to have an ambiguously feminine shape with rolling hills where plains should have been.  When his nipples popped up, as now, it was even more embarrassing.  He felt as if they were on display in this shirt and he constantly found himself covering his breasts with his arms as a blush played across his face.

This was embarrassing.  But highly erotic too.

“We need some of this,” said Stephanie.  She pulled a can from the shelf and set it in the cart.  As she did, a woman in shorts walked past.  She had been watching the shelf to her side as she passed, but she kept sneaking glimpses at Richard.  He could tell she was looking him over, trying to decide what he was and what he was wearing.  At the last second, he saw a tiny smirk appeared upon her lips before she turned back to the shelves and walked past.  She had decided.

Richard would remember that smirk for years.

They kept shopping.  This type of thing kept repeating itself.  By the time they were finished and in the car once more, Richard was burning with horniness.  Stephanie was giggly.  She had enjoyed their trip.  Richard told himself he didn’t but maybe he did.

“Did you see their faces?” asked Stephanie.

“Who?”

“The two women who were checking you out.  They followed us down two aisles just to look you over,” she laughed.

Richard recalled the women.  They were quite beautiful actually.  In the past, he would have been quite thrilled to be looked over by two such women; it would have swelled his pride.  Today, it made him anything but confident.  To the contrary, this was embarrassing.  But in that embarrassment, he found the intense thrill which he was chasing.  This was why he had agreed to his wife’s desire to transform him into a half-woman, half-man sissy.  There was only one problem:  he couldn’t satisfy the horniness he had generated.

“I know you want to shrink my thing,” said Richard hesitantly.

Stephanie raised an eyebrow.

“So I know you don’t want to let me out of the thing.”  He paused.  “But after that, do you think you could— I mean—”

Stephanie smiled to herself.  How it must be crushing his ego to ask his wife to let him come!  She never thought she would see the day when he basically begged her to let him come.  This was an amazing step, she thought.  She felt a quiver down below and her pussy became wet.  She was powerful.

“Go on,” she said.

Richard blushed deeply.  “I mean, could you, uh, unlock me for a bit?”

“To do what, darling?” she asked innocently.

Richard trembled.  His hands shook.  This was so difficult.  “To— uh, come.”

“You want to come?”  She sounded almost surprised.

He nodded sheepishly.

“Those women looking you over and laughing at you made you horny and you want to come, is that it?”  Her tone was pleasant and friendly, which almost made it harder for him to take.  How could she be so understanding about her own husband, a man, being so submissive?

He nodded again.

“Say it, darling.  Ask me?”

“Would you let me come?” he asked softly.

Stephanie smiled and patted him on the knee.  Then she smirked.  “Take off your pants.”

Richard’s eyebrow went up.  “My pants?”

“Yes, take them off.”

“Here?”

“And your panties.  Both off.”

Richard hesitated.  It seemed risky, to say the least, to remove his pants and panties in the car.  Other people might see him!  “Are you sure?”

“Do you want to come or not?”

It took Richard less than a second to decide.  He glanced around nervously, checking to make sure no one in a larger car was passing by and could look down into their car before unbuttoning his jeans and pushing them down his thighs.  They bunched up around his ankle.

“All the way off,” said Stephanie.

Richard bent forward and worked the jeans off his feet.  Then he did the same with his panties, pulling those down and pulling them off.  He suddenly felt so very naughty sitting naked from the waist down in the car.

A moment later, Stephanie stopped at a red light.  When she did, she grabbed her purse and opened it.  From it, she pulled the key to the device.  She handed that to Richard, who opened the lock and handed the key back to his wife.  He then pulled the device from his penis.  It immediately sprang into action, memories of the woman’s smirk burning an erotic hole in his mind.  His heart was racing.  He started to reach for his stiff penis.

“Uh uh, not yet,” said Stephanie.

Richard looked up nervously.

“Move your rear forward a bit and lean back.”

Richard did.  This freed his penis from his posture slightly and let is stand free and hard in his lap, in effect mimicking a lying-down posture rather than a sitting posture.  She then ordered him to put his hands upon the arm rests and not move... not to touch his penis.

“If your arms come off, we stop.  If you try to touch yourself, I’m locking you back up.  I’ll let you come, but it’s going to be under my strict control, do you understand, Richard?”

Richard nodded his head.  This was an exciting twist.  His chest was heaving with his heavy breaths.  His stiff penis throbbed in his lap.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

The light turned green.  Stephanie pressed the gas and the car started moving.  Stephanie watched the road, seemingly ignoring her husband’s erection.  Richard waited tensely.  His penis was so hard.  His mind was turning over the thrills he had experienced in the store:  the embarrassment of how he was dressed, the smirk of the woman, the sound of the heels of the two women following him and their titters from a distance.  His penis throbbed.  He couldn’t wait to come.  He needed to come.  And now his penis was free.  He was ready to come.

And yet, his wife did nothing.

Richard felt his hands start to move toward his penis, but he took a deep breath and reminded himself he could not do this.  He stayed his hands with great effort and continued watching tensely.

A mile or so later, Stephanie turned the wheel to follow the curvature of the road.  As she did, she slipped one hand over to her husband’s lap and she ran her fingers along his thigh, near his penis but not touching it.  Richard’s penis surged in his lap.  His chest heaved.  But then she pulled her hand away again to adjust the wheel.

His horniness grew.

It took another mile before Stephanie reached over again, again tickling his thigh with her fingertips but not touching his penis.  Richard was going wild by this point.  His penis was throbbing, his chest heaving, and his horniness blowing up.  His whole body was electric as he waited for his wife to touch his penis.  He wanted to demand that she touch him, but he knew better.

Suddenly, she touched his penis.  It was just barely a touch.  Her fingers brushing it with the lightest possible glance as she pulled them away, but it was a touch and it made him wild!  Richard’s penis surged like it would explode.  He felt a pumping action in his balls.  His penis thrust up after her retreating fingers, but nothing came of it.  His penis stood there, still primed, trembling with excitement.

“Please stroke me,” he thought anxiously.

They went another mile.  Still nothing happened.  Stephanie then turned the wheel to take them down a new street.  As she did, she gave his penis another touch.  This time her hand traveled down his shaft, her fingers barely touching his flesh, and then she gave him a light stroke before pulling her fingers away once more.

Richard’s heart was racing.  His penis was straining.

“Your new jeans fit really nicely,” said Stephanie.

“They’re too short though.”  He wasn’t really worried about the jeans though; he was focused entirely on his penis and hoping his wife would return her hand to it.  Her teasing touch had doubled his erotic tension.

“That’s the fashion for women, darling.”

“Not for men.”

Stephanie smirked.  “That’s the point, dear.”  She turned the wheel once more before sliding her hand back upon his thigh, again not touching his penis.

Richard sucked in a short breath.  He felt like he was going to explode.

“We definitely need to get you a bra,” she said, giving his penis another teasingly light stroke.

Richard sucked in another short breath and wasn’t able to answer for a moment.  Each stroke, each touch of her hand was like adding energy to a battery that was already full.  He could almost imagine an arc of electricity streaking from it to her hand.  “Why— why a bra?” he asked when he could speak again.  His penis was so tense it felt like it was trying to burst free.

“Didn’t you notice?”

“N— notice what?”

Stephanie slipped her fingers upon his penis again, withdrawing them almost immediately, before circling back and wrapping her fingers loosely around his shaft.  She now stroked him several times.  “First off, your chest jiggles like jello on a road full of potholes when you walk.”

All the color left Richard’s face.  “It does?”  He was breathing hard.

She kept stroking.  “Constantly.  And your nipples—”

“What about my nipples?”

Stephanie laughed and let go of his penis to turn the wheel.  Richard almost grabbed his penis himself to finish himself off.  It took tremendous effort to resist that urge.

“They’re always hard these days, and they look so big through your shirt.  It’s almost embarrassing,” chuckled Stephanie.  But of course, that was what she wanted.  Indeed, her panties were quite damp from their shopping trip.  “Speaking of being hard.”  She grabbed his penis and stroked him again.  He could feel a rhythm building deep within.  He was going to come like a fountain.

And then she pulled her hand way again to steer.

Richard’s brain felt like it was shorting out.  He was desperate to come before, but now it was an absolute need.  His wife had brought him to an edge where he could barely keep his arms away anymore.  It was intense.

“Are you ready to come?” she asked putting her hand upon his thigh.

Richard’s entire body throbbed.

“Am I ready?!” he thought.  Was she insane?!  He was surprised he hadn’t come yet!  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said with barely contained desperation.  His whole body trembled.

“Then let’s go inside.”

Richard looked up.  To his surprise, Stephanie had stopped in their driveway.  He hadn’t even noticed when she pulled up their street because he was so focused on his penis.

Stephanie opened the garage and they pulled inside.

—o—

Richard assumed they were headed to the bedroom.  They weren’t.  Stephanie led him to the living room, where she dropped down into the recliner, throwing one leg over the recliner’s wide, rounded arm.  Her loose summer dress spread wide, but did not show her panties.  She popped the white cork wedge off her foot and let it dangle from her toes.  Her other foot rested on the ground; she lifted her toes in the air and wiggled her foot as it balanced on its cork heel.

“Strip,” she commanded.

Richard looked down.  There wasn’t much left to strip off, but he did.  He kicked off the loafers, exposing his painted toenails – they were white today – and pulled off the tight t-shirt.

His nipples were hard.  His chest jiggly.

Stephanie pointed to the floor before her.

Richard kneeled down before his wife.  His penis was super erect right now, yearning for her to make it come.  His heart was racing.  His breathing labored.  He was very, very excited.

Stephanie swung her leg from the recliner arm back over her knee, letting her leg swing and her wedge dangle from her toes.  Its tip hung a mere foot from her husband’s face, which turned him on even more.  There was something casual and yet confident in her motions.  She was a woman in control.

“I’m going to let you come,” said Stephanie.  “But there’s a problem.”

“What problem?” asked Richard cautiously.

Stephanie smirked evilly.  “With your dick shrinking, I’m not sure it’s worth my time anymore.  Too small, you understand.”

Richard’s jaw dropped.  His dick was too small?  But she was making it smaller!

“I—”

“You can’t blame me, Richard.  A woman must have her standards.”

Richard was stunned.  Was she serious?  His wife wasn’t going to play with his dick anymore?  It was too small?  He felt utterly emasculated suddenly, a feeling that swept through him and caused him to embarrassingly release pre-come.  The tip of his penis now glistened with it.

“But honey—”

“Oh Richard, don’t be such a sissy about it.  We’ll still find ways you can satisfy me.  After all, we’re planning to shrink it to a nub, did you really think I could still let you put it inside me at that point?  What would be the point in that?  No, darling, your dick will be useless to me.”  She laughed.

Richard was shocked.

Then suddenly, she smirked.

“Of course, I suppose I might let you inside me when it’s small enough just to see how it feels... a novelty,” she said as if making an enormous concession.  “In the meantime though—”  She didn’t finish the thought.  “We’ll see.  We can always just be girlfriends.”

Richard was stunned.  His dick: a novelty?  Girlfriends?

Her evil smirk returned.  “You’ll just have to trust me.”

And that was what lit Richard’s fire.

His wife had in a clever sort of way introduced a new danger to their little game.  This danger wasn’t of discovery.  It ran deeper than that.  This was the danger of loss.  If he let his wife shrink his dick further, no women would ever want to be with him again.  He would literally be trapping himself with her – not that either thought of abandoning the other, but it was true, she would be his only source of potential pleasure.  But she had now suggested the idea of losing interest in his penis if it kept getting smaller.  Indeed, she had made no guarantee that she would respect his sacrifice.  What she had done instead was ask for faith.  It was the same faith she asked of him that she would not lose interest upon seeing him in a dress or that she would decide to unlock him from the device, only much stronger.  It was the difference between a date and a wedding.  Would he have faith that she would be there for him regardless of what happened?

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Stephanie smiled – the truth was, the idea of riding his shrunken penis thrilled her beyond words; she was toying with him though.  She moved her foot forward now and bounced his balls upon the top of her shoe.  “So you want to come, do you?”

Richard nodded.

“You don’t just want to go back into your little device?”

Richard shook his head.  He thought of the two women who had followed him down the aisle.  He could hear their high heels echoing off the grocery store floor.  He could hear their whispered conversations and their tittering.  He could see the woman trying to appear as if she was shopping even as she struggled to pull her eyes off all the hints of emasculation he displayed.  He saw his chest jiggling in the mirror.  His saw the girly jeans lifting his rear into a classic feminine heart shape.  He saw his ankles showing beneath his cuffed pants, the feminine sole on the loafers.  And then he saw his wife, his wife with her wedge-heeled shoe dangling near his chest, as she so casually told him she was shrinking him away into a eunuch and she could make no promises she would ever touch his penis again.

He needed to come.

“Please let me come, Ma’am,” he said.

Stephanie flushed with wetness and felt a tiny tremor deep within.  She raised her foot and brushed the tops of her toes against the side of his face.  It was a gentle motion, but a dominant motion too.

“Go ahead and masturbate,” she said.

Richard felt a sharp pang of embarrassment pass through him at her words.  The idea of masturbating was shameful enough, but the idea of his wife watching him masturbate was even far more intense – this was something he had never done before.  Still, he never doubted he would do it.  He needed this.

