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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

As you have no doubt discovered, I enjoy stories with a hint of irony to them.  The man who wants his wife to take charge and gets more than he bargained for.  The ego-bound hero who can’t back out even as his more clever spouse skillfully maneuvers him into skirts.  The man who mockingly tells his wife all about someone else’s feminization only to find the high-heeled shoe on the other foot.  There is just something about a character setting themselves up which brings out the best qualities of forced feminization stories to me.

This story is one of these.  This time, our fearless (or is it clueless?) journalistic hero seeks to uncover a silken trap laid for someone else.  Believing himself immune, he throws himself into this investigation, only to discover too late that... well, you’ll see.

Enjoy the story.

With love,

Ann :)


Chapter One: “William Ingersoll ‘Disappears’”

—o—

Martin Ward knew a good story when he heard one, and he’d just heard a great one:  reclusive billionaire William Ingersoll was missing.  But was he really missing though?  And was it smart for Martin to investigate this story?  Sometimes, the truth is best left untold.

—o—

“He’s not missing,” growled Chuck O’Connor, Martin’s editor and boss.  He pulled the unlit cigar from his mouth and spit out a bit of paper that had torn free from the cigar wrapper.  Then he shoved the cigar back into his mouth and chewed its end.  “He’s a recluse.”

“I know he’s a recluse, but now he’s vanished,” countered Martin.

“He hasn’t vanished.  Martin, the man’s a recluse.  When a recluse disappears, it’s because they want to.  He’s hiding from the public.  That’s the meaning of the word ‘recluse.’  Look it up.”

“My source tells me that he’s vanished.”

“Who’s your source?” demanded O’Connor.

“I can’t say.  I promised that I wouldn’t.”

“Martin, the man in a recluse,” repeated O’Connor.

“I understand that, boss.  But my source tells me that he vanished a few months back and no one has heard from him since.”

O’Connor placed his large palm on his face.  He pinched his eyes shut with his fat fingers.  He was frustrated.  He wished that Martin had brought him a more usable story.  Sure, if what Martin said was right, then this was the story of the decade.  Heck, it was a bigger story than Howard Hughes.  But that was a big if
.  It seemed inconceivable that a man as important as William Ingersoll, the founder of Ing Co., could vanish without anyone noticing.  Surely somebody would have reported him missing.

On the other hand, Martin did have good instincts.  He’d broken quite a few stories in the past, and O’Connor tended to give him a lot of room to run.  What’s more, there really was no way O’Connor could ignore a story this juicy, even if it was a long shot.

O’Connor sighed.

“Why am I going to do this?” asked O’Connor rhetorically.  This meant he was going to let Martin pursue the story.

Martin smiled broadly.  “Thanks, boss!  I’ll bring you the story of the century!”

“Just bring a useable story... something I can print.  That’s all I ask.”

“I will, boss.”

“And make sure whatever you think you find is supported, got it?  I’m not publishing rumors about the world’s richest man.  I don’t need that kind of trouble,” said O’Connor.

“No problem.”

O’Connor stared at his reporter.  Then he shook his head and he took the cigar out of his mouth once more.  He pointed two fat fingers and his cigar at Martin.  “Don’t make me regret this, Martin.”

Martin saluted.  “You can count on me, boss!”

—o—

Martin tossed his company credit card to the bartender.  He was paying for his own drinks as well as the drinks of his source, Dwight Benson.  Dwight had been a Vice President of Ing Co. and one of William Ingersoll’s confidants before Ingersoll vanished.  He was the one who contacted Martin with the tip.  This was the first time they had met in person.

“Whiskey,” said Dwight.

Martin motioned the bartender to get the drink.  Then he pulled a small black electronic recorder from his coat pocket.  He set it down on the bar before the other man.  “You don’t mind if I tape this, do you?”

“What do you wanna know?” asked Dwight.

“I want to know it all.  Start to finish.  Tell me what happened from the beginning.”

The drink arrived and Dwight threw it down his throat.  When it was gone, he motioned the bartender for another drink.  Then he leaned toward Martin.  He looked over both shoulders before continuing.  He seemed nervous.

“I’m taking a big risk telling you any of this, you know that right?” asked Dwight.

“All right,” said Martin noncommittally.

Martin had run into this a lot.  A great many sources wanted to believe that they were being watched or hunted or whatever.  In Martin’s experience, it was never true, but at the same time, that didn’t mean the other parts of their stories were false.  Martin saw Dwight as reliable because of his position with Ing Co.  That made him worth listening to even if he had gone a little paranoid.  As for the paranoid stuff?  Well, Martin would ignore that.

“Just tell me what you know,” said Martin.

Dwight ran his tongue over his teeth.  He looked over his shoulder again.

“Come on, Dwight.  You’ve already told me a lot.  Telling me the rest won’t make it any worse.  Besides, I can help.  You do want to help your friend William, don’t you?” asked Martin.

Dwight swallowed hard.  “All right,” he said.

Martin turned on his recorder.  “Go ahead.”

“You need to understand, Will was a great man.  He was the smartest industrialist I’ve ever met.  He knew everything, and what he didn’t know, he learned.  He had limitless energy.  He was dedicated and loyal.  He built that company from the ground up.  He started it in his own garage and over the course of ten years turned it into a multi-billion dollar company.”

“I know his biography,” said Martin impatiently.

“Do you now?”

“Of course.  I did my research.  Any good reporter would.”

“Well, Mr. I-Know-Everything, did you know about his marriage?”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “What marriage?”

“Didn’t find out about that, did you?” asked Dwight with a snicker.  “That’s not in any biography you’re going to find, so I guess you don’t know as much as you think you do, do you?”

“I’ve never seen any reports on Ingersoll getting married.”

“That’s because they
 made sure no one knew about it.”

“Who is they?”

“They!
”

Martin bit his tongue.  This sounded really paranoid, but he reminded himself not to upset Dwight too much.  If there was a story here, then he needed him.  “Okay.  Let’s move on.”

“Move on?!  That doesn’t shock you?  It doesn’t bother you that they kept his marriage hidden?!” demanded Dwight.

“Well, he is a recluse—”

“He’s no recluse.  Never was,” said Dwight dismissively.  “He was perfectly fine until that woman
 came along.  She’s the one who took over and forced him out.  She’s the one who made sure no one knew that they were married.  And I’ll bet she’s the one who’s got him right now.”

Martin scratched his head.  He was skeptical.  After all, this did seem pretty paranoid.  Why would a wife do that?  How would a wife do that?  How could a simple woman force the world’s richest man to do anything?  It really did sound like Ingersoll just wanted his privacy.  Maybe Dwight was crazy?  Maybe there was no story here after all?  It was time to push harder.

“All right.  Give me some proof,” said Martin.

“Proof of what?”

“Proof of any of it.  It just doesn’t sound suspicious.”

Dwight smirked.  “You want suspicious?  Ok.  June.  That’s the first time any of us heard about this woman.  Will mentioned her in passing, which was about it.  But by the beginning of July, she was at his side for almost every decision.  It was like he couldn’t go anywhere without her.  Yet, he never told us anything about her.  We knew nothing about her.”

“Again, he was a private man.”

“My butt!  She had something on him,” growled Dwight.

Martin sighed.  This sounded increasingly paranoid.  “Hold on, Dwight.”

“What?”

“You need to tell me more than just that he had a girlfriend he kept on the private side.  Lots of people do that for lots of reasons.  You need to tell me more if you want to convince me there’s something going on here.”

“There is more.  She was controlling him.”

Martin shook his head.  “If you’re going to claim she blackmailed him or something, then—”

Dwight leaned in close.  “Listen to me, Mr. Ward.  I sat in a meeting in the board room on the third of August.  The full board was there, as was Will and his new girlfriend.  Her name was Caroline, Caroline Starker.  She sat next to him.  She had these piercing black eyes and this tight hourglass figure.”

Martin started to open his mouth, but Dwight cut him off by raising his hand.

“Hold it, Ward.  You want more?  This is more... a lot more.  In the middle of that meeting, I dropped my pencil.  It was an accident.  Nothing more.  Random chance.  I bent over to pick it up.  When I did, I just happened to glance down the length of the table.  Do you know what I saw?”

“The Easter Bunny?”

“I wish, Mr. Ward.  I wish.  I saw Will sittin’ next to Caroline.  Only, Will had removed his shoes and pushed them over to his girlfriend, who kept them away from him.  On his feet, I saw women’s shoes
.  High-heeled shoes
!  That’s right.  Will Ingersoll was wearing black high-heeled shoes with those open toes in a board meeting!  Even his toenails were painted bright red!  Bright red, Mr. Ward!”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  He wasn’t buying the kidnapping story, but a kinky cross-dressing story interested him very much.  The public ate up sex scandals, after all.  He could see the headlines now:  Billionaire in Bras!
 and Miss-Ing Co.!
 and Sexy Board Games
.  But was this any more true than the kidnapping story?  That was the question Martin needed to answer.

“Are you sure?” asked Martin.

“I swear it.  I saw his feet and his toes as plainly as I see that bottle of gin on the bar,” said Dwight and he pointed at a light blue bottle of gin.  “And that wasn’t all.  That was just the beginning.”

Martin’s whole manner changed.  He became tense and excited.  “The beginning of what?”

Dwight ordered another drink.  “The beginning of my ordeal.”

“What ordeal?”

“So I’ve got your attention now, do I?”

“Keep talking, Dwight.”  Martin motioned the bartender to hurry with Dwight’s drink.

“All right, listen up, Ward.  When I saw him wearing high heels, I thought about grabbing my phone and snapping a couple photos.  I mean, who wouldn’t, right?  You never know when something like that might come in handy, am I right?  But I never got the chance.  When I poked my head back up above the table, this Caroline was glaring at me with those soulless black eyes.  It was creepy.  It was like she was trying to kill me with her eyes.  She knew what I had seen.  So I decided to act like I hadn’t seen anything.  That meant I couldn’t reach for my phone.”

“What about as they left?”

“Unfortunately, we left before they did.  We are dismissed.  Also, by the time I looked from the door, trying to catch a glimpse, she had hidden his feet with her purse.  She was still glaring at me though.  She knew.”

“Go on.”

Dwight’s drink came and he downed it in one shot.  He immediately ordered another.  “The next few days, I started to notice some things, right?  I notice that Will’s got panty lines.  Honest to God panty lines!  Like a woman.  I notice at one point that he’s got a garterbelt under his pants too.  I see flashes of stockings at his ankles.  Seriously, the man was wearing women’s underwear under his regular clothes.  He’s even wearing a golden bracelet around his ankle just like a woman.”

“Did anyone else see this?”

Dwight shook his head.  “No, but I knew to look for it because I’d seen him in the heels.  The others didn’t.”

Martin considered this.  It was feasible.  “Okay, go on.”

“One day I finally decided I needed to say something.  I mean, it was one thing if I
 knew what he was wearing because I’ve always been loyal to him.  But what if some of these other clowns who worked for him found out?  They weren’t loyal like I was.  They wouldn’t keep this secret!  Could you imagine what would happen if they went to the press?”

“Mmmm,” said Martin noncommittally as he noted the irony of Dwight telling this to a reporter.  Dwight seemed oblivious to that.

Dwight continued:  “So I went to his office, but he wouldn’t see me.  Instead, Caroline met me at the door and told me they had their eye on me and I couldn’t see him.  She said my recent behavior wasn’t acceptable.  I told her that ‘I’m the Vice President of Operations.  I need to see him.’  She said, cold as ice, ‘Not for much longer.’  Then she warned me that I might be fired if I didn’t forget what I saw.”

Martin perked up.  “Did she say that exactly?”

“What do you think?  Of course, not.  But her meaning was clear.”

Martin deflated a little.  “All right, go on.”

“After that, I told another guy in the office.  I said, ‘Have you noticed anything odd about Will lately?’  He said that he had, but he couldn’t put his finger on what it was.  I said, ‘Take a look at his butt the next time he walks by, and then come talk to me.’  Sure enough, about twenty minutes later, he comes to my desk.  He’s shocked.  He saw the panty lines.  He said he was going to go talk to Will about that, and he did too.  I saw him walk right into Will’s office.”

“What did Will do then?”

Dwight shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  The other guy vanished.”

“Vanished?” asked Martin doubtfully.  “Like thin air?”

“No,” said Dwight in an annoyed tone.  “Vanished like never saw him again.  It was near quitting time when he went in to Will’s office, and I went home before he came back out of Will’s office.  The next morning, he was gone.  His desk was cleaned out and they said he’d ‘retired.’  Yeah, right.  He was only in his forties.”

“It can happen.”

“Not this guy.  He never talked about retirement, ever,” said Dwight.  “Anyways, that same day, Caroline started keeping an eye on me.  Every time I looked up, she seemed to be nearby watching me.”  He paused.  “At the same time, Will’s clothes got even more feminine.”

“It could have been a kink of his—”

“There was no kink,” said Dwight dismissively.  “Besides, the announcement was way more than just some perverted kink.”

“What announcement?”

“About two weeks after that other guy vanished, we all got called into the office for a briefing.  Apparently, Will had news he wanted to tell us.  Well, it was news all right.  Even I was shocked.  I still remember it word for word.”  Dwight closed his eyes and he said:

‘I want to thank all of you for the effort you put out to make this company what it is,’ said Will.

That woman Caroline and her piercing black eyes stood behind him as he spoke.  It felt like one of those movies where some conquering overlord stands behind some mayor or governor or something and watches as the guy speaks to the public, making sure he doesn’t say anything wrong, and he keeps looking nervously over his shoulder at his new master.

Anyways, he said, ‘Thanks for the effort.  You made this company what it is.’

We applauded.

‘But I have an announcement to make.  I’m stepping down as your boss,’ he said.

There was this loud murmur that ran through the crowd.  No one expected this.  It just wasn’t in his nature to leave.  He didn’t quit a project, much less his whole business.  I mean, to be completely honest, he was a control freak and this was giving up everything he controlled.  Everybody was shocked and nobody knew what to say for like a minute.

Then one of the secretaries spoke.  ‘You’re quitting?’ she asked.

‘Not entirely.’

‘What does that mean?’ she asked.

Then it got really
 weird.  He told us that he was planning to get married to Caroline.  What’s more, he told us that she wanted to run the office, so he was going to let her.  Well, that was shocking to all of us.  I mean, none of us hardly knew her.  She had no experience running the company.  We didn’t even know if she knew anything about the business.

‘Are you sure?’ asked our head of sales.  You could hear the doubt in his voice.

This is when it got even more strange.  See, Will didn’t say ‘yay’ or ‘nay.’  Not at first.  Instead, he looked at Caroline like she was the one making the decision or like he needed her permission to answer.  He seemed pained by this.  His muscles were very tense, you could see them flex.  I could see fear in his eyes too.  He was terrified that she would expose him.

She nodded to him.

Then Will turned back to us and said, ‘I’ll be around from time to time.’

That evil woman was nodding her head at this point, and she was grinning from ear to ear.  It was like she was gloating, and I swear Will looked like he was shrinking.  Trust me, he was two inches tall with her stiletto shoe crushing him right in front of us.

Will licked his lips nervously and wiped his brow.  Then he continued.  ‘I’m going to step down as CEO of Ing Co. and give the position to Caroline.  Then I’m going to take the position of secretary and work for her,’ said Will.  Secretary
!  Sec... re... tary
!

You could have heard a pin drop.

‘You what?!’ asked the head of sales.  He couldn’t believe it either.  None of us could.

I saw Will swallow hard, real hard.  He looked at that woman
 again and then he spoke.  His voice was reluctant and broken when he spoke too.  It was like he couldn’t get the words out.

‘I’m going to be Caroline’s secretary,’ he said.

I kid you not, I heard whispers left and right, and they weren’t the good kind of whispers.  This was people asking each other just what the heck was going on and wondering why he would lower himself to becoming her ‘secretary.’  Even calling himself an ‘assistant’ would have been far less humiliating than calling himself a ‘secretary.’

That’s when some smart ass in the crowd decided to make a joke.

‘You gonna dress the part too, Will?  Heels and skirts and all that?’ he asked.

Everyone chuckled uncomfortably.  This was the kind of joke that was really funny except that you feared it wasn’t a joke.  I mean, everyone had the same thoughts going through their heads right then.  They couldn’t believe he would demote himself and take that title.  I’ll tell you what though.  No one expected his response.

‘Uh, that’s up to Caroline,’ he said nervously, and he glanced at her.

She looked back at him and seemed to order him to continue with her eyes and a nod of her head.  It was stunning.  No one in that room doubted she was controlling him.

And then he said something beyond shocking.

He added:  ‘And if she wants me to wear heels and skirts,’ he said and he paused for what felt like forever, ‘then I guess—’ he seemed to choke on the words, ‘I mean, I will do whatever she commands.’  His face turned bright, bright red at that point like a lobster.  You could feel the humiliation coming off him.  If he was a cartoon character then there would have been visible humiliation waves vibrating off his body.

“Wow,” said Martin.

“I’ll tell you what.  I felt embarrassed for him like I’ve never felt for anyone else before,” said Dwight.  Dwight didn’t mention that he actually became hard as a rock watching this, just as he had become when he saw Will in the heels.  He didn’t like thinking about that.  It embarrassed him and he definitely didn’t want Martin knowing it.

