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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Imagine if you suddenly woke up one day to discover that you were growing breasts... real, firm, feminine breasts.  Would that be a nightmare or a dream come true?  Well, for Andrew, this is a bit of a nightmare.  See, Andrew’s life is going well and he’s up for a promotion and suddenly, well, breasts
.  Soon, everything turns upside down for poor Andrew as he finds himself demoted and feminized and with more surprises to come.  Interestingly, Andrew’s wife isn’t so sad about any of this, as she’ll be happy to tell you.  If you’re interested in what she has to say, then read on!

Told in the first person by Andrew’s wife (with interjections from Andrew), I think you’ll find this story, fun, interesting, and rather erotic.  This is Part One of Two.  I hope you enjoy it!  As always, please let me know your thoughts!

With love,

Ann :)

P.S. Thanks again to my great team of readers/editors!

P.S.S. Thanks also for signing up for my monthly newsletter.  If you haven’t signed up, you can do so here:  https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website
.  All you need is an email address.  You won’t regret it.


Chapter One: “What Can It Hurt?”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

My husband doesn’t want me telling this story.

I can see why, too.  He’s embarrassed by what happened to him.  I mean, breasts
, right?  That must be embarrassing for a man.  Heck, I’m struggling not to giggle as I write this.  Then there’s the whole demotion thing and all that.  I know that bothers him a lot too, but honestly, I kind of like him beneath me.  Our lives are much better with me in charge now.

Either way though, this story needs to be told!  People want
 to know.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

Of course she’s giggling.  Stephanie thinks this is funny.  I don’t.  Have you ever seen a man with breasts?  Do you know how embarrassing that is?  Everyone stares and laughs behind your back.  Even worse, how would you feel if you were a man who suddenly needed to wear women’s clothes because you couldn’t pass as a man anymore because you had these giant things
 hanging from your chest?  How would you feel if your wife could incapacitate you just by pinching your nipples?  How would you feel being your wife’s secretary?  That doesn’t sound too great, does it?

—o—

Told By Stephanie

Like I said, darling, people want
 to know.  So go put on your big girl panties and deal with it because I’m going to tell them.

So where to begin?

Well, it all began one day at lunch.  My husband Andrew and I sat in the cafeteria of the cosmetics firm where we both worked as midlevel managers on different project teams.  We were eating lunch and having a nice conversation about planning a vacation when Abbey Johnson came into the cafeteria.  Abbey was the firm’s chief chemist and a good friend.

“Hey Abbey,” I called out and I waved her to join us.

Abbey came over and sat down.  She placed a small glass box directly in front of us on the table.  Then she brushed back her black hair and pushed her black-rimmed glasses back up her nose.

“Hi Steph,” she said.  “Hi Andrew.”

“What’s in the box?” I asked.

“Pills.”

“What kind of pills?”

Abbey snickered, well, snorted – she was kind of nerd.  Then she popped open the top of the container and took out one of the pills.  It looked like an aspirin.  “This could be a miracle pill.”

I raised an eyebrow.  That was a big claim.  “How so?”

“Early results suggest that not only does this little pill grow hair in women, but it makes them enjoy sex more,” she said.  I was impressed.  That would be huge if it turned out to be true.

“What’s the catch?” asked Andrew.

“We’re not one hundred percent sure of all the side-effects yet,” said Abbey in a dismissive tone which told us she didn’t see this as a problem.  “So far, there haven’t been any, but until we run a full study, we won’t know for certain.  But I just don’t see how there can
 be any.  Everything in it already exists naturally in the body.”

“What kind of hair?” I asked.

Abbey looked confused.  “Hair, hair.  You know, hair.”

“Obviously, hair, but what type of hair?  Body hair?  Thin hair?  Thick hair?  Baboon
 hair?”

“Oh,” said Abbey with a chuckle.  “No.  This is real hair... amazing hair.  It grows on the head, not the body, and it’s like the person’s natural hair.  Everyone who’s taken it has had their hair grow faster as well as fill in any thin patches.  It’s strong.  It doesn’t fall out either.  It’s quite luxurious hair actually.”

“Wow,” said Andrew.  “If this thing passes all the tests and we can start selling it, do you know how much this would be worth to the company?”

“A fortune,” said Abbey.

“What do you mean everyone who’s tried it?  I thought you hadn’t tested it yet,” I asked.

“Well, not officially.”

“Unofficially?”

Abbey blushed.  “Technically no one because we don’t have permission for human testing yet.  But... well... pretty much everyone in the lab has taken some.  The women at least.  We haven’t tested it on the men yet.  We’re waiting for some tests to see how it reacts to male hormones before they try it.”

“And they’ve all had these results?”

Abbey nodded her head.  “Yep.”

“What did you mean it made sex more enjoyable?” asked Andrew.

Abbey blushed lightly, which surprised me as I didn’t know she had ever had sex; she didn’t seem the type.  “Everyone who took it reported heightened feelings during arousal.”

“Wow.  So it’s like Viagra plus a Rogaine?”

“Sort of.  Better than either though.”

“How many pills does it take?” asked Andrew.

“We figure twenty pills over the course of sixty days would do it.  One pill every three days,” said Abbey.  At this point, she seemed to sniff the air and she looked around the room.  A light came on in her eyes.  It was almost as if she suddenly realized she was in the cafeteria.  This wasn’t unusual for her though, as she could get kind of spacey when she got talking shop.  She looked down at the pill box.  “You don’t mind watching this, do you?  I want to get some food.”

“Not at all,” said Andrew.

With that, Abbey left.  The instant she did, Andrew snatched the box.  A mischievous look appeared on his face.  I knew that look.  It could only mean trouble.  He was up to something!

“What are you doing?” I whispered.

“Swiping some of Abbey’s pills.”

“What?!  Why?!”

“Think about it.  This stuff grows hair, right?  Hair!
  I could use hair.  Even you noticed the other day that I’ve got some thinning at the top.  This could fix that.  And there’s nothing else on the market that does that.”

This worried me.  I wasn’t a fan of taking pills in the first place, and pills that hadn’t even been properly tested yet seemed like a really bad idea to me.  “Andrew, you can’t!”

“Why not?”

“They haven’t been tested.”

“You heard what Abbey said.  They’ve been tested by everyone in the lab.  Everyone
.  They just haven’t done any ‘official’ testing yet.  That’s just paperwork,” he said dismissively.

I shook my head.  “She said they haven’t done any testing on men.”

“So?  What could possibly go wrong?”

“I don’t know, but I’d rather not find out.”

Andrew shot me a stern look.  “Steph.”

“I’m serious.  What if it does something to you?”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know.”

Andrew shook his head dismissively.  “You’re worrying about nothing.  Trust me, it will be all right.  Besides, hair is worth the risk.”

“Andrew, don’t!”

He ignored me though, as he so often does.  Before I could do anything, he popped open the container and poured a handful of pills into his hand.  He jammed those into his pocket and then closed the container again.  Then he put his fingers to his lips to warn me to stay silent.

“Andrew!”

“It will be fine,” he said.

“Andrew
!”

“It will be fine!
”

Before I could speak again, Abbey returned with a tray full of pasta of some sort.  I felt an intense desire to tell Abbey what Andrew had done.  If I did, I was sure she would take those pills back.  But then, I didn’t want to get Andrew into trouble and I didn’t know if Abbey would report him.  Besides, Andrew was my husband and it was wrong to report on my husband.  I figured he was probably right anyways.  If everyone in the lab was taking these things, then they must be pretty sure there were no side-effects.  And admittedly, the idea of Andrew having a little thicker hair did kind of appeal to me.  So I remained silent.

That is how it happened, isn’t it darling?

—o—

By Andrew

No comment.

—o—

Told By Stephanie

That’s how it began.

A few days later, we had the first hint that something was wrong.  Unfortunately, we didn’t recognize this hint for what it was at the time, nor did we connect it to the pills.  Indeed, Andrew had taken the first few pills and nothing seemed to be happening, so they kind of drifted to the backs of our minds and we didn’t think about them when we encountered this first issue. 

What issue, you ask?

Well, it began while we were in bed.  Andrew lay on his back.  I was on top of him, with my knees straddling his sides.  We both still wore our underwear, so nothing had started yet in that department, though it would soon.  I leaned over and kissed him as he rubbed my breasts with his hands.  His touch was so warm and exciting.  It made my nipples hard and got my juices flowing.  For his part, Andrew was hard; I could feel it against my thighs.

“I love you,” I said playfully.

“I love you too,” he responded.

I bent over and kissed his neck.  Then I slowly made my way down his chest, kissing him several times as I went.  As I did, his little nipples popped up.  This happened from time to time, but usually only when he was cold.  I thought it was cute and I moved to kiss it, but instead licked it with my tongue.  To my surprise, he jolted.

“Don’t do that!” he exclaimed.

I sat back up with a curious look on my face.  I hadn’t expected that kind of reaction, not from a man for sure.  His nipples had never been sensitive before and I didn’t do more than touch it with my tongue.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said and he rubbed his left nipple with his hand.  He kept trying to push it back in, but it wouldn’t stay down.  He looked a little embarrassed.  “My chest... it’s kind of sore.”

“Sore how?”

“I don’t know, just sore... like a bruise or something.  Tender.”

How strange, I thought.  I’d never heard of this happening to guys.  I know it happened to women when they were breastfeeding and I’d heard some women talk about it when they were pregnant.  I guess it happened during puberty too, but I’d never heard a guy complain about sore nipples before.  I touched the flesh near his nipple and he winced again.

“Has this ever happened to you before?” I asked.

“No.”

“I wonder what’s causing it.”

“I don’t know,” said Andrew.  He then rolled out from under me and sat up.  From there, he reached for his pajama top and slipped it over his head.  He immediately began to squirm.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“This pajama top.... it’s really annoying.”

“How so?”

“I don’t know,” he said and he pulled it off again.  “It’s really annoying my chest.  It’s like having sandpaper scraped across my skin or something.  There must be something wrong with it.  Too much starch or something.”

“That’s really strange,” I said.

Andrew shrugged his shoulders and tried to act like it didn’t bother him, but it obviously did.  So I climbed over to him on the bed, and I rubbed his back and kissed the back of his neck for comfort.  He seemed very distracted.  He also clearly wanted to ask me something but wasn’t sure how.  I let him take his own time.  It took almost a minute before he spoke.

“Women get sore nipples, right?” he finally asked.

“Yeah, sometimes.  But there’s usually a cause.”

He nodded his head in a dismissive sort of way.  “I’m sure there is, but what do they do about it?”

“Do?”

“Yeah, when their nipples get sore.  What do they do to make the pain go away?” he asked.

“That’s one reason why women wear bras.”

I said this matter-of-factly, because that’s what the answer was, but you should have seen the look on Andrew’s face when I said the word “bra.”  He looked like he was going die.  He looked like I’d just suggested that he cut off his balls.  “I am not
 wearing a— one of those
!” he gasped.

“A bra?”

“Forget it!  I’m not wearing one!”

“Ok, ok.  But you did ask what women do.”

“What else do they do?” he snapped.

I shrugged my shoulders.  That really was it.  “That’s the only solution as far as I know.  When a woman’s nipples are sore, wearing a bra is like wearing a giant Band-Aid.  It protects her nipples and keeps them from rubbing against whatever top she’s wearing.  It really does help.”

“I am not
 wearing a— one of those!” he repeated firmly.  Apparently, the word “bra” is on some secret list of words males may not utter.  He then stood up and dropped his pants.  “I’m just going to go to bed and hopefully the soreness will be gone by morning.”  He pulled on his pajama pants, hopped into bed, and then pulled the thin sheet over his chest, leaving the heavier, rougher blanket at his feet.  I could see his tiny nipples pushing up through the sheet.  I don’t think I’d ever seen that before.  “Good night,” he said in an offended tone.

I rolled my eyes and went to my vanity to remove my makeup.  Not surprisingly, a minute or so later, he yanked off the sheet.  It had clearly annoyed his nipples just as his pajama top had.

“This is intolerable!” he growled.

At this point, I knew the solution.  I also knew he was never going to ask – fragile male ego and all that – so I would need to do this myself.  I walked to my panty drawer and pulled out a hot-pink bra with white accents which I thought would fit him.  I returned to the bed and held it out for him.

“What’s that?” he asked, though we both knew he knew.

“Put this on,” I said.

He shook his head.

I shook the bra in his face.  “If you want the soreness to stop, you need to protect your nipples.  This is how you do it.  Now stop being such a little girl and put this on,” I said.

He glared at the bra as if it were evil.  “Don’t you have anything more plain?”

“Not that will fit you.”

“I don’t know,” he said doubtfully.

“Last chance,” I said and I shook it again.

He took a deep breath, glared at me, and snatched the bra.  He then wrapped it the wrong way around his chest, doing one of those “man” things where he wanted to show me that he had no idea how to put on a bra because he’s a man.  I ignored his insecure display and turned the bra the right way around.  Then I latched it in the back and pulled the straps tight until the cups lay flat against his chest.  I stepped back and examined the fit.  It fit surprisingly well, and with the bra being a little small, it fit tightly, which would help the soreness issue.

“There, that will help,” I said.  Then I reached down into his lap and wrapped my hand around his penis and gave it a quick tug.  I felt it growing in my hand.  “Yep, still there.”

“This isn’t funny,” he said.

I snickered.  “Are you kidding, darling?  This is hilarious!”

If looks could kill, I would have died right there, but they can’t.  His eyes threatened me a million ways though.  “This never leaves this room.  No one ever hears about this,” he growled.

I rolled my eyes.  “You boys and your fragile egos.”

“I’m serious!”

Now I laughed.  “Fine.  I won’t say anything.”

Without another word, least of all a word of thanks, Andrew rolled back over, yanked the sheet and blanket over him and made as if to fall asleep.  I was seriously tempted to crack some joke, but decided against it.  Still, I had a good snicker about my husband wearing a bra as I climbed into bed and shut off the light.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

In my defense, I don’t know any guys who would have been happy wearing a bra.  Seriously, bras aren’t meant for men; they are meant for women to hold their most feminine assests.  And the idea of wearing one is embarrassing... it makes you like a woman.  Not to mention, as Stephanie is more than proving already, women just can’t wait to make fun of a guy who has to do something the least bit not-masculine.  Take this instance for example.  Here I was with these incredibly sore nipples and all Stephanie can do is laugh about how she got me to wear a bra.  Men would be less “insecure,” to use her word, if women weren’t so fast to mock us for things like this.

As for my nipples, by the way, Stephanie has really understated how sensitive they were.  This is probably because I didn’t tell her all of it at this point, but can you blame me?  All she seemed to want was to put me in a bra.