Without another word, Richard slipped his hand upon his penis and started stroking.  Stephanie watched in utter fascination.  She’d never seen anyone else masturbate before, much less her husband.  Watching this intimate act was incredibly arousing.

Richard’s fingers tightened their grip.  He started moving his hand up along his shaft.  It didn’t feel smaller or less firm, but he knew from the measurements that it was.  And who knows what the hormones were doing to it?  He’d looked that up once and could barely finish reading:  softness, inability to get an erection, shrinking, thinning, shriveled balls, impotence.  The idea was terrifying, yet oddly exciting.  He didn’t understand why, but it was.

He stroked faster now.

Richard closed his eyes.  It was too difficult to keep them open with his wife watching this personal shame.  Despite everything else, that was too much.  It felt as if she was looking into his very being.

He stroked faster yet.  Everything was starting to throb inside him.

Now he felt something on his cheek.  His wife had run her foot up to his face once more.  She was still wearing her shoe.  She was rubbing to tip of her shoe and her toes along his cheek.  He could smell the shoe’s aroma of leather and sweat, an unmistakable feminine musk.

His penis throbbed.  A rhythm was building.  It hadn’t taken long because he was already so on edge from his wife’s teasing in the car.  In fact, he was surprised he didn’t blow almost the moment he touched his trembling penis.

He stroked.   Up.  Down.  Back.  Forth.  Pull.  Push.

His penis was throbbing in a rhythm, a rhythm he knew so well.

“Tell me something new, darling,” said Stephanie suddenly.  As she asked, she brushed the tops of her toes softly against his cheek as if they were fingers gently stroking his cheek.

“Something new?” asked Richard through sharp breaths.

“Something you want to do.”

“Like what?”

“Something you want me to do to you.  Something we haven’t done yet,” said Stephanie.  She moved her foot before his lips.  “Kiss my toes.”

Richard opened his eyes and saw his wife’s toes.  They were so close he could see every detail, every perfection and imperfection of their pedicure.  He could see the stitching of the leather as the straps crossed over her toes and the broken detail of the cork.  Her feet excited him.  Her toes excited him.  He kissed them.

“Good boy,” said Stephanie.

She then lowered her foot to the floor next to the other and leaned forward.  She was smiling excitedly.  Her eyes locked onto his eyes.  It felt so dominant and he could not free his eyes.

“Now tell me something you want me to do,” she said.  “Something juicy.”

Richard’s stroking had slowed just a little, but the rhythm remained strong.  He knew he would come soon.  He also knew his wife meant for him to tell her what he wanted before he came.  His heart raced, not only from the stroking but also from her exciting demand.  For indeed, there were things that tickled his fancy, dark little thoughts he had at night, fantasies best never revealed, and here was his chance to reveal them, to share even more of himself with his wife, his lover, his owner.  This was his moment to push everything forward.  He trembled at the idea.  What would he say?  There were so many things?

Then it hit him.

One idea in particular excited him.  It had been there the whole time, unspoken but implicit in all their fantasies.  It seemed something they had oft discussed and yet agreed without agreeing would never happen.  He wanted it.

He started stroking faster.

“I want—”

It was hard to speak, his breathing was heavy.  His penis throbbed like a pump, thrusting, pulling, thrusting, pulling.  His chest heaved.  He was oh so close to coming.  He might not even be able to hold it back, he realized.  It was time to speak.  He opened his mouth, but the words would not come.  Could he tell her what he wanted?  He wasn’t sure.

Suddenly, everything froze.  It felt as if everything inside him just stopped.  Then it all pulled back as his muscles coiled tightly.  The explosion was here.  He could not stop it.  He needed to speak now or never.

“I want you to expose me to someone,” he gasped.

And then he exploded.  He felt every single muscle on the way too, the benefit of being denied so long.  It was an exquisite explosion.  And when it stopped, he laughed.  It felt so amazing.  His tension released.  What’s more, he had told his wife what he wanted.  He looked up at his wife.  He loved this woman.  And now she had another idea.


Chapter Five: “An Announcement”

—o—

Richard watched the waiter’s eyes.  They kept dipping back to Richard’s shoulder.  Did he see the strap?  The bra was beige and should not have shown through his blue dress shirt.  And yet, the waiter kept looking.  He must see something!  His eyes even drifted down to Richard’s chest at times too, a chest that embarrassingly projected out more than it should have thanks to Stephanie’s love of tight shirts on her husband.

“He must know,” thought Richard nervously.

“What else can I get you?” asked the waiter, his eyes returning to Stephanie.

Stephanie looked so pretty in a tan and white summer dress and mid-heeled nude sandals.  Her brown designer purse was slung over the back of her chair.  She brushed back a few loose strands of hair and glanced at the menu.  As she did, her foot reached out and rubbed against Richard’s leg under the table, brushing his slacks and making his penis attempt to swell.

It failed.

Richard was in the new device now and it gave no room for growth.  In fact, this device was so snug that it was the first time the device felt uncomfortably tight.  Well, not “uncomfortable” perhaps but “noticeable.”  This device was small enough that it fit so snuggly around his penis and applied such pressure that he was constantly aware he was wearing it.  In fact, the whole device was not quite as long as his wife’s pinky finger, if that, nor as thick.  It was almost amazing his manhood fit inside.  And it allowed no expansion of his penis at all in any direction.

“It’s so small,” Stephanie had laughed when she saw how snugly it fit.  She played with his penis to cause it to grow, but it couldn’t grow even a millimeter.  “It’s like you don’t even have a penis at all!”

Richard had withered and become horny.

“I’ll have the meatballs,” said Stephanie now to the waiter.

“We have excellent meatballs.”

“I love a man with good balls,” said Stephanie slyly with a snicker.  She winked at Richard.

The waiter blushed.  He started to turn to Richard.  “What can I get you, sir?”

“My husband will have a spinach salad,” said Stephanie.

The waiter froze mid-turn.  He turned back to Stephanie.  His eyes spoke volumes.  They said he was now figuring out what kind of man let his wife speak for him and he was combining that with his suspicions about the strap he thought he saw on Richard’s shoulder to come up with a better picture of Richard’s position vis-à-vis Stephanie.  His blushed again.

“Yes, Ma’am.  Anything else for the gentleman?” asked the waiter of Stephanie with a hint of superiority.

“No, he’s on a diet.”

The waiter smirked rather than smiled.  Then he excused himself to get the drinks.

Richard stared at his wife.  She had emasculated him to the waiter.  He didn’t know she would do that either.  It had come as a surprise, as her little surprises often did. Part of him wanted to complain that she had humiliated him, ordering for him, or that making him wear the bra had exposed him to the waiter.  Both made him burn with shame and he wanted to protest.  But the truth was, it had aroused him.  It had taken his breath and put him on edge in a way which made his penis throb, though flaccid, and which fired his soul.  This was why he loved her, because she did these things he never had the courage to do himself, but which filled his soul and became intensely erotic memories he would never forget.

He melted in his chair.

“I wanted to talk to you about something,” said Stephanie and she picked up her water and sipped it, leaving a lipstick print upon her glass.  Her lips were so pretty and full and soft and moist.  Richard loved kissing her.

He nodded his head.

“You told me long ago I could have a woman,” she said.

Richard perked up.  He had indeed made that promise.  He’d made that promise before they married and renewed it when he first agreed to become her sissy.  He knew Stephanie liked women as well as men – she’d had a girlfriend in college – and he had never felt threatened by the idea.  To the contrary, he found the idea of his wife with another woman to be exciting.  So of course he said she could bring another woman into the relationship.  The only thing was, when he imagined it at the time, he kind of imagined himself as some sort of king or sultan and the women as his harem, with both focused on him as the man.  That probably wasn’t how it would go now though.  Indeed, it would be hard – nay, difficult – to be king without an erection.  He wasn’t sure how that would work.  Also, he realized it might be “complex” to let another person in on their secret.

Still, the idea appealed to him, especially in light of his desire to be exposed to another person.

He nodded cautiously.

“I’ve found someone I want,” said Stephanie.

The waiter returned in that moment with the drinks.  He set them down, one before Stephanie, one before Richard, before glancing at Richard’s shoulder once more with a smirk, clearly more certain this time of his suspicions.  “If you need anything else,” he said to Stephanie and then he left.

“Like I said, I’ve found someone I want,” continued Stephanie once the waiter left.  “I want Cassie.”

Richard’s jaw dropped.  He really couldn’t believe his ears.  Of all the women in the world, his wife had become interested in Cassie?  His assistant Cassie?  Pain in the rear Cassie?  The girl who gave him such trouble at work Cassie?  “Cassie?!”

“Yes, Cassie.”

“Cassie’s a pain!” he protested.

“She’s spunky, which is what I like.”

“Spunky?!” said Richard incredulously.  “She fights me on everything.  Everything!  She has her own ways to do everything.  She thinks she’s smarter than everyone else—”

“Like someone else I know,” teased Stephanie.

Richard blushed, but wasn’t deterred.  “Cassie never wants to do anything the way I want her to do it.  She’s not a team player.  She thinks she’s entitled to make management level decisions without experience.  She’s trying to go right over everyone else’s head—”

“But she’s right, isn’t she?”

Richard clenched his jaw.  He did have to admit that from time to time, Cassie had some good ideas... but that wasn’t how it was done.  She was his assistant, not his boss!  “When you’re young and you’re just out of school, you need to be seen and not heard, learn by listening, listen to the voice of experience, and most importantly of all, show deference to the boss—”

“Is that how you made it to the top, darling?” chuckled Stephanie.

Richard bit his lip.  It wasn’t.

“In fact, I seem to recall that you had a lot in common with Cassie when you were younger,” said Stephanie before adding with a smirk, “though her breasts are bigger than yours were at the time.”

Richard blushed deeply and ignored his wife’s words.  “The point is, Cassie is rash.  She acts without thinking.  She thinks without knowing.  She has no respect for the process.”

“You mean, for you, don’t you, Richard?”

“She’s my assistant.”

Stephanie smirked evilly.  “And you’re afraid what happens when she finds out about her boss.”

Richard felt an icy rush wash over him.  He swallowed hard.  He had a terrible image of Cassie standing over him as he kneeled before her in his office.  She was laughing.  He was shrinking.

“I just don’t think it’s a good idea,” said Richard evasively.

“Well, I find her interesting.”

“I don’t.”

“Well, it’s not up to you, darling.  You belong to me, remember?  When it’s the other way around, then you can tell me what to do.  Until then, I tell you.  And I’m telling you that I find Cassie exciting and we agreed I could have a girlfriend.  So I’m going to go out with her.”

“How you even know she’s interested in you?” demanded Richard.

“She is.”

“How do you know?”

“Women have a way of knowing.”  Stephanie sipped her drink.  It was strong, but good.  She smiled slyly at her husband.  “You know, if this happens, you may need to obey her too one day.”

“Perish the thought,” said Richard sourly.

A few days later, Stephanie announced that she had a date.


Chapter Six: “First Date”

—o—

It was nearly midnight.

Stephanie came through the door.  Perhaps “stumbled” was the right word though.  She was smiling broadly, though her lipstick was smeared.  She looked like she had had a great time, but was now exhausted... and a little bit tipsy.  The taxi she took home was driving away behind her.

Richard met her at the door.

He was dressed as his wife had instructed him when she left.  He wore a fire-red bra, fire-red panties and strappy silver high-heeled sandals.  The heels on the sandals were nearly five-inches high with no platform.  These were difficult shoes wear, which excited her – she liked that they made him mince.  He looked so helpless when he minced!  His budding breasts rested in the B-cup bra’s cups, but didn’t fill them... yet.  It was close though.  His slightly long fingernails – long enough that some women might have noticed at the office, but no men had – were painted a dark brick red, as were his toenails.

Stephanie threw her arms around her husband’s neck.  They both stumbled slightly in their heels from her weight being added to his unexpectedly.  She giggled as she steadied herself in his arms.  As she did, Richard could smell her perfume mixed with that of another woman.  He could feel her body heat through her thin silver dress, her ample breasts pressing into him, her hands gripping his back.  She ran one hand through his hair, at the back of his head, as she thrust her lips onto his and kissed him deeply until both were gasping for air.

“Hi,” giggled Stephanie and she gave him another lightening quick kiss.

“Well, hello,” said Richard.

“I kept thinking about you tottering around in your little panties and your sandals.”  She giggled again.  Then she smiled coyly.  “Were you a good boy?  Did you clean everything like I asked?”

Richard blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“‘Ma’am,’ I like that.  It makes me wet to have a husband who calls me ‘Ma’am.’”  She kissed him again.  “You’re a good girl, Richard.”

“How was your evening?” he asked.

Part of Richard hoped his wife had had an amazing time; he did love her after all.  But part of him hoped she hadn’t had that good of a time; he didn’t really want Cassie involved with his wife – indeed, he couldn’t imagine how it would feel if this brash young woman found out about him.  His own assistant!  How embarrassing!

“Fabulous,” answered Stephanie.

Richard’s penis swelled at the thought of his wife on a “fabulous” date with another woman... with that woman.  “Did you dance?”