“That’s an interesting story,” said Martin.

“It’s not finished either.  I saw Will one more time after that, and that’s it,” said Dwight.

“What do you mean you only saw him once?”

“After his announcement, he and Caroline left the building.  Everybody looked around nervously at each other, all trying to figure out what the heck had just happened and if he really would be coming back dressed like a woman.  A couple of the women thought it was funny, but none of the men did.”

“I can imagine most wouldn’t.”

Dwight nodded his head.  “Yeah, well nobody really wanted to see that.  We liked him.  We respected him, and this was shattering to many of us.  What had that woman done to him?  No one was willing to talk about it.  It was like a hush had come over the office.  Everyone spoke in whispers after that.”

“You said you saw him though?” asked Martin.

“Yeah.  A couple days later, Caroline comes back.  She goes to his office and starts doing paperwork of some kind.  The lawyers are in there with her all day.  She brings this woman with her too, Janine LaFell.”

“She’s the new CEO of Ing Co., right?” asked Martin.

“Yeah.  This was the day before she took over.  After that, we only saw Caroline maybe once a week when she came in to talk to LaFell.  We never saw Will again in the office,” said Dwight.

“But you said you
 saw him again.”

“Yeah.  See, after Will left, I started having problems at work.  My evaluations suddenly went bad.  My projects were taken away.  I think I was even followed for a while, though I can’t say for sure.  Anyways, in March, they fired me.  Caroline herself gave the order.”

“How do you know?”

Dwight pursed his lips.  “I saw her march into the office in her sharp spike heels and her long tight skirt like some sort of dominatrix.  She went right up to LaFell.  She pointed at me and glared those black eyes at me.  A few minutes later, LaFell called me into her office and fired me.”

“Was Ingersoll with her?”

Dwight shook his head.  “No, not inside.  Just Caroline.  After I was fired, I collected my things and I was walked outside by a security guard.  As I left the property, I passed a limousine.  It belonged to Caroline.  Well, the window was rolled down a little and inside I saw Will, just as plain as I see you now.  Only, he wasn’t dressed like the Will I knew.”

“How was he dressed?”

“He wore a big pink dress like from the 1950’s.  His face was made up too.  The only way I knew it was him was that he wasn’t wearing a wig, so it was obviously him.  He looked terrified.”

“Did he say anything?” asked Martin.

“I never got close enough.  But that was the last time, as far as I know, that anyone has seen him since.”

Dwight finished his third drink and chewed on some peanuts.  Martin made some notes.  The story was incredible, if true.  The problem was that Martin couldn’t really use it because Dwight wasn’t the most credible of characters... not anymore.  At one point, he may have been an Executive VP at Ing Co., but he had been fired in disgrace and this sounded a lot like a tale someone might tell just to get revenge.

“I’m telling you,” said Dwight suddenly.  “She’s holding him prisoner in his mansion.  I guarantee it.”

“Then why don’t you go to the police?”

“What are the police going to do?  They’ll call it a sex game and let it go.  Besides, they probably work for her.”

Martin sighed.  “Fired in disgrace and
 paranoid,” he said beneath his breath.

“You have to believe me,” said Dwight.

Martin ran his tongue over his teeth.  “I want to believe you, Dwight.  I really do.  But you haven’t given me much to work with here.  Do you have any photos?  Any documents?”

Dwight shook his head.

“Another witness?” asked Martin.

Dwight shook his head again.  “No, they’re all too scared.”

“Anything?  I need something.  I can’t just run with this story and say, ‘Dwight told me.’  I need to find evidence I can show my editor.”

“All the evidence is at his mansion... I mean her
 mansion,” said Dwight angrily.

“What good does that do me?  I can’t just walk up to the door and ask to look around,” said Martin.  “Gee, I heard you’re keeping your husband prisoner.  Mind if I snoop a bit?”

“You could get a job there—”

“I seriously doubt they’re hiring.”

Dwight snickered.  “Not much of a journalist, are you?”  He pulled a piece of paper from his pocket and slid it across the bar to Martin.  “From your own paper, no less.”

Martin unfolded the paper.  It was a clipping from his own newspaper.  It was from the classified section.  Apparently, a Caroline Starker was looking to hire a personal assistant.  The address she gave was Ing Co.’s main office, just where Martin needed to snoop.  Martin’s eyebrow went up when he saw this.  A plan immediately formed in his head.

“There’s one catch,” said Dwight, interrupting Martin’s train of thought.

“What’s that?”

“She’s only hiring women.”


Chapter Two: “Martin Fails At Cross-Dressing”

—o—

After his conversation with Dwight, Martin drove himself home.  His mind was churning away on finding a solution to the problem.  If he could get on the inside of Ing Co., then he might be able to bust this story open whether it was the kidnapping or the kinky cross-dressing angle.  It didn’t matter to him which story he got, so long as he got one.  Even if this story didn’t pan out, he realized he might find other stories that would.  Ing Co. was notoriously secretive, and that made stories about them very valuable with readers.  Getting on the inside with Ing Co. could be his ticket to a bevy of journalistic awards.  The only problem was that they were indeed only hiring women.  Dwight was right about that.  But Martin had an idea.

“It could get me inside,” he told himself.

He shook his head though, and laughed.  No.  This whole idea was just too weird to contemplate, wasn’t it?  Besides, how would he ever pass himself off as that
?  It couldn’t be done.

“Could it?” he asked himself.

As the traffic light turned green, Martin recalled a recent movie in which a famous wrestler went undercover as a woman to follow his ex-wife for the day.  Its screenplay was written by Lauren Chambers, who wrote another book called Peep Toe
, which was still on the best seller list, though Martin hadn’t read it.  What caught Martin’s attention about the film wasn’t just the cross-dressing angle however, but the fact they really made this wrestler looked like a woman.  It was shocking.

“If they can make him
 look feminine, surely a less macho man can pass too,” thought Martin.

Martin shook his head.  He realized that was a film and likely involved a little CGI and a team of makeup experts.  He would have nothing like that helping him.  All he had was himself and whatever he could learn from his wife Tracy, assuming she was willing to help.

“Of course, that doesn’t mean I can’t do it,” he told himself.  “Think about Tracy.  She’s not the perfect woman either, but she comes pretty close after disappearing into the bathroom.  Add some makeup, a corset, a girdle and God knows what else and Quasimodo goes in and Venus comes out.  Heck, she’s practically artificial, if you think about it,” said Martin jokingly.

Martin blushed and cautioned himself never
 to repeat that to his wife in whole or in part in any way, shape or form.  Repeating that would not end well for him.

“Still, it’s an interesting point,” he said cautiously.  “I’ll bet I can use some of the same tricks she uses to pass myself off as a woman.  Then I can get this assistant job and infiltrate Ing Co.”

Martin bit his lip.  He remained doubtful, but thought it was worth a try.  The story was just too big not to give this a shot.  Although the idea of dressing like a woman struck Martin as a bit humiliating now that he was really considering it.

“They’re just clothes,” he told himself.  “It’s like wearing a costume.”

He knew though that this would not be like wearing a costume.  There was something about a man dressing like a woman which was simply diminishing.  By putting on women’s clothes, that man negated his masculinity.  What’s more, it was a moment that stuck in the minds of all who observed it.  It made the man an object of ridicule by his friends and devalued him with his spouse.  This was not something that was true with other costumes.  Martin realized there was no escaping that if he chose to go through with this.

“I wonder if I can do this without Tracy knowing?” he asked himself.  “It would be better if she never knew.  If she finds out, she’s going to laugh and laugh, and she’ll never let me hear the end of it.”

He turned up his street toward his house.

“Maybe I should try this without her,” he decided.

—o—

Martin stood before his wife’s closet.  She wasn’t home from work yet.  He had decided to see if he could do this without her help.  If he could make himself passable, then he would tell her he was on special assignment and he would get a hotel room as his base of operation.  She would never know what he had done, nor would anyone else.  He would definitely leave that part out of the story too.  That would be for the best.

“I know I’m a little larger than Tracy, but she must have something that fits me,” he said.  “She did put on that weight last summer when she injured her knee and couldn’t work out.  Maybe those clothes will work.”

Martin moved his hand over his wife’s collection of skirts and dresses.  Touching them made him feel uneasy.  Indeed, the idea of taking his wife’s clothes to wear them felt very naughty to him, wrong in a kinky sort of way.  He actually found himself getting hard because of the kinky aspect.  He ignored it.

“I think she bought this last summer,” he said and he pulled out a pink and white sundress.  It had a striped print pattern.

Martin held it up to his body.  It looked like it might fit, so he tossed it onto the bed.  Then he went to her underwear drawer and pulled out a pair of panties.  The pair he grabbed were white with little flowers on them.

“They’re so small!” he said.

Still, he tossed those onto the bed too.  Then he grabbed a pair of white stockings and added those to the pile.  He then returned to the closet and picked up a pair of white high-heeled sandals his wife often wore.

Martin moved over to the bed and removed all of his clothes.  He noticed that his erection had subsided.  When he was naked, he took the panties and slipped those up his legs.  He paused for a moment before he did.

“Do I really want to do this?” he asked pensively.

He nodded his head.

“Yes.  This story is worth it.”

He slid them up his legs; they were tight.  His erection immediately returned.  Again, Martin tried to ignore it.  Instead, he pulled the panties over it.  It tented them out so much that he could see his shaft from the top where it had pushed the panties away from his body.

“I’ll have to get bigger ones,” he thought.

Martin picked up the dress next.  As he did, the idea that he was wearing his wife’s panties danced through his mind.  It made him tingle and it caused a strange feeling of weakness to overcome him.  He almost felt like he lacked the strength to stand up and he imagined that if he threw a punch at the moment, it would barely be felt by his target.  There was definitely something unmanly about wearing his wife’s panties and he felt it.

“Try not to think about it,” he told himself.  “It’s all for the story.”

Martin pulled the dress over his head.  It was tight and he barely got it into place. Even when he did, he realized that this was not how this dress was meant to fit.  On his wife, this had been a loose, flowing dress which hung from her perfect shoulders down her body to where its hem danced around her knees.  On him, it looked more like a sausage wrapper which ended like a miniskirt.

“I’ll have to buy a large one of these too,” he thought.

Martin considered removing it, but decided to try the rest on first.  He skipped the stockings because he now figured that his legs were too long for those as well.  Instead, he grabbed the high-heeled sandals.  These were simple sandals with two thick straps that crisscrossed over the toes and an ankle strap.  They had a wooden platform about half an inch thick and then a heel that Martin estimated was three or four inches.  He wasn’t sure and he wasn’t going to bother measuring at the moment.

Martin sat down and slipped his feet into the shoes.  They fit!  At least, they fit for the most part.  They were actually a little small, but he could wear them; he was fortunate to have small feet.

After buckling the shoes, Martin stood up.

Then he came crashing right back down on the bed.

“Holy cow!” he exclaimed.

Martin stood up again.  This time, he didn’t fall.  He didn’t stand too steadily though either.  Nor did he move very well when he tried to cross the room.  Essentially, he wobbled and he shook and he came close to twisting his ankle twice as he walked all of nine feet.

“That’s enough for now!” he said.

Martin sat down at his wife’s vanity and looked down at the heels.  He considered taking them off, but then decided that maybe wearing them was for the best.  He needed to get used to them, even if that meant tottering around like a fool at first.

“Fine, I’ll wear them,” he said reluctantly.

At this point, Martin noticed his erection again.  The idea that he was wearing his wife’s clothes just kept poking at him and making him increasingly horny.  As he sat there contemplating his wife’s high heels upon his feet, it became too much.  He knew that he needed to relieve himself.

“I really don’t want to do this,” he told himself.  “This should not be turning me on!  This is just a costume.  It’s just for a story!”

Martin couldn’t resist, however.

Martin pulled the tight dress up over his crotch and fished his erection out of the panties.  He wrapped his fingers around his shaft and slowly started massaging it.  It felt so good.

He blushed at what he was doing and what he was wearing.

“This does not turn me on,” he insisted.

Martin suddenly imagined his wife walking in upon him.  She would be so shocked.  Not only to see him wearing her clothes, but to see him masturbating too.  That would be a humiliation he would never live down!

“What are you doing?” Tracy would demand.

“Honey, it’s not what it looks like!”  Martin would respond.  His penis got harder as he imagined this scene.  He started stroking faster.

“Are you sure?  Because it looks like my sissy husband is jerking himself off in one of my dresses!” she exclaimed.  She had a wicked grin on her face which spoke to her shock, the humor she saw in this, and the anger she felt at discovering her husband like this; she actually wasn’t normally a nasty person at all, but Martin’s insecurities were making her so in his fantasy.

“I was just trying it on—”

“Oh well, that explains everything!” said Tracy snidely.

“It’s just for a story!”

“What story?  How you’re a secret sissy?” asked Tracy with a laugh.

Martin blushed.  He was stroking himself like mad at this point.  He was breathing erratically too and his body seemed to be pulsing in rhythm with his racing heart.  He saw a number of images flash before his eyes.  He saw himself kneeling before his wife in a dress.  He saw her rolling her eyes and poking his erection with her foot in the very same high heels he wore right now.  He saw his wife mocking him.  He saw her telling the tale at parties of how he had dressed up like a woman for a story.

“Did he really?” asked the pretty young blonde who would never look at Martin again with anything except an amused grin.  “What did he wear?”

“Oh, he went all out.  Panties, bras, heels, dresses, all of it.”

“Did he wear makeup too?”

“Absolutely.  Martin wanted the full experience,” said Tracy with a giggle.

“But he did it just for the story, right?” asked the giggly brunette.

“Yes,” said Martin defensively.  He stood slightly behind his wife feeling shamed.  Even in the tuxedo he wore, he felt feminine somehow.  “It really was just for the story, that’s all!”

Tracy laughed cynically.  “He likes to say that’s the case.”

“You’re suggesting it’s not?” asked the third of the beautiful young ladies Tracy was telling this time.

“Ask him.  All I’m saying is that catching him playing with himself—”

The women gasped.

“Catching him playing with himself
 while dressed,” continued Tracy smugly, “makes me think there’s more to his cross-dressing than just a story for his paper.  Am I wrong, darling?”

As Martin’s fantasy/nightmare reached this point, he suddenly realized that his stroking was about to pay off.  His balls seemed to jerk.  A wave of energy formed deep inside his crotch and wanted out.  His breathing stopped.  His penis became intensely rigid.  Then it pulsed twice and cum shot out of it and into the air.  It crashed down upon the dress and the panties.

“Oh crap!” exclaimed Martin when he saw it hit the dress, and he shot out of the chair, only to go crashing down in the heels.

As Martin lay on the floor with his pride wounded and his penis still dripping cum all over his wife’s dress, he suddenly felt tremendous shame.  His masculinity was in rebellion.  He did not want to dress as a woman, and if he did, he certainly didn’t want anyone knowing about it... especially his wife.  And the fact he had just jerked himself off because he was wearing a dress and heels and his wife was making fun of him sent shudder after shudder racing down his spine.

“I don’t think I can do this,” he told himself.

But it is a pretty big story... a very big story.  This was a story that could make him famous.  It could make his career.  It was the type of story reporters everywhere dream about!  And all he had to do to get it was to put on a dress.  Could he do it?

“I don’t know,” he admitted cautiously, “but I can’t not do it either?”

He bit his lip.

“Maybe it will go better when I get clothes that fit me?” he told himself.  This didn’t fix the underlying problem that the idea of dressing like a woman felt emasculating to him, but it at least bought him time to convince himself to do this.  For that is what Martin knew he ultimately wanted.

Martin took a deep breath and decided to move forward.  He un-strapped the heels and put them back in the closet.  He threw the panties into the hamper and decided to drop the dress off at the cleaners.  He would sneak it back the following day.  In the meantime, he decided to go to a nearby department store and find some clothes in his size.  Then he would try this again.

—o—

Martin entered Marcy’s and was immediately accosted by the smell of perfume.  Normally, he loved that smell, but not now that he would be wearing it.  He kept his head down and walked along the path until he came to the women’s department.  He felt like a fool walking into that department without a woman with him.  Men weren’t supposed to be here, he told himself.

“Can I help you?” asked the pretty salesgirl.

“No thank you.  I’m just looking,” he said, before nervously adding, “for my wife!
  I’m looking for something for my wife!”

“Oh, maybe I can help.  What are you looking for?”

“Uh, just a dress and some shoes and stuff.”  Martin’s mouth was dry and his voice shook as he spoke.  This was much harder than he expected.

The young lady either didn’t notice or chose to ignore his odd behavior.  She started leading him to their collection of shoes.  “Over here we have our shoes.  We have some very pretty ones in stock right now.  What size does your wife wear?”

Martin bit his lip.  “Uh, I’m not sure.”

The young woman smiled at him.  She maintained her professional and friendly demeanor though it was becoming increasingly obvious to her that Martin was not here shopping for his wife.  She had seen this before.

She smiled at him.

“I’ll tell you what.  Why don’t we measure your foot and then you can compare your foot to hers?  Maybe that will help,” said the salesgirl.