To give you a sense of how my nipples felt.  Just touching them sent this stinging feeling through my chest.  It felt like an electric shock.  But it also had an erotic component.  It felt as if Stephanie were scraping her sharp nails across the skin on the head of my penis.  It was both painful but stunningly pleasurable.  I think the fact it was pleasurable worried me even more than the pain.  But like I said, I wasn’t going to say anything about it at this point.  At this point, I figured it would go away by morning.  It wouldn’t though.


Chapter Two: “It’s Called A ‘Bra’, Honey”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

The bra issue continued the following morning.  I asked Andrew how he slept and if the bra helped.  He admitted that it had and that he’d had a good night’s sleep, but then he took it off.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m not wearing this thing to work,” he said.

“Why not?”

“What if somebody sees it?” he snapped at me in his “I have spoken” tone.  I knew there was no reasoning with him at that point, but I figured he would change his mind soon enough, especially when I saw that his little nipples were standing up hard as he moved around the room.  It seemed that whatever he’d done to his chest, it had puffed up his nipples and they weren’t going down.

I went to make coffee.

After a shower, Andrew slipped into his shirt and tie.  I had just returned from the kitchen and I saw that his nipples poked through the cotton shirt.  No sooner did I see this than Andrew began to shift uncomfortably as he gathered the rest of his clothes.  Clearly, his nipples were rubbing against his dress shirt.

“Why don’t you wear the bra, honey?” I asked.

“I’m not wearing a— that thing
.”

“It’s called a ‘bra’, honey, and you wore one last night.”

“Well, I’m not wearing one out of the house,” said Andrew.

“Why not?”

“It’s a— a bra!”

“Oh don’t be silly, darling,” I said.  “So what if it’s a bra?  It’s still just cloth.  Besides, it will help.  Without it, you’ll be going crazy all day.  You won’t be able to focus or get anything done.  Plus, your nipples will get raw and the soreness will get worse throughout the day.”

“But it’s a bra!” he protested.

“So what?  It’s not like you’re going to run around and tell everyone you’re wearing it, are you?”

“What if someone sees it?”

“Just wear your jacket all day.  You’ve done that before.”

Andrew glanced at his jacket.  I could see that he was thinking about it; he knew it made sense.  If wearing a bra stopped the pain, then he needed to wear a bra.  That was obvious.  Why should he let his ego get in the way of his comfort?  Oh, that’s right... because he’s a man.


“I don’t think so.  I’ll be fine,” said Andrew finally.

I shook my head in disbelief.  “Amazing,” I said softly.

“Let’s get going,” said Andrew and he grabbed his wallet and his jacket and started for the car. 

I picked up my purse and followed my husband.  On a hunch though, I grabbed the bra just in case.  I figured that somewhere in the middle of the day, he would change his mind.  I was right too.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

We’d been at work about two hours.  Andrew looked positively miserable every time I saw him.  He was constantly rubbing his chest too; actually, it looked more like he was holding his chest or cradling his breast in his hand rather than rubbing it.  I wondered if anyone else noticed this.  I hoped not.  Either way, whenever I asked him what the problem was, he would tell me it was nothing.  Finally though, the discomfort became too much.

“I need to go home,” he said quietly when I ran into him in the hallway.

“Why?” I asked, though I knew exactly what the problem was.  As an aside, his going home was problematic as we’d brought only one car.  If he went home, I would need to go home with him and I wasn’t prepared to do that.  I had far too much to do with my team still.  We were looking at new designs for mascara cases today and we needed to make the final decision by Friday.

“My chest is killing me,” he whispered.

“The same thing as last night?”

“Yeah.”

“So you probably should have listened to me and worn the bra, right?” I said in my best told-you-so tone.  I wasn’t in any mood to protect his ego and we both knew I was right.  I had offered him the chance to wear a bra and he refused.  I wasn’t going to let him forget that.

He shrugged his shoulders.  He never liked to admit I was right.

“Fortunately for you, I saw this coming,” I said.

“What do you mean?”

“Come with me.”

I took Andrew to my office, which was filled with design diagrams and mockups for different mascara cases.  There was a collection of perfume bottles too for a campaign that Andrew’s team and mine were working on jointly.  When we reached the office, I closed my door and I went to my desk to find my purse.  From it, I pulled out the hot-pink bra and I held it out for him.  I could see the hesitation in his eyes, but he also knew he had no choice.  He needed
 this!

“Go on,” I said.

He finally reached for it.

I pulled it back though.  Remember what I said about not letting him forget?  “Are you going to admit that I was right?”

He glared at me.

“Well?” I asked and I shook the bra again.  I wasn’t going to give it to him until he admitted this.

He hung his head.  “Yes,” he mumbled.

“A little louder.”

“Yes.”

I dangled the bra before him like the antidote to some poison he had just drunk.  “So if I give you this, you’re going to wear it, correct?”

“Yes.”

“Even though it’s a bra... a woman’s
 bra,” I said melodramatically.

“Yes.  Will you please give it to me?”

Believe it or not, this was actually becoming a little exciting to me.  I wasn’t entirely sure why, but my nipples, like his, were hard and I felt a certain moistness forming between my legs.  I would figure out what this meant later, but at the time I didn’t know.  I just knew that I was enjoying having some degree of power over my husband.

“I don’t know,” I said doubtfully.  “I’m not sure I want my husband wearing a bra.  They are for women, after all.”

Andrew twisted his face angrily.  “Just give it to me.”

“Say ‘please’.”

He ground his teeth.  “Please.”

“‘Please let me wear your bra, honey,’” I said.

I could see his muscles tense up.  This was hard for him.  But the fact he was even considering it told me how desperately he wanted it.  I held my ground and I waited to hear what I wanted to hear.

“Please let me wear your bra, honey,
” he said finally.

I laughed.  Then I finally tossed him the bra.  He immediately stripped off his shirt and tie.  As he did, I walked around my desk to the door and locked it to make sure no one could walk in.  “Wouldn’t want anyone seeing my husband slip into his bra, would we?”

Andrew said nothing, though the redness of his blush spoke volumes.

“I have some spare heels under my desk too if you’d like to wear those as well,” I said sarcastically.  I was enjoying this.  It’s not often that I got the upper hand over Andrew and he always took it so poorly that I just couldn’t resist rubbing it in a little.  He was definitely the type of man who needed to be in charge.

He rolled his eyes.  “You can stop anytime.”

“I can,” I said softly into his ear, “but I don’t want to.”  Then I grabbed his butt cheek and I squeezed it, sliding my pointer finger between his legs and tickling the backs of his testicles.

He shuddered.

Andrew finished getting the bra into place, again with my help.  Then he replaced his shirt and tie and he tossed his jacket over his shoulders.  As he did, there came a knock at the door.  I opened the door and our manager Jay Getty stuck his head inside my office just as Andrew finished buttoning his jacket.

“I’d like to see you both in the conference room,” said Jay.

As far as bosses go, Jay wasn’t bad.  He could be a jerk and there were rumors that he wasn’t particularly nice to some of the women who worked for him, but I’d never had a problem.  Either way, we followed Jay to the conference room, where three other group managers from throughout the firm were waiting.  Jay closed the door and gathered us all in a circle.

“Bill Nigel is leaving the firm,” said Jay.

This brought a murmur from the small crowd.

“That means,” continued Jay, “there’s an opening at the executive level.  We’re considering each of you for the position.  Hence, over the next month, I’ll be meeting with each of you individually about your qualifications.”

Uh oh.  Andrew and I were now in competition.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

Ok, let’s back this up a moment.

Did you all see that?  That’s what I’m talking about.  I didn’t wear the bra because I didn’t think I needed it and I wasn’t going to wear a bra if I didn’t need to.  Can anyone really blame me?  Yet, Stephanie wants to make this into some sort of crazy ego thing.  It wasn’t.  I thought I was beyond the point of needing it, so I didn’t wear it.  That’s all.  The end.

Now, it turned out that I was a little wrong about that, and I did need it, but so what?

As for Ms. I-Told-You-So, yes, she was right about that.  But a normal
 wife would have simply given me the bra, perhaps been a little sympathetic, and we would have moved on.  Stephanie, on the other hand, held this bra over me, literally, like the sword of Damocles.  She wanted me to beg and admit my failure as a man as a condition of her magnanimously giving me the stupid thing.  So when she talks about feminizing me later, don’t let her con you into thinking she was forced into doing it.  She was already enjoying my predicament.

And as for the bra, let’s not make this more than it was at the time.  I had some soreness, the bra would cure that, so I wore the bra.  That’s it.  That’s all anyone needs to know.

—o—

Told By Stephanie

Drama queen.

Anyways, later that night, we were in the bedroom.  Andrew was stripping as I was slipping into some lingerie and a pair of heels I rarely wore outside the bedroom.  He had bought these for me as a birthday gift – more for himself than for me, I think.  They were beautiful silver platform sandals with two solid straps crisscrossing over the toes, a double ankle strap, and a five-inch heel.  They were super sexy, but they were a little too much to be seen wearing in public, so I saved them for the bedroom, for times like now.

“What do you think about the promotion?” I asked as I sat on the bed in a dark red teddie strapping the sandals onto my feet.

“I think it’s ours to lose,” he said confidently.

“What about Darlene?”

Andrew shook his head and dropped his boxers to the floor.  His magnificent penis hung freely now, a sight I’ve always enjoyed.  “She’s a hard worker but she’s never shown the initiative they want.”

“And Ted?”

“Too unreliable.”

I nodded my head and managed the buckle on the other heel.  “So it’s you and me, huh?”  I chuckled.  “May the best woman
 win.”

Andrew rolled his eyes and slipped off his dress shirt.  The hot-pink and white bra was all that was left of his clothing now.  It was still funny to see him in a bra.  Though, I will admit there was a certain excitement to it... a kind of strange naughty excitement which made me tingle but also made me uncomfortable.

“If it’s between us, then I get the promotion.  You know that, right?” he asked.

I raised an eyebrow.  “How do you figure that?”

“I’m the man.”

“That’s sexist.”

“It’s a fact.  You know how this company works.  Look at the executive ranks.  There isn’t a single woman up there.  So, if it’s between you and me, I am guaranteed to win.”

I finished with the shoe and stood up, taking a moment to adjust my balance and getting used to the added height.  Then I brushed the teddie to make sure it fit in all the right places and I pushed up my boobs to make sure they were presented as I wanted them.  As I did, I considered Andrew’s words.  Unfortunately, I knew Andrew was right.  Despite being a cosmetics company founded by a woman, the current management was all male and seemed to like it that way.  Some of the other female managers even called the executives the “old boys club.”

“You’re probably right,” I said.

“Yep.  Sorry babe,” said Andrew and he stripped off the bra.  His chest looked a little swollen still and his small nipples were still hard.  “So don’t get your hopes up on this one.”

I snickered.  “I wonder what they would say if they knew their golden boy wore a bra to work,” I said teasingly.

Andrew blushed.  “That’s not funny.”  Despite saying this, his penis grew.

“It is from where I’m standing.  Would you like some panties too?”

Andrew put his hands on his hips, trying to look annoyed and tough, but with his erection jutting out from his crotch as I teased him and his little nipples standing up kind of girlishly, the effect he gave off wasn’t quite what he wanted.  To the contrary, it made me chuckle.

“You’re hard, darling,” I said drolly.

“So?”

“So, cause and effect.  I suggest that you put on a pair of panties and you get hard?  Hmm, very strange.  Panties, cause.  Erection, effect.  Would you like me to offer you some heels too?”

He turned bright red now.  “Don’t make me spank you,” he said.

I shook my butt.  “Promises, promises,” I laughed.

Andrew came over and put his arm around my chest.  He turned me to my side and left fly with a single, soft slap on my butt.  CRACK!!
  It didn’t hurt though.  It made me giggle.

We kissed.

“Either way, I’m not calling you boss,” I said.

He kissed my neck.  “I should make you call me, ‘Master’.”

“Ha!” I exclaimed.  “As if.”

“How do you know you won’t like it?  I’ll bet you’re a natural.  You should try it now!”

“You should call me
, ‘Master,’” I fired back.

Andrew snorted.  “No way.”

“How do you know you
 won’t like it?”

Andrew rolled his eyes and pushed me down onto the bed.  He then climbed on top of me, slipping his body between my legs as I spread them and slowly wrapped them around his back.

“You know,” I continued, “maybe it’s time for them to hire a woman.  They could be thinking the same thing.  If that happens, then I would be your
 boss.  Wouldn’t that be fun?!”

Interestingly, Andrew turned red again.  Apparently, the idea embarrassed him.  But at the same time, I felt him become hard between my legs... very hard.  So clearly, the idea somehow excited him too.  I found that curious.  Just as curiously, it seemed to excite me too.  In fact, the more I thought about it, the more the idea that I would be my husband’s boss and I could give him orders and he would need to answer to me began to turn me on.

We made love.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

A couple points here.  Magnificent penis.  Check.  That’s true.  Me getting turned on by the idea of her being my boss?  Hardly.  To the contrary, if I’m being completely honest, the idea was a humiliating one.  Seriously, what man wants to answer to his wife either at home or at work?  Marriage is a partnership of equals, right?  And even when it isn’t, it should be the woman who takes a back seat to the husband because women are just better at being submissive.

Stephanie’s joking, and I know she was just joking, didn’t turn me on in the least, it made me cringe at the idea of ever having to answer to her.  As I saw it at the time, I was the one who should have been soaring to the top as she supported me.  The idea that she could be my boss was just inconceivable.  And her joking about it struck me as just that, a joke... wishful thinking.

Now, did I blush?  Possibly.

I admit that the idea was humiliating.  And I was already going through some humiliating stuff with my nipples being so a sore – a condition that affected women, but not men, but then affected me for some reason.  So yes, it was possible that I blushed.  But again, let’s not make more out of this than we need to.  I had no desire to be my wife’s subordinate and the idea most definitely did not
 turn me on.

Though, apparently, it did turn her on.

—o—

By Stephanie

Women are better at being submissive.  Did you really
 say that?

—o—

By Andrew

Don’t get your panties in bunch.  I’m just stating a truth.

—o—

By Stephanie

You know what, Andrew?  While I think about how to continue this story, why don’t you go organize my panty drawer?  Take them all out and refold them too.  We’ll talk about your behavior later.


Chapter Three: “Getting Out Of Hand”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

Andrew’s soreness continued for a couple of days and then went away again.  At least, that’s what he told me when he declared himself healed.  He even handed me the bra, again without a word of thanks.  I didn’t think to question his recovery.  Why would I?  He was my husband and shouldn’t lie to me.  And I was glad that this mystery condition seemed to have gone away.  I was happy to move on.  But only an hour after declaring himself healed, Andrew approached me with the deep flush of embarrassment on his face.

“I, uh,” he started.  Then he stalled.

I raised an eyebrow.  “What?”

“Can I have that thing back, the uh, you know.”