“For hours,” purred his wife.  She pulled away slightly.  “In fact, help me take off my shoes.  My feet are killing me!  Walking in heels is one thing, but dancing is quite another.”  She smirked at her husband, looking him up and down once more and taking in the panties and bra and sandals like a work of erotic art:  “I should take you dancing in heels.”

His penis throbbed even more.

Stephanie took her husband’s hand and led him to the living room.  He watched her tight silver calf-length dress sway as they went, her leg popping out the dress’s front slit up to her thigh, the way it hugged her curves.  She was very beautiful as she tapped along in her strappy silver high-heeled sandals.  He would have been hard as a rock if that had been possible.

“We kissed too, in case you were wondering,” said Stephanie.

Richard’s penis swelled.  Jealousy filled his very being.  “Did you?”

“Uh huh,” she said coyly.

Richard turned bright red.  His jealousy grew.

“Do you want to know how it was?”

Richard burned with curiosity and an erotic embarrassment.  Was his wife really going to tell him how she kissed another woman?  He should be humiliated, he thought.  Why wasn’t he?

“No answer?” giggled Stephanie.

Richard blushed, but couldn’t answer.

They reached the living room.  Stephanie sat down in the recliner.  She pointed to the floor before her; she wanted him to kneel.  Richard’s penis throbbed.  When his wife was tipsy, her control was often the strongest and the most playful and she often exaggerated her commands and demands; Richard loved that.

Richard kneeled before his wife.

Stephanie lifted one leg and placed her foot against his chest.  He could feel the pressure of her leather sole and the sharp tip of her heel against his skin.  It made him feel small that his wife could treat him in this manner and smaller that she knew it turned him on, but that only added to his excitement.

Richard glanced down enviously at his wife’s toes sticking out the front of her high-heeled sandal.  The shoe was silver with a series of straps over the toes and an ankle strap.  Its stiletto heel was around four inches high.  His wife’s toenails were painted red; he had done that himself the prior night.  He wanted to kiss them so badly, but he knew better than to do it without permission.

Stephanie giggled.  She could see the longing in his eyes.  “You want to lick my toes, don’t you?” she chuckled.

Richard blushed and his penis throbbed.

“All you have to do is ask, my little toe sucking sissy,” she added tantalizingly.

Richard blushed even deeper and his penis throbbed even harder.  He wanted to suck her toes, that was true, but asking remained a problem.  He could never get himself to ask for the most submissive things; it stung his ego too much even though he wanted to do it.

“Take off my shoe,” said Stephanie.

Richard slipped his fingers onto the shoe’s ankle strap and unbuckled the strap.  He pulled the thin strap clear of the buckle.  Then he took the shoe firmly in hand from beneath, slipping his other hand around her heel and slowly pulling the shoe from her foot.  When the shoe was clear she raised her foot to his lips and traced his lips with her big toe.  His penis was pounding now as blood tried to make his penis rise, but found no path to success.  She then ran her toes down his chest between his budding, bra-enhanced cleavage, down his belly to his panties.  Here she traced the device, where its outline bulged out the panties.

“It’s too bad you’re locked away.  I could use your little toy right now,” she said with an exaggerated sigh, “but it won’t get smaller if we let it out too much, will it?  And we definitely want it to get smaller.”  She pressed her toes against his balls.  “Don’t we, Richard?”

Richard’s whole body trembled.  He knew what she was doing.  She wanted him to admit he wanted his penis shrunk.  She knew he struggled to admit this because his ego refused to let go of being “a real man.”  That was why he resisted being feminized, even as she knew he loved it.  Making him admit it was like erotic torture and she loved the elation his surrender eventually brought them both.

She toyed with his balls with her foot.  “Go on,” she said.  “Tell me the truth.”

Richard squirmed.  His heart raced.  He opened his mouth to speak, but couldn’t get the words out.

Stephanie leaned toward his ear.  “You can tell me, darling.”

Richard opened his mouth once more.  It was so dry.

“Don’t worry, darling.  I’ll keep it just between us girls.”

Richard felt something weak creep down his spine.  His strength seemed to fold.  “Y— yes, Ma’am,” he said through dry lips.

She smirked triumphantly.  It had been a good night.


Chapter Seven: “An Announcement”

—o—

Richard stood before the mirror.  Stephanie was away with friends having lunch.  Richard wore a long pink skirt and tall white high-heeled slides with chunky heels.  Above, he wore a white sweater.  The skirt was tight, but a rear vent made walking easier.  Stephanie called this his “Barbie outfit.”  When he wasn’t in his maid uniform doing chores, she liked him to dress femininely; he liked it too as it made him feel “kept.”  The Barbie outfit was one of her favorites.

“I can’t believe she’s dating Cassie,” he told his reflection.

Richard twisted his lips.  The idea his wife was attracted to Cassie stung.  Any other woman would have been amazing, but not her.  She seemed to challenge his manhood and that made his ego swell into action.  Besides, she was his assistant!  The idea that Cassie was getting to emasculate him was torture.  Even seeing her eyes at work, knowing she was thinking how she was “secretly” making love to his wife made his skin crawl with shame.  Why did that turn him on so?

He sighed.

“What if she tells her?” he wondered.

Richard shuddered before losing himself in his image.  He had changed so much since they began.  He looked so feminine now.

Richard slipped his hands under the bottom of his sweater and pulled it over his head, being careful not to smear the bright pink lipstick his wife made him wear with the Barbie outfit.  Beneath the sweater, he wore a hot-pink bra.  He laid the soft white sweater over a nearby chair and returned to the mirror.

He ran his fingers over the bra.

The tissue on his chest – his breasts – almost filled the bra.  The bra was a B-cup bra Stephanie had bought him recently.  It enhanced his feminine image tremendously.  Indeed, the bra was padded which made what he had appear larger.  It was also tight and held everything up, pushing it all together, creating a small valley of feminine cleavage.  If someone didn’t know he was a man, his breasts could plausibly pass for a woman’s in this bra.

No one would think his was the chest of a man.

Of course, his nipples were large enough to make passing easier too.  Ever since his wife had started stretching his nipples every day, they had gotten longer and wider, a process that had accelerated once he started taking his wife’s hormone pills.  He never would have guessed simple birth control pills could give a man breasts and other feminine curves, but he had the budding breasts and the increasingly-bouncy butt to prove it.

He cupped his breasts through the bra and pushed them together increasing the cleavage.

“They’re so feminine,” he said.

He was mesmerized by the sight.  Indeed, the feeling he was growing breasts was unbelievable naughty.  It made him hard as a rock... or would have if his penis wasn’t squeezed tightly into a tube to shrink it.

“I wish I could masturbate,” he said.

Richard reached behind his back now and unhooked his bra.  He felt its pressure release against his breast and his breasts seemingly fall forward once the tension of the bra gave way.  He pulled the bra away and let his chest settle.  He looked up into the mirror.  From the front, his breasts didn’t look that big, though they did look like breasts.  In fact, they had reached the point where the tissue was starting to be pulled downward by gravity, shifting their shape from mounds into small globes.  There was enough tissue too that the breasts themselves were visible as separate from the chest itself.  They could no longer go unnoticed.  From the side though, they were truly noticeable.  Indeed, from the side, they were unmistakable.  Even in the sweater, they were unmistakable from the side.

Richard touched his naked breasts.

His chest was hairless.

His hand slid over the soft, sensitive tissue.  A warm, soft sensation followed his fingers as he spread them over the breasts.  Then he cupped them from the bottom and held up the tissue.  They weren’t heavy, but they were substantial... they were real.  The tissue filled his fingers too.

He had breasts.  There was no denying it.

“What would Cassie say if she knew?” he asked himself.

A ticklish shudder ran down his spine.  What will she say when she knows?

The idea twisted his stomach nervously.  She would embarrass him, he knew that.  In fact, he didn’t see how she couldn’t.  They had butted heads enough she would need to show off her newfound power over him.  The idea shook him.  So far, no one but his wife knew about this, and his wife, for all the games she played, never went too far.  Cassie... Cassie wasn’t like that.  She was petulant.  She would want to rub it in.  Besides, she was his assistant; what assistant didn’t dream of becoming the boss?

Would she tell everyone, he wondered? 

The idea was instantly terrifying.

He suddenly saw himself at work.  He was standing next to his wife.  Cassie stood behind him with her arms folded, a smug look upon her pretty face – he had seen that smug look from time to time when she pointed out that he had made some mistake.  The employees were assembled.  Stephanie had gathered them to address the rumor spreading fast.  It was true, indeed, she told them:  Richard is a sissy.  Since everyone knows, there’s no reason to hide it anymore.  He would now dress the part.  He would act the part too.  Stephanie was demoting him to secretary and he would be taking orders from everyone.

“Please feel free to order our little office sissy around as you see fit,” he imagined his wife saying.

As he imagined this, his fingers found his nipple and began pinching it and tugging on it.  Each pinch of his sensitive nipple made him suck for air and sent a painful jolt through his chest, where it mixed with pleasure.

He saw the staff giggle at their emasculated boss.

Suddenly, he stood before them in the Barbie outfit.  His heart raced.  His penis was throbbing.  Tugging on his nipples was making it worse.  His breathing became jagged.

“Richard will now be called ‘Tina’,” he heard Stephanie say.

He tingled all over at this thought.  Richard didn’t know why, but being called “Tina” turned him on.  He had not told that to his wife.  Somehow, it seemed too private to share.  One day, he might tell her, he thought, but for now, this was known only in his mind.

“Tina,” he said almost reverently.

Richard now bent down slightly to pull up his pink skirt so he could slip his hand beneath it.  When he got the hem to near his crotch, he slipped his hand beneath and found his penis inside his pink panties.  He slid his fingers behind his balls.  He spread his legs in the heels.  Then he started vibrating his balls with his fingers in a simulation of masturbation.

His breathing got harder.

“Cassie will be his immediate boss,” he imagined Stephanie saying.

Richard clenched his jaw.  His muscles tensed.  He tugged hard on his nipple and pinched it as hard as he could.  His other hand shook like a machine, sending his balls bouncing like mad.

“Tina will obey Cassie!” laughed his wife.

Suddenly, to Richard’s great surprise, come came dribbling out of his penis into the device as if he were peeing.  There was a lot too.  A lot had been saved up.  Somehow, he had masturbated himself until he came.  There was only one problem though – well two.  The second problem was that his panties and dress were now coated with his come.  The bigger problem though was that while he managed to come, he got no actual release out of it.  It didn’t explode, it poured out.  So he got no relief.  To the contrary, his tension grew.

In fact, as Richard’s horniness grew, Richard realized that if his wife knew about this, it would make an effective punishment.  It was all tantalization and no satisfaction.  It was like being allowed to smell and even chew food, but somehow not taste it and not swallow it.  If his wife found out, this could be bad.

He knew he would tell her though.

—o—

As Richard debated whether or not to tell his wife what he had done, he changed out of his panties and his skirt and washed himself.  Embarrassingly, his nipples stayed hard the whole time.

This was starting to happen a lot lately.  For some reason, as his nipples and breasts grew, his nipples got erect more and stayed erect more.  What’s more, they had become incredibly sensitive.  He first noticed this one day in the shower.  As the soft, warm water luxuriously poured over him, his nipples rose.  At first, this felt odd or out of place – like something was broken.  Indeed, his nipples felt prickly when they were erect.  But they were also erotically charged, so he toyed with them in the shower.  When he got out to dry himself off, he expected they would go flat again.

They didn’t.

Instead, they stayed erect, no matter what he tried.  He finally realized he needed to dress for work, so he slipped into a silky dress shirt.  As he did, however, his chest felt like there was something irritating inside his shirt which kept catching on his nipples.  It turned out it was just the seemingly-soft material rubbing against his erect nipples with a feeling a bit like sandpaper.

He soon learned that he needed to wear bras to avoid the prickly sensation.  In fact, he quickly saw going without one as torture, and thus had rarely gone without a bra since that time.  That was why he wore a bra even when Stephanie was not home:  he needed it.

Richard now slipped into a new skirt and new panties, putting the others into the wash.  He then grabbed a new sweater from the closet too.  This one was a mohair sweater that could be rather rough on the inside.  He would need a bra for sure, he knew, to wear this.  So he grabbed one from his lingerie drawer.  As he started to line the bra up with his chest, he recalled the prickly feeling.

A knowing smile crossed his lips.

He hesitated.

Then the smile grew bigger and he blushed.

He put the bra back and pulled the rough sweater over his torso.  A moment later, he was off to do some chores.


Chapter Eight: “Telling Her”

—o—

The next few weeks were odd for Richard at work.

His wife had been dating Cassie fairly steadily during that period.  Each time, Stephanie went out for dinner or dancing or even just went shopping with Cassie as Richard stayed home and played the sissy cuckold(ress)(?) by cleaning the house in panties, a bra and heels.  Obviously, he could have taken those things off.  He could have slipped out of the heels, for example, or covered the panties with his pants from work or just gone naked, but he didn’t want to.  The idea that his wife was out fooling around with another women as he stayed home was incredibly arousing and he wasn’t going to lose a moment of it.  It aroused him to be the dirty secret, just as it aroused him to hear the details of her dates, and it aroused him to think that one day his wife might bring her home.

What made this time odd was work.

