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	Introduction by Ann

	 

	Dear Readers,

	Poor, poor Frank. All he wanted was another inch, was that really so much to ask? Well, he’s done it now. As his body changes and his breasts become increasingly impossible to hide, he’s got serious problems. Kara is enjoying having him as a maid. Martha is starting to realize that this new Frank really quite turns her on. And Jade, well, she’s got him by the balls. He still has those at least.

	This is the third part of Frank’s story. There will be four total. In this part, Frank struggles with Jade’s control over him. He must deal with Martha discovering her love for his half-man, half-woman (but mostly woman) form, and the stirrings of her yearning for dominance. He has to do Jade’s bidding without upsetting his boss William. And most of all, he needs to figure out why he keeps getting hard every time one of these women take advantage of him.

	Thank you all for the fantastic reviews and wonderful emails! I hope you are enjoying Frank’s story! Let me know what you think!

	With love,

	Ann :)

	



	


Chapter One: “I Can Change You”

	A wicked smile played upon Kara’s lips.

	“So if I play with you and Teddie, if I make the pair of you cum, you turn into girls?” she asked. Her tone bubbled over with a joyous sort of surprise.

	Frank swallowed hard. This was not going the way he expected. To stop Kara from making him come, he’d told her the truth. That had seemed the only solution. Tell her what would happen to him if she continued, and she would stop stroking him. Simple. Made sense. That’s how anyone rational would respond. Only, the hunger burning in Kara’s eyes and the flaming temptation in her tone suggested she may have seen this somewhat differently. To her, this was apparently more of an opportunity than a warning.

	“All I have to do it stroke you,” she said in an eerie sort of quiet awe and she ran her nails along his erection. He shuddered at the mixture of incredible pleasure and electric pain from her nails.

	This was definitely not going well.

	“You—” started Frank, but she stopped him by placing her finger to his lips.

	She tightened the pressure her thighs placed on his hips again. Her feet still locked around his calves to hold him in place. Her nipples were incredibly hard. She was very, very excited. She leaned forward and wrapped one hand around his shaft, which hung in the air between them. “I’ve never had this kind of power before,” she said. “I have to tell you, Francesca, it’s exciting.” She stroked his erection three times quickly with a flourish like she was writing an exaggerated signature.

	“Ple—”

	She pressed her finger to his lips again.

	“All I have to do is stroke you... a little today,” she said and she stroked him twice more, “a little tomorrow,” and she stroked him twice again, “and a little after that, and soon, poof... you’re a girl.” A wicked grin appeared upon her face. She locked her eyes onto his. It felt to Frank as if she was digging for his soul through his eyes.

	“I—”

	“No,” said Kara to herself, ignoring him, “you’d be better than a girl, actually. On the outside, you’d be a girl. Helpless and sweet. But under your pretty skirts, you’d have this bad boy, ready to please.” 

	Frank’s jaw dropped. Would she really do that?

	“Martha might not like that,” she chuckled. “Or... maybe she would. She’s already got you in panties and a bra and heels.”

	“She didn’t have any choice.”

	“Ha!” exclaimed Kara. “She had a choice. Of course, she had a choice! She could have bought you smaller underwear and new shoes. Men’s shoes still come in your size, you know! As for the bra, well, I guess you need that now, but she could have gone with a sports bra or something, something less feminine.”

	“We don’t have any money—”

	“Priorities, Frank. It’s all about priorities, and keeping you masculine wasn’t on the top of her list. No, Francesca, she likes you like this. She likes you as a girl. She just hasn’t had the nerve to do it yet.” Her wicked grin returned. “Maybe I should make you a girl. I might be doing her a favour.” She stroked him two times more.

	“Please don’t.”

	“You’d like it too, I bet.”

	Frank shook his head vigorously. “That I would not.”

	“Oh don’t be so shy, Frank. I saw how hard you got watching my husband totter around in his cute little dresses. You were so excited, just like you’re excited now. Wearing dresses and heels makes you hard, because it turns you on. You want to be a girl.”