Martin nodded his head.  This was what he needed.  Once he knew his size, then he could buy clothes without assistance and without needing to try them on.  He had gotten lucky.

The salesgirl set down the measuring device and asked Martin to remove his shoe.  He did and he slipped his foot onto the device.  She read the number.  It was only half a size larger than his wife wore and a smidge wider.  That explained why her shoes sort of fit, but not quite.  The salesgirl then put the device away and returned with a pair of basic black pumps in Martin’s size.

“Would you like to try these on?” she asked.

All the color left Martin’s face.  “Me?!” he gasped.

“It’s all right,” said the young woman and she smiled at him.  “I won’t tell anyone.”

Martin felt his heart beating loudly in his chest.  His penis jumped up and became erect.  A sense of terror filled him.  He felt intensely emasculated suddenly.  How could she think he wanted to wear women’s clothes?!!  He was a man!

“It’s really all right,” she said.

Martin shook his head.  There was no way he could put on high heels before this woman.  If he was already dressed like a woman and she thought he was a woman, then that he could do.  But he couldn’t walk in here dressed as a man and put on women’s clothes.  There was just no way he could bring himself to do that.  He was simply too insecure.

“Uh, no thank you,” he said nervously and he fled the store.

As Martin drove home again, he realized he had a problem.  He needed to do this to get his story, but the only way he could do it would be with the help of his wife.  She would need to buy the clothes for him, and she would need to teach him how to wear them before he ever stepped foot in public.  He would just need to risk letting her know what he was doing.


Chapter Three: “Martin Becomes Marteen’”

—o—

Martin parked his car in the garage and went into the house.  He found his wife sitting on the couch reading a magazine.  She was still dressed for work in a tight black skirt, a lavender blouse with a string of pearls around her neck, and dark tan nylons.  Her black spike heels, with the golden decorative buckles over the toes, were parked before her on the floor.  Her legs were curled up beneath her.

“Hi honey.  I’m home,” said Martin.

“How was work?  Break any good stories?” asked Tracy.

Martin blushed.  “It’s funny you should ask that.  There is one I’m working on.  I think I’m on to something big.”

“Good for you!  What is it?” asked his wife.  She set down her magazine.

Martin set down his bag and slipped off his coat.  He went to where his wife was sitting.  “You’re never going to believe this.  Do you know that billionaire William Ingersoll?” he asked.  Then he told her a condensed and more rational sounding version of the story Dwight had told him about Ingersoll possibly being kidnapped.  He left out the part about his backup plan being to pursue the cross-dressing angle if the kidnapping angle didn’t pan out; his wife wouldn’t consider such a story being consistent with journalistic ethics.

“That’s amazing!  Do you think it’s true?” asked Tracy.

Martin nodded his head.  “I think so.”

“Can you prove it?”

“Not yet.  But I know how to get what I need to prove it,” said Martin cautiously.  “I can get a job working for this Caroline Starker.  That would give me access to their records and it would let me search for Ingersoll.”

“Oh, that’s great thinking!”

“Thank you.”

“Some of your best stories have come from going undercover,” said Tracy.  She seemed very excited for him.  “Remember how you got a job as a stock boy at Grocery World to do that exposé?

“Exactly.  But there is a catch,” he said.  Then he paused again.  He started to blush dramatically.  This made his wife suspicious as her husband wasn’t normally shy.  Martin struggled with saying the next part.  Images of himself masturbating in her dress and panties flooded his mind and made him feel ashamed.  He never wanted her knowing about that.

“What catch?” asked Tracy when he didn’t speak immediately.

“They, uh... they only hire women.”

Tracy’s shoulders slumped sympathetically.  “Oh sad.  I’m sorry, honey.  It sounded good though.  Maybe the next story will be better?”

Martin blushed even deeper.  “Actually, I think I can do it,” he said softly.

“Do what?”

“I think I can get the job.”

Tracy cocked her head to one side.  “But you just said they’re only hiring women.”  She sounded confused.

“Yes, but I think I can do it.”

Tracy furrowed her brow.  “Do what
 exactly?”

Martin cleared his throat.  This was a good deal more embarrassing to say than he had expected.  It hadn’t been this difficult in the car when he finally made his decision to involve her.  “I can pass myself off as a woman to get the job,” he finally said.

Tracy’s jaw dropped.  “Are you serious?”

Martin nodded his head.

“My husband, you
, want to turn yourself into a woman so you can get a story?”

“Not ‘turn myself.’  I don’t want to turn myself
 into a woman.  I just want to make myself passable as a woman.  Then I can get the job, get the information, maybe get some choice interviews, and have my story.  It’s like wearing a costume, that’s all.  The moment it’s over, I take off the dress, the makeup, the heels, whatever, and bam-O, I’m a man again.”

“You... a woman?” asked Tracy and she giggled.  Her giggle cut through Martin’s ego like a knife.

He nodded his head.

“In a dress?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“You want to wear heels?  High heels?  Women’s high-heeled shoes?” asked Tracy in a tone that bordered on giddy.  In fact, she was struggling to keep from bursting out laughing at the idea of Martin in drag.  That was one of the most hilarious images she had ever had cross her mind.

Martin, on the other hand, felt himself shrink.  His wife’s hilarity at his idea brought about a tremendous amount of insecurity and a strong feeling of emasculation that shook him.  His wife had just cut off his balls with her mocking laughter, and he dreaded telling her the next part.  He almost backed out in that moment, except that he knew this could be the story of a lifetime.  Besides, the dress would come off and no one would remember it... the story would live forever.

Tracy lips curled up and spread wide into an uncontrolled grin.  She was clearly finding this whole thing to be intensely funny.  Her husband was typically so manly and so careful to control his image that she couldn’t resist tweaking his ego a little.  What woman could?

“So tell me honey, this isn’t your way of telling me you want to transition from a man to a woman, is it?  You aren’t going to tell me you suddenly want to start wearing my clothes or that I should call you Martina or Marteen, are you?” she asked.  She snickered.

Martin was stunned.  He shook his head violently.  “No!  Absolutely not!” he said defensively.  “This is just for the story.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.”

“I mean, if you secretly want to be a woman, that’s fine by me,” said Tracy drolly.  “I know the news is full of macho athletes and manly businessmen suddenly announcing their desires to become women, so I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.”

“I am not—”

“There is the erection, of course.  That was a dead giveaway.”

Martin looked down.  Sure enough, he was hard as a rock and his erection visibly pushed against his pants.  He had no explanation for that.  This was embarrassing.  “I... well, this... I have no idea.”

Tracy laughed.  She was enjoying his embarrassment.

“Look, this is just for the story.  That’s all,” he said, though he couldn’t rid himself of the image of himself masturbating earlier and laying on the floor in his wife’s cum-soaked dress.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure!”

“It doesn’t bother me if you want to be a woman.  I think it’s cute,” she said and she pinched his cheek.

“I do not want to be a woman!” he insisted and he brushed away her hand.  “Now stop saying that.  I’m only doing this for the story and then only if I can get the job.  That’s it!  There’s nothing more to it!”

Tracy smirked at her husband, which made Martin feel weak.  “All right, assuming that’s true, then what’s your plan, dear?  How are you going to turn yourself into a woman?”

“Not turn into
, look like.”

“Fine.  How are you going to make yourself look like a woman?”

Martin bit his lip.  “For that, I need your help.”

Tracy giggled.  “My help?  Why should I help?  I married a man, remember, not a woman.  Why should I help make you into a woman?”  She was clearly joking, but each dig felt like a body blow to Martin’s ego.

“Because you’re my wife.”

“And you think that means I want to see you in a dress?” she asked.  Her tone again suggested that she was toying with him.

“Honey, please!  I need you!”

“Oh, I like the sound of that.  Say it again.  Tell me why you need me.”

Martin blushed.  “Because I don’t know much about women’s clothes.  I need your help to figure out how to do this,” he said.

Tracy smirked.  Then she laughed.  She had had her fun.  It was time to get serious now.  “Very well.  Since you admit you need me, I’ll agree to help.  But only on the condition that you do as I say.  I’m not going to help you if you spend your time fighting me.  Understand?”

“But—”

“No but.  I’ll help you, but I’m not going to fight you on this.  Either you agree or you can turn yourself into a woman without me.”

Martin frowned.  He needed her.  He knew that already.  Unfortunately though, she was making this very difficult.  What’s more, he was still hard.  He didn’t know why.  He didn’t understand it.  He knew he didn’t like it though.  It bothered him and it made him feel emasculated and insecure.  Either way though, he needed his wife’s help to get this story, and this story was worth getting.

He agreed.

—o—

“All of it?” asked Martin again.

“Yes, all of it.  Legs, chest, crotch... all of it,” said Tracy.

She lay on the bed reading her magazine as Martin stood in the shower.  Lying next to her on the bed were the clothes he would wear.  She had bought these this afternoon.  Indeed, she had taken his newspaper credit card and spent the afternoon shopping to get him everything he would need to disguise himself for the interview.  He had stayed home to avoid the embarrassment.  That didn’t give her confidence.

“I don’t know how you think you can handle being a woman if you can’t handle going to the mall and shopping for clothes,” she had said after he told her he could not go with her.

“Because when I’m dressed like a woman, people will see me as a woman.  Right now, I’d look like a man shopping for dresses.  That’s too embarrassing.  It won’t be so bad when no one knows I’m a man,” said Martin.  He hoped this was true.  He hoped he wouldn’t be bothered as much once he was fully in disguise.

“And what do you want me to buy for you?” she asked.

“Whatever I’ll need to make myself passable for this interview.”

“And you refuse to come with?”

“Yes.”

Tracy sighed.  “You know this will be harder if you aren’t there to help pick things out and try them on.”

Martin shuddered.  “I’m not trying anything on in the store.  There’s no way.”

“Fine.  Then you’ll live with whatever I pick out,” she said.

Martin folded his arms.  “That’s fine.  Just don’t get me anything crazy.”

“I suppose that’s up to me,” she said and she snickered.  Then she kissed her husband and she left.  She returned several hours later with arms full of clothes.  What lay now on the bed was the result of that shopping spree.

Tracy actually felt a little excited to see him in it.

“Why shave my crotch?” yelled Martin over the steaming water.  He was covered in shaving cream and holding a razor.  “No one’s going to see my crotch.  So who cares if it’s shaved?

Tracy turned the page in her magazine.  “Because I said so,” she called back.

“Seriously, why?” asked Martin.

“It’s going to be hard enough to hide your dick as it is, Martin.  Women don’t have lumps there.  And even though your lump isn’t the biggest known to man, it’s big enough to be a problem.  Having a lot of hair there will make the problem that much worse.”

“I’m going to look stupid without hair.”

“No one’s going to see you.”

“You’ll see me.”

Tracy flipped the page in her magazine again.  “Yes, but I think you look cute all girly.  Now do what I told you.”

Martin pursed his lips.  He didn’t want to shave his body.  He liked having hair.  He knew he didn’t have a choice though, not if he wanted his story, so he put the razor to his chest.

“Last chance,” he told himself.

He took a deep breath, winced and pulled the razor down toward his belly.  As he did, his chest hair slid down his body and circled the drain.  He felt disquieted watching this.  He dismissed this feeling though.

“It’ll grow back.  And it will be worth it when I break this story,” he assured himself.

Martin finished shaving.  Then he stepped out of the shower and dried himself.  He wrapped a towel around his waist and went to see his wife.  Tracy heard him coming and she sat up.  She was very curious to see how her man looked hairless.  When he first mentioned this idea, she thought it was a joke.  Then she decided to have some fun with it and poke his ego.  By this point, however, she was feeling a genuine sense of curiosity.  Could she make him passable?  What would he look like?  And most interestingly of all... what would it feel like to have sex with him when he was dressed?  That last question really interested her.

“I think I got it all,” said Martin as he entered the bedroom.

Tracy smiled.  There was her husband.  The hair was gone from his chest, his legs and his arms.  He looked smaller, weaker and less masculine.  She kind of liked it, actually.  She rose from the bed and walked over to him.  She wore only pink panties, a matching bra and white wedge-heeled sandals as she had stripped off her clothes after shopping to relax.

“Let’s see how you did,” she said.

Tracy yanked her husband’s towel away before he could say anything.  His now-hairless penis and balls were exposed.  It immediately began to grow and rise.  It took only a second or two before it became hard as a rock.  The incongruity of that sight and his hairlessness made Tracy giggle.

“I’ll thank you to stop laughing at my dick,” said Martin, who tried unsuccessfully to cover his genitals with his hands.

“But it’s so cute without hair!”

“My dick is not ‘cute’,” growled Martin.  He blushed.

Tracy smiled.  “Oh yes, it is,” she said and she brushed her hands over it, tickling his head in the process.  Then she crouched down before him and began looking around his legs and crotch.  She held onto his erection, partially for support and partially because she could.

“What are you looking for?” asked Martin.  His penis began to throb.

“Stay hairs.”

“Well, I got them all... every last hair.”

“That’s what I’m checking,” said Tracy as she slid her hand over his butt.  As her finger slipped between his crack, his penis jumped in her hand and precum dripped out into her palm.  Tracy stood up and laughed.  “Excited, are we?” she asked and she showed him the precum.

“Can we get on with this?” he said in an embarrassed tone.

“Certainly,” said Tracy and she slapped his rear.  SLAP!
  “Let’s get this girly dressed!”  She winked at her husband.

Martin shot back a sour look.  He was feeling more than a little worried.  It worried him that his wife seemed to be enjoying emasculating him.  He never expected that and he didn’t know what it meant.  It worried him what the effect of dressing like a woman would be on his masculine mindset too – could it make him soft somehow? – and his reputation with his wife.  Would she always think of him as the guy in the dress after this?  Most of all, it worried him that he still got hard from all of this.  Why was that?  Was he less than a man on the inside?

Tracy, on the other hand, had no worries.  She was enjoying this way beyond anything she had expected.

As Martin fretted, Tracy walked to the bed and picked up a pair of black panties.  These were made of cotton, but had lace trim in the shape of a V in the front.  They were very sexy.  In fact, they were so sexy she bought a pair for herself.  This pair, however, were for her husband.  She tossed those to Martin.

“Slip those on,” she said.

Martin caught the panties and instantly shuddered.  He couldn’t recall ever holding panties before, except maybe when he helped put away the laundry.  He’d certainly never held them with the intent of slipping into them before.  But that was exactly what he planned now.  It felt strange to hold these panties.  They were so soft, so thin, and so feminine.  He really didn’t want to put them on, but then he had no choice.  This was his path to glory.

“Here goes nothing!” he told himself.

Martin slipped the panties up his legs.  They fit snugly, but they fit.  They did little to hold his erection in place, however.

“Very sexy,” said Tracy with a smile.

Martin blushed.  “This is just for the story!”

Tracy giggled.  “I’m sure,” she said and she mimed becoming erect with her finger and then gave it a couple pretend strokes.

Martin tried to ignore her.  He looked down.  The panties fit, but they were rather tight.  “Aren’t these too small?” he asked.

“No, they’re the right size.”

“But they’re tight.”

“They’re supposed to be.  Have you ever seen a woman in baggy panties?” asked his wife.  Martin had to admit that he had not, and the thought seemed oddly un-sexy to him, perhaps even a turn off.

“What about my, uh, thing though?” asked Martin.

“You mean your ‘dick’?” asked Tracy with a snicker.  Martin wasn’t normally this shy and it made her laugh that he was so embarrassed.

“Yeah, that.”

“Well, there’s nothing we can do about it.  You were born with it after all, and it doesn’t come off.  Maybe if we find the right doctor,” she said jokingly.

Martin pursed his lips.  “I mean, these things—”

“They’re called panties.”

“Yes, these panties
 don’t do much to hold my, uh thing.”

“Your dick.”

“Yes,” he growled.  “These panties
 don’t do much to hold my dick
.”

“You men,” laughed Tracy, “always wanting someone to hold your dicks.”

“Will you be serious!” exclaimed Martin.

Tracy kept on laughing.  At the same time, she went to the bed and grabbed a girdle that matched the panties and handed it to her husband.  “Here you go, Cinderella.  This will hold your thing in place.  It will also give you better hips and a better butt for a woman.”

Martin held up the girdle.  It did indeed have pads in the hips and the rear.  In the front, it consisted of a smooth band that would go around his crotch, apparently covering his penis.  It was open in the front though.

“A crotchless girdle?  Why is it open in the front?” asked Martin.

“So you can lower your panties and pee without having to take it off.”

“Oh.  Makes sense,” said Martin.

Martin pulled the girdle around his hips; it latched in the front and could be adjusted to keep his stomach in place.  Like the panties, it fit, but it was rather snug.  Unfortunately, it didn’t quite do everything it needed to do.  Oh, it made his rear and hips more curvy while making his stomach flatter, but it didn’t actually cover his penis.  Instead, the girdle ran across his crotch just above the waistband of his panties.  That meant that, under the right conditions, his penis could pop out the top of the panties and slip between the gap past the girdle without being held in place.

“Uh, this isn’t going to work,” said Martin.