Despite the fact Cassie knew that he and Stephanie were married, Cassie never said anything about this relationship to Richard.  On the one hand, this was natural as Cassie did not know that Richard knew at this point.  Thus, she likely did not want to risk causing a problem.  But on the other hand, it made him feel foolish that he needed to let his assistant think she was doing this behind his back.  Adding to this feeling of being a fool, there were hints and those burned in Richard’s mind like wildfire.  A knowing smile here.  A slight blush there.  And these often came the day after some make-out session the night before.

At one point, Richard saw his wife and Cassie briefly touch hands as they passed in the hallway, a secret glancing touch of affection as they walked off in separate directions.  It made him very horny.

These things were exciting to Richard, but at the same time, he dreaded the idea that his wife and Cassie were getting closer.  Anyone but Cassie, he thought.  Things were about to get worse too.

—o—

Richard sat on the floor wearing a pair of pastel blue hipster panties and a simple B-cup bra in the same color.  His breasts filled the cups.  His nipples were hard.  The device made a bulge in his panties, but kept him small.  On his feet, Richard wore tall white strappy sandals.  His toenails were painted white to match.  His fingernails were glossy but clear as it was still the week and he did not paint his fingernails during the week.  His wife had put a bow in his hair.

Stephanie sat above her husband on the couch.  She wore red and white-striped panties and nothing else.  Her large, beautiful breasts hung without restraint from her chest.  Her nipples were erect.  Her legs were extended forward off the couch toward her husband.  One foot rested in his lap.  The other foot was in his hands.  He was painting her nails.  Her eyes traced the outline of the bulge the device made in his panties.  Seeing him locked up made her feel powerful. 

“I wish you got along better with Cassie,” said Stephanie.

“We get along fine,” said Richard dismissively.

“She says you’re unfair to her.”

Richard looked up into his wife’s face.  He held the polish brush away from her toes as he did so as not to accidentally paint something.  He was adding a lively bright red polish to her toenails.  The acrid smell of the polish filled the room.

“I’m not unfair.  I just didn’t let her tell me what to do.  She needs to learn she’s not the boss.  She needs to learn to respect the process.”

“By ‘process,’ you mean respect you.”

“Same thing.”

“Not when a boss has a closed mind,” said Stephanie, rolling her eyes.  “Honestly, Richard, for being such a submissive, you can be quite overbearing at work.  It’s time you took a lesson yourself and trusted the employees more.  They’re good people, especially Cassie.”

Richard returned to painting his wife’s nails.  He had already made the big toe bright red and now was working on the next toe.  She had such pretty toes, toes he had sucked many times.  He wondered if Cassie ever had.

Cassie.

The name set him off.  He didn’t know why.  It wasn’t that his wife was dating her.  The idea of a woman dating his wife was exciting, not upsetting.  There was just something about Cassie.  She seemed too sure of herself, so cocky.  Maybe it was because work was the last place his ego still felt like a man and she seemed to challenge that.  At the same time though, he knew there was a hint of sexual tension in this too as he knew he was actually quite attracted to Cassie.

He painted another nail.

“Either way, honey,” said Stephanie suddenly, “you better start figuring out how to get along with her.”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  “Why?” he asked suspiciously.

“I’m thinking of taking the next step.”

Richard’s jaw dropped.  “You can’t be serious!”

Stephanie blushed.  “I am.  She’s amazing.”

Richard was stunned.  His wife had tried a couple times with women, but never really taken to them in the end.  He was starting to think it would never happen.  Or, said more precisely, he was starting to think he would never get to be with two women.  The idea that she had found a woman who would join them was truly exciting.  If only it hadn’t been Cassie!

“Are you going to tell her about us?” he asked.

“Obviously.”

“But— she’ll know about me.”  His penis tried to grow at the thought.

“She needs to know, Richard, if I’m going to bring her home.”

“I could hide.  I could work late.”

Stephanie shot her husband a disapproving look.  “Richard, I’m not talking about a one-night stand.  I want her to be a part of this.”

“But what about work?”

“What about it?”

“She’s going to know about me.  That’s going to affect work,” said Richard nervously.  It was suddenly truly starting to sink in to him the significance of his wife’s decision.  He was Cassie’s boss at work, but now she would know about him.  What would that mean?  Could he still be her boss if she knew he was a submissive sissy at home?

“You mean, will you need to obey her?” asked Stephanie with a chuckle.

Richard blushed.  “Yes.”

“Embarrassed, are we?” asked Stephanie.  She now slipped her free foot deeper into her husband’s lap where she found his balls with her toes.  She bounced them upon her toes.  “Is my wittle husband worried big bad Cassie is going to be mean to him?”  Her mocking childish tone made Richard wither on the inside.  She laughed.  “Don’t worry, darling, it won’t be that bad.”

“Won’t be that bad?!  She’s like a petulant child!” exclaimed Richard.

“She’s actually very mature.  She’s a bright young woman.”

Richard shook his head.  “Maybe here, but I won’t obey her at work.”

Stephanie chuckled.  She could literally watch her husband’s manhood and strength escape him like the air from a balloon.  It was exciting to see him challenge her actually, she liked displaying her power.

“Yes, you will.”

Richard winced, though his penis throbbed like mad.

Stephanie moved her foot up his body to his chest, where she squeezed his breast tissue with her toes.  “You will obey her here and at work, just as you obey me, Richard,” she said firmly.

The idea of obeying Cassie at work sent a sharp erotic charge through Richard’s body; he wanted to object.

“Don’t worry, honey,” said Stephanie cutting him off.  “You’ll come to like her.  I can assure you of that.”  She smiled as she moved her foot higher and played with his lips with her toes, letting him kiss her toes deferentially.  “There might even be a little surprise in it for you too.”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  “What kind of surprise?”

“If she agrees, I might even let you out.”

His eyebrow went even higher.  Measuring day wasn’t for several weeks.  Getting out would be huge – no pun implied.  “Out out?” he asked.

She nodded.  “If you’re a good boy.”

A warm, soft feeling raced through Richard.  The idea of getting out always disarmed him and made him helpless before his wife.  He could deny her nothing when she made this promise.  Apparently, he would be meeting Cassie under new terms.

—o—

Cassie visibly suppressed a grin and blushed as she walked past Richard.  This was the third time this morning.  It was making Richard self-conscious... and making him throb.  He went to find his wife.  He found her in her office.

“What did you tell her about us?” asked Richard.

“Cassie?”

Richard nodded.

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “I told her the basics.  I didn’t want her being surprised when she got here tomorrow night.”

“The basics?”

Stephanie nodded.  “Uh huh.  I told her that you obey me.  I told her that you’ll be serving us.  I told you’ll be wearing a uniform.”

“What did she say about that?”

“She giggled.”

Richard felt the hot sting of shame... and his penis throbbed.  He knew Cassie would giggle.  Why wouldn’t she?  She had just found out that her domineering boss (though Richard disputed the charge) was secretly a sissy being ordered around by his wife while dressed in women’s clothes.  What woman wouldn’t giggle at that?  But the fact he was her boss, that he should have gotten her respect, made it all burn so much stronger.  In fact, it burned so strongly he would have needed to masturbate right then and there if he could have.  But he couldn’t.  So he grew hornier.

A little later, Richard was in the supply room looking for a new pencil.  He heard the sound of high heels behind him.  He turned and saw Cassie smirking smugly at him.  She wore a mid-length brown skirt, a black sweater and open-toed black pumps.  Richard noted that her toenails were red.  She folded her arms in a sort of superior, judgmental pose.  Richard began to tremble.

“I hear you’ll be there on Friday,” she said.

Richard blushed.  He swallowed hard.  His penis throbbed.  A helpless feeling trickled down his spine like warm honey.  “Y— yes.”

Cassie’s smirk sharpened.  “Wear something pretty,” she said with a giggle.

Then she waked off.

Richard stood there, unable to move, utterly helpless with a raging attempted-erection.  Friday was going to be interesting.


Chapter Nine: “Getting Ready”

—o—

Richard sat naked on the bed, apart from the device.  This was the fourth device now and it was visibly smaller than the others, appearing like an unnaturally small flaccid penis.  A bottle of nail polish and a nail file sat next to him.  His fingers were spread wide and he had placed pink dividers between his toes.  He blew upon his fingernails.  His nails were dry.  They were dark red and glossy.  They had been white before he painted them.

“I don’t think I’m ready for this,” said Richard nervously.

“You’re going to love it,” said Stephanie.

That was debatable, thought Richard.  Oh, he’d wanted to be exposed to another woman for some time now; the idea was exciting.  And he was super excited to see his wife with another woman.  Indeed, the idea of seeing his wife touch another woman sexually and be touched sexually was a fantasy come true.  But Cassie?  That made him so nervous.  He and Cassie just didn’t get along.  Besides, she was his assistant!  This could be very bad, he told himself.  How would this affect his position at work?  What if she told people?

“Are your nails dry?” asked Stephanie.

Richard nodded.

“Then it’s time to get dressed.”  Stephanie rose from her vanity and moved to her husband’s lingerie drawer as Richard climbed off the bed.  She pulled a pair of white panties from the drawer.  These were bikini panties with frilly backs.  They were very decorative.  “Your panties,” she giggled and she handed them to her husband.  “That’s a phrase not a lot of women ever say to their husbands.”

Richard blushed.  He slipped his feet into the panties and pulled them up his legs into place over his locked penis.  Their silky smooth material felt cold against his freshly shaved legs.

Stephanie then removed a white bra from the drawer.  The bra had low-cut cups, though they covered his nipples... just barely.  The bra had a stitched-in decorative pattern done in white.  Its cups were padded to protect his nipples and make his breasts appear larger, and it was designed to push the breasts together and upward to maximize the wearer’s cleavage.  Stephanie moved behind her husband and slipped the bra over his chest, latching it behind his back.  Richard felt it squeeze his breasts together, though not uncomfortably.

He now had deeper cleavage.

“Hmmm,” purred Stephanie.  She was getting excited.  “Cassie’s going to love these,” she giggled as she reached around and slipped her hands over her husband’s breasts from behind, squeezing them and brushing her fingers over the curves that made up the cleavage.  This made his nipples rise within the bra and caused his penis to swell as well.

“Are you going to show her?”

“I haven’t decided.  Either way, she’ll see through the uniform.”

A chill raced down Richard’s spine.

Stephanie returned to Richard’s lingerie drawer.  She pulled out a pair of black stockings.  She handed them to her husband, who sat down in his wife’s vanity chair, setting one on the vanity.  He curled the other stocking into a ball.  Then he raised his leg in a classically feminine move and slipped the ball over his pointed toes.  He slowly unrolled the ball as he pulled it up his shaved legs.  The stocking tickled his leg as he slipped it into place.  He then repeated that with the other stocking before rising.  His heart was beating as he saw himself in the mirror.  If it was possible, his panties would have looked like a circus tent right now.

“What else are you going to let her do?” he asked.

“I haven’t decided,” said Stephanie again.

Stephanie walked to the closet and grabbed a pair of black high-heeled sandals.  These sandals had one-inch thick straps that ran over the toes, a half-inch thick ankle strap and a thinner t-strap that ran from the toes to the ankle strap.  They had a one-inch thick platform and tall thick heels somewhere above five inches in total.  They were meant for the uniform and they would make Richard totter.

She handed them to her husband.

Richard sat down again, dropping the shoes to the floor.  He pointed his toes on his right foot and slipped them through the straps into the shoe.  Then he bent over and buckled the silver buckle, locking the shoe into place.  He then slipped his foot into the other shoe and closed that as well.  When he stood up, he found himself significantly taller, but also lacking the balance he had in male shoes.

He tottered his way over to the mirror.  The shoes sounded heavy as he walked because of the thick heels:  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!

Stephanie came up behind him and slipped her hands around his stomach.  She pulled him close before slipping one hand down inside his panties and grabbing his balls.  “So heavy,” she laughed.

“Are they?”

Stephanie nodded and kissed her husband on the shoulder, near his bra strap.  “The longer you go without coming, the heavier they get.  By the time we get near the next measuring day, I’ll be surprised if they aren’t dragging on the ground,” she chuckled.

Richard blushed.  “Well, there’s no way for anything to come out,” he said defensively.

Stephanie chuckled again.  “You leak all the time, darling.  And from what you told me, you can vibrate it all out.  Maybe I should let Cassie do that to you,” she giggled.

“Please don’t do that,” he moaned.

“We’ll see how well you behave,” she said ominously.

“What are you going to let her do?”  Richard’s tone was nervous.

“I told you:  I haven’t decided.  It will depend on what she wants to do,” said Stephanie.  She moved her hand from his stomach to his breasts and squeezed one of his breasts.  “Maybe she wants to play with these.”  Then she squeezed his balls inside the panties.  “Or these.”  Then she slid her hand along his body to his rear.  She ran her fingers along the ridge of his rear now before dipping her finger into the crevice and just barely breaking his seal.  “Or this.”

Richard tensed up as his wife’s small finger pressed into him.  It was only in a millimeter, but already there was an erotic tension radiating from his rear.  Then she pressed her finger inside, slowly, gently.  This caused incredible pressure as her finger made its way deeper.  This brought incredible pleasure too.  Indeed, his penis throbbed and now released some of his seed as pre-come.