I actually had no idea what he was talking about.  To my mind, the nipple issue was resolved, so this needed to be something new and I had no idea what “that thing” could be.

“The what?” I asked.

Andrew scratched his head nervously.  As he did, I saw his erect nipples poking through his golf shirt.  This was the third shirt he’d changed into in the past half hour which should have tipped me off.  “The, uh, bra.”

“The bra?  Why?”

“These shirts— I mean, I guess I got used to wearing it— I mean, I guess my chest is still a little sore.”

“Ok,” I thought.  That’s not a surprise, nor is it a big deal.  Soreness can be like a cold sometimes, even after it’s gone you can often still feel a little run down or a few symptoms can hang on a little longer, like a cough.  It didn’t surprise me, or bother me, that his nipples were still a little tender.  So I grabbed the bra from my drawer and I handed it to him.

And we went about our day.

That night though, we were both in for a few surprises!

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

That night was Friday night before a long weekend and I was feeling a little frisky.  As Andrew put the finishing touches on dinner – he was an amazing cook when I could convince him to do the cooking – I snuck away to the bedroom to change.  I had decided to surprise Andrew with a little romantic fun.  So the first thing I did was head to my lingerie drawer.  Off came the work clothes and on went a pair of lacy red panties.  I also grabbed a pair of pink cotton panties.

I examined myself in the mirror.

“Should I go hot seductress?” I asked myself as I turned to see myself from different angles in the red panties.  “Or should I go with something softer and more sweet?”  I now held the pink panties before the red ones and examined myself again.  “Hot seductress.”

I tossed the pink panties back into the drawer.  Then I pulled out a red lace garterbelt which matched the red panties, some tan stockings, and a black corset with red trim.  I slipped the corset around my torso, held my breath, and latched the clips.  It was tight, but it made me look so good!

“Andrew’s going to love this,” I said as I adjusted my breasts in the corset.  He would too.  He always liked undressing me.  He said it made me seem like a Christmas gift.

Next, I sat down and slipped into the stockings, which I attached to the garterbelt.  After this, I returned to the closet and I grabbed the pair of silver platform heels that I would never wear outside the house, but which always drove Andrew wild.  I slipped into those and I gained a little over five-inches in height.

I returned to the mirror.

“Lookin’ good,” I said as I examined myself from all angles.

When I finished admiring myself, I almost started for the kitchen, until I realized I didn’t want to reveal my surprise too soon.  So I went to the closet and I pulled out a pink raincoat that I had.  It would cover my upper body down to just past the stocking tops.  That and the shoes would give Andrew a hint of what I was wearing without letting him see the whole thing.  I then spritzed myself with a shot of perfume and I went to find Andrew in the kitchen.

“Hey, handsome,” I purred.

“Uh, hi,” he said.

Something in his tone immediately struck me as wrong.  Andrew was usually much more excited when he saw me dressed like this.  This time, he seemed almost worried or maybe upset.  I reached across the stove and turned off the burners.  I decided to try again.

“How about a little fun before we eat?” I asked.

Andrew seemed hesitant.

This was frustrating, but I wasn’t going to take “no” for an answer, so I took his hand and I led him to the bedroom.  When we reached the bedroom, I undid his tie and tossed it over a chair.  Then I unbuckled and unzipped his pants.  I let those drop to the floor along with his briefs.  I slipped my hand over his manhood, but discovered that he wasn’t hard yet.  Again, that was unusual.  Had he had a hard day at work?  Was something on his mind?  Maybe he was upset that we were in direct competition for the promotion.

I ignored whatever was going on.  I figured he would catch up soon and get hard.  So I started unbuttoning his shirt.  As I reached his chest, however, he suddenly grabbed my hands to stop me.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Sorry.  I’m still sore.”

“Really?  Let me see.”

“It’s ok,” he said evasively.

“Let me see,” I insisted and I pushed aside his hands and unbuttoned the last two buttons.  Beneath was the pink bra with the white accents.  He again made a motion to stop me going further, but I brushed that aside and I pulled his bra down his arms so I could pull down the cups.  When I did, my jaw dropped.  His chest was puffy and swollen, as were his nipples.  The swelling looked like little mounds with the swollen nipples on top of that.  The nipples seemed larger too, as did the areolas.  They were erect too.  All told, his chest looked like the chest of a teenage girl right as she’s starting to sprout.

“It’s just a little swelling,” he said sheepishly.

“This is more than a little swelling,” I countered.

“It’s not a big deal,” he protested.

“Andrew, this isn’t normal!  For a girl entering puberty, maybe, but not for a fully grown man!”  I reached out and touched one of these swollen lumps.  When I did, his nipples, which had already been hard, snapped to attention.  At the same time, I saw him shudder and his eyes slam shut as if he were in ecstasy.  That was shocking!

“Ahh!” he exclaimed and he began to tremble.

His reaction had all the makings of an orgasm!  I looked down.  His manhood had shot up now too.  “Is this turning you on?” I asked and I gently massaged his swollen tissue.

He didn’t answer.  He looked like he couldn’t.

I probably should have stopped right there, but something compelled me to keep pushing.  What compelled me?  Honestly, I was finding this really exciting.  My husband had the breasts of a teenage girl and they were super-sensitive and I wanted to see what happened if I played with them.  So I ran my fingers in a quick circle around the nipple, just barely using my nails.  As I did, his body writhed like he was a woman having an orgasm.  This was incredibly erotic to watch!

“Pl— please— please stop
,” he gasped.

I ignored him.  Instead, I now slipped his nipple between my forefinger and my thumb and I gently, ever so gently pinched it.  His body jerked and shook and I thought for a moment his knees were going to give way.

He moaned.

“You really like that,” I said with a chuckle.  “My husband likes it when I play with his breasts... who would have guessed?”

I looked down and saw his erection bobbing away.  Its tip was wet and glistening.

“You like this a lot.”

I snickered at the idea of my masculine, sometimes rather macho, husband responding like an overwhelmed, helpless teenage girl in heat to my playing with his little breasts.

Andrew gasped and then moaned.  And he moaned.  “Ohhhhhhhhh!”  And he moaned.  “Ohhhhhhhhh!”

I looked down once more, just in time.

Spurt spurt!

“Oh my God,” I laughed.  “I made you squirt just by tugging on your nipples!”

Andrew blushed bright, bright red.

“I made you squirt as if you were a girl!”

“I’m not a girl!” he protested defensively.

I could tell he was really embarrassed by this.  I can see why that would embarrass him too.  It has to be emasculating for a man to have his wife basically turn him into a girl sexually.  I know I got a kind of kinky thrill out of it.  To make him ejaculate just by playing with his nipples was incredible!

Let me add too, in hindsight, this was probably a key moment in our relationship, even though I don’t think Andrew or I realized it at the time.  For one thing, I think it unsettled Andrew.  It took away his utter confidence in his masculinity and it made him more hesitant to throw his manhood in anyone’s face.  Over time, this would lead to increased submissiveness on his part.

At the same time, it really turned me on to the idea of feminizing and dominating him.  Now, I know, those are big words and I don’t mean them literally.  I didn’t let go of his growing mound and think, “Gee, wouldn’t it be great if I made Andrew dress like a girl and treated him like my little bitch?”  No.  That didn’t occur to me.  What did occur to me was just how much it made me tingle to hear him squeal like a little girl when he came, to see him helpless before me, and to have the power to do to him what I wanted.  That was the foundation that this moment laid, and it was a foundation upon which our new relationship would grow quickly.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

I’m not even sure what to say here.

First, I don’t think it’s fair to say I was responding “like a teenage girl.”  I mean, yeah, I guess it could have looked that way... kind of, but teenage girls don’t have erections and it was my erection she was manipulating, even if she was somehow doing it through my nipples.

It was embarrassing.  That’s for sure.  But I hadn’t turned into some girl.

That’s really all I want to say.


Chapter Four: “A Growing Problem”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

Andrew spent the next two days sneaking around and looking sheepish.  He wore oversized sweatshirts, always tried to change or slip under a blanket before I appeared, and did his best to deflect my curiosity regarding his chest.  He tried to tell me that everything was fine, but I knew better.  He wouldn’t let me do anything about it though, nor would he see a doctor.

Then came the next big shock.

I was in the kitchen getting dinner ready.  We’d been home from work for about an hour.  I hadn’t changed out of my black skirt suit yet, though I had kicked off my high heels.  Andrew had changed into an oversized sweatshirt and shorts and was doing something in the bedroom.  I was just about to call him to dinner when he appeared in the kitchen holding the pink and white bra.

“Oh, there you are.  I was just about to call you,” I said.

“Say, um, honey,” he said in response.  I saw the now-familiar look of embarrassment on his face.  “Do you have a different one of these?”  As he asked this, he held up the bra and sort of wiggled it.

I glanced at it.  It seemed ok.  “Why?  What’s wrong with it?”

He blushed very subtly.  “It, uh, doesn’t fit.”

“You didn’t stretch it, did you?” I asked in a dramatically stern voice.  I was joking, of course.  I figured he would eventually stretch it and ruin it, seeing as how tight it had been on him and the fact he had been wearing it for several days now.  It didn’t worry me; we could get a new one.  I just liked tweaking his ego a bit.

“No, it’s too tight,” he snapped back at me.

“Whoa, calm down.  I was just kidding!”

“Sorry.  It’s too tight.”

“What do you mean ‘it’s too tight’?  It fit before.  And, I mean, I can see how it would stretch, but I’ve never heard of a bra getting tighter.  Bras don’t get tighter, they get looser.”

“Well, this one did,” he said defensively.

“How?”

He shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  It’s just too tight.”

Something about the way his eyes looked past me rather than at me told me there was something he wasn’t telling me. 

I pulled the pot from the burner and set it aside.  Then I flipped off the burner and I turned to face him.  I told him to put on the bra so I could see for myself.  I wanted to see what had gone wrong.  “Maybe one of the straps accidentally tightened or something,” I said.

Andrew hesitated.  Another bad sign.  He clearly didn’t want me to see his chest for some reason.

“Come on, darling,” I said.

“You promise you won’t laugh?”

My eyebrow went up.  Something was definitely going on.  “Won’t laugh at what?”

Andrew didn’t say.  He didn’t seem to be able to make the words come out of his mouth.  So after a few seconds of trying, he finally just pulled the sweatshirt over his head.

I gasped!

He had breasts.  Real breasts.


Hanging from his chest were breasts.  These weren’t fatty tissue building little mounds.  These weren’t swollen mounds that could pass for the budding breasts of a prepubescent teen.  These were real breasts.  They were little round globes of tissue that had attached themselves to his chest and had taken on the classic breast shape as they hung down.  They weren’t large, but they were real.  I would guess they were A-cup breasts trending toward B-cups – he even had underboob
!

What’s more, the areolas were probably twice the size they had been at maybe an inch and a half to two inches in diameter.  The nipples themselves had doubled in size as well and remained hard as rocks.  They had gone from pencil tips to almost being the size of the eraser on the back of a pencil and they were a good centimeter long now.  They looked like women’s nipples!

I reached out to touch them and he yanked his chest away and covered his chest with his sweatshirt.

“I just want to touch them,” I said.

“They’re too sensitive.”

“You mean they still hurt?”

He blushed again.  “Well, no,” he said softly.  “I just mean they’re sensitive.”

“Sensitive?”

He nodded his head.

I was more curious than ever now.  How could they be too sensitive to touch, but not in a painful way?  What was he talking about?  I really wanted to see them now.  I crossed my arms and tried to look big and in charge.  “I’m your wife, Andrew.  Let me see them.”

He shook his head.

“Let me see them!
” I said, standing firmly.

Andrew, realizing that he needed my help and that I wasn’t going to be denied on this, reluctantly relented.  Slowly, he pulled away the sweatshirt.  Again, I saw the shocking breasts on his chest.  I reached out for them and, this time, he didn’t try to block my hand.  He did tense up though.  I understood why a moment later when I finally made contact.

“This is amazing,” I said.

My fingertips reached his flesh.  It was soft, but firm.  It had the unmistakable feel of breasts.  What’s more, as my fingers touched him, his eyes closed shut and he trembled involuntarily.  His whole body shuddered.  His erection popped up beneath his pants.  When I moved my fingers even a little or squeezed harder, he writhed under my ministrations.  I could almost see his strength wither and fade.  This was so bizarre, but also highly erotic.

“Stop!
” he finally gasped.

“Why?”

“It’s making my whole body tingle.  It’s like your fingers are electric and they’re sending this jolt straight to my brain!  It’s overwhelming!”

This was fascinating.  Obviously, I know that women’s breasts are sensitive.  And I know that some women’s breasts can be really
 sensitive, especially when they are breastfeeding or during pregnancy.  But I’ve never heard of anything like this before.  The tingling sensation, if there is one, is local.  It doesn’t overwhelm the brain or produce any sort of paralysis.  What Andrew was experiencing just wasn’t normal, not for any woman I had ever known and certainly not for a man!

“Andrew, I think you need to see a doctor.  This isn’t right,” I said.

He shook his head.  “I’m okay.”

“This is not ‘okay’!”

“It will pass.”

“Honey, men don’t grow breasts, and these are real
 breasts!  This isn’t just swelling.  And they’re growing amazingly fast.  Even women in the middle of puberty don’t grow breasts this fast.  Something is really wrong.  You need to see a doctor,” I told him.

“It’s just swelling.  I’ll be fine.”

His refusal was making me angry.  “It’s not just swelling.”

“It is.”

“Swelling doesn’t look like this,” I snapped and I grabbed his nipple and pinched it.  He almost fell to the ground.  I realized I shouldn’t have done that and I let go of him immediately.

“It will pass,” he said after a moment’s recovery.

“It’s getting worse!”

“It will pass.
”

“How can you say that?  You don’t even know what’s causing it!”

“Stephanie, let it go,” said Andrew in his the-argument-is-over tone.  This always drove me crazy.  Whenever he didn’t want to listen to some legitimate concern or criticism I raised, this was how he cut me off.  It always made me want to punch him.  But I also knew that trying to say anything more was pointless after this.  He wasn’t going to listen now.  So I exhaled my frustration and I went to the bedroom to change.  If he didn’t want to fix this problem, then so be it.  He could live with breasts.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

This is where things began to change.

Up to now, this had been embarrassing and strange, but it didn’t seem that significant.  I figured I had bumped into something and had bruised the tissue beneath my nipples and everything was just swollen.  The swelling made it sensitive or ticklish or whatever you want to call it, and it caused everything to look like breasts.  When the swelling went away, I assumed everything would return to normal.  But what Stephanie did to me changed all of that.