Tracy examined the issue.  She even pulled his penis out the gap.  Then she shook her head and twisted her lips.  “That’s unfortunate.  I thought it would work.  Oh well, you’ll just have to avoid getting excited.”

Martin furrowed his brow.  “How do I do that?”

Tracy shrugged her shoulders.  “It shouldn’t be that hard, no pun intended.  You keep insisting this doesn’t turn you on, right?”

Martin glared at her.

Tracy finally giggled.  “All right, I’ll find you something the first chance I get.  But I can’t go today because everything is already closed.  I’ll go tomorrow during the day.”

“But my interview is tomorrow morning!”

“You’ll be fine, Martin.  Just focus on the interview.  It won’t turn you on—”

“What if it does?”

“Then think of baseball.  Now let’s finish getting you dressed.  This is going to take some time.”

With that, Tracy set her husband down in a chair and painted his nails.  One by one, his toenails and his fingernails because a subtle pink.  She recommended red if he got the job, but for the interview she decided that pink would be best.  She also suggested false nails, but he didn’t agree.

“If you get the job, I’m giving you false nails though.”

“I really don’t want false nails.”

“Doesn’t matter,” said Tracy.  “I get to decide, remember?  Trust me girlfriend, you’ll look fabulous with your bright red fingernails extending half an inch past your fingertips.  Just don’t stab yourself when you try to pee.”  She smiled and winked at her husband.

Martin blushed.  This was embarrassing and his wife wasn’t helping.  She was making this much worse than it needed to be.  She didn’t see it that way, however.  To the contrary, she was enjoying this a lot.  She liked teasing her husband.  What’s more, she was finding it exciting to feminize him.  She was very curious how this would all turn out.

—o—

As Martin’s nails dried, Tracy used tweezers to pluck out stray eyebrow hairs and to give his eyebrows a more feminine shape.  She didn’t go all the way toward making them high and arched as her own were, but she took him well beyond the point of having a masculine brow.  She thought this would definitely help sell the idea that he was a woman.  And it did help.  His face instantly softened and became more feminine when she was finished.

“Now hold still,” she said next.  “This will hurt.”

Tracy poked the hot needle through Martin’s left ear.  He winced.  She then covered the lobe with a tissue until it stopped bleeding.  Finally, she slipped a sparkly stud earring into the hole.  Then she repeated this once more in that ear and twice in the other ear.

“There.  Now you have earrings,” she said.

Tracy then had her husband slip into a pair of pantyhose as she unlatched a black corset.  She had considered stockings, as they would have been more sexy, but she didn’t want to give him too much to deal with on his first day as a woman.  Making him worry about keeping his stockings up seemed like too much.  Also, she realized that wearing pantyhose might help him hide his erection.

“These are even tighter than the girdle,” said Martin.

“If you think they’re tight now, wait until later in the day.  That’s why most women hate them.  They feel like you’re wearing a giant rubber band around your waist.  But they do make your legs look positively sexy.”

Martin looked down at his legs.  They were indeed sexy.  Without the hair and in the silky hose, his legs looked very feminine.  That was good and bad.  It was good because it increased his chance of passing, which made him more confident.  It was bad because it wounded his masculine pride that he could be feminized so easily.  Part of him had actually hoped that it would prove impossible to make him look like a woman, but that hadn’t been the case.  He was being feminized little by little with surprisingly little difficulty.

Tracy next came up behind her husband as he stared at his legs.  She wrapped the black leather corset around his torso before he knew it and pulled it closed.  “This is going to be tight, but it’s necessary,” she told him.  Then she pulled the laces as hard as she could.

“Wow!” exclaimed Martin.

Tracy pulled even harder.  She even put her knee on his back to gain leverage as she pulled.  Martin had never felt anything tighter.  Indeed, he could barely breathe the corset was so tight.

“That’s too tight!” gasped Martin.

Tracy tied off the laces and adjusted the latches.  “Actually, it’s just about right.”

“But I can’t breathe!”

“You’ll get used to it.  Take more shallow breaths.”

Martin tried to calm his mind, which was nearing panic mode from not being able to breathe.  He took a series of short breaths.  This was difficult at first, but he could manage it.

“Do women really wear these things?” he asked after he caught his breath.

“Sometimes.  You don’t have a choice though.  You don’t have a woman’s body and we need this to give you one.  Now sit down on the bed,” she said and she slapped his rear again:  SLAP!


“Stop that!”

“No.  You’re a woman now and I’m going to treat you like one,” said Tracy with a giggle.  She slapped him again to hurry him along:  SLAP!


Martin sat down to escape his wife’s reach.  Sitting was a little more challenging in the corset as he needed to maintain a ramrod straight posture.  In fact, all of the clothes she had added so far provided some level of challenge.  It was a bit like wearing armor, only soft.  And he was about to meet the most challenging yet.

“High heels.  A girl’s best friend,” said Tracy.

Martin looked up to see his wife holding a pair of black high-heeled shoes.  They had an open toe, a slingback, a small platform and what looked to be a five-inch heel.  Martin had never worn heels before, except for his abortive attempt earlier, so he didn’t know much about them.  Nevertheless, these looked intimidating.  What’s more, he knew that vast numbers of women complained about heels, even heels much lower than these, and the higher the heels, the more they complained.

“Did you get anything with a lower heel?” asked Martin.

“If you wanted a lower heel, then you should have come shopping.  This is what I got you.  And frankly, you need these anyways.  They’ll make your legs look more feminine and the walk they give you will be unmistakably feminine,” said Tracy.  She said this calmly, but she was actually very excited to see Martin in high heels.

“But I can’t walk in those!” he protested.

“How do you know until you try?”

“Because they’re even higher tha—”  Martin stopped.  He almost gave himself away.  He was thinking that they were a good deal higher than the heels he failed in before, but he didn’t want to tell his wife he had tried.

“Higher than what?  Have you worn heels before, darling?  Is there something you want to tell me?” Tracy asked smugly.

Martin furrowed his brow.  “No.  I meant, they’re higher than I expected.”

“Well, you’ll get used to them.”

Tracy crouched down before her husband and slipped the first shoe onto his foot.  It fit perfectly.  It felt strange to Martin that a shoe would hold his foot at an extended angle.  It seemed even stranger to see his toes pop out the front of the shoe.  The second shoe came a moment later.  Soon, he was strapped in high heels again.  He hoped it went better this time.

“Now stand up,” said Tracy.

Martin tried to stand up as he normally does and he nearly fell down, just as before.  These shoes clearly needed a very different sense of balance.  He took a deep breath and tried again.  This time, he got to his feet, but he felt unstable.

“This isn’t going to work,” he said.

“It will work.  You just need practice.”

“The interview is tomorrow!”

“And you have all night to practice,” said Tracy.

With that, Tracy began Martin’s lesson in high heels.  She showed him how to walk, taking smaller, more delicate, more careful steps.  She showed him how to stand, with his feet together and his toes pointed.  She showed him how to sit, with his knees together so no one could see his panties.  She even showed him how to cross his legs and how to dangle his shoe.

“I don’t need to learn this,” groused Martin.  He felt foolish doing it.

“Yes, you do.”

“Why?”

“Because this is one of those feminine touches that come naturally to all women, and doing it from time to time will help sell the idea to everyone that you’re a woman,” said Tracy.

Martin shook his foot vigorously.

“Stop!” exclaimed Tracy.

“What?”

“You’re not trying to shake some animal off your foot.  This is a feminine thing.  It’s natural.  It’s about relaxing and stretching and maybe even catching the eye of some young man.”

“I don’t want to catch the eye of some young man.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” said Tracy, “but you better start thinking like you do want too.  You’re going to be a woman now, so think like one.  Now do as I showed you.  Pop your shoe off your foot.”

Martin flexed his toes as he had been shown and his shoe gently popped off his heel.  It hung in the air from his toes.

“Now wiggle it a little.  Not too much though so it falls off,” said his wife.

Martin slowly wiggled his foot.  Then he rotated his foot and he gently swung his leg.  The shoe continued to hang from his toes.

“Now use your toes.”

Martin flexed his toes again and the shoe seemed to dance.

“Perfect,” said Tracy.

—o—

When Martin was ready for the next step, Tracy finally dressed him in the suit she had bought him.  It was a heavy wool suit because Tracy thought the heavy material would hide his body better.  The jacket was black with a wide lapel and a pocket on the front right.  In the back, a band of elastic made to look like an inlaid belt pinched the jacket and caused the tail of the jacket to bunch together in a decorative fan-like shape.  Below the jacket, he would wear a white, black or maroon blouse.  She had bought all three.

With the jacket came a matching skirt.  It was made of the same thick, black wool and had a zipper in the back.  The skirt length came to just below his knees.  It wrapped his knees and his thighs tightly and made walking rather difficult.

“No pants?” asked Martin.

Tracy just shook her head.

Martin sighed and pulled the skirt into place.  Tracy then zipped it up.  After this, she made him repeat his walking practice.  The tight skirt added a new element of difficulty.  In fact, it added almost as much as the heels he was slowly mastering.  This skirt made it very hard to take large steps, to spread his legs, and to sit down.  It felt a bit like bondage to him.

As Martin walked, Tracy examined her handiwork.

Little by little, Tracy had turned Martin into a woman.  He had feminine legs.  A feminine rear.  Feminine hips.  A feminine hour-glass shape.  She had given him breasts using padding from her bras.  She had even worked on his face by plucking his eyebrows and giving him earrings.

When this all began, neither actually believed this was possible.  Each assumed that they could create feminine elements, but that overall, Martin always would look more like Martin in a dress than Marteen.  But as Tracy methodically went through each step, replacing masculine elements with feminine elements, Marteen slowly took shape.  And by the time she finished applying his makeup, there was nothing left of Martin.  She had done it.  She had turned her husband into a woman!

“Wow!” she said proudly.

“What?”

“You are so feminine!  It’s amazing.  I never would have guessed you were a man!”

Martin rose and walked over to the mirror.  His feminine walk was already quite believable.  He couldn’t believe what he saw when he reached the mirror.  Staring back at him was an attractive woman.  She wasn’t gorgeous and she wasn’t perfect, but she was very believable.  This made Martin shudder at first, as he again felt a hint of emasculation that his masculinity could be made to vanish so easily, but that was quickly overwhelmed with a feeling of intense confidence.

“You did it!  You really did it!  This story is in the bag!” exclaimed Martin.


Chapter Four: “Marteen Interviews”

—o—

Martin was passable, he knew that.  For all intents and purposes, he looked and acted like a woman.  His wife had done wonders dressing him and disguising his masculinity, and hours of practice helped him get the feminine mannerisms down too.  The soreness in his feet attested to those hours in high heels.

Yet, he was intensely nervous.

Martin was nervous because he struggled to believe that he could pass himself off as a woman.  He was a man, and he just didn’t want to accept that his manhood could be hidden or taken away to such a degree that Martin could convincingly appear to be a woman.  After all, what kind of man could be made into an un-man just by putting on a dress and some makeup?  Certainly not him!  So, to his paranoid mind, he feared that anyone who saw him would know that he was obviously a man prancing around in an ill-fitting dress and crazy-high heels... well, a skirt suit actually.  Consequently, no matter how good he really looked, he worried that Caroline Starker and her people would see right through him.

Still, getting this story was worth the risk.  What could they do to him anyways except say ‘No!’?

Martin took a deep breath and put his hand on the door handle of the skyscraper.  Seeing his dark red nails sent a shiver racing through him, as did seeing his black skirt suit with his maroon blouse and his black open-toed slingbacks with their massive heels reflected in the door’s glass.  That shiver seemed to tickle his penis and it tried to get hard.

“Not now,” he told his penis.

He tried to think of something that wasn’t sexy and wouldn’t turn him on.  He thought of playing cards with his editor the prior weekend.  Fat guys with cigars.  That turned him off and his erection withered before it started.  He took another deep breath, having dodged that bullet.  It was time to go.

Martin pulled the door open.

“Just be calm.  No one knows what you are,” he told himself.

Martin stepped through the door of Ing Co. Towers, the tallest building downtown.  An instant later, he was in the lobby, an enormous multi-story room of glass which bustled with activity.  Men and women in suits, with the women’s high heels clicking off the tile floor, moved in all directions around him.  Visitors loitered here and there waiting to be called upstairs.  A security guard sat discretely in the corner.  Two gorgeous blonde girls sat behind the reception desk.

Martin tottered toward the reception desk.  His first step made him pensive.  The floor was made of polished marble and proved to be quite slick in his heels.  He wished his wife had bought him flats.  He also wished she had bought him a looser skirt.  This skirt restricted his movement so much that it amplified the problems he had in the heels and forced him to concentrate intensely on his balance.  At least his need to focus on his balance kept him from noticing how badly he was trembling.

Martin crossed the room toward the desk.  It amazed him how loud his heels sounded as they echoed through the giant hollow room with its vaulted glass atrium and slick floors and walls:  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!
  They sounded like a siren pointing at him:  “Over here!  Over here!  A MAN
 is wearing high heels right here!”

Martin reached the reception desk and thankfully the sound stopped.

“Can I help you?” asked the blonde receptionist.

“Yes.  I’m here for an interview.  My name is Marteen Ward,” said Martin.  His mouth was dry.  He could barely speak.

The young woman ran her red fingernail down her list until she found his name.  “Oh yes, Marteen Ward.  Here you are.  You’ll be going to the top floor.  Go to the right until you come to the elevators.  Then take the first elevator to the top floor.  Someone will greet you when you arrive,” she said.  She handed him a visitor badge, which he attached to his lapel.

“Thank you,” said Martin and he tottered off to the elevator.

CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!

As Martin made his way to the elevator, he began to notice males all around him sneaking glances at his rear or legs or breasts.  The first couple surprised him more than anything as he didn’t know why they would be looking at him.

“What’s he lookin’ at?” wondered Martin.

Martin looked down to see if his zipper was open, if he had stepped on paper or if he had spilled something on himself.  Then it dawned on him what was happening.  They weren’t looking at Martin, they were looking at Marteen!  These were men eyeing him sexually!
  After he figured that out, he started to feel intense shame with each new glance.  Unfortunately, that thought made his penis grow again.

“Not now,” hissed Martin to himself.

He kept walking:  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK! 
 His penis kept growing though.  That’s when he began to worry.  Martin knew his penis was pretty tightly wrapped – he had worn two pair of panties and the pantyhose just to be sure – but what would happen if it somehow got free?  He remembered the gap between the panties and the girdle and how it felt when his wife pulled his penis out between the gap, and he imagined it escaping.

Martin saw himself walking across the slick floor in his sky high heels as his penis suddenly became erect.  At first, it stayed inside his panties, but it tented up his skirt nevertheless.  This was a disaster!

“Whoa!” said a man in a conservative dark grey suit suddenly.

“What is that?” exclaimed a woman in a brown pantsuit at the same time.  She pointed right at Martin’s erection.  Others quickly followed where she pointed with their eyes and began laughing.

“She’s got a dick!” said someone in the gathering crowd.

“She’s a he!” yelled someone else.

Martin felt his face burning red with humiliation.  He felt intense shame, but it was oddly sexually exciting.  His penis seemed to get harder and larger with each humiliating comment.  He started to panic.  He thought his penis might pop out from beneath his skirt.  He tried to back away from the throng of people pointing and laughing:  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!  CLICKKK!
  He jammed his purse before his skirt to hide his throbbing erection.

“He’s trying to hide it!” yelled a woman.

Martin backed away from the crowd even faster.  His mind screamed at him to race for the door.  In these heels and this tight skirt though, racing was going to be difficult.  CLICKKK! CLICKKK! CLICKKK! CLICKKK!


“She’s trying to get away!” said a man in a hat.

“That’s no she!” countered a woman with a briefcase.

Martin backed up even faster yet:  CLICKKK!CLICKKK!CLICKKK!
  As he did, he tripped over his heels and he stumbled.  He fell straight down onto his rear with a THUD!!!
  His purse went flying.  One of his shoes came off.  And when he landed, his skirt yanked upwards, exposing his erection beneath his pink panties and the girdle.  Everyone could see its outline beneath the nylon and cotton.  Everyone gasped and gathered around as closely as they could.  As they did, Martin tried to crawl away backwards, but it proved impossible to get any traction with one foot in the high-heeled shoe and the other in slick stockings.

Just then, his penis found that gap between the panties and the girdle.  It shot out into everyone’s view!  This brought more gasps and now people were whipping out their phones taking pictures.

Martin thought he might die of humiliation right then and there.  This was truly horrific.

Fortunately, it wasn’t real.  None of it was.

Martin had let his mind get carried away with him and now he snapped back to reality.  He was standing in front of the elevator.  He had been daydreaming, or more accurately said, having a daytime nightmare.  He felt confused and shaken by the vividness of his vision and his sudden return to reality.

“Excuse me, miss,” said a young man behind Martin again.

Martin suddenly realized the young man was talking to him.

“Miss, I’d like to get on the elevator,” repeated the young man.

Martin looked around and realized he was blocking the elevator.