“Are you going to let her?” he asked through difficult breaths.  His chest heaved.  His body was so tight as his wife’s finger fished around inside him.  He felt so vulnerable.

“If she wants,” she said and she kissed him on the neck.

“Are you going to let me come?”

Stephanie giggled.  “I told you: that’s up to her.  If you’re a good girl, she might let you.”

Richard blushed at the idea that his wife was going to let this petulant young woman – his assistant! – decide if he got to come.  He felt so small, so weak.

“Spread your legs, darling,” said Stephanie.

Richard complied, spreading his legs slightly and bending forward a little.  His wife pressed her finger a little deeper, wiggling it to send biting little waves of pleasure radiating through him.  His penis was throbbing now.

“You love this,” said Stephanie.  “I can tell.”

Richard shook his head.  It did indeed feel amazing, but he was a man and men didn’t like this, hence his ego wouldn’t let him admit this.  It was funny to him that his ego still kicked in to bother him at times.  Indeed, here he was, shaved completely, red polish on his nails, wearing panties and a bra and heels, breasts growing on his chest, and a shrunken penis locked away by his wife and yet her finger is what made him feel unmanly.  Unmanly!  It was random too.  Sometimes, wearing heels made him unmanly.  At other times, it was the panties.  Sometimes it was just obeying his wife.  He clearly struggled with all of this, and yet, it was so amazingly thrilling.  He didn’t understand it... but he loved it.

Stephanie pulled her finger from his rear, deflating her husband’s tension.  “Sit.”  She pointed to the vanity.

Richard dutifully tottered to the vanity as his wife washed her finger.  She then returned and picked up a lipstick.

“I was going to go with just a basic lipstick, but I decided I wanted to make a bigger first impression.  So we’re going to do a little more today.  Pucker up, darling,” said Stephanie.

Richard puckered his lips and his wife painted his lips red.

“Now close your eyes.”

Richard closed his eyes and his wife added eye shadow and mascara.  When Richard opened his eyes again, they were transformed into very alluring, feminine eyes.  He was shocked how feminine he looked.

“Do you know why I think you don’t like Cassie?” asked Stephanie.

“Because she’s disrespectful.”

Stephanie shook her head as she applied a hint of blush to her husband’s cheeks.  “No, I think you’re afraid.”

“Afraid?”

“I think you’ve always been afraid that she represents the end to your manhood.  She’s a powerful young woman who is ready to replace you as ‘the man’ and make you her little servant.  You sense that and it frightens you.  She’s too powerful for you.”

“She’s my assistant!”

“Power isn’t about titles.  It comes from within.  She has it.”

Richard wanted to deny it.  After all, wasn’t he letting his wife feminize him?  But something in her words seemed true.  Somehow, Cassie represented a greater danger to him.  Perhaps, he thought, the difference was that his wife was letting him escape his manhood on his terms, whereas Cassie wanted to strip it away and put him in his place according to her.  Would Cassie have let him stay the boss at work like his wife had?  He didn’t know, but he didn’t think so, and that was scary.  Or maybe he didn’t trust her as much as he did his wife.  Or maybe the answer lay somewhere else completely.  He didn’t know, but the idea of submitting to her certainly had a sharper edge.

“Well, don’t let her do too much,” he said suddenly nervously.

Stephanie chuckled.  “Cassie gets to do whatever she wants with you,” purred Stephanie.  “And you wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Stephanie brushed his hair to layer it.  She added some hairspray to give it volume and hold.  “Your hair is growing,” she said.  “We should get you a nice pixie cut soon.”  She then took a white bow from the drawer of the vanity and clipped it to the top of his head, letting two white curly ribbons hang down on either side of his head.  It looked very feminine.

“There,” she said.  “Now the rest.”

Richard rose to his feet and followed his wife to their closet.

Stephanie pulled the uniform from the closet and held it out before her.  Richard bowed his head and Stephanie pulled it over his head and down into place.  She smoothed the bodice, adjusted his breasts, and then zipped it up.  Richard smoothed the skirt himself.  He then stepped back and examined himself in the mirror.

The uniform was black with classic white trim.  It had a wide open top exposing his throat, most of his shoulders and his breasts.  In fact, it framed his breast, making them look huge and his cleavage deep.  The bodice itself was tight and corset-like in appearance.  The skirt began rather high and spread quickly, sitting upon a dollop of crinoline.  The skirt ran to just about the end of his balls before it stopped, letting the very bottom of his frilly panties show beneath the crinoline.  All told, this was more costume than uniform, but it was a sexy costume for sure.

Stephanie slipped her hand beneath his skirt and squeezed his balls through his panties.  She loved this uniform.  She loved how sexy it was and how utterly emasculating it was for a man to wear it.  It screamed “servile.”  Even more, it screamed “servile woman.”  She kissed him.

—o—

With Richard dressed in his uniform, he went to the kitchen to make sure everything was cooking as planned.  Then he set the table and quickly swept the floor.  As he worked, the uniform reminded him of his place.  Not only did his thick heels echo loudly off the tile floor, but the skirt rustled as he walked, the corset squeezed, the top tugged on his breasts, and the rigidity of the uniform made it difficult to bend over.  Thus, he needed to crouch femininely.  His did his chores however, and then returned to the bedroom to help his wife, who had showered in the meantime.

Stephanie sat at her vanity when Richard arrived.  She was just finishing her makeup.  She wore a black satiny bra and matching panties.  The bra perfectly framed her large, beautiful breasts and the decorative panties contrasted perfectly with her tanned skin.

“Let’s start with stockings,” she said as Richard returned.

Richard went to his wife’s lingerie drawer and pulled out a pair of black stockings.  He then came to his wife, who was putting the finishing touches on her mascara.  He stood behind her, waiting.  She finally turned to him and he lowered himself to his knees.  Stephanie smiled to see him on his knees before her.  It always made her feel so powerful.

She held out her leg.

Richard took it and slipped the stocking over her foot.  Her toenails were the same red as his, a touch Stephanie had insisted upon.  He slid the stocking up her foot and then slowly unrolled it as he pulled it up her shapely, smooth leg.  When it was in place, he grabbed the other stocking.  Stephanie, in the meantime, raised her other leg, higher though, and held her toes right before his face.

“Kiss it, darling,” she said.

Richard leaned forward and pecked his wife’s toes.

“You can do better than that,” she giggled.

Richard leaned forward again and kissed his wife’s toes once more.  This time, after the initial kiss, he stuck his tongue out of his mouth and licked the tips of her toes as well before slipping her big toe into his mouth.

His penis swelled.

“I want you on your best behavior,” said Stephanie as he kissed her toes.  “Be courteous.  Do your best.  No half-responses or evasions.  If she asks for something, you give it with gusto,” said Stephanie.  “No pecks,” she added, referencing his kiss moments before.”

Richard blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“And no fighting.  Cassie is your superior now.  You obey her, do you understand?”

Richard blushed even more as an effete feeling dripped down his spine.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Don’t think I won’t punish you in front of her if I need to.”

Richard cringed at the memory of being punished before.  It had happened rarely and it had been more playful than painful when it happened, but his wife did not like having her authority challenged and she could be quite inventive when it came to ways to let him know this.  And being punished before Cassie would be utterly humiliating.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She lowered her foot to his hands and Richard slipped the remaining stocking up her leg as well.  She then motioned to the closet.  “Find me some shoes, darling.  I’ll be wearing a black dress.”

It excited Richard that his wife didn’t ask so much as ordered.  It seemed to turn him on when she expected him to obey.  His penis throbbed at her commanding tone.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said and he rose to his feet and went to the closet.  He scanned his wife’s collection of shoes.  She had a lot and they were all attractive.  “Sandals or pumps?”

“Sandals,” said Stephanie.  “I want to show off the pretty toenails you painted.”

Richard blushed.  Would she tell Cassie he painted her nails?  He knew she would, if not today then some other day.  He didn’t know why it bothered him that Cassie might find out, but it did.

He focused on his wife’s shoes.  He saw three pair of black sandals that might work.  The one pair were very basic, but had a pretty stiletto heel.  Another pair were more ornate, but too much so – they would compete with the dress.  The final pair were good though.  These had lots of delicate straps.  He was about to reach for them when he saw something else though.  His wife had a pair of slides.  They were black with an almost square toe.  They had wide-open fronts and a single snakeskin strap over the toes which was about two inches wide at the outsides, but narrowed to an inch at the center.  The heels were nearly five inches but the shoe sat upon a half-inch platform.  They were gorgeous.  What’s more, they were sexy.

He took them and brought them to his wife.

“Very sexy,” she said with a smile.

Richard set the slides on the floor next to her chair and she slid her feet into them, her painted toes showed sexily through their fronts.  She then crossed her legs and let the slide dangle from the ends of her toes as she added a pearl choker to her neck.  She then rose from the chair and went to the closet, the slides slapping against the soles of her feet as she walked.  From her closet, she pulled two black dresses.  The first was a basic but sexy LBD with a hem that would stop just below the tops of her stockings and off-shoulder sleeves.  The other was similar but more elaborate with a cutout crosshatch over her cleavage and no sleeves.

She held the first dress to her body.

“Which do you like better, Richard?” she asked.  “We’re looking for sexy.”

Richard watched his wife swap the dresses one after the other for him to compare.  He pointed to the first dress with the off-shoulder sleeves.  Stephanie then turned to the mirror and repeated her test.  She nodded her head.

“You make a good girl, darling.”

She returned the second dress to the closet and unzipped the first.  She pulled it over her head and down into place, taking care not to mess her hair.  She then turned her back so her husband could zip it up.

“Did you ever think you would be helping me pick out clothes for a date?” she asked with a chuckle.

Richard blushed.

Stephanie adjusted the dress with her fingers, tucking it here, pulling it there and brushing it and smoothing it all over.  When she was finished, she tottered over to her vanity and sat down, again crossing her legs and again letting her slide dangle from her toes.  She jiggled her leg excitedly as she picked up a brush and brushed out her lush brown hair.

“Remember, Cassie will decide if you get out of your little device tonight,” she said.

Richard shuddered.  Cassie.

“If she doesn’t want you out, you don’t get out.”  She brushed the other side of her head as she continued:  “And if she doesn’t let you out, then you don’t get out until measuring day.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And don’t get any ideas.  Whether she wants you out or not, tomorrow, you go back into the device.  I’m not letting this interfere with our plan to make you smaller.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She finished brushing.  Then she added earrings.  Finally, she turned to her husband and rose from her chair.  She kissed him.

“Ready?”


Chapter Ten: “Cassie Arrives”

—o—

Ding dong!  The doorbell rang.

Cassie was here.  Richard tensed up.  Stephanie came to him.  She smiled.  She adjusted his uniform, making sure his skirt was straight and his breasts showed properly.  Then she slipped her hand beneath his skirt and squeezed his balls softly.  She kissed him.

“Get the door, honey,” she said.

Richard nodded his head nervously.  The time had come.  He was both terrified and thrilled.  He tottered toward the door uncertainly.  His heels echoed so loudly in his head, screaming “sissy.”  He licked his lips anxiously.  What was it he was supposed to say again, he wondered?

“Hello, Cassie.”  No.

“Hi, Cassie.”  No.

“Hello, Miss.”  No.

“Hello, Miss Cassie.”  That was it.  He shuddered at the idea.  Miss Cassie... she was his assistant.

He reached the door and stopped.  “Hello, Miss Cassie,” he said once more beneath his breath.  This was going to be hard.  “Hello, Miss Cassie.”  Very hard.  His heart raced.  He took a deep breath.  Then he took another as he found his courage.  Finally, he stuck out his hand toward the door, noticing his red fingernails as his fingers wrapped around the knob.  Somehow, seeing his fingernails turned him on even as it made him feel small.  He tried not to think of that.  “Hello, Miss Cassie.”  He turned the knob and opened the door.  As he pulled it open, his jaw dropped.  On the other side of the door stood a beautiful woman... a sexy woman.  Was this Cassie?

Yes.

Cassie stood on the front stoop in a rich white designer overcoat.  The coat immediately drew in Richard’s eyes.  There was more too.  The coat was open and beneath, Richard saw she wore a short, flirty, strapless red dress and black open-toed sling-back pumps.  Her heels were high, as was her hem; the dress was almost a mini-dress.  Her shoulders were bare.  The low-cut dress showed her breasts to a degree Richard had never seen at work.  She had magnificent cleavage.  Her curly brunette hair was pulled back, but hung loosely around her shoulders.

They stared at each other for a moment.

“Well hello, Richard,” giggled Cassie finally.

Richard blushed deeply.  “Hi,” squeaked Richard.  His mouth was almost too dry to speak.  His penis throbbed inside his panties.

Cassie’s eyes now took in her boss’s emasculation, looking him over from the painted tips of his toenails to the pretty bow upon his head and all the feminized points in between.  She seemed to take an eternity taking him in, and he was unable to move as she did it.  And at each step along the way, the wicked sharp grin upon her lips grew more wicked and more sharp.  He felt like prey.  His penis throbbed strongly.  His nipples stood hard in his bra.

“Are you going to invite me in, boss?” she laughed after her visual feast.

Richard licked his lips.  “Y— yes.  P— please come in.  M— Miss Cassie.”