With just the touch of her fingers, she had managed to send these debilitating electric shocks racing throughout my body.  It tensed up all my muscles, making it very hard to move, and overwhelmed my brain.  How?  Well, when she tugged on my nipples, my brain felt like it was in one of those moments right as you orgasm where you really don’t have conscious control over what you’re doing.  Your brain is so overwhelmed with all the sexual inputs it’s getting that all it can do is wait for everything to end.  This was what my wife was doing to me when she pulled on my nipples.

Think of it like someone grabbing your penis with a soft leather glove covered in metal spikes.  There’s a moment of pain, but also an excited feeling, and then pure tension.  That’s how this felt every time she grabbed my nipples.

I knew that wasn’t just swelling.  This was something very different.

So why didn’t I admit to Stephanie that this is what it was?  The problem with telling her is that she would have wanted to tell other people.  She wanted to tell my doctor and then some specialist or team of specialists and, before you know it, I’m a lab rat somewhere as doctors write articles about the man who grew breasts.  There was no way I wanted that.  So I knew I needed to find my own solution and fast.  Unfortunately, this would prove harder than I anticipated.


Chapter Five: “Discovery”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

The next day at work was interesting, if that’s the right word for it.  Andrew wore a suit and tie, making sure to keep his jacket on all day.  The jacket fit very poorly, with his breasts pressing hard against it and making it appear both ill-fitting and overly tight, but fortunately for him, it wasn’t obvious what was causing the problem.  To most people, it looked like the suit was just poorly cut, not that he suddenly had breasts distorting the fit.  Knowing the truth, however, it was obvious to me that his breasts were the problem.

People did notice that he looked a mess.

Things weren’t going well for Andrew at work either that day, or for a few days really.  He seemed to be stuck in neutral.  Nothing highlighted this better than the conference we had that day with our boss Jay and the two groups we each led.  This was in the main conference room.  I sat with my group on one side of the table as Andrew sat with his group on the other.  Jay sat at the head of the table.  A collection of product was gathered together in the center of the table along with some potential print ads and some finance folders.

“I’m having a preliminary meeting with the client today to give them an update on the status of the Hidden Beauty Project.  I want to see what each of your teams has produced so far,” said Jay.

“Sure,” said Andrew.  He sounded a little absent.

I nodded my head as well.

Both Andrew and I slid our presentation binders across to Jay.  He started flipping through them.  As he did, I smiled across the table at Andrew and I mouthed the words: “I love you.”  He smiled back shyly.

Almost a minute passed as Jay looked over the projects.  He did not look happy, and the more he read the less happy he looked.

“I don’t know,” said Jay finally.

Normally, Andrew would have jumped in at this point and asked Jay what he didn’t like.  Then he either would have explained to Jay why Jay was wrong, or he would have told Jay how we would address Jay’s concerns.  Today, though, he remained silent.  In fact, when the room fell unexpectedly silent, I looked over and saw him sitting there with his arms crossed right over his breasts staring at the table.  Only this wasn’t the only thing.

Just as I was about to return my gaze to Jay, I realized that Andrew had slipped two fingers inside his jacket right on top of his breast.  I could full well guess what those fingers were doing too!  He was playing with his nipple!  He was surreptitiously rubbing his breast.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

I was not!

—o—

Told By Stephanie

You were.  I saw you.  Now stop interrupting.

“What a jerk!” I thought.

How could he masturbate in the middle of a conference with the boss?!  He could have been fired.  At the very least, he was sacrificing his chance at the promotion.  Could you imagine if he’d let someone else get the promotion because he was busy playing with himself?  I was steamed.  It was a good thing I was there to pick up the slack.  I decided I needed to jump in.

“What is it you don’t you know, Jay?” I asked.

Jay pursed his lips.  “I don’t think we’ve caught the spirit of what the client wants.”

“In what way?”

“Shimmering has a very specific image they like to project in their campaigns.  The Hidden Beauty campaign in particular has a specific image they want to project.  Our products fit that image.  But what we’re proposing here seems like we’re telling them they need to cater to our image instead.”

Andrew and I had actually discussed this over dinner the prior night.  The initial instructions we had been given sent the groups in the wrong direction, just as Jay suggested, but we had come up with a plan of action to get the groups back on track and present the client with what they expected.  I assumed Andrew would jump in now and tell Jay what we had come up with.

He didn’t.  He kept right on playing with himself.

My anger kept building and I told myself that if Andrew wasn’t going to do what he needed to do then I would go for the promotion myself.  So I dove in.  “I see what you mean, Jay.  There has definitely been a miscommunication.  We’ve actually been talking about that and I think we figured out a fix.”

“What are you thinking?”

I looked toward Andrew, giving him one last chance to speak up.  He was just looking down at his notes, however, still secretly rubbing his chest.  I couldn’t believe it!  How could he do that?!

“Well, honey, you had your chance.  I guess you want me to be your boss!” I thought.  I turned to Jay.  “Here’s what I’m thinking,” I said and I repeated all the ideas we had spoken of the night before.

Andrew never once jumped in.

When the meeting ended, Jay came over and specifically congratulated me on the thought and effort I had put into this and he told me he was impressed.  He said he liked all my ideas and told me to inform both groups to run with them.  He never mentioned Andrew, nor did he go see him.  It looked like I now had the inside track on the promotion... and I was fine with that.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

I wasn’t playing with myself.  I was holding my breasts to—

—o—

By Stephanie

You were.  I saw you.  Now tell the truth or stop talking.

—o—

By Andrew

All right.  I admit it.  But you need to understand how incredible this felt.  There was no way I could stop.  It felt so amazing the first time I accidentally did it that I wanted to feel it again.  Soon, it was like an addiction.  Seriously, imagine if touching your penis suddenly felt ten times as intense, if it felt so intense it almost incapacitated you just to touch it.  You would be playing with it all day too.

—o—

Told By Stephanie

Later that day, I went to lunch with Abbey Johnson.  Andrew, who normally joined us for lunch, was hiding out in his office today, the same as yesterday.  It seemed that his embarrassment was making him shy.

“What’s up with Andrew?” asked Abbey.

“He’s, uh, not feeling well,” I said.  I speared a tomato from my plate and ate it.

“In what way?”

It took me a moment to figure out how to answer that question.  On the one hand, the idea that my husband was growing breasts was incredibly exciting and strange and I wanted someone to talk to about it.  On the other hand, this was a rumor I could not let get out.  So I said, “You know, guy stuff,” and I shrugged my shoulders indifferently to make it seem unimportant and inexplicable.

Abbey looked confused.  She even scratched her head.  Then a light came on.

“You mean
?” she asked conspiratorially and she pointed to her crotch.

Whoops.  That wasn’t what I meant!  I definitely didn’t want to start a rumor that he was impotent.  The idea was pretty funny though and I laughed at the mistake.  “No, not that.”

“Then what?”

“He’s just moody.  Guys get that way sometimes.”

She leaned closer to me.  “Well, just be glad he didn’t take any of those pills I showed you the other day.  He would have a much bigger problem if he did than feeling moody!”

I was genuinely confused.  Having forgotten entirely about the pills, I had no idea what she was talking about at first.  Indeed, with everything going on, the pills had completely slipped my mind at the moment.  “Which pills?”

“The ones I showed you the other day that grow hair.”

Alarm bells went off inside my head.  Now I remembered!  Wasn’t Andrew taking those?  Yes, he was!  I had seen him swallow a couple in fact.  I immediately leaned closer to Abbey as well and I asked, “Why?  What happened?”

“They worked fine on women,” said Abbey, “but they had a completely different reaction on male test subjects.”

“What kind of reaction?”

“Impotence.  Some feminization.”  She said it so casually:  “Oh gee, the guys ended up impotent and turned into girls.  Ho hum.  Can you pass the salt please?”  I was a little more shocked by what she had said.

“Feminization?!”

“Yeah, the guys started developing female characteristics.”

I swallowed hard, thinking of Andrew’s budding breasts.  “Like what?”

Abbey looked to her left and her right to make sure no one was listening.  Then she mimed growing breasts by sticking her hands in front of her chest and moving them away as if they were inflating.

My jaw dropped.  “What?!  How?!”

Abbey shrugged her shoulders.  “We’re not sure.  Somehow, they triggered some form of massive hormone imbalance.  The guys’ bodies responded by growing breasts and losing their facial hair.”

My heart was racing.  “What happened to them?  Are they ok?”

“Yeah, pretty much.”

My mouth went dry.  “Pretty much?  What does that mean?”

Abbey noticed my worry.  She snickered.  “Don’t worry, Steph.  They all signed the waivers.  Besides, none of them was really hurt.  We got to them in time and stopped them from taking any more pills.  The side-effects have been slowly going away ever since.”

I breathed a huge sigh of relief.  “The effects, like the feminization, went away?”

“Yep.”

“So in the end, they didn’t do any permanent damage?”

Abbey snickered.  “Just to their egos.”

“But it all eventually wore off?”

“Sure.”

At this point, another young woman from the lab joined us and the conversation turned to other issues.  I had no chance to return the conversation to where we had been.  Still, I knew enough now, or so I thought.  I knew that the pills were causing Andrew’s breasts to grow.  I also knew that the effects were temporary.  All I had to do was tell him what was happening, get him to stop taking the pills, and everything would return to normal quite quickly apparently.

Then a ludicrous thought hit me.

“What if I don’t tell Andrew and I let him take the rest of the pills?” I wondered.

Hmm.

Now, I admit to feeling a little ashamed at having this thought.  But you know, I wasn’t in the best mood regarding Andrew.  He had been so obstinate in refusing to get help.  And then he was playing with himself in the conference.  Plus, if I could keep Andrew kind of meek for a couple weeks, then I would get the promotion.  Do you know how exciting it would be to be his
 boss?  It would serve him right too for thinking that he automatically deserved to be in charge in all things.  Not to mention, if I’m being totally honest, playing with his breasts and having the power to literally incapacitate him with my touch was kind of exciting... very exciting.

Sigh.

But I’m not like that.  I would never do that to my husband, even if he did deserve it.  I had to tell him.  So I resolved to tell him that afternoon.

—o—

Stephanie Continues

“Hey honey, I brought you a sandwich and I have some good news,” I said as I walked into Andrew’s office about an hour later.  Like mine, his office was packed with product.  I closed the door behind me and I sat down.  He sat behind his desk.  He wore his suit jacket as he had all week.  I handed him the sandwich.

“Thanks,” he said.

I looked around.  It seemed darker than normal.  I think he had turned out some of the lights actually.  Was it possible he had been sitting in here playing with himself, I wondered?

He unwrapped the sandwich.  “Looks good.”  He smiled.

That made me happy.  Maybe he was in a better mood, I thought.  I’ll bet his mood was really going to improve when I told him what I’d found out, I told myself.  I smiled back and opened my mouth to tell him that I knew how to cure him.... but he spoke first.

“You’ve been a lot of help so far getting through this,” he said.

I smiled even more broadly.  “Thank you, baby.”

“Definitely, you’ve been amazing.”

“That’s really nice to hear.  And just wait until I tell you—”

He raised his hand to stop me talking.  “I don’t know where I would be without your help, baby.  But there’s one more thing I need.  I need one more tiny bit of help,” he said.

I raised an eyebrow.  “What’s that?”

“It’s been hard doing the things I normally do around here when my jacket could pop open at any time and reveal this mess, you know?  That’s made it hard to get Jay’s attention.  In fact, it seems to me that he’s been looking at you lately because you haven’t had to deal with this problem like I have, and I’m concerned that he might actually be thinking of promoting you over me.”

Wait a minute now... what?  “Go on.”

“So what I’m thinking is that it would be best for both of us if you went to see Jay and you told him that you wanted him to promote me rather than you for the sake of our marriage.  Tell him something like that, like you don’t want to outrank me at work because it would feel wrong or something,” he said, and he said it as calmly as you could possibly imagine.

I felt like I’d been punched in the gut.  “You want me to—”  My voice trailed off.

“Yes, just tell him you being promoted would affect our marriage.”

“Would it?” I asked sharply.

“Would it what?”

“Would it affect our marriage if it happened?”

My question seemed to flummox him.  “Well, I mean, uh, no.  It wouldn’t bother me in the least, naturally.  But other people— other people might get confused, you know.  They might think it’s strange that a wife is the boss.”

I stared at him dumbfounded.  I couldn’t believe my ears.  My own husband was telling me that I should sabotage my own career just to prop up his ego!  I was shocked, and I was angry.  Keep in mind, this was the man who was tossed a softball in the conference room and he chose to feel himself up rather than swing at the ball.  Now he wanted me to torpedo myself just to make him feel better?  He wanted me to give up a chance at a once-in-a-lifetime promotion just to keep from hurting his ego?

“Well?  What do you think?” he asked.

“I’m going to have to think about this,” I said in shock.

“Great!” he said with an enormous smile.  Clearly, he misunderstood what I meant.

Without another word, I slowly turned and I started to leave the office.  I thought it was best that I didn’t speak at the moment.  For indeed, I did have to think about this, but not in terms of whether or not I would do it or how I would do it.  I would have to think about the big talk we would need to have about this.  I was trying to figure out how to explain my anger to him, not how to go through with his asinine little plan.

“Oh, what did you have to tell me?” he asked as I reached the door.

“Nothing,” I said, and I left... and I didn’t regret it for an instant.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

In my defense, I wasn’t thinking very clearly at this point.  Things had been going wrong everywhere.  Jay seemed indifferent to me and I didn’t understand why.

—o—

By Stephanie

Because you were playing with yourself instead of working.

—o—

By Andrew

I get that now, but not at the time.  I didn’t realize I had become that obsessed with playing with my... well, breasts.  I thought I was acting normally except that I was touching myself from time to time when I was alone.  So it was surprising to me that Jay seemed so distant.  It felt like the promotion was slipping away.  And every time I looked, it seemed that Stephanie was standing between me and Jay.  I didn’t understand this because we both “knew” Stephanie couldn’t get the promotion because that’s not how the firm works – they don’t promote women – so there was a real risk of the promotion going to someone else if she kept distracting Jay from my work.  That’s what I meant to say, I just said it poorly.

And frankly, I didn’t think Stephanie would have a problem with this because she is a woman and women really are more accepting of being submissive to their partners.  They want their men to lead them.  They want their husbands to earn the money.  A man who doesn’t is a girly boy.  That’s how my mother thought and her mother before her and the mothers of all the friends I knew growing up.  So to me, it made sense that Stephanie would step aside and help me highlight my work to Jay.

Clearly, we saw things differently though.

—o—

By Stephanie

I saw you masturbating in conferences with the boss, darling.  How is my panty drawer coming along, girly boy?


Chapter Six: “Exposed!”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

The next few days were interesting to say the least.  While I was definitely angry at Andrew, I think I was more fascinated by what was happening and I just used whatever annoyance I felt as an excuse to let me keep from telling him what I knew.  Of course, Andrew helped me immensely in that regard.  Indeed, the more his breasts grew, the more macho he tried to act as compensation, and each of those little macho outbursts just became more reason for me to happily withhold my knowledge.