“I’m... I’m sorry,” said Martin.  He started to step out of the way, but the man had lost his patience and put his hands on Martin’s butt and ushered him into the elevator.  Martin jumped when he felt the man touch him in such a personal way, and the warmth from the man’s hand made Martin’s penis throb.  This was embarrassing and his whole face turned bright red.  Nevertheless, in the towering heels and the tight skirt he had no choice but to go into the elevator where the man steered him.  Not that he wasn’t going that way anyways; he just didn’t like a stranger driving him through his butt.

The young man stepped onto the elevator after Martin and moved behind him.  Martin bit his lip.  He could feel the young man’s eyes devouring his body from behind.  This was another man eyeing him sexually
!  He felt horrified and humiliated.  Not only did it make him feel insecure to be a sex object, but he worried that the man might try for more.  What if he tried to grab him and kiss him?  The thought made Martin sick.  It scared him.

“Stay calm,” he told himself.

His heart raced.

“Nothing’s going to happen!  We’re in public, right?”

Just then, he felt the man touch his back.  Martin’s nerves froze and his body locked up.  He was paralyzed with fear.

“Excuse me,” said the man softly.

Martin felt the man’s breath in his ear.  Then he saw the man’s other hand reach around him at breast level.  Martin tensed up, preparing to be touched, but the man’s arm kept moving forward.  He reached out and pressed the button for his floor.  Then he pulled his arm back from the panel.  As he did, he slipped his other hand from Martin’s back, down to his rear, and pinched his butt.  This caught Martin completely by surprise and he jumped.  He almost fell over in his heels.  It was fortunate his wife had made him practice as much as she did and that the elevator was carpeted, as that gave him the traction he needed not to fall down.

“Whoa!” exclaimed Martin.

The young man laughed.  “Sorry, I couldn’t resist.”

“That’s my butt!”

“I know, and a pretty butt it is,” said the man.

Martin blushed.  His penis became hugely erect.  “Don’t touch me again!” he growled, and the man backed off.  Martin then folded his arms nervously across his chest, hugging his fake breasts as tightly as he dared.

A few floors later, the young man got off the elevator.  As he stepped past Martin, he lowered his hand and dragged it across Martin’s rear.  This again caught Martin by surprise and once more he jumped.

“Whoooooooa!!” exclaimed Martin.

“See ya round,” said the young man.

Martin stepped forward as if he was going to throw a punch or tell this man off, but the man had slipped away.  Besides, Martin reconsidered almost immediately when he saw his hand rising and he noticed the flash of his pink nails, the sparkle of his diamond ring, and he heard the jingle of his bracelet.  These feminine things reminded him that being dressed as a woman, he was in no position to be aggressive and possibly pick a fight.  Hence, he swallowed his pride and stood down.

The door closed.  The elevator rose.

“I’m on a mission,” he reminded himself to soothe his ego, and he smoothed his skirt and checked his blouse and jacket to make sure everything remained in order.  “Picking a fight is not the wisest thing to do before an interview.  I need this job to get my story.”

He rode on.

The elevator stopped.  The door opened again.  This was Martin’s floor.  He stepped off the elevator.  As he did, a woman in a gray pantsuit met him.  She extended her hand and he shook it.

“I’m Claire Wentz,” said the woman.

“I’m Marteen Ward.”

Wentz took Martin down a hallway to a conference room.  He felt much more nervous now than even when he first stepped out of his cab.  Before, he faced the possibility of embarrassment if someone spotted him.  Now he risked the loss of his story if he was spotted.  Fortunately, his disguise was working and Wentz didn’t seem to question at all that he was a woman.

They reached the conference room.

“Have a seat and Ms. Starker’s assistant will be with you momentarily,” said Wentz.

Martin sat down.  He crossed his legs femininely as his wife had taught him.  He even let his shoe dangle slightly from his foot, letting the slingback pop off his heel and his toes keep the shoe on his foot.  He needed to appear as naturally feminine as possible if he was going to pull this off and dangling a shoe would help.  It also seemed to calm him.

As he waited, Martin looked around the conference room.  The room was beautifully decorated, though the real eye catching feature was the window which spanned the entire length of the room from floor to ceiling and looked out over the town below.

“I could stare at that view all day,” he said.

Martin tugged his maroon blouse to make sure it sat where it should.  He adjusted the collar, a layered collar that looked as if he wore a maroon scarf which left a low-cut V between the fake breasts his wife had managed to create for him.  The wire for his recorder was hidden in the collar’s folds.

He decided to prep the recording.

“I’ve come up the elevator to the top floor.  I’m in the conference room waiting for the interview with Starker’s assistant.  They have an amazing view of the city,” he said into his chest.

A moment later, a woman in a black and white-checkered dress walked through the door.  She identified herself only as Ms. Grimm.  She sat down and promptly went through Martin’s file asking various background questions and asking him to explain his relevant experience.  She was very thorough and he was glad he had prepared an entire history for himself because she demanded all of it.  It was also good that if they called to check his references that his editor had arranged to have someone answer the phone and repeat his story; he had no doubt this woman would call.

“You have an impressive resume,” said Grimm finally.

“Thank you,” said Martin.

“To give you a sense of what this job will entail, you will report directly to Caroline Starker.”

“Will I see her today?

“No.  You will see her if you get the job,” said Grimm.

“I understand.  Does Ms. Starker run the company?  It is Ms.
 Starker, isn’t it?  Or is it Mrs.
 Starker?” asked Martin.  He hoped to get some early confirmation of the things Dwight told him.

He would be disappointed.

“I’m sure she’ll explain it all to you when you see her,” said Grimm.

“Oh, is she here?”

“You’ll be working at her private offices offsite,” continued Grimm.  Martin noticed right away that Grimm had expertly sidestepped his question without appearing to do so.  His experience as a journalist told him this was suspicious and he became increasingly leery of this woman.

“Oh, will I really?” asked Martin.  “Where offsite?”

“It’s in Terrywood Meadows.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  This was the first bit of worthwhile information the woman had provided him, as Terrywood Meadows was where Ingersoll’s mansion was reported to be located.  Perhaps Caroline Starker’s private offices and Ingersoll’s mansion were the same?

“What kind of duties will I be performing?” asked Martin.

“If you get the job,” cautioned Grimm.

“Yes, if
 I get the job, what kind of duties will I be performing?”

“You’ll be her personal assistant.  You’ll assist her in whatever ways she needs,” said Grimm.

Once again, Martin realized that the woman provided him with no information even as she seemed to answer his question.  Indeed, he already knew what the position was from the classified ad and it was rather easy to guess what the duties of a personal assistant were.

“Can you tell me more?” asked Martin.  “Will it be secretarial type duties or more—”

“That is a lovely blouse,” said Grimm.  “Where did you get it?”

Martin bit his lip.  This was an unexpected question and it threw him off.  Fortunately, he knew where it had come from because his wife had shown him the bag.  “Uh, Splendor.”

“A good store.  I particularly like their shoes.”

Martin felt his heart race.  Did Splendor even sell shoes?  He needed a lie that seemed to answer her question, but didn’t commit him either way.  “I couldn’t say.  I’ve never looked for shoes there.”

That seemed to satisfy Grimm and, for the next few minutes, Grimm made small talk with Martin.  It was all a bit strained, all rather distant, but that could just have been her personality.  Unfortunately, she remained quite careful to avoid answering any questions Martin tried to raise about the business or Starker.  In the end, she thanked him for coming and then ushered him out the door.  It all seemed a blur for Martin as he rode down in the elevator.  One thing was for sure though, he was fairly certain he did not get the job.  It seemed he had bombed the interview.

Imagine his surprise when he found a cheerful message on his voicemail when he got home offering him the job.


Chapter Five: “Upping The Stakes”

—o—

Martin sat on his bed rubbing his sore feet through his stockings.  His high-heeled slingbacks lay on the floor before him.  He held the phone wedged between his shoulder and his head.  He was talking to his editor.

“We need to talk,” said Chuck O’Connor, Martin’s editor.

“That we do!  I’m in, boss!  I got the job!” said Martin gleefully.

“Great,” replied O’Connor.  “Nice work.  What do you need from me?”

“I’m not sure.”

“All right.  Well, be very careful and make sure you dot all your i’s and cross all your t’s.  Don’t take any shortcuts.  I want to be able to use whatever you get and these aren’t people to get sloppy with.”

“Understood.”

“Now, that that’s over, can you explain something to me?  I was going to wait to chew your ass until I saw you face to face, because I like chewing your ass face to face, but accounting is up my ass over this so I’m gonna do it now.  Just what the hell are you doing taking your wife on a God damn shopping trip using the company card?” growled O’Connor.

“What?!” exclaimed Martin.  He heard the sound of paper being shuffled.

“A shopping trip!”

“I ne—  I never!”

“I’ve got a detailed receipt from some place called Splendor and another from Hammond and a couple other chick stores.  One dress, $89.  A pair of shoes, $79.99.  Panties... stockings,” said O’Connor.  He took out his cigar and spit some paper into his wastebasket before continuing.  “Girdles, bras, earrings, makeup, a corset!  What in the hell are you doing, Martin?  What are you thinking?  I can’t allow any of those expenses!”

Martin blushed.  “It’s not what you think?”

“You mean, you didn’t take your wife on an all-expenses-paid guided tour through the flipp’n mall on the company’s dime?  Gee, that’s great, because that’s sure what it looks like to me,” growled O’Connor.

“It’s not that.  Those things weren’t for my wife?”

“Fine, a girlfriend then.  Same difference.”

“It’s not a girlfriend,” said Martin.  His face burned with shame now.

“Then tell me what this is or I’m going to reject all of it and have it taken out of your pay.  I might even fire you for it and take it out of your damn severance!”  O’Connor’s language was always colorful, but there was enough of an edge in what he said that Martin realized that his editor was genuinely angry this time.  He would need to tell O’Connor the truth... a truth he had hoped to avoid.

Martin took a deep breath.  He looked down at his feminized form and wardrobe and he shuddered.  This was going to be embarrassing.

“They uh... they were for me,” said Martin.

There was a tense moment of silence.  Then Martin heard a deep belly laugh come through the phone.

“Why Martin, I never knew,” said O’Connor sarcastically.

“It’s not like that, boss.  This woman Caroline Starker, the one who’s blackmailing Ingersoll, she was only hiring women.  I had to disguise myself to get the job.”

“That’s not funny,” said O’Connor flatly.

Martin twisted his lip and ran his hand down his smooth stocking.  “I’m not joking.”

The phone went eerily silent for a moment.

“It’s true,” said Martin.

“You’re serious,” said O’Connor incredulously.

“Yeah.”

“You mean you dressed yourself up like a chick... a chick
?!  Then you walked into Ing Co. and did an interview dressed like a chick
?”  O’Connor’s tone was a combination of disbelief and unease.

“Yeah.”

“You got more balls than I thought,” said O’Connor.

“You always told me a good disguise was worth a thousand hours of research,” said Martin defensively.

“Yeah, but I didn’t mean dressin’ up like a chick.”  Martin heard O’Connor thump all the receipts on his desk with his fat finger.  “Listen up, Martin.  I’m gonna hold off on approving these for now.  You better document this, and you better find a story.  Otherwise, I ain’t buying your little interview story and I ain’t paying for your cross-dressing.  You got it?”

“I’m not a cross-dresser!”

“You are if you don’t get this story.  Got it?!” growled O’Connor.

“Yes, sir,” said Martin with some annoyance.  He had done amazing work getting this job.  He doubted anyone else at the paper could have done this.  Fat O’Connor certainly couldn’t have.  And he didn’t like the implication that he was lying, nor did he like the suggestion that he was a cross-dresser, but O’Connor was the boss.  “Trust me, boss.  There’s a story here.  I can feel it.”

As Martin said this, his wife entered the room and sat down next to him.  She slipped her hand into his lap and squeezed his penis through his skirt, which became erect.

“I can feel it too,” she whispered.

Martin blushed and tried to push her hand away.

“There better be a hell of a story... dearie
,” said O’Connor.  Then he hung up the phone.

Martin rolled his eyes.  “Chuck is being Chuck,” he said.

Tracy ignored her husband’s comment and took his phone from his hand.  She tossed it aside.  Then she wrapped her left arm around his shoulder and kissed him as her right hand played with his erection through his skirt.  Their lipsticks smeared.

“How’s my girly husband doing?” asked Tracy as she kissed him.

“I’m not girly,” replied Martin.

Tracy smiled, but didn’t comment.  Instead, she pulled up his skirt, exposing his panties and his girdle.  She was very wet.  Seeing him dressed like this was exciting.  She rubbed his penis with her fingertips through the girdle.  It was hard as a rock.  Precum made the girdle wet.

“Mmm,” said Martin.  “Let me get out of these clothes and then—”

“No, leave them on,” said his wife.

Martin furrowed his brow.  “Why?”

Tracy didn’t answer.  Instead, she pushed him onto his back and then slipped her fingers inside his panties.  She pulled his erection out the top of his panties, out between the gap between the panties and the girdle.

“Very nice,” she said as she stroked his erection.

Martin felt himself tingle.  His penis was throbbing.

Tracy raised her skirt and straddled her prone husband with her knees on each side of his hips.  His erection stood up straight right before her crotch.  Her pussy was dripping wet.  She kissed her husband, again smearing their lipsticks.

“My girly, girly husband,” said Tracy with a snicker.

“Let it go,” said Martin in an embarrassed tone.

“Why?  Doesn’t my girly husband like it when I tell him how pretty he is?” asked Tracy tauntingly.  “Every little girl likes to hear how pretty she
 is.”

“I’m not a little girl,” insisted Martin.

“Yes, you are, girlfriend.”

Martin felt a strange feeling he could only describe as weakness as his wife called him a “she.”  This was definitely humiliating for him.  He didn’t do anything about it though because his wife immediately squeezed his penis and shook it vigorously.  This was simultaneously a good and a shocking feeling, and it made Martin suck in air and his whole body went rigid.  He began breathing hard.  His chest was heaving.  His penis was throbbing.

Tracy kept stroking his penis.  As she did, she leaned over toward the side of the bed and picked up the high-heeled slingbacks Martin had worn to the interview.  When she had them, she straightened herself out again.  Then she moved forward and slipped her pussy lips over her husband’s erection.  It felt good to have him inside her.  She began grinding her hips, feeling his erection go deeper inside her.  This turned her on incredibly.

What turned her on even more though, if the truth be told, was the feeling of silk on his legs.  The smell of his perfume.  His feminized face.  The jingling of his earrings as they shook.  As strange as it seemed to her, she realized that she truly was turned on by him being feminized.  She couldn’t explain it, but so it was and she wished this would go on much longer.

Tracy took the first high-heeled slingback in her hand and leaned backward until she could reach her husband’s feet.  She slipped the shoe onto his foot.  The look of her husband’s foot in a high-heeled shoe with red painted toenails sticking out the front made her tingle all over and her pussy got even wetter.  It was so wet that his penis almost slipped out of her when she leaned back.

Then she slipped the other slingback onto his other foot.

After this, she placed her hand on his legs and ran them up and down his nylon-covered calves and thighs as she ground away with her pussy on his erection.  She worked it up and down, in and out, deeper and deeper, ever deeper.  Her body shook from the excitement she felt.  She hadn’t felt this way in a very long time.  This felt amazing to her!

Martin, however, was feeling something rather different.

Martin loved the feeling of being inside his wife and having his erection squeezed and massaged to the point of ejaculation by his wife.  He even liked her riding him, though not as much as when he rode her.  What he did not like though, was being dressed like this as they made love.  It made him feel oddly emasculated and inadequate.  Somehow, appearing as a woman wasn’t like other disguises or costumes he had worn before.  Somehow, dressing like a woman affected his sense of masculinity.  That troubled him.  He would be very happy when this assignment was over and he could put all of this past himself.

“I’m going to wash all this off and take her to bed and show her how manly I can be!” he vowed.

That would have to wait though.  For now, this was how it would be.

It took only a few seconds before Martin found himself cumming like a fountain.  He felt his penis begin to throb in a sort of rhythm.  Then he felt a tug somewhere inside his balls.  Tremendous pressure built.  His chest tightened.  His back arched.  He grabbed the sheets, nearly ripping them.  He thrust his hips forward.  Then hot, white cum shot from his penis into his wife.

Martin collapsed.  He let go of the sheets and tried to catch his breath.

“That was great, thank you, baby,” he said.

Tracy, who had cum as well, kissed him on the lips.  “You’re welcome, girlfriend
.”

After a minute or two together, Tracy climbed off Martin and he sat up.  That’s when he realized he was wearing his high heels again even though he had taken them off earlier.  He hadn’t noticed her slip those onto his feet during his arousal.

“How did those get there?” he asked his wife suspiciously.

She giggled.  “Maybe the shoe fairy put them there?”


Chapter Six: “Infiltration Day”

—o—

The cab ride made Martin nervous.  The driver reminded Martin of the man in the elevator, particularly as he kept eyeing Martin in the mirror and his erection was obvious the moment Martin stepped into the cab.  Being a woman wasn’t as easy as it seemed.  It could be humiliating and scary to be a sex object for so many men.