“‘Miss’, I like that.  You should call me that at work from now on.”

Richard felt an icy shudder run down his spine.

After a moment to recompose himself, Richard cautiously stepped aside.  Cassie then walked through the door.  When she was inside, Richard closed the door behind her.  She slowly turned to face him.  He stood before her helplessly as her eyes took him in like a wolf eyeing a lamb.  This was her boss no more, they both realized.  Her eyes took in every detail of his feminization once more, savoring it all, from his girly high heels to his silky nylon-encased legs, to his sissy skirt and his breasts.  His breasts – could those be real?  Of course, not.  He was still a man.

“My, my, my,” she said with relish.  Intense strength surged through her.

“Can— can I take your purse?” asked Richard shakily.

Cassie’s smile grew.  “Don’t have one of your own?” she joked.

Richard blushed.  “I— I mean— to put it— to put it away.”

Cassie casually pulled her purse from her shoulder and held it out for her boss, dangling it before him like bait.  He reluctantly reached out and took it.  His face burned red with shame.  Then he moved past her and set it on the small table by the hall closet.  He could feel her eyes scouring his body behind him.  He burned with shame... and his penis throbbed like a motor.

“You should wear that to the office,” she chuckled.

Richard withered.

Just then, Stephanie arrived in the hallway.  For the moment, Cassie turned away from Richard.  She was all smiles, as was Stephanie.  She and Stephanie hugged like old friends.  Then they looked into each other’s eyes.  They paused for a moment.  Then they kissed each other passionately on the lips.  Richard saw this and his penis surged inside his panties, dripping pre-come.  This was so exciting!

“Thank you for coming,” said Stephanie.

“I wouldn’t have missed this for the world,” replied Cassie.

“What do you think of Richard?”

Cassie stepped back and examined him once more.  “I never would have believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes.  You’ve done an amazing job.  How did this happen?”

Stephanie smiled.  “It’s a long story.  I’ll tell you over drinks.”  She looked past her lover to her sissified husband.  “Richard, take her coat too.”

Richard nodded.

Cassie pulled off the white coat and handed it to Richard.  Richard started to turn toward the closet, but his wife stopped him with a disapproving half-cough.

“Haven’t you forgotten something, honey?” she asked.

Richard bit his lip.  He had.  In fact, he wasn’t even sure he could do it.  But it was what his wife wanted.  “I’m sorry, Ma’am.”  Richard set the coat on the table and then turned to Cassie.  He took each side of his skirt in his hands and then bent down in a classic, deeply submissive curtsey.  When he came back up, his face was bright red and his panties were damp with pre-come.

Cassie’s face glowed with a sense of power.

“Let’s move to the couch and have drinks,” said Stephanie.

She took Cassie’s hand and they walked hand in hand to the living room.

—o—

Cassie and Stephanie settled into the couch next to each other.  Their hips touched all the way to their knees.  They crossed their legs toward each other, letting their feet bump each other’s.  Both were highly turned on and had erect nipples to match.  Richard stood before them now with a throbbing penis, crushed flat but trying desperately to grow stiff, erect nipples, and an intense insecurity at being under the gaze of this young woman but a nervous thrill coursing through him at what would happen next.  It was terror mixed with elation.

“Would you like a drink?” asked Stephanie.

“I’d love one,” said Cassie.

“Me too,” said Stephanie.  She glanced at her husband.  “Honey.”  That was all it took.  Richard tottered off to the kitchen to make his wife and his assistant drinks.  The sound of his heels echoing had a visible effect on Cassie, whose smile grew more and more smug with each step at the idea of her domineering boss tottering off in high heels.  She was so excited she felt giggly.

“I love the uniform,” said Cassie, glancing over her shoulder toward the kitchen.

“Isn’t it cute?”

“Does he wear it all the time?”

“No, just on special occasions.  I like seeing him in a variety of outfits.  It’s like having a life-sized Barbie doll in many ways,” giggled Stephanie.  “So I always dress him in different things.  But the uniform is fun sometimes.  Plus, I get free housework out of it.”

Cassie glanced over her shoulder at Richard again.  “Was this your idea?”

“Yes, but he loves it.”

“How did you get him to agree?”

“Richard is submissive, although he didn’t know it at first,” said Stephanie, causing Richard to shudder in the kitchen.  It was deeply embarrassing that his wife would share such a thing with Cassie and that made it sting when she told her... but it brought an erotic edge to all of this too.

“That’s funny,” said Cassie.  “I never would have guessed Richard was submissive.”  She laughed at the incongruity.  “So he’s been dressing like a woman at home all these years?”

“Only about six months.”

“Does he ever dress at work?”

“Only lingerie.”

“Is that right?  He’s been a panty-boy all this time?”  She chuckled.  Then she watched Richard come around the couch with the drinks.  His motions were so feminine.  He wore the dress so well.  He moved so femininely in the heels.  It was hard to believe this was really her boss; normally, Richard was so careful to seem thoroughly masculine.  Cassie shook her leg excitedly.

Richard leaned over and held out a tray with two drinks upon it.  His wife took one and Cassie took the other.

“Thank you, darling,” said Stephanie.

Stephanie now pointed to the floor before them.  Richard licked his lips nervously and then slowly lowered himself to the floor.  He did it surprisingly well given the unwieldy heels and the ornate dress; Cassie actually doubted she could have been as graceful doing the same.  When he was on his knees before them, Stephanie stuck out her crossed-leg, pressing her high-heeled slide against his chest.  Richard took it in his hands and slipped the shoe off her foot.  He set the shoe next to him and then began rubbing his wife’s foot.

“That looks lovely,” said Cassie.

“Richard gives the best foot rubs.  They’re amazing.  Would you like one?”

Cassie blushed ever so slightly.  “Sure.”

“When you’re done with my foot, do Cassie’s, darling,” said Stephanie.

Cassie watched for the tiniest hint of embarrassment on her boss’s face.  She found it.  He blushed.  She felt a tingle down below.  She re-crossed her legs and then looked him up and down again.  His chest caught her eye.  Slowly, cautiously, she leaned forward slightly and started to stick out her hand to touch it.  She hesitated halfway there.  “May I?” she asked Stephanie.

“Certainly.”

Cassie moved her hand forward again and touched his cleavage.  Her fingers were warm and soft and made Richard throb intensely, especially as his breasts had become so sensitive of late.  He shuddered excitedly as his assistant’s fingers drifted down his cleavage.

“How did you make these feel so real?” asked Cassie.  “They actually feel like real breasts.”

Stephanie smiled coyly.  “They are real,” she said over the top of her drink.

Cassie’s jaw dropped.  “You’re kidding!”

Stephanie smiled proudly and shook her head.  “I’m making him grow breasts.”

Cassie looked shocked.

Stephanie giggled at her surprised look.  “I’m shrinking his penis too.”

Cassie’s jaw dropped even further.  “How?!  Why would he agree to that?”

“Because it turns him on.”

“It turns him on to grow breasts?!  To shrink his dick?  How can that turn a man on?  Why would that turn him on?” she asked incredulously.  Yet, even as she asked, Cassie felt her lower regions yearning.  She had honestly never heard anything as exciting as this before.  It was incredible.  She didn’t even understand why, but it lit her on fire.  But then, she was a woman, he was not.  He was a man.  She saw why it would turn a woman on, but why would it turn a man on to be feminized like this?

“He’s submissive.”

Cassie furrowed her brow curiously.  “So?”

“So, he wants to be dominated.  He wants a woman to take control over him.  What greater means of control could there be than making him grow breasts and shrinking his penis?  I am literally taking his manhood away.”

Cassie shook her leg excited and sipped her drink as she tried to process all of this.  It was as if she had just discovered a world she never knew existed.  She was desperate to know more, but didn’t want to press too hard lest the bubble pop and this amazing dream vanish.

“So you’re giving him breasts,” said Cassie, still trying to understand.  As she said this, however she held out her hands in front of her to suggest massive breasts, far larger than her own.

Stephanie snickered.  “No.  Not that big.  Just enough for our enjoyment.  No one else ever needs to know... except you, of course.”

Cassie filled with a strong, horny feeling.  She was the only person other than Stephanie and Richard to know this.  Somehow, that made her feel important.  It made her feel powerful.  Richard, on the other hand, was overwhelmed with feelings of domination.  He felt small and meek and helpless and that filled him with a burning horniness he’d rarely felt.  His penis was throbbing away, pressing as strongly as it could into the device; if he’d been hard, he could not have resisted masturbating right then and there.

“How are you doing that?  Making him grow breasts?” asked Cassie.

“He’s taking female hormones.”

“And they make his breasts grow?”

Stephanie nodded.  “In addition to other things.”

“Like what?”

“They’ve made his hips wider and given him a more feminine rear.  They’ve made his hair more lush and softened his face.  All around, they are making him more feminine now.”

Cassie glanced at each of these areas as Stephanie had spoken.  Now that she knew to look, she could indeed see the difference.  Her boss suddenly seemed girly.  Somehow, she had never noticed before; perhaps because she had seen him day after day and he just looked normal to her even as he had changed.  Looking now, the changes were not as subtle as one might think.

“So you’re turning him into a woman?” asked Cassie.

“No, just a sissy.  He’ll still look and dress like a man, just not much of one.”

Cassie giggled at this idea, but largely because she was so excited she didn’t know how else to express herself.  The idea was insane, but genius, incredible and incredibly arousing.  She was almost overwhelmed with what she felt.

“The hormones are shrinking his penis too?” she asked excitedly.

Stephanie shook her head once more.  “No, we’re trying something different for that.  A device.”

“What kind of device?”

Stephanie smiled.  “Show her, darling.  Take off your dress.”


Chapter Eleven: “Making Love”

—o—

This was the moment Richard dreaded most... and craved most.

Richard reached behind his back and unzipped the sissy dress.  He felt it loosen along his torso.  The pressure on his breasts released.  He cautiously pulled the dress up over his head, exposing his panties, stockings and bra beneath.  As he did, he felt his breasts all-but spring into the open and cooler air flow across his caged, pantied penis.  He was exposed and he felt gloriously, terrifyingly vulnerable.

Cassie laughed at her feminine boss.  “That’s amazing.”

She reached out for his panties, but stopped again.  She glanced at Stephanie, her hand suspended in mid-air near Richard’s penis.  Stephanie nodded.  Cassie’s hand continued on its journey.  A moment later, Richard felt her fingers slide inside his panties and yank them down, exposing the device.

“Oh my!” gasped Cassie.

Richard felt his assistant’s hand grab the device and examine it, her fingers pulling and prodding and turning it.  He burned with exquisite shame at her so freely playing with penis.  His manhood was no longer his.

“It’s so tiny,” giggled Cassie.

Stephanie nodded.

“Is his dick this tiny too?”

“Not yet.  The device compresses it, but that’s the point.  The device is training it to be small.”

Cassie was fascinated and highly aroused.  “How small is it?”

“We think it’s down an inch—”

“An inch?!”

“Let me show you,” said Stephanie.  She took the key from where she had placed it earlier on the end table and inserted it into the lock on the device.  She turned it, opening the lock, and removed the lock.  She then pulled the device from his penis.  His penis shot to erection once freed.  It looked normal enough for a small penis.  “It was bigger when we started.”  She added an inch with her finger.

“How do you feel about that, Richard?  Your wife is shrinking your penis,” chuckled Cassie.

Richard blushed.

Cassie took his shaft in her hand and ran her fingers along it on either side.  It was still rigid and seemed hard, if a bit small.  She felt herself get wet at the thought of his penis shrinking away to almost nothing.

“How small do you think it will get?”

Stephanie shrugged her shoulders.  “We’ll have to see.”

Cassie bit her lip excitedly and swung her leg.  “How small do you want it to get?”

Stephanie smiled slowly.  “Tell her Richard?”

Richard writhed before his assistant as she played with his penis.  “Stephanie wants it to be an inch long.”

Cassie let out a sharp laugh.  “That’s amazing!  My boss, the one-inch man!”  She stroked him several times in earnest.  “Does it still work?  Can he come?”

“He can.  You’re welcome to make him, if you like,” said Stephanie.

Cassie glanced into Richard’s eyes for a moment.  An incredible sense of power radiated from them which made Richard feel helpless.  She then made as if to stroke him, but rather than pulling his skin forward, she let her hand slip from his penis.  “In a moment,” she said.

Richard shuddered at being thus denied.

Cassie now lifted her hands to his breasts and pulled up his bra.  His breasts dropped out; they truly dropped like real globes set free.  His girly nipples were hard too.  It was rather embarrassing.

“Wow.  He’s got women’s nipples,” she said.

Stephanie nodded.

Cassie then cupped his flesh, letting it fill her palm.  “These are real breasts.”  She sounded so amazed and her panties were so damp.  This was incredible.  “So you want to keep him like this, but let him dress like a man.”

“We think it’s exciting.”

Cassie nodded.  “I can see that.  Could you imagine if the others at the office found out about this?”

Richard tensed up sharply.  The idea was terrifying.  Though at the moment, he was so helpless with arousal and so overwhelmed with being submissive that he would have absolutely agreed to dress like this at work too if offered.  Fortunately, neither woman offered.  He was their toy, and they did not want to share.