Then everything went wrong.

Very wrong.

We were sitting in a meeting.  I wore a black dress with a white floral print and black pumps with white accents.  Andrew wore a black suit with a jacket that really could no longer hide his breasts.  They looked like they wanted to burst out.  It had become so obvious that I was pretty sure that everyone could tell that something was going on there.  He wouldn’t listen to me though.

At least Jay hadn’t noticed yet... somehow.

Anyways, our boss Jay had called Andrew and me to this meeting because our groups weren’t making much progress.  In particular, Andrew’s group seemed to be drifting leaderless and that was dragging both groups down.  I wasn’t going to say that to Jay though, so Jay was busy trying to figure out why this normally well-oiled machine had suddenly sprung a cog.

“You’ll both agree with me that neither portfolio is good enough, correct?” asked Jay.

I nodded my head.  Andrew shrugged his shoulders.

“Are the teams overwhelmed?  Is there just too much to do?”

I bit my lip.  “No,” I said cautiously.

“Then what’s going on?”

I scratched my chin.  I didn’t have an answer that didn’t make us look bad, so I wasn’t really sure what to say.  I could definitely have used some help from Andrew.  He had always excelled in moments like this.  He hadn’t said a word yet, though.

“What do you think, Andrew?” asked Jay.

I held my breath.

My husband shrugged his shoulders.  “I think the real problem is that the initial instructions got us off on the wrong foot,” he said.  “And the groups seem to be struggling to let go of those instructions.”

As Andrew spoke, he seemed to become more animated.  At first, this made me happy because it seemed that I had the old Andrew back.  It seemed like he was focused and ready and he was about to solve this crisis in the way that only he could.  But then I saw his jacket jerk.  The more animated he became, the more he moved and shifted and threw his arms around excitedly as he spoke, the more the jacket moved around on his breasts and threatened to burst open.

“Oh no!” I gasped.

I tried to interrupt in the hopes that I could calm him a bit and make him settle down.  He brushed me off and kept right on going.

“We need to scramble the teams and start the assignment over to purge the teams of this initial bias,” said Andrew.

“That will add significantly to the budget,” said Jay.

Andrew nodded his head and spread his arms wide.  “It’s unavoidable,” he said at the same time.

That’s when it happened.  As Andrew’s arms reached their full spread, his breasts became really obvious.  Not that they were visible, but it was clear that his jacket was straining to hold something large and round in place, as if he had jammed a pillow beneath it.  This drew both Jay’s eyes and mine.  There was no way Jay didn’t see what I saw.  And then the small button holding the jacket in place gave away.  Suddenly, the jacket fell to his sides, leaving his chest... his breasts
 fully exposed beneath his shirt.  You could see everything.  You could see the shape of his breasts.  You could see his large, erect nipples poking through the shirt.  You could even see the black lace bra he wore, the only one I had that would fit his now almost-C cup breasts.

“What the hell?!” gasped Jay.

Andrew looked confused.  He hadn’t realized yet what had happened.  I tried to signal him to check his jacket.  It was far too late for that though.  There was no way to make Jay unsee what he had just seen.

“What is going on?” demanded Jay.

Andrew furrowed his brow.  “What do you mean?”

Jay pointed at his chest.

Andrew looked down and realized that his jacket had opened.  “That’s not what it looks like!” he exclaimed.

Jay’s face turned bright red with anger.  He rose to his feet, walked to the door, which he had left open to maintain the airflow in the room, and he slammed it.  He came back to us and pointed right at Andrew.

“I don’t know what kind of weird game you two are playing, but I will not have you walking around the office, during work hours, wearing fake breasts for whatever twisted purpose.  You keep your sex games at home!” he growled.

All the color left my face.

Andrew, on the other hand, became rather defensive.  “It’s not a sex game, Jay!”

“When you wear fake breasts to the office, it’s a sex game.”  He glanced at me before returning his gaze to my husband.  “I don’t know what you two are playing at, but it stops now.  Take them off!”

Andrew shook his head.  “I can’t.”

“Then you go home and take them off.”

“Jay, I can’t.”

“Why not?!” snapped our boss.

“Because they’re not fake.”

Jay’s jaw dropped.  “You’re taking hormones to give yourself breasts?”

“No!” exclaimed Andrew defensively.

“Then what?”

I considered speaking up, but I knew that we would both be fired if I admitted that Andrew was taking pills that had been made in the company’s lab.  It was best to leave the cause a little hazy at the moment.

“I have no idea what’s causing it,” said my husband.  “All I know is that these things keep getting bigger every day.”  As he said this, he grabbed his breasts and seemed to shove them at Jay.

It was clear that Jay didn’t believe him.  Men don’t just grow breasts.  He knew that.  Hence, he also knew that Andrew had to be taking something to make this happen – ironically, Andrew was indeed taking something, he just didn’t know what it was.  He paced back and forth for several seconds.

“All right,” he finally said.  He ran his tongue over his teeth.  “It’s obvious you can’t stay in your current position—”

“Are you firing me?!”  Andrew looked horrified.

“No, but I should,” he snapped back.  “Consider it a temporary reassignment.”

“To what?”

“To something far less conspicuous.  To something with a lower profile.  To something where we can hide you until you can sort out whatever this is,” said Jay and he waved his hand at Andrew’s chest.

“Sort it out how?”

“Either get rid of those
 or turn yourself into a woman.”

“What position?” asked Andrew cautiously.

“Pamela Gruden needs a secretary, doesn’t she?” Jay asked me unexpectedly.

I was shocked to be addressed in the middle of this conversation and I hesitated, but then I nodded my head.  “Yes, Jay.  Her secretary left the firm two weeks ago and hasn’t been replaced yet.”

“Good.  Fine.  Andrew, that’s your new job.”

Andrew’s jaw dropped.  “You want me to work as a secretary?”

“Yes.”

“For Pamela?”

“Yes.”

“She’s on my team!”

Jay shrugged his shoulders.  “So?”

“Do you know how humiliating that’s going to be?”

Jay’s face betrayed no sympathy.  “You should have thought about that before you decided to give yourself breasts.  I’m just trying to fix this.  We need to find somewhere to keep you hidden away.”

Andrew furrowed his brow.  “How’s that going to keep me hidden?  Don’t you think people are going to start asking why I’m not a manager anymore and why I’m working as Pamela’s secretary?”

“We’re not going to tell them!”

“They’re going to figure it out.  Pamela’s just down the hall—”

Jay glared harshly at Andrew.  “No one’s going to figure it out because no one’s going to know it’s you.  You’re going to come to work dressed as a woman until this is all over.”

“I’m what?!” gasped Andrew.

“You’re going to wear women’s clothes and pretend you’re somebody else.  I’ll get it all done through HR.”

Andrew stared at Jay with his mouth open.  He was beyond shocked, just as I was.  This was a stunning turn of events.  My husband was going to report to work as a woman!  I couldn’t imagine my husband wearing women’s clothes.  Though, oddly, the image turned me on.

“I won’t do that,” snapped Andrew.

Jay picked up his binder.  “You don’t have any choice.  Just be glad I’m not firing you... both of you
.  You play sex games in the office, you don’t keep your jobs for long.”  He started toward the door.

“But dress as a woman?” questioned Andrew.

“Why not?  You already have the boobs for it,” said Jay snidely.  And with that, he stormed out of the conference room.

Wow.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

Wow is right.

Let me tell you, I wanted to die when Jay caught me.  The sting of that humiliation was unbearable.  I mean, the moment I realized that he’d seen my breasts and knew what they were – even if he wrongly thought they were fake at first – was the most instantly humiliating feeling I had ever felt in my life.  I can’t even imagine anything comparable.  Maybe getting caught masturbating by your sister would do it.  Maybe not.  I don’t know.  There’s honestly nothing I can think of that would be worse than that moment.

What’s more, the shame was instantly followed by an overwhelming feeling of doom.  This was the end.  I was fired.  I was destroyed.  My career was gone.  I would never work again.  My life had hit a dead end.

Then, against this backdrop, I found myself basically pleading with Jay to believe that these breasts were real rather than just breast forms.  Talk about adding demeaning insult to shameful injury.  I’m surprised I could even get the words out of my mouth.  Indeed, a big part of me was screaming in my brain:  let him think they’re fake and just storm out!  Save your dignity!


I couldn’t though.  I knew there was too much to risk.  I just had to sit there and take it.  I never felt more helpless.

Then, when he said I needed to report to work as a woman... I mean, I didn’t believe it when he said it.  It was like I couldn’t understand what he had said.  It made no sense.  Then the impact of what he was saying hit me and I felt like I’d been knocked off my feet by some giant hammer.  Me?  As a woman?  As a woman?!
  That was like telling me he intended to castrate me right there, please whip it out while I grab some shears.  I couldn’t accept it.

I told him I wouldn’t do it, but I never heard his response.  I wasn’t even sure what I had said, honestly.  My brain was exploding and nothing was making sense.  It was like being in a room with fireworks going off all around you and seeing only faces but hearing no voices.

Then... slowly... it all sank in.  Jay was already walking out the door when the realization hit me.  I wanted to chase after him and tell him to go stuff it, maybe even punch him in the face, but Stephanie was staring right at me, saying something and that snapped me back to reality.  Although, I was pretty steamed.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

Steamed is right.  Andrew was beside himself.

“I’ll tell you one thing,” ranted Andrew the moment Jay left, “I am not dressing like a woman!”  We were still in the conference room.  “There is no way!  NO WAY
 I’m ever doing that!”

I tried to reason with him.  “What choice do you have?” I asked.  “He just threatened to fire us both.”

“I’ll quit and go find another job.”

“Where?”

“Anywhere!”

“With breasts?”

“I’ll cover them up.”

“They’re too large to cover up,” I said.

Andrew looked down at his chest.  That’s the first time it hit him, I think, that he had a real problem.  There was no way to hide his breasts.  They were just too large.  And no one was going to hire a man with a chest like his.  That meant the best he could do, most likely, was get a job dressed as a woman.  And even that would be really difficult since all of his identifications said he was a man.

“Listen, honey,” I said as calmly as I could.  “You have to do this or we will both lose our jobs—”

“I don’t care.”

“We can’t afford it!”

He shrugged his shoulders.  This was another of his the-argument-is-over poses, only this time, it couldn’t be over.  There was no way I could let him get us both fired over this.  I decided to offer him an olive branch.  I figured that telling him what had caused this and that the effects of the pills would wear off once he stopped taking them should cheer him up and hopefully give him the little bit of courage he needed to get through this and to do what he needed to do.  I was wrong.

“Honey, I know what’s causing this,” I said.

He immediately furrowed his brow.  “You do?!”

“Yes.”

“And you haven’t told me?” he growled.

“Now hold on.  I was going to tell you, b—”

“Oh you were, but what?  It slipped your mind?  Is that it?”

I put my hands on my hips and glared at him.  “Don’t you take that tone with me!  I tried to tell you, but you didn’t want to listen to me.  I tried to get you to see a doctor and you didn’t care.  All you wanted to do was shove me aside so you could come to work and play with yourself!”

“What?!” he gasped indignantly though his face turned bright red with embarrassment.  “I never!”

“Save it, Andrew.  I saw you, over and over again.”

“I don’t know what you think you saw—”

“I saw you fondling your breasts,” I said firmly.  “And knowing what that does to you, it was clear why you were doing it.  You’ve spent the whole week sneaking around the office playing with yourself.”

Andrew bit his lip.  He’d been caught.  He knew it.

“I’ll bet your briefs are soaked right now,” I said.

He didn’t deny it.

“So don’t give me this garbage about how you’ve been so desperate to fix this; you’ve been happy to play with yourself!”

This seemed to reach him and he began to look chastised.

“So here’s the deal,” I continued.  “We need your income and mine.  And no one else is going to hire you looking like that.  That means you can’t quit.  You’re going to have to take Jay’s demotion, no matter how insulting, and you’re going to have to live with it—”

“I can’t!”

“You don’t have a choice
.  We need the money.  And if you want me to tell you what the problem is or how to fix it, then you better do as I say.”

He licked his lips nervously.  Clearly, he wanted to refuse, but it was obvious to both that I wasn’t going to allow that and he couldn’t risk going against me.  “What if somebody recognizes me?”

“I’ll make sure that doesn’t happen.”

“What’s causing it?” he asked.

I shook my head.  “I’ll tell you after
 you settle into the new job with Pamela and everything is going like it should.”

He twisted his lips.  He didn’t like the idea, but he nodded his head.  After all, it wasn’t like he had much choice, not if he wanted to know what was happening and how to cure it.

“On the plus side, all of this should wear off fast, so you won’t need to be a woman for long,” I told him.

“How soon?”

That was the question.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

She was right.  I knew it.  I didn’t want to hear it, but I knew it.  Agreeing to this was the most difficult, challenging decision of my life.  My stomach was at my feet when I agreed.  Was I seriously going to try to pretend to be a woman?  How could I ever hope to pull that off?

—o—

By Stephanie

I really don’t see what the big deal is.  So you wear a dress, you do your hair and you act out a little different personality.  It’s no different than being a pirate for Halloween.

—o—

By Andrew

It is very different, though I don’t know if I can explain it right.  There’s something humiliating about a man making himself into a woman which just isn’t there with other costumes.  It’s like you’ve lost your status or something.  And before you call it sexist, dear
, even women seem to get this because they think it’s funny to feminize men in one manner or another, and they will make fun of men who do that in ways they never do with other costumes and certainly not with women who try to dress themselves as men.  There is something about this which people find particularly shocking.


Chapter Seven: “A Change of Wardrobe”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

Andrew ranted and raved the whole way home.  He kept saying he wouldn’t do it.  He was going to find another job where he could remain a man and that would be that.  Only, we both knew that wasn’t going to happen.  His breasts had gotten too big for him to present himself as a man without people basically freaking out.  Still, I let him get it out of his system.

When we got home, I stripped him naked.  He wanted to know what we were doing and I gave him some vague mention of trying to sort things out.  He didn’t think too much about it as he was still scheming how to get a job.  As I stripped him, I found myself quite surprised.  I had been so focused on his breasts that I had missed some other ways in which his body was becoming more feminine.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m just looking,” was all I said.

In reality, I was running my hand up and down his thighs, marveling that his leg hair seemed to be vanishing, or at least thinning to the point that it was much less obvious.  The hair had all but vanished from his chest, his back and his stomach as well.  This was shocking.

His hips seemed wider to me too and his rear larger... softer... rounder, though that could have been an illusion resulting from the breasts making him look overall more feminine.

One thing that was for sure was that his hair was thicker and longer.  It seemed to be growing at an incredible pace now.  In the short time since he had started taking the pills, his hair had grown at least an inch and seemed to have become thicker and softer.  It was really something.