It was even scarier for Martin as he wasn’t really a woman and he had no idea how the leering cabbie would respond if he found out.  The worst part though, was feeling objectified.  These men looked at him like something to be used, not as a person and that was a strange, demeaning feeling.  Indeed, every time the cabbie looked back in his rearview mirror to get a glimpse of “Marteen,” Martin felt himself shrink in embarrassment.  It didn’t help that they were headed to the middle of nowhere either.  That made Martin feel vulnerable.

“How far is Terrywood Meadows?” asked Martin just to break the silence.

“About nine miles past the edge of town,” said the man.

And it was.  They drove to the edge of town and kept going, right into the woods.  At first, the homes remained closely together and quite visible in the forest, but the farther they went, the more sparse the homes became and the more dense the forest became.  This was a good place for a billionaire to put mansion.

When they finally came to the address, the cabbie stopped well short of the door.  He apparently wanted to watch Martin’s rear as he walked from the cab to the door, so he left him quite a distance to walk.  Martin felt his face burn with shame as he made his way to the door while the cabbie lingered to take in the view.  As expected, the cabbie waited just long enough to see Martin get to the door before speeding away.

Martin rang the bell and waited.  He wore the same black skirt suit and black open-toed slingbacks his wife had bought him for the interview.  He carried a black designer purse.  His blouse was cream today, rather than maroon.  This blouse too had the layered collar, which let him hide the microphone wire from sight.  His recorder was hidden inside his corset.

“Can I help you?” asked the pretty young blonde who opened the door.

“Hi, I’m Marteen,” said Martin.  “I’m starting today.”

“Oh, that’s right.  Come in.”

Martin stepped across the threshold into the house.  It was a gorgeous house, not at all like he expected from the outside.  The outside had seemed a little cold and rather ancient.  The inside was most modern however with large open rooms and lots of expensive furnishing and art.  This was exactly what Martin expected of a young billionaire.

“This way to the office,” said the young blonde.

As Martin followed her, he took the chance to look her over.  The young woman appeared to be a college student of some sort.  She was the right age at least, and something about her spoke of education.  Of course, it could have been her outfit, which looked a little like a Catholic school girl uniform.  She wore a red-plaid miniskirt, a white blouse, and a short angular jacket.  Her legs were in hose and on her feet were high-heeled wooden clogs.  The clogs gave her a very sexy walk, which the miniskirt did nothing to suppress.  Her heels made a loud THUNK
 sound, unlike Martin’s, which clicked or tapped.

She was very pretty too.  Her hair was gorgeous and full.  Her lips were pouty.  Her skin was soft and tanned.  Her features were soft.  She had the perfect hourglass shape too.  Martin found himself becoming hard just looking at her.

“Why does Ms. Starker work out here rather than in the city?” asked Martin.

“You’d have to ask her,” said the young woman.  She didn’t say this in a rude manner or to be secretive, she just said it in a sort of matter-of-fact tone as a secretary might defer to her boss or a child to their parent.

“Have you worked here long?”

“I don’t work here.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.  Are you related to Ms. Starker?”

The young blonde smiled, but didn’t answer.

A moment later, they entered what was clearly set up as an office.  In the outer room sat four women, all at large desks covered in books, papers and computers.  A woman in what appeared to be a maid’s uniform stood by the coffee machine.  At the back of the room was a private office, separated from the main office by glass.  In this office sat a stern looking woman with piercing black eyes.  She matched the description Dwight had given of Caroline Starker perfectly.

Martin tensed up when he saw her.

The blonde took Martin through the office and directly into Starker’s office.  She did stop to knock, however.

“May we come in, stepmother?” asked the blonde.

“Of course, Charlie,” said Starker.

Martin and Charlie entered the office.  Charlie motioned Martin toward the desk and then stepped back toward the door.  “This is Marteen.”

Starker held out her hand and shook Martin’s.  It was a friendly gesture, though there was little friendliness behind him.  Starker didn’t seem to like him... or maybe that was just her manner.  Either way, Martin didn’t care.  It would be easier to write the story if he didn’t like her.

They made their introductions and sat down.  Charlie left.

“You have a beautiful daughter,” said Martin.

Starker smiled but otherwise ignored his compliment.  “You’ll be working here from now on.  I have a desk set up for you at the end there,” she said and she pointed toward a fifth desk which appeared to be vacant.  “Your duties will include odds and ends for now, until I am more comfortable with your level of skill.  Then we’ll scale up your duties.”

“No problem,” said Martin.  “Can I ask what it is that you do here?”

“We do a number of things,” she replied.

“I figured, but what sorts of things will I be working on?”

“Odds and ends, as I told you.”

“Yes, but what kind of projects?” asked Martin.

Starker seemed to glare at him for a moment, so Martin realized he better back off.  He was going to lose her and this job if he pressed too hard too fast, and he didn’t need to write this story in one day.  Not to mention, it was likely that Starker would not be his best source of information anyways, so pushing her would be a mistake all around.  He should keep her oblivious to his investigative efforts.

“Right now,” said Starker in a tone tinged with harshness, “you will help out as needed.  That’s all you need to know.”

“Of course,” said Martin happily.  “I’m sorry.  I was just excited to get started.”

“I’m sure.”

“So how do I begin?” asked Martin.

Starker signaled to a tall brunette and she came to the office.  “Cindy, take Marteen to her desk and get her started please.  Put her on some of the book work that still needs to be done.”

“Yes Ma’am,” said the brunette.

As the brunette took Martin to his desk, she introduced herself and identified the other women.  There was Sharon, Karly and Krista.  The brunette was Cindy.  They all worked directly for Starker and had done so for many months.  They were all closed lip as well.  Martin began to worry that this might take a very long time to get the information he needed.

At his desk, Martin found the usual secretarial setup.  There was nothing special here, nor was there anything of interest toward his story.  Even when he finally got on the computer later in the day, he still found nothing.  There seemed to be no files, no records and no anything for him to examine.  There was no sign of William Ingersoll either.  Surely if this was his mansion and Caroline was his wife, he would have made an appearance at some point during the day or someone would have mentioned him being around.  But they didn’t.  It felt to Martin like he had reached a dead end.

“Maybe there’s nothing to this after all?” he told himself.

Martin looked down at his feminized legs ending in high heels and he sighed.  He thought about how much he hated the idea of dressing like a woman and how he really did not want to return the following day.

Yet, his journalistic instincts told him something was going on here.

“They’re too secretive for there not to be something here!” he said.

He looked around at the other women, working away happily.  He thought about how controlled his access had been to the remainder of the house.  Then he realized that the story likely didn’t lie in this office at all, it lay in the house beyond.

“Whether he’s a prisoner or a pervert or whatever, that’s where Ingersoll is!” he told himself.  He vowed to find a way to search the rest of the mansion.  That’s where his story lay and that’s where he needed to go.  Hence, he wasn’t going to give up until he saw every last square inch of it!

—o—

The first day ended without Martin getting a chance to do anything more than try to speak to the other women.  That didn’t prove fruitful.  He even tried to wander off by “accidentally” forgetting where the bathroom was, but he was being watched too closely to get away.  The second day went much the same.  That morning, he hoped to “get lost” walking from the entrance to the office so he could explore the house, but Charlie met him again and walked him to the office.  The rest of the day was spent under the never-blinking eye of Caroline Starker.

“This is going to be a problem,” he told his wife that night.

“Why?”

“If this keeps up, I’m going to need to buy a whole wardrobe.  I can’t keep wearing this same suit every day.  They’ll suspect something’s up.”

The third day, he came home to find that his wife had bought him two new suits and several dresses.  She seemed excited to see him in them and urged him to try them on.  He felt uneasy about this and told her he would wear them to work and that was all.  Nevertheless, he soon found himself wearing a housedress around the house and a dressing gown and slippers at night.  Tracy told him this was necessary because she didn’t want to redo his makeup and hair and nails and the such each day.

“You need to stay a woman until this is over, because it’s too hard to transition you back and forth just for the night,” she said.

Martin looked at the white and yellow floral housedress she had handed him.  “I get the hair and nails and stuff, but why can’t I wear some shorts around the house instead of a dress?” he asked.

“Because I said so.  This is the price of beauty.”

Martin picked up the high-heeled mules.  These were slides with a four-inch cork heel, a series of tannish straps that crossed over his foot, a wide open toe and an open back.  “I’m not wearing heels,” he said firmly.

“Yes, you are.  No woman would be caught dead without heels in the dressing gown I bought you.”

“I’m not a woman.”

“You are now.”

Martin lost the argument.  Not only did he want to keep the peace at home, but his wife assured him that wearing the heels around the house would help him become accustomed to the heels he wore at work.  That made sense to Martin, in an unhappy way.  Indeed, he didn’t like it, but if it made it easier to wear heels during the day, he would do it.  Besides, she also made it clear that this was the price of her continued help, something he very much needed.

Hence, he spent his days in suits and skirts and heels and his nights in housedresses and heels or a dressing gown and heels.  This was all very humiliating, but necessary, he told himself.

—o—

The fourth day, things began to change for Martin.  As he worked at checking the math in the massive ledger books that had been dropped upon his desk, he was given a new assignment.

“Wilma needs help bringing in lunch,” said Cindy.  “Follow Charlie to the kitchen and then help Wilma bring back the food.”  Wilma was the woman in the maid costume.  He’d only spoken to her once, but she was constantly around the office doing whatever the other women wanted.

“Yes, Ma’am,” replied Martin.  He was excited.  This would be his first chance to venture into the rest of the house.  What’s more, it was another chance to speak with Charlie.  Martin wondered if Charlie wasn’t the key to his story.

“Follow me,” said Charlie.

“Lead on,” said Martin.

Martin wore one of his new suits today.  It was a checkered-wheat colored skirt suit.  It had a short skirt.  All his suits did.  Tracy seemed to like him showing off his legs.  With it, Tracy had matched an off-white blouse and brown stiletto sandals.  These shoes had a slightly higher heel than the black slingbacks, which made them harder to negotiate.

Charlie, on the other hand, wore pink hotpants, a tight white t-shirt with the words “Girl Power” written on the front in glitter, and another pair of high-heeled clogs.  These had silver studs which held the leather to the wooden platform.  Once more, she looked amazing.  Her breasts were perfect.  Martin actually wondered if they were real.

“So Ms. Starker is your stepmother?” asked Martin.

Charlie nodded, but didn’t respond.

“How does it feel to have a billionaire for a stepmother?”

Charlie rolled her eyes.  “She just married it.  My father earned it,” she said.

Martin sensed tension within Charlie.  It was clear Charlie did not like her stepmother very much, but Martin couldn’t tell if Charlie was on the verge of opening up to Martin or if Charlie was considering turning him in for opening this line of questioning.  Martin was taking a risk, that was for sure, and he didn’t know how it would turn out.  Was it worth the risk?

“Absolutely!  I need to start taking more risks.  If I don’t, I’ll be stuck doing this forever and at some point I really will become ‘Marteen’!” thought Martin.  He shuddered at the thought.

They walked down a long corridor and then started through a series of large, open-concept rooms.  Their heels echoed off the hardwood floors.  THUNK!  CLICK!  THUNK!  CLICK!  THUNK!  CLICK!  THUNK!  CLICK!


“Does your father live here too?” asked Martin.

Charlie gave a wry smile.  “Yeah, he’s
 here,” said Charlie sarcastically.

Martin didn’t know what this meant, but as he was already primed to think in terms of Dwight’s story, he wondered if the sarcasm he heard aimed at Charlie’s father wasn’t a daughter’s disappointment at her father for whatever he had let Caroline do to him?  It was possible.  Though, he didn’t know yet who Charlie’s father was.  In fact, Martin still didn’t even know if this was Ingersoll’s home.  Caroline Starker could have been anyone for all he knew for sure.

Before Martin could follow up, they entered the kitchen.  There they found Wilma busily stacking sandwiches on a platter.  Martin needed to stifle a snicker when he saw Wilma.  For one thing, no self-respecting woman would ever wear that uniform.  Martin was barely a woman himself and he recognized that.  What kind of maid wears five-inch heels?  And how useless would such a short skirt be.  The instance Wilma bends over in the slightest, her panties would be showing.

Moreover, Wilma wasn’t exactly the kind of woman who should be wearing such a costume.  She was too large for one thing, likely being larger than Martin, who was short for a man, but large for a woman.  Her face wasn’t the most attractive either.  It had a mannish quality to it, except for the feminine lips, though Martin thought those appeared to have been cosmetically enhanced.

The one thing she did have going for her was amazing breasts.  They were a tad too large for Martin’s taste, but they were undeniably perfect in structure.  Martin got hard just looking at them.

“They can’t be real,” he thought.

“Here’s your helper, Wilma
,” said Charlie snidely.  She placed a tremendous amount of contempt on the woman’s name.  Martin wasn’t sure why, though he suspected the humiliating uniform had something to do with it.

Charlie then marched off.  Her heels made a tremendous racket: THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!


“How can I help?” asked Martin.

“I need to finish these sandwiches for the office and then stack them on that tray.  Why don’t you get out the lemonade from the fridge and the chips from pantry?” suggested Wilma.

“No problem,” said Martin.

Martin gathered the chips Wilma wanted and then found a pitcher of lemonade in the refrigerator.  He collected several glasses and placed those on a separate tray.  Having achieved this so far, he decided to try to get information from Wilma about Starker or Charlie.

“That’s quite a uniform,” said Martin

Wilma blushed.  “Uh, thank you.”

“Did you pick it out?”

“No, Ma’am.  Ms. Starker picked it out.”

“Oh, she’s ‘Ms. Starker.’  I thought she might be ‘Mrs. Starker.’  I haven’t seen any signs of a Mr. Starker though, now that I think about it,” said Martin.  He hoped the maid would offer an explanation.  He was disappointed.

“Make sure each glass is full,” said the maid, seemingly ignoring his attempt at conversation.

“Have you seen her husband?” asked Martin.

Wilma blushed even more, but didn’t respond.

“It’s ok,” said Martin, sensing her resistance.  “You can talk to me.  I’m part of the family now, so to speak.  Charlie and I were just talking about it.  She said her father was around.”

Wilma bit her lip and blushed even deeper.  She still didn’t answer.

Martin furrowed his brow.  How could everyone here be so tight lipped?  What kind of fear or loyalty had Starker generated to keep an entire household of women so tight lipped about simple things like who Starker’s husband was?

“This is bizarre,” thought Martin.

He decided to lay off Wilma for the moment.  He began to worry that she might report everything he said to Starker and the last thing he needed was to have that happen and then be fired.  Apparently, he would need to continue earning their trust around here before he could get anything out of them.  He decided to make a conciliatory gesture right now to keep Wilma from worrying that he might be after something.

“Here, let me,” said Martin and he took both trays.

“You don’t need to, Ma’am.  I just need help with the one,” said Wilma.

“It’s no bother.  You work hard around here and you could use a break,” said Martin.  Then he carried the sandwiches and the drinks back to the office as Wilma tottered along silently at his side.


Chapter Seven: “A Breakthrough”

—o—

Martin was starting to realize that he needed a breakthrough quickly.  He wasn’t sure how much more of this he could take.  Every night, he came home to rub his sore feet, remove his annoying pantyhose, and slip out of his skintight skirts only to have to slip into more dresses and more heels.  At least they were wedges, but they were still heels.  He hated wearing these clothes.  He hated too that it seemed to turn him on from time to time.  He didn’t understand that and didn’t want to.

What was worse, he was starting to notice changes.  For one thing, he had begun to think in feminine terms.  This was a necessity at work where he needed to think like a woman so he wouldn’t accidentally give himself away, but now it was carrying over to every day life.  When he watched television, he found himself admiring the women’s clothes rather than the women.  He caught himself looking through fashion magazines for shoes one day.  Even his dreams were beginning to involve dresses and high heels and feminization.

“If this doesn’t stop, I’m going to go crazy!” he told himself.

Unfortunately, Tracy seemed to be loving this.  She said that having him feminized was like having her best girlfriend and her husband wrapped up in one sexy package.  That was meant to cheer him up, but it made him feel weak and emasculated instead.

He wanted to stop being Marteen, but he couldn’t.  Frustratingly, he felt like he was no closer to this story than when he started.  He knew now that there was indeed a story.  There was no doubt of that.  The conspiracy of silence told him that.  But where was it and how could he find it?  Who would he get to flip and tell him what was really going on?  And how would he get to any of them?  He was watched too closely and they were all too well trained.

—o—

Another day passed, as had another evening.  Like every other night since this began, Martin and his wife made love.  Martin liked making love, he just didn’t like the way they were doing it.  Tracy seemed to revel in dressing him up in different feminine items and then riding him.  It made him feel like a plaything... like a doll.  Tonight, she had made him wear a red teddie and silver open-toed pumps.  He tried to refuse, but she talked him into it as she always managed to do.  He felt ashamed the whole time because of that, especially at the ending.

“That was fantastic, girlfriend
,” said Tracy.

Martin blushed.  “Don’t call me that.”

“Why not, Marteen
?”

“It’s embarrassing.”

“Oh come on, dear.  It’s who you are at the moment,” said Tracy with an enormous grin.  She was clearly enjoying his feminization very much.  That’s another thing that worried Martin.  She started fingering his now flaccid penis again where it had been pulled out of the bottom of the teddie as they made love.  It was still dripping with his cum from what they had done moments before.