Cassie slipped her fingers back to his shaft.  She brushed it teasingly.  “Do you mind?” she asked Stephanie, nodding at it.

Stephanie nodded.  “Do as you like,” she said with a smile.

Richard bubbled excitedly.  He was going to come!  What’s more, Cassie was going to be the one to make him come.  That was somehow incredibly exciting to him.  It was hard to describe, but letting her make him come without even asking him, but instead asking his wife, made him feel powerless and kept, and that thrilled something deep inside him.

He was theirs.

—o—

Cassie stroked Richard’s penis, slowly, methodically.  She had a powerful stroke and a dominant grip.  Indeed, Richard had no doubt that she could emasculate a man, making him feel weak and insecure, simply with her stroke, it was so dominant and controlling.

“Do you let him come often?” she asked.

“Only on measurement days, when we measure his progress,” said Stephanie.  “To let him out of the device too often would interfere with the training.  So maybe once a month, if he earns it.”

“‘Earns it’,” giggled Cassie.  “I’ll bet he’ll do anything to ‘earn’ it.”

“He will,” chuckled Stephanie.

“How does it feel that your wife decides when you get to come?”

Richard blushed.

“And do you let him make love to you when you do?” asked Cassie.  She was highly turned on, but also incredibly fascinated.  This was the stuff of fantasy, she thought – the perfect male, the kind who didn’t really exist, and here he was being offered to her on a silver platter by a woman who turned her on more than anyone ever had.

Stephanie smiled slyly.

Cassie raised a surprised eyebrow.  “What?”

“Well, I told him that I might let him inside me again when he’s small enough to be interesting, but right now— a girl must have her standards.”

Cassie laughed.  She would have ridden Richard down every precious millimeter, but she understood Stephanie’s point too.  In fact, she marveled at Stephanie’s discipline and strength.

“So how does he come if you don’t let him enter you?”

“I let him masturbate.  He likes my feet, so he gets to come on those.”

Cassie’s lips twisted into an erotically-embarrassed curl.  Her face turned red.  She struggled to hold in a laugh.  “Richard only gets to masturbate on your feet?  That is amazing!”

“You’re welcome to make him do it.”

“Do you want to come on my feet, Richard?” giggled Cassie.  Suddenly, Cassie’s eyebrow rose evilly.  She had an idea.  She whispered to Stephanie, who giggled and nodded her head.  She then turned back to her boss.  “I’m not sure you’re ready for my precious feet, Richard.  Maybe you need to earn that privilege too.”

Richard raised a nervous eyebrow.

“What is it you told me once, Richard?  ‘You need to start at the bottom and work your way up.’  I think it’s your turn.  And what could be more bottom than making love to my shoe.  My dirty, smelly shoe.”

Richard’s jaw dropped.  He had not expected that.  He glanced at his wife to see if she would stop this or allow it, but she only smiled back at him and coyly shrugged her shoulders as if to say this was what he wanted.

In the meantime, Cassie stuck out her foot, showing him her high-heeled sling back.

“Meet your new lover, sissy.”

She raised her foot to his lips.  He peered down at her toes sticking out the open front.  Her pedicure was excellent.  The shoe was a little worn, but not terribly so.  He could see where her toes had impressed the leather.  He could smell a faint whiff of leather and musky sweat.

“Kiss it, Richard.  Kiss your lover.”

Richard bit his lip.  Could he lower himself this far?

“You wanted Cassie to join us, now show her the respect she deserves,” said Stephanie when he hesitated.  “Obey her, Richard.”

Richard swallowed hard.  He’d never “made love” to a shoe before and he was fairly certain he had not wanted Cassie to join them – or maybe he had.  He didn’t know.  But the idea of kissing her shoe was somehow demeaning.  Yes, he’d kissed his wife’s feet many times.  He’d even come on them.  But Cassie?  His heart raced.

Richard leaned forward and pressed his lips into his assistant’s toes.  He kissed them deeply, taking in the aromas from her feet and feeling so dirty in the process.  He had lowered himself forever beneath this woman.  He knew he could never look her in the eyes again.

She knew it too.  “Good boy,” giggled Cassie.

She then lowered her foot to his erect penis.  She turned her foot slightly so that it sat at a slight angle to his erection, with her pretty toes pointing toward the outer edge of his thigh and her arch directly in front of his erection at the same angle.  She then moved her foot forward until the tip of his penis touched her arch right where it met her shoe.

“Would you like to come in my shoe?” she purred.

Richard shuddered helplessly.  So this was what she meant?

Cassie moved her foot forward and backward, letting the tip of his penis rub against her arch.  Then she flexed her toes, causing her heel to lift from the back of the shoe.  She slipped his erection beneath her heel between her sole and the insole of the shoe.

“Do you feel like a sissy making love to my shoe?” she chuckled.

Richard withered.

“What would the other women in the office think?” she giggled cynically.

She flexed her toes several times, effectively slapping the shoe against his shaft as she did.

“Imagine if they knew you made love to women’s shoes.  Would they fear for their own shoes?  Perhaps tease you with them?”

Finally, she pulled her foot away, letting his penis hang in midair.  It throbbed so badly Richard thought he might come without another touch.  She crossed her legs and then slid her hand down her calf to her foot.  She pulled her sling-back off her foot and held it before her boss.

“Take my shoe,” said Cassie.

Richard took it cautiously.

“You wanted to come, here is your chance.  In the hole, little man.”

Richard blushed.  This was going to be embarrassing.  Still, it was too late to resist.  He was too desperate to come.  He moved the front of the shoe to his stiff penis.  He stuck the head of his penis to the open-toe.  It would be a very tight fit.  He pulled the skin tightly to the tip of his erection.  Then he placed his compressed penis against the open-toe of her shoe, pressing the flesh into it as best he could.  He let go with his hand and watched the head of his penis thrust forward, outward from its compression, through the open toe as if entering his wife, all aided by pre-come, which had made it slick.  A second later, his penis was inside his assistant’s shoe.

There was something incredible in its grip.

Both women now crossed their legs and leaned together to watch.  Cassie’s hand slipped into Stephanie’s lap.  Stephanie responded by slipping her hand upon Cassie’s thigh.  Cassie then slid her fingers beneath Stephanie’s short dress and into her panties.  Her slender fingers found Stephanie beneath and explored her lips.

“Go on, Richard,” said Stephanie.  “Show Cassie that you’ll obey her.”

“Yes, Richard, obey me,” giggled Cassie.

Richard felt incredibly small... but exhilarated.  He focused on the shoe.  It was so tight around his penis, but it would need help if he was to come.  So he squeezed the leather of the vamp between his thumb and fingers, pressing the leather against his penis and his penis against the insole.  He slowly pulled the shoe forward and then pushed it backward; the underside of his head pressed against the leather insole when he pushed his shaft further inside.  It felt surprisingly like his wife only less slick, though the realization this was his assistant’s shoe never left.

He stroked faster now that he understood the motion.

The pressure from the tight leather was causing his penis to swell and pulse.  Richard stroked faster yet, more determined.  The rhythm he sought came almost immediately.  His breathing started to become heavy.  His heart raced.  It built faster and faster.  He could not bring himself to look up at these two women as they giggled at him masturbating with a shoe.  He felt so very small, but so very right.  He was beneath them and that was what he wanted.

“I’m a man,” said his ego suddenly.

Richard blushed.

“Don’t do this,” screamed his ego.

But he wanted to.

Suddenly, Richard felt it.  It had only taken seconds, but the spring was loaded.  And then it broke.  Like a dam giving way, he felt the explosion begin deep inside.  It thrust forward like rushing waves of steaming water.

And then it came.

A dollop of white, hot, sticky fluid burst out of him and slammed against the insole of the shoe, blasting back toward the heel.  Then came another and another, covering much of the leather insole of the shoe, mixing his seed with the leather and the musk of Cassie’s feet.

The women laughed and applauded.

“Good girl,” said Stephanie.

Cassie leaned forward and grabbed the end of the shoe, holding it fast.  She looked down into it.  “Oh Richard, what a mess you’ve made in my shoe,” she chided.

Then, to Richard’s surprise, she slipped her toes back into the shoe, pushing them in as far as they would go and pressing his head into the sticky insole.  His come squeezed everywhere inside the shoe and against her foot.

“You’re such a bad boy, Richard,” she laughed.

Richard blushed.

Cassie then pulled her foot from the shoe.  She twisted it so she could glance at the bottom of her foot, which glistened with his seed.  She shook her head and then raised her foot to his lips.

“Lick it clean, sissy,” said Cassie.

Richard’s heart was racing.  On the one hand, this seemed incredibly demeaning: to lick his assistant’s foot clean of his own come.  On the other hand, this was incredibly charged erotically and he had come so far already.  His penis, still inside the shoe, throbbed even more.

“Go on, darling,” added Stephanie.  “Show Miss Cassie you’re a good boy.”

Richard stuck out his tongue.

He did it before he even realized it.  Indeed, seemingly without any conscious thought on his part, his tongue was now running up and down the sole of this woman’s foot, licking his own come from it.  It was disgusting.  It was demeaning.  And he was throbbing.

“What a good sissy you are,” said Cassie.

She reached down and pulled off her other shoe.

“Of course, it’s going to be impossible to think of you in any other way from now on except jerking yourself off with my shoe,” she added.  “But you deserve a reward.”  She pulled the shoe from his erection now as well.  Then she held out both shoes.  “And here it is.”

Richard looked confused.

“Put them on,” she said.

Richard blushed deeply.  Cassie wanted him to wear her shoes?  Somehow, that felt incredibly dirty to him... super naughty, especially with them filled with his seed.  It was an irresistible command.

Richard took her shoes and rose to his feet.  He moved to the recliner and sat down.  He unbuckled the heels he wore and removed them.  Then he took her first shoe, the one he had filled, and he stared at his.  His heart was racing.  He didn’t understand it, but he wanted this so badly.  It felt like she was marking him somehow.  He slipped the shoe on his foot.  Feeling his foot slide into the sticky mess he had made made him cringe, but then he felt enveloped by wearing her shoe and it filled him with elation and weakness.

He trembled.

Then he rose to his feet and came to the two women.  He curtseyed, making them giggle.

With Richard watching, Cassie now rolled on top of Stephanie.  Both women giggled and laughed.  Cassie’s hands squeezed and kneaded Stephanie’s breasts.  As she did, Stephanie had slipped her hand beneath Cassie’s skirt and was digging to pull off her panties.  Cassie was breathing heavily.

They kissed.

“I want you so badly,” said Stephanie breathlessly.

“Your husband is watching,” giggled Cassie by way of a joke.

“He can play with my shoes if he gets horny.”

They both giggled again.  Then they dove into each other now.  They were stroking and rubbing each other all over.  Kissing.  Biting.  Tugging.  Fingering.  It took no more than a minute for each to come they were so excited.

Richard watched this enthralled.

Finally, when it was over, Cassie rolled off Stephanie.  They caught their breaths.

“Are you excited to see me with another woman, darling?” asked Stephanie.

Richard nodded.  His penis throbbed.

“Good girl.  Now finish your duties,” she said and she spread her legs.

Richard dropped to his knees before his wife.  He immediately slipped his tongue over her lips and started licking her clean.  Up, down, in and out.  In and out.  His wife’s chest heaved.  She started to moan.  Richard tried to pull his head away, uncertain if he should continue, but she grabbed his head and pulled him into her.  He stuck out his tongue and dug deep.

“Deeper, Richard!  Deeper,” she groaned.

Richard pressed his tongue even deeper.  Inside and out, deep inside.  He saw her grab the couch with her fingers.  He felt her tense up.  She was gasping for air.  Then she froze.  She moaned.  Then she gasped:  “Yes!”

A moment later, she exploded.  Her juices poured from her like a river.  He had never seen so much.  It was incredible... and he had done that.  She mussed his hair and smiled at him.

“Good, sissy.”


Epilogue

—o—

Richard stared nervously into the mirror.

It had been an exciting weekend, but now came work.  This is where things got difficult.

“Remember what I told you,” said Stephanie as she put an earring in her ear.

Richard tugged his vest closed and buttoned it.  It wouldn’t fit much longer.  But it fit for now.  He turned to his side and examined himself in the mirror.  There was a definite bulge beneath the vest, but no one would know that was his breasts.  His rear was the bigger problem.  It looked very feminine, very round.  There also seemed to be a notable flatness to the front of his pants.

“About Cassie?”

“Miss Cassie.”

Richard cringed.  He couldn’t believe he was expected to call Cassie “Miss Cassie” at work whenever they were alone.  There was worse too.

“Yes, Ma’am.  Miss Cassie,” acknowledged Richard.

“And what are you going to do?”

Richard shuddered.  After their little romp Friday night, Cassie and his wife had spent the weekend together luxuriating in having a personal servant in Richard.  It had been fun, but little by little, they seemed to scheme away his being boss at work.  Before it was over, Stephanie had decided that Richard would from now on run all decisions by Cassie for approval... she was effectively in charge!  He would also call her “Miss Cassie,” and he would wear her panties.

Cassie had laughed, but quite happily accepted Stephanie’s offer.