I had missed all of this though up to now.

“Can I get dressed again?” he asked.

“Hold on,” I said and I took a depilatory cream I had and applied it to his legs, his belly and his groin.  His penis shot to attention as I did that.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“It’s a cream.  You need to wait about a minute and then go shower it off,” I told him.

“What does it do?”

I looked at my watch.  It was now too late for him to wash it off before it took effect, so I told him the truth.  “This will remove the hair from your body.  Now go wash it off.”

“It will do what?!”

“It will remove the hair.  Women don’t have hair in those places, or at least, if there is some, they either shave it or use depilatory cream like this.”  I held up the jar for him to see.

He glared at me in total shock.  “I’m not a woman.”

“You’re going to pretend to be,” I said and I grabbed his nipple and tugged on it to distract him.  It worked.  I immediately saw his face contort and his body tremble.  His erection seemed to get super tense and vibrated.  His nipples shot to attention.  “Go shower.”

He did.

When Andrew came back from the shower, the little bit of hair he had had was gone.  His body looked incredibly feminine at this point.  Not only was his shape becoming feminine with the breasts, the wider hips and the rounder bottom, but his skin had become soft and smooth and hairless.  Were it not for his throbbing erection, he could easily have passed for a woman with a mannish face.

The face could be a problem though.

“It’s going to take some creative work to make your face look feminine,” I said as I examined it closely.

“Now hold on,” he objected.

“We’ve been over this, Andrew.  You don’t have any choice.”

He grumbled something I couldn’t make out.

“Do you?” I asked.  “Do you have a choice?”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“Do you?
” I asked more forcefully.

“No,” he finally admitted.

“No, you don’t.  You have no choice at all.  So you’re going to have to swallow your pride and agree to wear dresses and high heels and do your best to look and act like a woman, aren’t you?”

He ran his tongue over his teeth.  “Yeah, I guess so.”

“And since I’m the only one of us who knows what it takes to be a woman, that means you need to do what I tell you, don’t you?”

His face turned bright red.  I could tell it was burning him up to admit any of this.  “Yeah, I guess so.”

“There’s no guess, is there?”

He visibly clenched his jaw.  “No.”

“Good.  Then you admit that you need this and you need me to pull this off, so I’ll tell you what, darling.  I don’t want to fight you on this.  I don’t want to explain this to you over and over.  I don’t want to hear you complaining.  Just do as I say and everything will turn out fine.  You’ll look like a girl and no one will be able to tell otherwise.  Give me problems though, resist me, and you may well find yourself exposed to everyone at the firm.  Do you understand?  I can do my best, but if you aren’t with the program, you will get yourself exposed.”

I saw all the color leave his face.  That threat made an impression on him.

“You’re going to expose me?” he asked cautiously.

“No.  What I said was that if you aren’t with the program, you’re going to get yourself
 exposed.  I will do my best to keep that from happening, but if you refuse to listen to me, if you reject the training I want to give you or refuse to wear the things I tell you, you will run the risk of being exposed.”

“What kind of training?”

“The kind it’s going to take to make you natural as a woman.”

I saw him lick his lips nervously.  “Like what?”

“Training in walking in heels—”

“Why can’t I wear flats?”

“Professional woman, especially secretaries, don’t wear flats,” I said.  Then I continued, “Training in how to sit without flashing your panties.  Posture training.  Training in how to come across as a woman, how to carry your purse, how to apply makeup.  You know none of that.  You need to know it all.”

I saw Andrew nearly swoon as he realized this was really going to be a lot of work and the type of work it was.  This was a change of lifestyle for him.  This wasn’t as simple as tossing on a costume, especially as he didn’t want to be recognized.  He also realized, I think, that there was no way he could do this without me.

He nodded his head.

“Good,” I said.  “Now follow me.”

That is how it happened, right dear?

—o—

By Andrew

I have nothing to say about this.

Ok, actually, I do.  Stephanie was enjoying this a little too much, if you ask me.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

Let me be clear, I was not thrilled with the idea of turning my husband into a woman.  Was some of it exciting?  Sure, it was.  But to have a husband living full-time as a woman was scary and shocking and not something I wanted.  How were we going to hide this from the neighbors?  What if you got discovered at work?  Those were some big unknowns.

Anyways, I took my naked erect
 husband back to the bedroom.  I wanted to test his resolve and get over any more objections right away, so we could get on with the training.  Hence, I went to my closet and I grabbed a pair of high-heeled sandals with a five-and-a-half inch heel atop an inch-high platform.  These things were super high and super feminine.  They had two thick straps that crossed over the toes, a T-strap, and an ankle strap.

“Put these one,” I said.  I held them out for him to take.

“Now?  I’m not even dressed.”

“You need to wear heels from now on, at all times
, to get used to them.  Most girls have years to learn to wear them, and they go up little by little in heel heights.  You only have the weekend to learn to wear the kind of heels you need to wear to pull this off.”

Andrew swallowed hard.  He clearly didn’t like the idea, but he took them.  “How hard can it be?” he asked hopefully.

He was about to find out.

I watched as Andrew sat down and strapped the shoes to his feet.  They fit his feet tightly, but they fit.  They would provide him with ample support too, despite their height.

“Now be careful when you stand,” I warned him.

Andrew took a deep breath and stood up.  He struggled a bit, but he made it.  As he stood there, however, he began to swirl around a bit as he worked to gain his balance.  He looked like he was going to tip over.  Fortunately though, little by little, he got it under control.

“First time in heels?” I asked with a snicker.

He ignored me, though I could see him turn a little deeper red.

“All right.  While I get some other stuff together, I want you to practice walking around the room,” I said.  “Take small steps, much smaller than you’re used to.  Place one leg directly in front of the other.  Land the heels first.  Don’t apply pressure until your toes are down too.  Don’t lift your other foot off the ground until you’re sure you’re balanced.  Got it?”

He nodded his head.  “I think so.”

I smiled at him and patted him on the back.  “You can do this, honey.”

As I moved to my vanity to gather some makeup and nail polishes, Andrew started across the room.  He looked silly in his bra and high heels and nothing else, but now was not the time to poke fun at him.  He needed to learn and he needed to learn fast right now.

In terms of his walking, he wasn’t very good at first, but he kept getting better, especially whenever I corrected him.  Within a few minutes, I had a good deal of confidence that he wouldn’t fall.  He didn’t have a feminine walk yet, but that would come over the weekend I hoped.  In the meantime, it was time to take his feminization further.

“Come sit over here,” I said.

I stood up and made way for him at my vanity.  He marched over and plopped down, causing his balls to bounce in his lap and his breasts to jiggle.  This made me snicker.

“We’ll definitely have to teach you to sit.  For now, cross your legs like women do,” I said.

He slid one leg over the other.  It looked a little uncomfortable with his balls in the way, but he managed.  I was actually feeling a strong compulsion to touch him, to play with him right then.  But we had business to handle first; I needed to turn my husband into a woman.

“All right, let’s get your nails painted.”

“My nails?”

“Yep.  All women paint their nails.”

He sighed, but agreed.

For the next half hour or so, I painted his fingernails and then his toenails.  I showed him how to do this as well and told him he would need to start practicing whenever he had the chance.

“Why me?” he asked.

“Think about how many secretaries you’ve seen paint their nails at their desks.  You’ve seen that, right?”

“Yeah.”

“From now on, that’s you.”

He blushed.

“For now, though, I’ll do your makeup and your nails, but you need to learn to do this yourself.”

This time, I chose a bright red because most of the secretaries seemed to prefer that, even as the professional women in the office preferred something a little darker or a little more subtle.  My own nails were a barely-there pink.  I think Pamela wore a dark red.  Bright red fit his new role well though.

“There!  What do you think?” I asked when I finished the last stroke.  His fingernails and toenails were now bright red.

He examined his nails and winced.  Yet, at the same time, his penis grew in his lap until it was quite hard.  This made me snicker.

“I see you’re enjoying this,” I said.

“I am not!” he protested and he almost closed his fists.

“Stop!  Keep your fingers apart until they dry.”

He spread his fingers and his toes again.  Then he glared at me with one of those man-looks to let me know that his macho soul was not happy that I had done this to him.  He was still hard though, so I decided to tweak him.

“Would you like me to stroke that for you while your nails dry?”

He turned bright red.  I had to laugh.

Anyways, after doing his nails, I decided to do his makeup.  Try as I might though, I couldn’t seem to get his face to look feminine enough.  Then I realized that his eyebrows were the problem.  They were far too bushy and too angular to be the eyebrows of a woman.

“I’ll need to trim your eyebrows,” I said.

Andrew looked nervous.  “What if this only lasts a few days?”

“First of all, I doubt it.  But secondly, eyebrows grow back very quickly.  All you’ll need to do is take a few days vacation and they’ll be right back to normal,” I said.  This wasn’t entirely true, but it was close enough.  It was better that he passed as a woman now than worrying about him looking a little odd as a man again at some point in the future.

He agreed, so I picked up my tweezers and got to work.

“Ouch!” he exclaimed with the first hair.

“Pain is the price of beauty, darling.  You’ll find that out soon.”

“I’m finding it out now.”

“This?  This is nothing.  Just wait until you’ve spent a whole day in heels.”  I put my tweezers against his brow and pulled out another hair.  Then I took another and another.  Soon, I had taken dozens and his eyebrows slowly began to take on the thin, highly arched form of feminine eyebrows.  As they did, his face changed dramatically and he began to look a good deal more like a real woman.

“Oh my God!” he exclaimed when he saw what I had done.

“Amazing, isn’t it?”

“Horrific is more like it!  How can I be a man again like this?”

“Well, you can’t until they grow back.  But it’s not like you can switch back and forth anyways.  Being a woman is a full-time thing.  And frankly, I’d be more worried about your boobs than your eyebrows, darling.”

Andrew turned red as a lobster and sunk back into his chair.  I then ran my fingers through his hair.  It definitely had gotten longer and thicker.  It was almost to the point where I could do something feminine with it, but not yet.  He would still need a wig.  I made a mental note to pick one up.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

Let me say, I was not enjoying this.  There is no way I would enjoy this.  Nor did it turn me on.  I can say that unequivocally.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

Me thinks thou doth protest too much, honey.  I saw your erections.

We weren’t done yet.

“I need to pierce your ears,” I said.  Again, he complained, but I told him that no woman goes without earrings and no woman wears clip-ons.  I also told him not to worry.  “Trust me, darling, they’re tiny holes and no one will notice when you take the earrings out.”

“They might,” he groused.

“Then it’s fortunate that lots of men wear earrings now.”

He wasn’t buying it, but he didn’t stop me either.  So a few minutes of pain later, I’d pierced his ears.  In fact, I’d pierced them twice in each ear for a particularly feminine look.  I inserted studs for now to protect the holes.

“Marked for life,” said Andrew unhappily.

I rolled my eyes and flipped his left nipple with my finger as punishment for being such a whiner.  “I should pierce your nipple.”

He winced and grabbed his breast.  “Don’t even suggest that!”

“Chicken.”

“Do you know how sensitive these things are?!”

I chuckled as if I thought it was all a joke and I was just blowing off his concern, but I admit I felt a little jealous.  My breasts were sensitive, but nothing like his.  How in the world did my husband have more sensitive breasts than I did?  Grrr.  That really wasn’t fair!

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

Trade you.

—o—

By Stephanie

Happily.  Do you know how lucky you are to feel that?

—o—

By Andrew

I don’t call needing to hide as a woman “lucky.”

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

There’s nothing wrong with being a woman, Andrea
.

Anyways, it was time to dress him.  “Let’s get you some clothes,” I told him.

Andrew said nothing.

I went to my lingerie drawer and I pulled out stockings, panties and a heavy black leather corset.  This was a real corset too, not just lingerie.  I gave him the stockings first and showed him how to roll them up his legs.  When he got them in place, I saw a subtle blush and his nipples got hard.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing,” he said.

I grabbed his hard nipple and gave it a quick squeeze, which I knew would be painful for him and would make him compliant.

“What turned you on?!” I repeated.

“Nothing!” he said until I threatened to squeeze his nipple again.  Then he continued.  “It’s just... it’s kind of wild to see painted toenails through stockings on my feet.  Plus, the stockings feel really funny.  They’re super soft and kind of tingled as they went on.”

I snickered.  “So you like wearing stockings, do you?”

He blushed even deeper.  “No,” he said, though obviously he did.

I told him next to turn around so I could put the corset in place.  He did as directed and I slipped it around his torso.  I then told him to hold onto the edge of the table as I pulled it as tightly as I could.  He did and I yanked.  I don’t think he expected me to pull so hard.

“Holy cow!  What are you doing?!” he gasped.

“I need to pull this tight or it won’t work.  It needs to give you a feminine shape so your clothes fit right and you don’t look like a man.”  I pulled the draw strings again, pulling the corset even tighter.  This time, I managed to close the hooks so it wouldn’t come apart.  I would need to pull tighter yet, though.

“Why do we need this?  I already have, um, a chest.”

“You do have boobs, nice ones, but the rest of you is still squarish.  Women have an hourglass shape.  Without that, your clothes won’t fit and your body will strike people as mannish.  This corset fixes that,” I said.  “Now hold tight.”

I gave the corset another powerful tug.  It got even tighter and I quickly adjusted the buckles and tied off the laces.  I was really impressed with the change it had made in Andrew.  The corset was meant to refine a woman’s shape, not force a man’s shape into that of a woman, and yet it had done a nice job of doing exactly that.  Andrew’s body looked very feminine except for his throbbing erection.

Interestingly, this was the first time I think I really noticed how hard he was.  I wasn’t sure why either.  Did it turn him on that he was wearing women’s clothes?  Was he turned on that I was bossing him around?  Or was he just turned on because he’s a man, I’m a woman, and I’m in close proximity.  I didn’t know, but for the first time I started to wonder.

In any event, I handed him panties next.  They were made of black lace and they were the tightest, most supportive panties I had, which unfortunately wasn’t saying much.

“Put these on,” I said.

“Panties,” he said and he shuddered.

“Yes, panties.  Women wear panties.  Now put them on.”

“Women
 wear panties.”

“You’re a woman now.  So put them on, woman.”

Andrew threw a doubtful expression at me, but he pulled the panties up his legs and tucked his erection into them nevertheless.  We both immediately saw that they did nothing to hold his erection in place.  It tented them right up as if they were tissues lying on top of his erection.

“This will never work,” he said.

“Why not?” I asked, though I knew the answer.  I was just buying time to think.

“These things don’t do a thing to hide my penis, that’s why not.  I’m going to have this massive bulge in whatever I’m wearing,” he said.  “Everyone will know I have a dick!”