Martin rolled over onto his stomach as a sort of protest.  That way, she couldn’t touch his penis.

“Hey, I was using that!” she said with a laugh.

“Find some other toy,” said Martin.

Tracy’s lip curled up into a wicked grin.  “Ok,” she said.  Then she slid her legs onto the back of her husband’s thighs and she placed her elbow into the small of his back so he couldn’t move.  She placed her hand on his rear and pinched his butt.

“Hey!” he protested.

“You said to find something else to play with.”

“Not that!”

“Sorry honey, you should have been more specific.”  As she said this, she wiped the cum from his penis over her finger so it became slick.  Then she slipped her finger between his crack and, before he even realized what she was doing, she slipped it inside him.

Martin immediately tensed up.  He was a man and men don’t let anything go inside there
!  Before he could protest, however, he felt wave after wave of tingly pleasure racing to his spine from her finger.  This felt really good.

A moment later, he became hard as a rock.

Tracy shifted her position so her husband could rise slightly off the bed so his erection hung freely beneath him.  She then grabbed it and started stroking him as she fingered his rear.  Martin couldn’t believe how exciting this felt.  He’d never felt anything like it.  Within seconds, he was breathing hard and his penis was threatening to cum.

“Do you want me to finish, girly?” asked Tracy.

Martin bit his tongue.  He did and he didn’t; it was exciting and felt amazing, but it was also embarrassingly emasculating.  He certainly didn’t want to admit he wanted it though.  Yet, he really did want it.  He nodded his head.

“Yes... yes,” he said.

“Are you sure?  It’s an awfully girly way to get off.”

“Yes, I want it.”

“All right.  You asked for it, girlfriend
,” laughed Tracy.  She stroked him just a little harder.

He came.  Then he felt intense shame.

—o—

An hour later, Martin sat at his computer.  He still wore the teddy and the pumps.  He still felt ashamed too for having made love to his wife in this outfit and for asking her to finish him with her finger.  He really needed to put an end to this, he thought.  Things were starting to go too far.  Unfortunately, he couldn’t – or wouldn’t
 – put an end to this until he got his story, and right now he wasn’t sure how to make that happen.

He flipped open his file and read the last entry in his notebook.  He’d written that as he sat in the back of the cab on the way home after work – he always took a cab because he didn’t want his license plate being traced, plus he didn’t want to try driving in the tight skirts and heels his wife picked out for him.  His notes read:

“I have now talked to everyone who works in the office, plus Charlie and Wilma.  Nobody is willing to talk about anything.  What do I do now????”

He sighed.

“I’m never going to get this story,” said Martin and he rubbed his temples with his fingers with their red fingernails.

Martin then looked at the flashing light on his phone for the tenth time.  That light meant he had two messages from his editor Chuck O’Connor.  O’Connor wanted an update Martin didn’t want to give him.  Martin simply had nothing he could report and he didn’t want to talk about it.  He didn’t want to hear Chuck’s sarcasm or feel his wrath, nor did he want to be pulled from this assignment.

“Sorry, boss.  I’m not available,” he said and he pushed delete.

Martin turned to his computer and opened an internet page and ran a search for William Ingersoll.  He had no idea what he was looking for, he was just shooting in the dark basically.

“Where can you be?” asked Martin rhetorically.

Almost immediately, a picture came up of Ingersoll.  This was a photo taken at a golf tournament Ingersoll had attended two years prior.  Martin hadn’t seen this picture before, and the moment he saw it, his jaw dropped.

“I don’t believe it!” he gasped.  “How could I have missed that?!”

Martin moved closer to the screen.  This image showed him something all the other images of Ingersoll had not.  He examined the profile of Ingersoll very, very closely.  It absolutely reminded him of someone else.  There could be no mistake... no mistake at all.

“It’s Wilma!
”

—o—

Martin stormed into the mansion the following morning.  Today, he wore a navy-blue skirt suit and sharp spike-heeled pumps.  His suit should have been fire-red to match his mood.  He had his lead now and nothing was going to stop him!  He was determined to discover the truth!  The days of playing around were over.

“Good morning,” said Charlie as she greeted Martin at the door.

“Good morning, Charlie,” replied Martin.

Charlie turned and started down the hallway toward the office.  She wore a tight pink angora sweater, tight white jeans short-shorts, and white high-heeled sandals with a cork wedge heel.  Her toenails matched her sweater, as did her fingernails.  Her feet were just a bit loose in the sandals and they slapped against the sandals as she walked:  CLICK  SLAP!  CLICK  SLAP!  CLICK  SLAP!


Martin started to follow Charlie and then stopped after a few feet.

“Say, Charlie.  Do you mind if I put this milk in the refrigerator?” asked Martin and he held up a bottle of milk.  “The office has a small refrigerator, but it won’t hold anything as large as this bottle and I don’t want it going bad.”

Charlie shrugged her shoulders, causing her hair to dance around her shoulders and her back and making her earrings jingle.  Her breasts were incredible and again Martin found himself becoming erect despite the situation.

“Fine,” said Charlie, though she sounded a little annoyed, and she started to turn to walk toward the kitchen.

“It’s ok.  I can find it myself if you want to go,” said Martin.

Martin held his breath, hoping this worked.  He waited and watched as Charlie seemed confused for the moment.  Then she shrugged her shoulders and started walking away.  “Ok,” she said.  She turned the corner and disappeared.  Martin listened silently as her heels slowly grew quieter until they disappeared:  CLICK  SLAP!!  CLICK  SLAP!  Click Slap!  Click slap!  click slap...  click slap...


“Yes!” thought Martin, congratulating himself on his plan.  “Now to find Wilma!”

Martin slipped out of his pumps and raced down the hallway in his stocking feet.  He wasn’t completely silent as his skirt still made a “taut” sound whenever his steps were too big and his earrings jingled and his blouse rustled.  But he wasn’t making a loud alarming CRACK
 sound with his heels at least.

As he went, Martin stuck his head into every room.  He was looking for Wilma.  This was very risky, but it was what he needed to do.  This was the only way to break the story, short of pretending to be Marteen for so long that he might actually become Marteen!  He kept looking.

Then he got lucky.  He found Wilma and “she” was alone.

“There he is!
” exclaimed Martin to himself.

Wilma was in a room that looked like a billiard room.  The walls were lined with book-covered shelves.  The French doors looked out upon a pool and patio in the back.  The floor was hardwood except beneath a giant pool table that sat in the center back of the room near the French doors.  The rest of the room consisted of couches, chairs and a fireplace.  Wilma stood in the corner polishing a giant stainless steel statue of an apple with a mechanical butterfly sitting on its stem.  Wilma wore a similar uniform to the one from the other day, only this one was red and white-checkered.

Martin walked over to Wilma.  He tossed his heels onto the pool table as he passed it.  Wilma spun around when she heard the noise.  She looked stunned and she jolted.

“Ma’am!” exclaimed Wilma.  “I didn’t hear you!”  She curtseyed nervously.

“You and I need to talk,” said Martin firmly.

“Uh, yes Ma’am.”

“Who are you really?!”

Wilma turned white as a sheet and tried to back away but ran into the wall.

“And you can tell me the truth, because I know it, William!
” growled Martin as he bore down on the feminized man.

Wilma began to tremble.

Martin stepped right up to the feminized man.  “Tell me the truth!  Why are you dressed like that?  Did Caroline Starker do this to you, William?  Is she holding you prisoner?!”

Wilma’s jaw dropped.  S/he clearly had no idea how to respond.

“My father won’t help you,” said Charlie suddenly behind Martin.

Martin’s heart raced.  He felt as shocked as William had been a moment before.  He spun around to see the young woman standing by the door.  She was slowly walking into the room, approaching Martin and William in a slow circle.  Click... slap.  Click... slap.  Click... slap.


“Why not?” asked Martin cautiously.

“Does he look like he’s going to help?” asked Charlie snidely.

Martin pointed at Charlie.  “Then you can help.  Help me save your father from your stepmother.”  Martin hoped that Charlie’s obvious dislike for her stepmother would make her aid him now.

“I don’t think he even wants to be helped.”

“He can’t want to live like this... like a humiliated woman,” said Martin.

Charlie shrugged her shoulders.  “So he says, but he didn’t put up much of a fight when she started on him.  He could have stopped this from the get go before it even began, but he didn’t.  Do you know how long it took before she had him wearing heels around the house right in front of everyone?  In front of me?”

Martin shook his head.

Charlie let out a cynical laugh.  “The first weekend they were together.  High heels.  My father
.  Two days later, he was wearing a dress and taking orders from her.  The rest is history.  He’s too weak to resist her.  Always has been.”

Charlie’s cynical answer worried Martin.  It suggested both hopelessness and perhaps a little contempt for Wilma/William.  Martin worried this meant Charlie would never help him.  He decided to try a different angle.  “Look, Charlie, I know how disappointed you must be that your father was so weak.  I understand that no little girl wants to see her father as weak—”

Once again, Charlie let out a laugh.  “You still don’t know what you’re talking about, do you?”

“I know this.  I can help.”

“Help?  You?  How?” asked Charlie.

“I’m not just some secretary.  I’m a reporter.  I work for the Daily.  You just have to tell me what happened so I can help you.  I can break this story wide open and save him from her!”

“You think I want this
 told to the public?!” asked Charlie incredulously.

“It may embarrass your father, but it will save him.”

“I’m not talking about him
.”

“Your stepmother won’t be able to touch you either.  Trust me, Charlie.  After I write this story, you’ll both be household names.  She won’t dare touch either of you!” said Martin.

“That’s what I’m worried about, becoming a household name.”

“Why?  Daughter Saves Billionaire
.  Doesn’t that sound great?” asked Martin.

Charlie took a deep breath.  “You don’t understand.  You really don’t understand, do you?  I’m not his daughter!
  I’m his son!” said Charlie finally.

Martin’s jaw dropped.

“Now do you get it?” asked Charlie.  “You can’t help me.”

Martin shook his head.  He wasn’t giving up yet.  “I can help.  I can help put her behind bars!”

“And the world is going to find out I’m a girl!  No, thank you.”

Suddenly, Martin heard the sound of clapping behind him.  It started as a slow clap and then steadily increased in speed.  Then he heard a voice.  It was a smug voice.  “Oh bravo,” said the woman.

Martin spun around and saw Caroline Starker standing by the door along with two other women.  One of the women was Ms. Grimm from his interview.  The other he did not recognize.

“You see, they don’t want your help,” said Starker.

Martin glanced at the two feminized men.  They stood nearby with their heads down.  Starker slowly started into the room.  Her sharp heels made a cracking sound on the hardwood floor as she walked.  Each crack made Martin’s spine shudder.

“I’ve been wracking my brains trying to figure out who you are,” said Starker.

Martin’s heart was beating super fast.  He did his best to stay calm.

Starker continued:  “I knew you were after something here... and I knew you weren’t a woman.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  He was shocked she had seen through his disguise.  He had thought his disguise was perfect.  It seemed to work everywhere he tried it and even Tracy thought it was perfect.

Starker saw the look on his face and laughed.  “Yes, I know you’re a man.”

“How?”

Starker chuckled.  “I’m afraid you get a lot of erections, Marteen
.  Most women don’t get so many.”

Martin looked down at his skirt.  It seemed flat to him, but apparently it wasn’t flat enough... or flat often enough.

“In fact, I’ve known you weren’t what you claimed from the moment of your interview.  Since then, it’s just been a matter of waiting for you to expose yourself.  See, what I didn’t know was who sent you.  Were you some sort of private detective hired by William’s friends?  Dwight, perhaps?  That man can be so annoying.  Or were you something else?”

She snickered derisively, which sent a chill down Martin’s spine.

“Well, it turns out you were something else.  You’re a journalist.  And I suppose uncovering the mystery of the disappearing billionaire was your goal,” said Starker.  “And let me say, Marteen
, for the record, it took you forever to make any progress... you must not be a very good reporter.”

Martin’s face turned red with anger.  “Well, I know now.”

“I know things too,” countered Starker.  She drifted to the pool table and picked up Martin’s high-heeled shoes.

“Is that so?”

“Yes.  I know you work for a newspaper.  I even know which one.  And I know that you’ve been caught.”

Martin swallowed hard when he heard this.  “Well, good for you,” he said nervously, “but I know what you did now, and I’m going to blow the lid off of this.  After I write my article, they’re going to be set free and you’re probably going to end up in jail!”

Starker snickered.  “Is that so?” she asked in a smug tone.

“Yes, it is.  You can’t beat the press.”

She examined his pumps.  “Beautiful shoes.”

“Thank you,” said Martin involuntarily.

“As for beating the press, maybe not.  But I have been quite expert in keeping my secrets, Marteen
.  And I doubt very much that anyone will be interested in publishing whatever you tell them.”  She snapped her fingers.

“You can’t stop me,” said Martin.

Suddenly, the other two women came around the couch on either side.  They boxed Martin in.  One grabbed his purse and tore it open.  She poured it out accidentally.  Out fell the recorder.  Out fell his press card.  The woman crouched down and picked it up and handed it to Starker.

“Oh, I’m sure I can... Martin
,” said Starker.


Chapter Eight: “A Breakdown”

—o—

Martin stepped away from the car.  He felt groggy and couldn’t remember how he got here, though he knew this was his home.  He also knew he had been pushed out of the car.  He looked back at the car and approached the still open door.  He intended to ask the woman in the backseat what was going on, but the woman didn’t seem to be in a talkative mood as she slammed the door.  She looked familiar to Martin, but he was still too groggy to remember.

“Hold on a minute,” said Martin.

The driver snickered and put her foot on the gas.  The car raced off immediately, leaving Martin standing there on the street.

“Hey!” yelled Martin, but they weren’t going to stop.

Martin glared helplessly at the car as it drove away.  Who were those women?  He couldn’t remember.  Martin shook it off and started up his walkway to his front door.  He stumbled a bit in the high heels he wore.

“Heels?  Why am I wearing heels?” he asked.  “And why am I stumbling?  Have I been drinking?  Why did I dress like this to go drinking?”  He wished he could remember what had happened.

Martin reached the front door and put his key into the lock.  It opened, so he opened the door and stepped inside.

“Martin?!” gasped his wife, who rushed to the door.

“Hi honey, I’m home.”

“Martin!  Where have you been?!” demanded his wife.

“I don’t know.  A bar I guess.  I’m having a hard time remembering.”  He looked down at the way he was dressed.  “I’m sure there’s a good reason for the way I’m dressed.”

His wife grabbed him and hugged him tightly.  “I was getting so worried!”

“It’s just a little alcohol—”

“Four weeks, Martin.  Four weeks!  For the last four weeks, all I’ve heard from you were those stupid phone messages!  Do you know how worried I’ve been?” asked Tracy.

Martin looked confused.  “What messages?”

Tracy stomped over to her message machine.  She put her finger with its long red nail on the recall button.  The phone beeped.  Martin’s voice came through the speaker.  “I’m fine, honey.  Be in contact soon.”  BEEP!  “I’ve never been happier.  See you soon.”  BEEP!  She took her finger from the machine and the messages stopped.

“You know what the messages began to say after that,” said Tracy.

Martin raised an eyebrow.  He had no idea what the messages said, but it sounded like they weren’t good.  He wondered what they were or why he had made them, but he decided not to ask at this point.  He didn’t want to make his wife any more nervous than she was and telling her that he had no idea what he had said or what had happened would make her nervous.

He shrugged his shoulders.  “Sorry.”

Tracy tapped her mid-heeled sandal against the tile floor and folded her arms across her chest.  She didn’t know if she was happy or furious or both.  “What happened, Martin?” she asked.

“I have no idea,” said Martin and he rubbed the back of his neck.

This wasn’t entirely true, however.  With each passing minute, Martin started remembering more.  By this point, he was remembering a lot actually.  He remembered arguing with Starker after exposing himself to William and Charlie.  He remembered Starker and her henchmen taking him to a doctor.  Just a moment ago, he recalled waking up from some sort of surgery.  And he knew now who drove the car.

“What have they done to me?” he asked himself.

“Well, you’re home now.  That’s all that matters,” said Tracy, unaware of his thoughts.  She hugged him again.  “We can talk about your ‘desires’ after we’ve both got a good night’s rest.”

“What desires?” wondered Martin.

Tracy took her husband by the hand and walked him to their bedroom.  Once there, she let go of his hand and walked over to his underwear drawer.  From it, she pulled out a red teddie.  As she did, Martin walked into the bathroom.  His high heels clicked off the tile floor:  click click click click!
  He turned on the shower and removed his jacket.  His chest felt heavy for some reasons.  He must have worn the fake breasts too long now and his chest had become sore, he thought.  He returned to the bedroom to strip down and remove this feminine garbage once and for all.  Indeed, at this point, the story was over and just needed to be written based on what he had.  There was no way to go back, so there was no reason to remain dressed like this.

“It’s going to feel great to be a man again,” he told himself.

“Here you go, dear,” said Tracy as he returned.  She offered him the teddie.

“What’s that for?”

Tracy cocked her head to one side.  “It’s what you asked for?”

Martin shook his head and started unbuttoning his blouse.  “I’ve got my story.  I’m done.”