When Richard later asked Stephanie why she was letting Cassie essentially take over, he got the bigger shock.  Stephanie told him that if Cassie proved to be as good of a manager as Stephanie thought she was, she would one day take over running the company.

“What am I supposed to do?” demanded Richard.

Stephanie smiled coyly.  “You, dear husband, are going to vacate your position and become her secretary.”

A cold shiver ran down his spine.

“How am I going to explain becoming her secretary?” he asked nervously.

Stephanie’s smile broadened.  “That’s up to you, I suppose.”

Richard suddenly saw something impish deep within his wife’s eye.  “Wait a minute,” he gasped:  “How will I be dressed?”

The End

—o—
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Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This second volume of short stories includes four tales of feminization by hypnosis!

Save Us Sis!:  Candice gets a plea from her brother to come save him and their father.  Is this a joke?  Or is something sinister going on at home?

Controlled By His Roommate:  Dave is about to learn that his roommate Katie has more control over him than he thought!

The ‘Disappearance’ of Alpha Mu:  A college committee investigates the ‘disappearance’ of Alpha Mu fraternity. Though, ‘disappearance’ might be the wrong word.

Hypnotized Husband:  Diane is shocked when her husband starts dressing like a woman after he participates in a hypnosis stage show. But all may not be as it seems.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,200 word volume includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hypnosis, paddling, and so much more!

September 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Dress Coded

Written in the spirit of Grounded in Heels, this is the story of Charlie Mitchell.  Charlie wants to wear shorts, but the dress code doesn't allow it.  He tries it anyway, figuring that the worst the principal can do is send him home for the day.  Boy was he wrong!  Before he knows it, Charlie finds himself stuck in skirts and dresses and worse.  What will the other students think?  Will this complicate his run for class president against his nemesis... Stephanie Mills?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 141 page story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, and so much more!

May 2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part One)

Richard agreed to help his pregnant wife Christine fit a dress.  In the middle of doing so, however, his wife’s mother unexpectedly shows up and catches him in the dress!  The only way for Richard and Christine to avoid utter embarrassment, and years of nagging from Christine’s mother, is if Richard pretends he’s really the maid until she leaves.  Unfortunately, his mother-in-law has no plans to leave.  What’s more, she sees through the charade and decides this might be a good opportunity to teach Richard some lessons.  Things may not turn out as anyone expects though.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,900 word, 125 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, maid costumes, and so much more!

April 2019 and May 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Two)

Martha’s attempt to teach Richard and Christine a lesson has backfired. Trapping Richard as Miranda has given him the chance to see that maybe there is something exciting about being feminized after all. But will Richard take Miranda as far as Christine wants? And how far will Martha go to put an end to this charade?

For Mature Audiences Only. This 32,300 word story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!

June 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Three)

Trapped cross-dressed by his mother-in-law’s unexpected appearance, Richard and his wife Christine undertook an ill-considered deception to keep from having to explain why he was dressed the way he was. It seemed simple enough. But now Richard finds himself stuck living as his wife’s maid and every day seems to dig him deeper into the charade. And as if that wasn’t enough, now his sister-in-law has shown up as well and she knows his secret! These are hard times for Richard... at least until the hormones kick in. But then, maybe he's enjoying it? See how things turn out for Richard and Christine in this lengthy conclusion!

For Mature Audiences Only. This 44,500 word story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, hormones, shrunken manhood, maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!

September 2019 and October 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculating My Husband

When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 erotic story is told in the first person by Mike's wife, and includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding, and so much more!

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Femford School for Girls (Part One)

Lewis Stevens thinks his fiancée is having an affair at the secretive girl’s school where she works.  He decides to sneak into the school to find out.  Little does he realize that this girl’s school has another purpose.  Now he finds himself trapped and going through their program.  Can his fiancée help him?  Will she want to?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,600 word, 131 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2017 and June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Femford School (Part Two)

Each day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School, he finds himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more, Vera has set into motion a series of changes that will forever alter Lewis’s mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Only Maria can save him now, but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,500 word, 138 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized and Cuckolded

Brent watches as his new boss Rebecca seduces and marries his friend John.  Before Brent’s very eyes, she begins to feminize his friend.  So why doesn’t Brent do something to stop her?  Well, it’s complicated.  See, he wants her for himself, and if John becomes a girl, that might make it easier.  This can’t end well.

For Mature Audiences Only.  Told in the first person, this 32,500 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, pegging, potential cuckolding, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

April 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

February 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough

Christopher’s problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine fate?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By Hypnosis

Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great.  What’s more, Jess and his father have decided to clean up their acts... to be more helpful.  They’re even wearing maid uniforms to help around the house.  So why does something about this seem wrong to Jess?  Can Jess find help to save him from his evil stepmother, or are he and his father destined to become sissy maids... or worse?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 144 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hypnosis, maid costumes, erotic humiliation and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized Cuckold

When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 49,100 word, 176 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cuckolding, spanking, domestic discipline, hormones, and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized Fiancé

When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.

This is the first of two books.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,000 word, 114 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, and so much more!

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Serving His Fiancée

This is Part Two of Feminized Fiancé.

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,000 word, 105 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, and so much more!

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

Part One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy:  Megan and Mark can’t agree.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up.

Part Two: How Megan Got Pregnant:  Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will Megan let him escape with his masculinity intact?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity devices, small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Grounded in Heels

My most famous book!  When Sam’s stepmother discovers the perfect way to keep her stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly puts him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?

For Mature Audiences Only. This 42,000 word, 154 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, spanking, domestic discipline, and a lot more!

April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School)

With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who is determined to humiliate him and make his time in heels permanent.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 36,000 word, 128 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, spanking, and so much more!

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Her High-Heeled Solution

John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 word, 121 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The House On Femford Hill

Would you stay in a haunted house?  What if the house was known for turning men into women?  Professor Eric Meyer plans to stay.  See, Professor Meyer studies the strange, the supernatural, and the paranormal, and he can’t wait to investigate the famed House on Femford Hill, which is rumored to turn those who stay overnight into women.  Could this be true?  Professor Meyer intends to find out.

Includes a surprise re-edited story from Crystal Summers!

For Mature Audiences Only.  Written by Crystal and Ann, this 38,500 word,  page two-story collection includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, partial gender transformation, spanking, small size humiliation, and so much more!

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Humiliation At The Office

For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 41,000 word, 153 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, maid uniforms, erotic humiliation, breast growth, hormones, shrunken manhood, and so much more!

March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five)

This is my epic take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!

Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother.  To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000 words combined and 726 pages!  It includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more!

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Making of Danielle, The Illustrations

You may not know this, but there are illustrations which go with The Making of Danielle series!  It took almost a year to complete that project, but it was well worth the wait. All told, there are thirty images total across all five books and they are amazing! They are well worth adding to your collection.

This book contains each of the illustrations along with some text to remind you of the scenes they represent. Think of it as an abridged, illustrated version of the story. I’m also including the original sketches so you can see how each image developed.

This book includes 30 Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Story of William, From The Making of Danielle

I’ve been promising to add something special to the “Making of Danielle” series, and here it is!  This is the story of William and how he was transformed into Wilma.  These are the things Daniel never knew.  It is also the conclusion to Daniel’s story.  How does Daniel’s story end?  In a word:  a wedding.  To whom is the question though!

Fans of Danielle really won’t want to miss this one.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 44,650 word, 177 page story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2018 and July 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Miss-ing Billionaire

Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story.  The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.  Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman and to infiltrate the strange world of Ing Co.  But do they know who he is?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,500 word, 116 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, hormones, and so much more!

August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!

—o—

More Than He Bargained For

Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, pegging, chastity, and so much more!

March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part One)

This is the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and made me her feminized slave.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 35,200 word, 136 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, threatened-cuckolding, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 and April 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part Two)

This is the rest of the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and feminized me.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,100 word, 126 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, threatened-cuckolding, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part One)

What would you do if you started growing breasts?  That’s the problem Andrew faces.  His life was great.  He had a loving wife and a good job.  He was even up for a promotion.  Then he took an experimental treatment meant to grow hair... but something else grew instead.  As his chest slowly expands into a pair of classic breasts, he finds his wife taking over and himself demoted.  What's more, his boss wants him to report to work as a secretary!  Where will this end?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 136 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, paddling, and so much more!

September 2018 and October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part Two)

Things are really headed in the wrong direction now for Andrew.  Not only can he no longer hide the “growths” on his chest, but now he needs to report to work as a secretary... dressed as a woman.  Even worse, his new boss is not exactly the nicest woman.  How bad can she be though?  Andrew is about to find out.  Hopefully, he can remember the things his wife taught him about being a woman.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 108 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, paddling, and so much more!

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Satin Falls (The Complete Story, Parts One & Two Combined)

Satin Falls is the story of a small mountain town where the men slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman after an unknown virus infects the water supply.  Even worse, advising the women on how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against men after her female lover leaves her for a man.  She decides to get even with malekind by encouraging the women to feminize their males.

Follow the lives of several couples as they enter this brave new world of silks and satins and female domination.  And watch as the fate of the men hangs by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

This book is the complete story.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 64,500 word, 117 page story includes power exchange, female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, breast growth, spanking, and so much more!

July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Short Story:  The Magic Journal

After macho football player Brad ruins Rachel’s date, she gets even using a magic journal which lets her change his body as she wishes. Brad is about to learn a lesson he will never forget as Rachel feminizes him bit by bit.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 13,000 word, 51 page short story includes female domination, forced feminization, gender transformation, shrunken manhood, breast growth, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer)

Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents. He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter. Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,500 word, 128 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, domestic discipline, and so much more!

July 2018 and August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair)

Now that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with the wonderful Ellie.  Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 30,400 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, and so much more!

August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive

Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda is the one who really holds the power... ever since she caught him cross-dressing.  Now she wears the pants in the family.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 26,000 word, 90 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, paddling, chastity and denial, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Wager Into Womanhood (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

Max is an arrogant sexist with a submissive wife and an inability to turn down any bet. Will is a househusband with a dominant wife who just caught him having an affair. Both of their lives are going to change significantly when they get tricked into entering a bet to prove that they can live as women for a week... or longer.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 56,000 word, 209 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power exchange, and so much more.

September 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret

The story that started it all!

Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  If that’s what sold, then he would give it a try.  Then he told his wife Stephanie.  Soon, he and his loving wife were experimenting with turning him into ‘Lauren.’  Too late did he realize how eagerly his wife would embrace the idea of feminizing him.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,600 word, 160 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, costumes, spankings, maid uniforms, and so much more!

March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy)

Loren and Stephanie's adventure continues in this long awaited sequel to “The Writer's Secret”!

As Loren adjusts to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side and a penchant for blackmail... and she likes the idea of having a feminized maid.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie escape these villains?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, feminized maids, hormones, shrunken manhood, pegging, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!

September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Volume One of the Dominique Silk Collection

This first Volume One of Dominique Silk stories includes both College Student to Coed and Making Her Husband Her Maid.

College Student to Coed is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck when the most popular girl on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even better, she wants to take him back to her apartment and dress him in her clothes!  This is a dream come true for Ted, and soon Beth is inviting him over daily to play.  Unfortunately, through a series of mistakes, Ted finds himself constantly being exposed in public while wearing women’s clothes.  But are these really mistakes?  And what is Beth up to?

Making Her Husband Her Maid is a cautionary tale for unfaithful husbands.  As Diane works hard to support the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid.  Unfortunately for him, the maid has other ideas and turns the tables on Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise to come home to find her husband dressed in the maid’s uniform and high heels, and bent over the couch as the maid has her way with his rear.  Cameron the playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,250 word, 151 page volume includes cross-dressing, female domination, forced feminization, chastity devices, public exposure, pegging, shemales, spanking, bondage, sissy maids, hormones, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Two of the Dominique Silk Collection

This Volume Two of Dominique Silk stories is both parts of Feminized by his Mother-in-Law, the story of Jackson, his wife Natalie, and his mother-in-law Ruth.  Ruth never thought that Jackson was man enough to marry her daughter, and when she came to stay with Jackson and Natalie shortly after their marriage, she decided to prove this to her daughter... by feminizing Jackson.  Has she miscalculated though?  Soon both Ruth and Natalie are feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date with Natalie’s boss and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his manhood and his marriage?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,000 word, 189 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, small penis humiliation, blackmail, chastity devices, sissy maid, cuckolding, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Three of the Dominique Silk Collection

This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both The Sissy House Sitter and Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback.

The Sissy House Sitter begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who feels an irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.

Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback is the story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team, but his body is slowly wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his future to be submissive in skirts?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,900 word, 163 page volume includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, domestic discipline, spanking, bondage, blackmail, sissy maids, hormones, limited M-to-M contact, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Four of the Dominique Silk Collection

This final Volume Four of Dominique Silk stories includes the story Not What He Wanted and its conclusion What He Got.  This story begins with George trying to dominate his wife.  Things go wrong quickly, however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the velvet ropes.  Soon, he’s wearing panties at work... and then worse.  As his wife keeps adding to his feminization, an embarrassing trip to the mall and a confrontation with his secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s story fun and exciting as his problems spin out of control.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,600 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, forced cross-dressing, spanking, paddling, pegging, bondage, erotic humiliation and more!
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Her Sissy
by Ann Michelle





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