I feared he was right, but I wasn’t sure what to do about it.  So I lied.  “You’re going to be wearing tight skirts, like pencil skirts.  They will hold it in check.  The panties will be fine.”  I hoped I was right.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I said confidently.

He seemed to buy that, which held him over for the moment at least.

I then went to the closet and grabbed a calf-length maroon corduroy pencil skirt, which I hoped would hide his penis.  I handed the skirt to him and told him to slip into it.  He did so with considerable effort; it barely fit over his hips, which appeared larger than they had been to me, and needed to be tugged up his legs inch by inch.  When it was in place, since the material was very thick, his front became perfectly smooth.

“See?  What did I tell you?” I said.

He ran his hand over his front and nodded his head.

There was only one problem:  he couldn’t wear corduroy to work.  He couldn’t wear anything that rugged to work.  So I would need to work something out quickly if we were going to pull this off.

On the plus side, I noticed something good about the skirt.  It held his legs together tightly and restricted his motion severely, which helped his walk be more feminine!

“There is definitely a plus side to this pencil skirt,” I said.

“What’s that?” asked Andrew suspiciously.

“By keeping your legs so close together, it’s helping you walk in heels.  You look much more natural.”

Andrew blushed.  A moment later, he must have gotten hard because a tiny bump appeared where his penis was beneath the skirt.  To me, knowing it was there, this was obviously a penis, but I hoped no one else would see it that way.  Hopefully, they would just see it as a wrinkle or bunching up in the skirt.

Finally, I threw a white top over his bra and corset.

He looked good.

He looked really passable, except for the hair and the tiny bump, both of which I still needed to fix.  Apart from that, I doubted that anyone at the office would ever know who he was.

This was great!

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

Great?!  Did you say this was “great”?!

Do you have any idea how uncomfortable a pencil skirt is?!

I could barely move my legs enough to walk, not to mention that my balls felt positively crushed.  It’s like wearing the tightest pair of underwear ever combined with a massive rubber band around my thighs.

Do you know how painful high heels are?!  How annoying the bra is?!  Add the fact that I’m having to pretend to be a woman all day and I don’t think anyone can call this great.

—o—

By Stephanie

If you hated it so much, why were you hard all the time, dear?

—o—

By Andrew

It just... it happens.

—o—

By Stephanie

As for knowing how pencil skirts feel and the pain of high heels, obviously I know this, darling.  I’m a woman.  I wear these things regularly.  Trust me, there is nothing I crave more than kicking off my heels after a long day or slipping off that confining bra.  I don’t think men have anything to compare with women’s clothes.  High heels crush your toes and put extreme pressure on your calves.  They put your hips out of alignment.  Pencil skirts keep your legs from separating by more than a few inches.  Bras squeeze your breasts and hold them up against your chest.  Pantyhose squeeze your waist like a giant rubber band.

I know men complain about ties, but that’s nothing more than a fashionable scarf can do to a woman.  Try walking on your tiptoes as a massive rubber band holds your waist in check or a corset squeezes your body into a shape that isn’t natural to your body.  That’s real pain.

You’ll see, honey.  You’ll learn all of this.

And don’t get me wrong.  I’m not complaining about being a woman.  Being a woman is wonderful, but beauty has a price, and the price for women is much higher than the price for men.


Chapter Eight: “Shopping”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

We spent about an hour with me teaching Andrew the basics on how to move like a woman.  I taught him how to walk, how to sit, how to hold himself when he stood.  I taught him how to smooth his skirt beneath him when he sat.  I taught him how to hold a purse, how to get into and out of a car, how to go up and down stairs.  He would need to know all these things.  And while an hour wasn’t nearly enough, it was enough that I thought I could take him out of the house – he needed more clothes and he needed to learn to handle being seen.  Hence, when I felt he was ready, I told him to brace himself because we needed to go buy him clothes for work.

“Why can’t I just wear yours?” he whined nervously.

“Because mine won’t fit you.  Because we can’t both wear the same clothes or people will notice.  And because you’re a secretary and secretaries dress differently than women in my position.”

He didn’t like this at all.

“Will you please stop saying I’m a secretary?” he asked.

“You are a secretary, Andrew.  You are ‘Andrea the secretary.’  You’d better accept that and get used to it or this is going to be a disaster for you and a financial disaster for both of us.”

He exhaled his frustration.  “I don’t want to be ‘Andrea the secretary,’” he said.

“That’s too bad.  That’s who you are,” I said, and I thought, “Then you shouldn’t have turned yourself into a woman.”

He didn’t protest.

“Anyways,” I continued, “the other reason to go out is that you need to get used to being seen in public before I try to take you to the office.  That last thing we want is for that to be your first time being seen as a woman.”

He knew I was right, so he nodded his head.  Soon we were off.

What a mess!

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

For our first shopping foray, I had picked a small women’s clothing boutique on the edge of town.  Not only did I know that they would have what we needed, but being small and isolated, the chances of us running into large crowds were minimal.  I figured it was best to expose Andrew to the public little by little to build his confidence and keep his nerves in check.  Dumping him at the mall would have been a disaster.

“Here we are,” I said.

I pulled the car up right before the store.  Normally, Andrew drove, but today I had driven because he was far too nervous and because this was the first time he was ever dressed as a woman and it seemed best to avoid letting him drive in heels.  He wore a bouncy red dress that hung to his knees and tan wedge-sandals.  I wore jeans, a thin sweater and wedges.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

“I’m not sure.”  Nervousness dominated his voice.

“Well, take a deep breath and get ready.  We need to do this.”  I looked around.  There were few cars and the few there were seemed to be clustered before an ice cream shop.  “It looks like the store may be empty except for clerks.  That will make this a lot easier.”

He nodded his head, but didn’t speak.  He looked really nervous.

“Take another deep breath.  You look so nervous right now that they’ll think you’re here to rob the place.”

He took another deep breath.

When he was a little more calm, I stepped out of the car.  He followed.  This was the first time he had ever been outside of our house or our garage in women’s clothes – other than his bra – and he definitely struggled with it.  Hopefully, I thought, he will calm down soon.

We made our way to the sidewalk and to the store.  I led my husband, but I could see him reflected in the glass.  He wobbled like mad.  He was definitely not ready to be wearing the heels I had him in, despite them being wedges, but there was nothing I could do about it now.

“Take delicate steps, dear.  Plant your foot firmly,” I said.

“These shoes aren’t easy, that’s for sure.”

“They’re not, but you can do it.”  I opened the door to the store.  “Move slowly... delicately.”

We went inside.

The store was pretty and surprisingly large.  I could tell right away that they had a good selection and that they would have what we needed.  We needed clothes that were a good mix of professional and sexy, the types of things worn by the other secretaries.  Mainly, this consisted of tight dresses, tight skirts, frilly blouses and the occasional suit, though suits leaning toward sexy rather than professional.

“Can I help you?” called a young woman from about twenty feet away.  She was wrapping a scarf around a manikin, but stopped to come speak to us.  Ten feet behind her was the woman I suspect was the owner.  She was doing an inventory.

“Hi, I’m Stephanie,” I said.

“I’m Crystal.”

“This is my friend Andrea,” I said and I waved my hand at Andrew.  He smiled and nodded his head in response.  He still looked so nervous especially whenever one of his ankles buckled and he looked like he might fall down.  “Andrea is starting a new job as a secretary in our office and she needs some clothes that are appropriate for her position.”

“Certainly.  What size is she?”

This actually caught me by surprise.  “Huh,” I said.  “I don’t really know.  I think it would be best if you measure her.”

The young woman agreed and took Andrew to a three-way mirror surrounding a raised pedestal.  Andrew stepped onto the pedestal and the young woman took a tape measure from around her neck.  She began measuring Andrew’s waist, hips and the such.  When she reached his breasts is when the problems began.

“Can you raise your arms please?” she asked.

Andrew raised his arms.  She then brought the tape measure around his chest and to the front of his breasts.  This apparently tickled and he shuddered away from her, causing the tape measure to fall.

“I’m sorry,” he said as he grabbed his breasts.

I could see his nipples pop up.  This could be bad, I thought.

Before I could think of what to say to stop this scene from unfolding, the young woman had taken the tape measure and again wrapped it around his back to the front of his chest.  This time, as she pulled it over his breasts, she caught the edge of one of his nipples.  Andrew immediately began writhing.  The young woman stared at him in utter shock, which made him back away, only he had forgotten that he was standing on a raised surface.  As he stepped backward, he stumbled in the unfamiliar heels and he fell right into a rack of dresses.  He and the dresses went crashing to the floor.  When he hit, the force of the wave of dresses that cascaded down upon him struck a shelf of high-heeled shoes and caused the shoes to come raining down on Andrew as well.

This was embarrassing.

But that wasn’t even close to the worst part.  When he fell, his dress rode up to his waist, exposing his black panties.  What’s more, his penis had slipped out of the panties and now stood free for all to see.  He was very, very erect.

The young woman gasped.

“Whoops,” I thought.

Andrew took a moment to realize what was going on and then he grabbed all the dresses he could and he covered himself with them.  In the meantime, I raced over and tried to stand between the young woman and Andrew.

“Wait, it’s not what you think!” I said.

Why does everyone always say that, I wondered, even as I said it?  Of course it’s whatever the person thinks.  They have eyes.  What they see is obvious.  And it usually only has a single explanation.  Oh well, it’s what I said.

“Wait, it’s not what you think!” I had said.

This drew the young woman’s attention, though she looked dazed.  At this point, the older woman raced over to see what had happened.  She too gasped when she saw Andrew’s erection, which he was struggling to hide.

“What’s going on?!” demanded the older woman.

The young woman was too shocked to respond.

“Why are you dressed like that?!”

I needed to think fast or this would end in a trip to the police.  “My friend is transitioning to become a woman,” I exclaimed.  Why not, this was true, sort of?  “We need some clothes.  He wasn’t trying to fool anybody; he just didn’t want people knowing.”

“I see,” said the older woman coldly.  She then moved her foot on top of Andrew’s crotch and pushed aside the pile of dressed he had constructed to hide his erection.  When she did, his erection popped back into view.  “Well, we know now, that’s for sure.”

“He didn’t really intend to end up falling,” I said.

“Lots of things happen that people don’t intend.  Your ‘friend’ needs something to hide that,” she said and she pointed at his erection.

“We didn’t have anything.”

“I can see that.  Fortunately for you, I do.”  As she said this, the old woman disappeared behind a counter and came back with a white panty girdle.

“Why hadn’t I thought of that?” I asked myself with a laugh.

“What’s that?” asked Andrew.

“This is a panty girdle,” said the woman.  “It’s going to cover your erection and hopefully keep it hidden when you slip into a dress or skirt... and if you choose to sprawl on my floor again.  After all, the last thing you want is to give away that you’re a man with an unsightly bulge in the wrong place.”

He didn’t argue about that.

“How does it work?” he asked.

“Take off the panties and slip into it.”

“Here?”

“Of course.”

“You want me to strip here?”

“You’re already naked, young man.  Get with it.”

Andrew slipped out of his panties and took the panty girdle.  He pulled it up his legs with great effort.  When the girdle reached his crotch, it seemed to get stuck.  He claimed it was too tight, but the old woman denied that.  She said he needed to be less delicate in his handling of it.  Then she actually grabbed his erection and jammed it down into the girdle and yanked the girdle into place.

Andrew let out a sort of half-gasp, half moan.

“How does it feel?” she asked.

“Like it’s going to castrate me or shove my balls back up into my body.”

“Good.  That’s how it should feel,” said the older woman and she ran her hand down his almost smooth front.  She motioned for me to do the same and I did.  The only evidence left of his penis was a small bulge in the girdle.  “This isn’t a perfect solution, but it should be enough.”

“Should?”

“Let’s test it.”

The older woman ordered the younger woman to pick out a dress.  Then she made Andrew strip down to his bra, corset and the panty girdle, plus his stockings and heels, and she had him slide the dress over his head.  This was a tight navy blue pencil dress with a single row of black buttons all the way down the front.  It fit perfectly.  More importantly, it was smooth in the front.

“Success,” said the woman.

I agreed.  “We’ll take the girdle,” I said.

“Good,” said the older woman.  “Now why don’t you and I take a look at some dresses while your friend helps my assistant clean up the mess he made?”  She then ordered her assistant, and Andrew, to clean up the spilled rack.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

That girdle crushed my manhood.  It felt like a thousand pound weight sitting on my balls.  But at least it would keep anyone from spotting me as a man.  That was worth it.  The last thing I wanted was for anyone to figure out who I was.  Just the thought of it made me cringe.  So I was glad we figured that out.  Though the rest of what happened is something I’d rather forget.

Imagine lying on the floor in a heap of dresses as two women stare at you, and you suddenly realize that your manhood is entirely exposed.  How embarrassing!  And not only that, but it’s super hard.  It was on display for everyone.  Even worse, they knew my secret.  They knew I was a man in a dress.  AND
 they knew that somehow I had real breasts.

This was humiliating.


Chapter Nine: “Learning To Woman”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

I knew that Andrew needed a lot more training if he was going to pass himself off successfully as “Andrea the Secretary.”  He looked feminine enough in the clothes with the girdle hiding his erections, the corset giving him an hourglass shape, and his breasts sending an unmistakable feminine signal, but his movements weren’t feminine enough yet.  And nothing drove this home more to me than watching him walk back into the house in the high-heeled wedges he’d worn to the store.  He wobbled as if he were drunk.  When he moved in anything but a straight forward motion, he spread his legs wide as no woman would.  When he sat down, he plopped down into chairs and spread his knees in cringe worthy ways.  He needed a lot of training.

“Why am I wearing this?” asked Andrew.

“This is to teach you,” I said.

“Teach me what?  I know I’m not wearing a miniskirt to work.”

This was true, but the miniskirt was going to help me teach him the limits of feminine motions.  Wearing it was going to restrict the way he moved in ways that would apply to all skirts, but wearing this short of a skirt would let me see his mistakes more clearly and punish them.

“That miniskirt,” I said, “is going to help me teach you walk, to sit, to stand and to do everything else like a woman.”

“How is it going to do that?”

“In conjunction with this,” I said and I held up a long wooden spoon from the kitchen.

“A wooden spoon?”

I nodded my head and swung the spoon in the air as if I were striking something with it.  He immediately got the message.

“You’re kidding!” he said.

“Not at all.  Coming across as a woman is all about posture and moving in the right ways.  The miniskirt will tell us if you fail in that because every time you move like a man, your panties will show.  Whenever I see your panties, I’m going to paddle you with this.”  I help up the spoon once more.  “Think of it as an incentive to make sure you learn your lessons.”

Andrew stared at me in horror, but he wasn’t going to object.

“So let’s start with walking lessons again.”  I looked down at his feet.  There were encased in platform pumps with a tight ankle strap for support.  The heels were just over five-inches high and narrow, but the shoe had an inch and a half of platform.  The shoe would be challenging, but not impossible.  This made them perfect as the real point was to teach him in the hardest conditions so anything he wore to work after this would be easy.