“I don’t understand.  Done?”

“Yeah,” said Martin as he unbuttoned the next to last of his buttons.  “I’m done with all that fem—”  He was stopped mid-word.  When Martin undid the last button on his blouse, his breasts fell out of his blouse because they were held in place only by a tiny bra that did little control them.  Now they stood out in the open.

Martin’s jaw dropped.  These were real breasts!  In fact, they were perfect breasts, much like William’s had been, and they were on his chest!

“Oh my God!” exclaimed Martin.

“Those are gorgeous,” said Tracy.

Martin shot his wife a strange look.  How could she remain so calm with her husband apparently having genuine women’s breasts?  How could she be more calm than he was about this?

“What are they?  Double-D?” asked Tracy.

Martin didn’t have any idea how to respond.  Then his mind flashed back to him standing before a mirror for the first time as a doctor removed the bandages from his chest.  Caroline Starker stood behind him laughing.  In his vision, she even mouthed the words “Double-D.”  Martin almost passed out.

“Are you all right, honey?” asked Tracy.

Martin steadied himself.  “Ok, apparently, I have breasts,” said Martin, trying to calm himself.

“This surprises you?” asked Tracy.

“Of course it surprises me.  Doesn’t it surprise you?!”

Tracy shook her head.  “No, not really.  I mean, I haven’t seen them before, but you told me all about them in the messages.  You said you were having them done and then you told me how great they turned out.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  He put his hands on his wife’s shoulders, even as she couldn’t keep her eyes off his large, erect nipples and his gorgeous, firm breasts.  “What did I tell you?  Tell me everything!”

Tracy giggled.  “Oh Martin.”

“Tell me!”

She shook her head.  “You can stop pretending, Martin.  You explained it all.”

Martin licked his lips nervously, but couldn’t speak.  He gave his wife a little shake to get her to continue speaking.

Tracy rolled her eyes and giggled.  “You confessed to me that you made up the story—”

“I what?!” he exclaimed.

“You confessed that you made up the story.  Then you told me that you realized long ago that you always wanted to be a woman.  And seeing that athlete last month who turned himself into a woman finally convinced you that you could do it.  You said you hoped that I forgave you, but there was nothing to forgive – though I wish you had let me be with you.”

“I— I—”

“Then you told me that you were getting your boobs done and some other things and you would see how that went before you went further,” finished Tracy.

Martin looked stunned.

Tracy put her hand on her husband’s shoulder.  “It’s all right, dear.  You can stop acting like this is a surprise to you or like you didn’t want it.  I accept you.”

“I— I didn’t do any of this.  They did this to me!” he gasped.  Martin put his hand on his breast and felt an amazing tingle.  His whole chest seemed to be struck by an electric wave which filled him with a pleasurable sensation.

Tracy shook her head.  “It’s ok, Martin.”

“What do you mean, ‘it’s ok’?  I just told you that they did this to me!”

“I know.  And you warned me about that too.  You said the doctor you saw diagnosed you with having a difficult time accepting what you wanted and warned you that you might try to project your desire onto other people or even make up some fantasy to explain it to avoid responsibility.  You told me not to believe anything you said about other people making you do this.”

Martin crashed down onto the bed.  Caroline Starker had done this to him and she had done it well.  Not only had she changed his body, but she’d discredited him in the process.  The very act of denying that he wanted this was now proof that he really did want it.  How could he explain what really happened if his wife believed that?

He couldn’t.

Martin looked at his breasts.  “I wonder what else she did?” he asked himself.  He decided to strip off his clothes and examine his body.  She had done a lot.

Starker had given him perfect breasts, just as she had William and Charlie.  His hair was gone from his body.  It would not return.  His body was fatter.  His hips were wider and his muscles were smaller.  These were the result of a female hormone implant.  His cheeks had been narrowed with surgery.  His lips were made feminine and puffy.  His hair was now long, blonde and wavy, and his hairline had been changed subtly to give him a more feminine appearance.

She had done something to his feet too.  When he walked, he now found that he walked as if he wore heels even if he didn’t.  It was genuinely painful for him to walk with his feet flat.  Consequently, he couldn’t go back to flats or male shoes right now if he tried.

The worst though, was his penis.  It was still there, but it was smaller and softer from the hormones.  Still, the fact it remained should have made him happy, except he now remembered what Starker had said to him about this:

“I’m leaving your worthless penis attached to your body.  Why?  Because I’m going to make you choose, Martin.  You can either be a woman with a penis, hiding it as best you can every time you duck into a locker room, bathroom or dressing room, and whenever you get hard.  Or you can have it removed and live as a normal woman the rest of your life.  You can finish what I started.  Either way, it’s your choice how you will suffer.”

“She went all out,” sighed Martin.

Meanwhile, his wife picked up the teddie again and a pair of red satin mules.  She held them both out for him.  “Let’s get you dressed.  And then maybe, we’ll play a bit,” she said.

Despite the estrogen and other female hormones racing through his body at that point, he felt his penis start to rise.  It didn’t rise far and it didn’t get too hard, but it rose.  That actually made him happy.

—o—

A few minutes later, Martin found himself in a strange situation:  his wife had taken command.  This had never happened to Martin before, not with his wife or any prior girlfriend, and it felt extremely emasculating.  Oddly though, he couldn’t resist it.  He wondered if Caroline Starker had done something to him or if his masculinity was just worn out.

“Maybe it’s the hormones?” he thought.

Whatever the cause, his wife was leading him around and he was meekly following.  Consequently, while he really would rather have ended his feminine adventure and started looking for a way to undo what Starker had done, Martin instead found himself in a bubble bath.  Then he found himself in the red teddie and a nightgown and high-heeled slippers as his wife combed out his now-longish hair.  It was gorgeous thick hair that had been professionally done.

“Don’t you feel better now?” asked Tracy.

“I do,” admitted Martin.  He felt much more calm.

“Good,” said Tracy and she rubbed his shoulders.

Then she slowly slipped her hand down his chest, inside his teddie, until her fingers found his nipples.  She began to massage his nipples.  Martin felt an amazingly comfortable, warm feeling pulsating through his breasts.  This made him very happy.  Then she scraped her fingernail over one of his nipples.  This sent a sharp jolt racing through his nipple to his nervous system and he cringed.  What he felt almost came across like pain, but it was intensely pleasurable.  It made his shrunken penis jump to attention beneath his teddie.

“I know what my little girl likes,” said Tracy with a laugh.  “I’m going to love playing with these!”

She took Martin by the hand and walked him over to the bed.  He sat down and started to slip out of his heels, but she stopped him.

“Wear them,” she said.

Martin started to object, but his wife kissed him and pushed him back onto the bed.  Then she climbed on top of him.  She began feeling up his breasts and squeezing his nipples.  This felt amazingly good to Martin.  In fact, it felt so good that his tiny, soft penis stood as hard as it could and began to throb weakly.  Tracy helped this along by fingering its head.

“Come on, baby.  Cum for me,” said Tracy.

She lowered her head and began sucking on his nipple.  She slipped her tongue all around it and then pinched it between her teeth.  Martin gasped as he felt her sharp teeth tease his sensitive nipple.  Then she slowly pulled her head away from his breast, leaving his nipple between her teeth.  Martin went through an exquisite set of feelings.  He went from intensely pleasurable to thrillingly painful to overwhelmingly erotic.  He arched his back and stopped breathing.  He dug his feet in their high heels into the sheets.  He squirmed beneath his wife’s tug.

Then he came.

He came in an amount he didn’t know was possible even before he had undergone Starker’s torture, and he certainly would not have expected now.  Even more interestingly, he barely noticed that he had cum until a satisfied feeling filled him.  Until that moment, he had been exclusively focused on his breasts.

“I didn’t even know you were stroking me,” he said as he caught his breath.

Tracy laughed.  “I wasn’t.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “You mean?”

“Yes.  You came from me tugging on your breasts alone, girlfriend.”

Martin suddenly felt very emasculated.  It was one thing to be turned into a woman, it was another to be turned into a woman
!  Indeed, to respond as a woman sexually was shocking and it made him realize that he would never recover his manhood, no matter what he did.  Even if he could recover his masculine shape, he would always remember having been a woman in bed, and frankly, he knew right now that he would always miss it.  For as much as he disliked being a woman, as much as it humiliated him, he really did like what had just happened and he knew he would crave that the rest of his life.

“I’m stuck,” he told himself.

Meanwhile, his wife climbed on top of him, pinning his arms to his side and letting the tip of his tiny erection rub against her panties beneath her dress.  She was all smiles.

“So listen up, little girl.  There are going to be some changes around here,” said Tracy.

Martin felt himself shrink.

“Since you decided to turn yourself into a girl, it only makes sense that I take over your role as the ‘man’ of the family.  That means, I’m in charge.  And I like my little girls a certain way.  From now on—”

“Wait a minute, I—”

Tracy pinched his nipple to stop his objection.

“Ouch!” exclaimed Martin.

“As I was saying, from now on, I will pick out what you will wear and you will wear what I tell you.”

“You?!”

She pinched his nipple again.

“Ouch!  Stop that!” he exclaimed.  Martin tried to free himself, but in the heels and with his arms pinned beneath her legs, he had no traction.

“Now be a good little girl and shut up,” said Tracy.

Martin started to speak and she started to twist his nipple.  Martin immediately closed his mouth and stopped speaking.

“That’s better,” she said.  “Now, again, as I was saying, I’ll be picking out your clothes from now on.  I like my little girls in skirts or dress and always in heels.  I expect you to act like a girl from now on too.  Don’t let me catch you sitting like a man or anything like that.  You need to accept that you’re a girl now... you don’t do anything like a man anymore.”

Martin blushed.  This was humiliating.  “Anything?”

“Anything.”

“But what about making love?” he asked.

Tracy let out a snicker.  This wasn’t meant to be cruel, but it cut through Martin like a knife.  “And how in the world are you going to make love to me like a man, baby?”  She grinded her panty-covered pussy against his tiny erection and his shrunken balls to show him how awkward this was now; his too-soft-to-be-used penis bent and slipped away.

“It may be soft, but I still have my dick!” he insisted.

“Honey, it’s so small I’d barely notice it.  You’re a better fit for the open-toe on my pumps now than my pussy.  Maybe if we wrapped it something, I don’t know.  But even then, it isn’t hard enough to do anything with.  And if we solve that, how are you going to take me like a man with your boobs slapping in my face?”

Her words shattered Martin’s ego and he felt himself shrink.

“No honey,” she continued.  “You’re on the bottom from now on.”

Martin’s world had changed indeed.


Epilogue

—o—

The week Martin returned home went poorly for him.  He needed to adjust to having real breasts and real curves.  His penis didn’t work so well and it certainly didn’t get hard on command.  This was humiliating.  So was having his wife busy herself making sure he would become the girl of her dreams.

Work went poorly as well.

“I always knew there was something wrong with you,” growled O’Connor.

“I swear, Chuck.  Everything I told you is the truth,” said Martin.

“You have no proof of any of it.”

“I know.  She was very thorough.”

“What’s more, I got these messages from you, Martin... you
.  You told me you made the whole thing up so you had an excuse to disappear so you could get a boob job.  You admitted that you lied to me!”  O’Connor covered his face with his fat hand.  His cigar poked out between his fingers.  “I can’t believe I ever bought this cock and bull story of yours.”

“They made me say those things.  I swear,” said Martin.

“It sure didn’t sound that way to me.”

Martin felt his shoulders slump.  He quickly adjusted his posture.  He had learned that letting his shoulders slump would make his heavy breasts hurt his back.  “She did this to me, Chuck.”

Martin’s editor shook his head.  “It doesn’t matter, ’cuz there’s no story, is there?  You threw that away if there ever was one.”

“But Chuck, I had it all recorded.  It was all on tape!  I even taped her confession in the billiard room.”

“So?  Where’s this recorder now?”

Martin hung his head, causing his blonde curls to fall past his face.  “I don’t know.  I think Caroline Starker destroyed it after they grabbed my purse.  I didn’t see where it went and it wasn’t in my purse when I got it back.”

O’Connor huffed.  “I suppose you see my position, am I correct?  I let a reporter chance a wild good chase.  Said reporter tells me he’s hot on a lead.  Then I find out he’s buying women’s clothes on the paper’s credit card.  I confront him.  The next thing I know, he vanishes and I start getting messages bragging about how big his boobs are getting.”  O’Connor flipped open a folder.  “Oh, and I got this.”  He tossed the file to Martin.

“What is it?” asked Martin as he picked it up.  He held the paper between his pretty red nails and fingertips.

“It’s a receipt from a clinic that claims you asked them to give you breast implants.  They have signed waivers and consents and everything.  Even worse, you put this on the paper’s credit card too!!
”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  No wonder O’Connor didn’t believe him.

“Now tell me why I shouldn’t fire you?” demanded O’Connor.

Martin swallowed hard and shook his head.  He had no answer.  Indeed, what answer could there possibly be?  Nothing would make O’Connor believe that the doctor had been part of this conspiracy as well.  Nothing would make him think Martin had been forced to claim he was lying.  The story was dead and all the evidence pointed to Martin making it up.  No editor could keep a reporter like that.

“Well, I ain’t firin’ you, and I’ll tell you why,” growled O’Connor.  “Because you’re going to work here until I can take all your cross-dressing and boob job expenses you charged to the company out of your pay with interest.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “You’re keeping me as a reporter?”

“Who said anything about you being a reporter?  Hell, no!  You wanna be a woman and flitter around in high heels and tight skirts, then you can do it in the office as an office girl.”

Martin’s jaw dropped again.  He was being demoted.

—o—

Martin’s life settled into a comfortable, if humiliating pattern after this.  At work, he played the role of the office girl, prancing around the office getting coffee and making copies.  This was hard enough in a regular office, but doing it here was many times more difficult.  Doing it here meant prancing around in tight skirts and high heels amongst a room full of old-school sexists who liked ogling the female employees and pinching their butts.

Martin thought this might not happen to him as he had been a man, but his past was quickly forgotten and he soon found that he was not immune.  Apparently, when one totters around in five-inch heels, waives double-D breasts in people’s faces and has long wavy blonde hair cascading down your shoulders, it’s easy for people to forget that you have a penis between your legs.  Martin caused a lot of erections.

His wardrobe wasn’t helping either because Tracy liked to dress him sexily.  He asked her specifically if he could switch to flats, pants and loose sweaters, but his wife refused to let him.  He was stuck.

Home had its own humiliations as well.  Whether he liked it or not, Tracy insisted that he live as a woman now.  It just wasn’t possible to make him look masculine anymore.  Besides, she liked him feminized.  This seemed to embolden her to take charge too.  She was now picking out his clothes, setting up his diet, deciding when they would have sex, and taking charge in dozens of other ways.  The fact he was feminized and the fact his pay had been reduced to that of an office girl gave her the power to do these things too.  She was in charge now, and that wouldn’t change.

There was a chance thing would change at work though...

—o—

Many miles away, a young man was holding a recorder in his hands as he lay on his bed.  Its shiny black material highlighted his sharp red nails.  He knew what was on the recorder.  He just hadn’t decided what to do with it yet.

“To be or not to be,” he said in his feminized voice.

He crossed his legs again and let his high-heeled clog dance along the ends of his toes.  Then he reached down and felt his shrunken penis.  The hormones had really made it small of late.  He apparently needed the hormones to keep his breasts looking as gorgeous as they did, not that he wanted that... not that he had a choice.

Or did he?

Charlie rose from his bed and tottered over to his desk.  He pulled an envelope from the desk.  Then he wrote the address of the Daily on the front and placed Martin Ward’s name on it.  He popped the recorder into the envelope and made his way downstairs to borrow some stamps from the girls in the office.  After he had those, he slipped the envelope into the mail and watched it depart with the regular mail run.

“Take that stepmother,” he said with a snicker.

Things were about to look up for Martin.

The End.


Thanks for reading my book!

I hope you enjoyed it!

Please leave a review at Amazon.

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!

And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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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 let me change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid:
  Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the net.  He was wrong.  Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.


August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Grounded in Heels:
  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?


April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School):
  The long awaited sequel to
 Grounded In Heels
!


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 has plans for the helpless feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time in heels permanent.  But her plans might now work out so well this time.

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


September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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More Than He Bargained For:
  Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)


March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By Hypnosis:
  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast.  Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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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.


March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?


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

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Serving His Fiancée: 
 This is Part Two of
 Feminized Fiancé
.


Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to 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.

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:
  Paul Wallace is a powerful man.  But Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it.
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Satin Falls (Part One):
 
 Satin Falls
 is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the water supply.



Guiding the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race.  She decides to get her revenge against
 male
kind by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males.  Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to stop her.


Part One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Satin Falls (Part Two):
  With all the men of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over.  Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of authority and then feminize them for their own good.  Unfortunately, none of them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.


Meanwhile, the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.

This book concludes the series.

August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):
  As Loren continues to adjust 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.  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 get out of these messes?


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


November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One):

Megan and Mark have a problem.  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, with an end result that neither of them expected.

This is Part One of two.  This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two):

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 too.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will he escape with his masculinity intact?  Does Megan want to let him?

This Part concludes the story.

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