Andrew reluctantly rose to his feet.

“We’ll work on how to stand up later.  Suffice it to say that you need to smooth down your dress or skirt so you know its laying flat against your body.  For now though, let’s see you walk across the room,” I said.

Andrew came toward me.  He walked too fast, however.  Consequently, he wobbled as his ankles kept threatening to buckle.  His stride was too long.  He didn’t always wait to get one foot down before he started moving the other, which resulted in him almost falling twice.  I’d seen enough.

“Stop!” I exclaimed.

“I’m doing what you taught me,” he whined.

“No, you’re moving too fast, and your steps are too long.”

I stepped in front of him and told him to watch my feet and legs.  The heels on my white wedges weren’t nearly as high as his stilettos, but that didn’t matter.  I moved across the room ahead of him, taking short, delicate steps and moving slowly.

“But if I do that, I’ll feel like a girly!”

I glared at him.  “You’re supposed to feel like a girl.  You’re a woman now.  You’re not a man in heels.  You need to accept the idea that you are
 a woman and your motions need to be natural for a woman.  Now try it.”

Andrew gritted his teeth and then gave it a shot.  He moved very slowly and deliberately.  He placed his feet in the right place, kept his knees together, kept his weight on top of his legs so his ankles didn’t buckle, and swung his hips naturally as a woman.  I was really excited.  He had mastered high heels in one lesson!

Or had he?

“Fantastic!” I said.  “Come here and give me a hug!”

And then my bubble burst.  The moment he stopped concentrating on his walk, it all went back to how it had been and he almost fell over when his ankle gave way beneath him.

I sighed.

“All right.  Let’s try this again,” I said.

For the next hour, we worked on his walk.  By the time we finished, he was noticeably better, though he wasn’t anywhere near perfect yet.  Fortunately, we had two more days to practice, and practice we would.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

“No!  No!  No!” I exclaimed.  “Women don’t plop down like some college boy at a sports bar, and they definitely don’t let their legs spread like that.  You just flashed the entire bar.”

“Sorry,” said Andrew.

We’d been practicing walking for about two hours now and we’d just switched to sitting practice, but we needed a break.  Andrew’s feet hurt and we were both tired.  That didn’t mean he could forget he was a woman, however.

“You understand that you can’t let up being a woman at any point, right?” I asked.

Andrew shrugged his shoulders.  “I guess so.”

“There’s no guess, Andrew.  The minute you forget you’re wearing heels, you’ll stumble.  Think what happened in the store.  Do you want to show Pamela your erection?”

“Well, no, b—”

“The minute you forget you’re wearing a dress, you’ll flash somebody your panties.  Do you want Ron to think you’re coming on to him?   Imagine that walrus putting his hairy arms all over you.”

Andrew cringed.

“If you forget at any moment that you’re a woman, someone is going to notice the truth and everyone is going to know who you really are.  ‘Hey, Andrea is actually Andrew!  He’s working as Pamela’s secretary!  He’s got breasts!  Let’s go look at him and make him feel very, very small’,” I said.

Andrew shrank into the chair.

“Do you want that?”

He blushed.  “No.”

“Then you can’t forget.”

He nodded his head.  “All right.”

“Good.  Now stand up, girlfriend,” I said and I picked up the wooden spoon from the table.

“Why do you have that?” he asked nervously.  His eyes were locked on the spoon.

“Because I need to finish the lesson,” I said.

“But I said I understood.”

“Yes, and that’s great, but this will make it unforgettable.”  I slapped the spoon against the palm of my hand.  It made a SLAP!
 sound.

Andrew stared at me with imploring eyes.  I wasn’t swayed.  This was the perfect way to make him remember his lesson.  But then I had an idea.  I would use the spoon at a later point when it meant so much more.

“I’m going to let you go without this reinforcement for now,” I said.

A look of relief appeared upon his face.

“You haven’t been pardoned; punishment for your failure is simply being delayed.  Do you understand?”

He nodded his head.

“Good.  Let’s get on with the lessons.”

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

“Knees together,” I said again.

“I’m sorry,” said Andrew.  “It’s just an old habit.”

“Well, it’s a habit you better fix.  Do it again.”

Andrew stood up, as I’d showed him.  He smoothed his miniskirt beneath him as he did.  Then he walked to the other side of the room, in perfect form, and came back.  He turned around, pointing his rear toward the chair and bringing his legs together, and he slowly lowered himself to the chair.  He didn’t plop down.  As he lowered his rear, he smoothed his skirt once more.  And when his rear hit the chair, he adjusted himself and slipped his right leg up over the left without showing his skirt.  His leg now dangled over the other.  He had done perfectly.

“Excellent.  Now just make sure you do it every time,” I said.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I snickered at him calling me “Ma’am,” though I didn’t tell him so.  It was clear that my being in charge of his training was having the right effect on his mind.  This made me more comfortable that he could do the same with Pamela, who could be tricky at times and would expect a properly submissive attitude.

“Dangle your shoe,” I said.

“Do I have to?”

“Yes.  All women do it.  It’s comfortable.  It’s a good way to pop off a high-heeled shoe for a bit.  Men like it.  So do it.”

Andrew bit his lip.  He didn’t like hearing that men like it.  He wasn’t at all happy with how much of my lectures were dedicated to explaining the expectations of men.  After all, he wasn’t gay, so he didn’t see why being attractive to men would matter.  What he didn’t understand yet was that men did have expectations for women and he would need to meet them to be accepted by men as a woman.

As I watched, Andrew pushed his toes against the insole of his shoe and it popped off his heel.  It now dangled from his toes.  He then flexed his toes and made it dance.  It fell.  I waited.  Sure enough, he found it with his foot and slipped his foot back inside the shoe.

“Nice recovery,” I said.

“Thank you.”

It was time to take the lesson to the next level.  He needed to learn confidence for going into public.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

I have to interrupt here.  I get that I needed to act like a woman, but I was not at all thrilled with how much Stephanie was focusing on me supposedly attracting a man.  It seemed she was teaching me to flirt as much as anything else.  That did not make me happy.


Chapter Ten: “The Big Test”

—o—

Told By Stephanie

I pulled the car up to the curb.  We sat in front of our building.  The main door was directly to our right about fifty yards away past a typical industrial courtyard with our sign with the big purple lips above the entrance.  The door was locked today, with it being the weekend, but there was a guard who could let us in if we wanted to go inside.  I also had my badge in my purse, which could get us in as well.

“What are we doing here?” asked Andrew.

“This is a test,” I said.

“What kind of test?”

“We need to test your nerve,” I said.  “You need to be able to get out of this car on Monday and head inside, knowing that all of our co-workers are in there waiting and may potentially catch you.”

Andrew stared at the door.  I could tell he was nervous.

“I figured that doing a test run today would be a good idea.  At least we know that no one is here.”

“Almost no one.”

“Almost no one,” I agreed.

Andrew swallowed hard. “All right, you’ve made your point.  Let’s go home.”  I could hear the nervousness in his voice.

I shook my head.  “No, this is just the intro.  Before we go home, you’re going to touch that door.”

Andrew shuddered.  “I really don’t want to do that.”

“You don’t have any choice.  We’re not leaving until you do it.”

For the next minute or two, we sat there in silence.  I’d turned off the engine and pulled the key to make the point that we weren’t leaving.  Andrew sat there staring helplessly at the door, proving that he was very nervous.  The more he stared, the happier I became that I’d decided to do this.  If he was having this much trouble now, I would never have gotten him out of the car on Monday, with the courtyard full of people and our coworkers streaming past.

“All right, girlfriend.  It’s time to go,” I said.  Then I stepped out of the car.  I came around the car and yanked open the passenger door, leaving him no choice but to exit.  I stuck out my hand.  “Come on.”

Very, very slowly, Andrew took my hand.  He placed his first high-heel encased foot on the concrete.  He wore simple black pumps with a four-inch heel.  He turned in his seat and slipped the other pump out of the car.  When they were both on the concrete, he pulled himself up.  I took his hand and we started toward the front door.

“Nice and slow... stay calm,” I told him.

He was trembling, but doing it.

“Nobody can see you... you’ll be fine.”

It seemed to take forever, but we made it to the door.

“All right, back to the car,” said Andrew immediately.  I could tell his mouth was dry.  His palm was sweaty.  He must have been so nervous.  Unfortunately for him, this wasn’t all I wanted from him.  I opened my purse and pulled out my badge.  I placed it against the security pad and the door opened.

“W— what are you doing?” he stammered.

“We’re going inside.”

He vigorously shook his head, causing the curls on his brunette wig to shake.  “There’s no way!”

I snickered.  “Then you can wait here until I come back.”  With that, I turned around and stepped backwards through the door so I could still face him.  He immediately saw the danger as I slowly disappeared.  If I went inside, he would need to wait here all along for however long it took for me to return.  He didn’t want to do that.  So, just as my hand came off the door and it started to close, he grabbed it and stepped through it.

—o—

Interrupted By Andrew

What the heck was Stephanie thinking?  I was ready to dissolve into a pool of my own nerves.  Getting out of the car was hard enough, but now we were inside where there could be any number of people.  This was way too much!

Then she started toward the security guard.  Stephanie kept whispering things meant to calm me:

“It’s all right, honey.  There’s no one.”

“Take a look around.  You’ll be here again tomorrow.  This will be easy then.”

“No one’s going to know it’s you.”

We came to the security guard.  “Hi Sam,” said Stephanie.

He responded with something.  I’m not sure what.  We walked past him to the elevator.  My high heels were slipping on the slick floors and they rang off the tile floor and echoed in my ears.  Were they always this loud?  They seemed so loud I thought Sam would get suspicious and stop us any moment.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


He didn’t and the elevator came.  We rode up.

We came to our floor and stepped out.  I froze.  What if someone had come in to work on the weekend?  What if we ran into someone who knew us?  People worked on weekends all the time for our company.  Fortunately, there seemed to be no one and Stephanie grabbed my hand and tugged me inside.

“Can we go home?” I asked.

“Almost,” she said.

The next thing I knew, we were in the conference room.

—o—

Continued By Stephanie

I’d taken Andrew to the main conference room.  I’d taken him the long way.  He’d now made it all the way around the office once.  He’d walked past my office, Jay’s office, Pamela’s office and all the secretarial stations.  I hoped this calmed him down and would make him more calm when he came on Monday.  Now I had an assignment for him.

“Go get me a cup of coffee,” I said.

“Wh— what?”

“Black... two sugars.”  I sat down at the head of the table.

“Out there?  Are you serious?!”  I saw fear in his eyes.

“Go.”

Andrew looked like he wanted to collapse.  I guess the idea of going out into the office alone, even knowing it was empty scared him.  He needed to get used to it though, so I insisted.  He left.  As he went, I watched him totter and wobble.  He’d forgotten his lessons in all of his fear.

A few minutes later, I smelled the coffee.

Then Andrew came through the conference room door.  He seemed more calm, but he was still wobbling.  He had definitely forgotten his lessons.  He set down the coffee and took a seat.

“These heels are killing me,” he said.

Then he noticed that I had brought the wooden spoon and it was sitting on the table.

“Why is that here?”

“Because I only delayed your lesson.  And judging on how you are behaving right now, a refresher is badly needed.  You’ve forgotten how to walk with grace.  You plopped down in that chair.  You spread your legs rather than cross them.  You didn’t use any courtesy when you handed me the coffee,” I said.

Andrew blushed.  “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry doesn’t matter, Andrew.  You can be as sorry as you wish, but if you make a mistake and expose yourself, there is no do-over.  It’s time for a reminder that you won’t forget.”

He swallowed hard, but didn’t object.  I could tell he didn’t like this, but he also knew he had made a mistake – a mistake that would endanger him – so he wanted the reminder as much as I thought he needed it.

“Stand up,” I said.

He rose to his feet.

“Grab the edge of the table.”

He leaned over and grabbed the table.

I picked up my coffee and sipped it.  Then I rose to my feet.  With my coffee cup in one hand and the wooden spoon in the other, I walked around behind him.  I thought about making him strip out of the skirt and the girdle, but they would be no protection for him, so it didn’t matter.  I spread my legs to brace myself in my wedges.  Then I raised the spoon into the air.  I took another sip of coffee.  Then I let the spoon fly.

It flew right on target.


CRACK!!
  It landed harshly on his rear and Andrew shuddered.

“Ouch!” he exclaimed.

“You must remember that you are a woman, Andrea
,” I said.


CRACK!!
  It landed again and Andrew shuddered.

“You are a woman now!”  I sipped the coffee again.

CRACK!!

“Ouch!” he exclaimed again.  He was blushing too.  Clearly, this was as embarrassing as it was painful for him.

“You need to walk as a woman!” I said.


CRACK!!
  Andrew winced.

“You need to sit as a woman!”

CRACK!!

“You need to be submissive.  You are a secretary now!  You need to say ‘Yes, Sir’ and ‘Yes, Ma’am’!  Use professional courtesy for your superiors.  Do as you are told,” I told him.  “You need to remember these lessons!”

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

“I will!” he exclaimed.

“Good,” I said and I set down the spoon and I grabbed his nipple from behind and I started squeezing.  I pulled and pinched and squeezed.  Within seconds, he was gasping and looking like he would fall to his knees.  He was breathing hard.  I kept pulling and squeezing.

Then he moaned.

I knew we were close.  I squeezed a little harder.

Then he moaned sharply before he went limp.  I knew what must have happened; he would need to rinse the girdle when we got him.  This was a lesson he would not soon forget.  I hoped it was enough.

The End of Part One
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Caught By His Roommate:
  Mitch thought Katie was the perfect woman.  She was beautiful.  She was innocent.  She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the way young women should dress in heels and dresses.  So Mitch tricked Katie into becoming roommates so he could explore her closet.  Unfortunately for Mitch, Katie would catch him red handed.  That’s when things got really strange for Mitch.  See, Katie wasn’t as innocent and naive as he thought, and she had plans for her new sissy!


This book includes Five Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,200 word, 140 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, bondage, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Dress Coded:
  Written in the spirit of
 Grounded in Heels
, this is the story of Charlie Mitchell.  Charlie wants to wear shorts, but the dress code doesn't allow it.  He tries it anyway, figuring that the worst the principal can do is send him home for the day.  Boy, was he wrong!  Before he knows it, Charlie finds himself stuck in skirts and dresses and worse.  What will the other students think?  Will this complicate his run for class president against his nemesis... Stephanie Mills?


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

May 2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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 change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


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

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

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

This is Part One of Two.

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

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

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough

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

This second part concludes the series.

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

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)


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



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


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

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

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


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

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


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

March 2012 and October 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?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!

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