	Frank shuddered at her words because he couldn’t completely refute them. He didn’t want to be a girl. He was a man. A man’s man. A manly man. He liked manly things. He really did not like the idea of having to wear women’s things, no matter how masculine they might be, and he hated the idea of wearing dresses and heels! And yet, he had been hard as a rock almost continually since this whole cross-dressing nightmare began. What did that say about him? It was something he needed to figure out. But for now, he knew what he needed to do. Deny. Deny. Deny. Don’t let Kara get her hooks into him and do something irreversible, something he would regret.

	He shook his head. “I want to be a man, that’s it. I don’t like any of this.”

	“Liar,” snickered Kara.

	“I’m not lying.”

	Kara started slowly massaging his dick, pulling her hand along the shaft, slowly pulling everything forward. This was building up tremendous pressure despite the slow place.

	“I think you like it,” she said.

	Frank shook his head.

	“Oh yes, you do. You want to be my little sissy, don’t you? You want me to turn you into a girl. You want me to give you big, beautiful breasts,” she purred. As she said this, she brought her other hand to his chest and massaged one breast through his dress, playing with the erect nipple that poked up beneath the dress material. “You want me to make you dress like a pretty little doll, in girly dresses, lacey panties, and high heels and makeup.” She leaned forward and kissed his lips now; her lips were soft and warm and wet. She ran her fingers through his hair, hair which had become a little thicker and a little more lush of late, though Frank hadn’t noticed. “Should I do it, Frank? Should I make you into a girl?”

	Frank shook his head, though he was highly aroused. That was the conflict that confused him. The answer should have been clear. Why wasn’t it?

	“Oh yes, you do,” said Kara and she slowly started stroking him, sending waves of pleasure coursing through him. “You want me to do it. You want me to make it so you can never be anything but a girl. Tell me I’m wrong.”

	Frank opened his mouth to answer, but was shocked how much will power it took for him to force an answer. He even needed to remind himself that he was a man, not a woman, and that he did not want to become some sort of shemale creature: “pretty little doll” on the outside but with a long, hard tool hiding beneath his skirts.

	“I don’t,” said Frank finally. “I’m a man.”

	Kara glanced at his dress and his feet strapped in their heels, giggling as she did. “If you say so, darling,” she said condescendingly. She didn’t stop stroking him either.

	Frank withered at her giggling and the doubt in her voice. It made him feel weak, a laughingstock. Worse, he was starting to feel his muscles building a rhythm despite the slowness of her hand. Fairly soon, this would be a moot point and he would have a whole new problem.

	“Please— please stop,” said Frank. “Don’t do that.”

	“Do what? This?” she asked and she tightened her grip and stroked him a little more firmly.

	“Y— yes,” said Frank, who was starting to struggle for air.

	“Are you sure?”

	Frank nodded his head. “Yes,” he said, though it wasn’t nearly that clear to him that he truly wanted her to stop. Whatever Kara had said and done to him had placed him in such a trance that part of him actually wanted her to just stroke him, take his manhood right then and there, and make him a woman. Indeed, he saw himself prancing around her house in the same mustard dress Ted wore and the white platforms with his erection sticking out in the open, as he dusted and cleaned and acted as a sissy slave, as Kara sat on the chaise-longue laughing at him, and it turned him on. It turned him on!

	“Are you really sure?” she said tauntingly and she scraped the head of his penis with her nails as she kept stroking him. Waves of intense pleasure and shocking pain tore through him making him even less certain. His body jerked in response, and his breathing became more jagged.

	He was tempted, that was for sure. But he knew what the answer had to be. He was a man. He needed to be a man, no matter what strange thoughts seemingly might lurk deep inside him – thoughts he’d never even known existed before now. Besides, how could he face his wife and tell her that he’d decided to let Ted’s wife take more of his manhood? He couldn’t.

	“I’m sure,” he said, his voice shaky as the feel of her nails made him tremble.

	“Pity,” said Kara and she stopped stroking him.

	It was almost jarring to have her stop. He knew it was for the best, by far, and this was what he needed. But something inside him felt incredibly desperate for her to finish what she’d started. That shook him and he bit his lip uncertainly. What was this weakness hiding within him?

	“I— I need to go home... get ready for work,” he said.

	“All right, Frank. I’ll let you go for now.” She took her hand from his erection and she started to loosen the grip of her thighs, but then she stopped and reapplied the pressure. She looked as if an idea had struck her. Then she smirked at him. “Do you know what I’m thinking, Frank?”

	Frank swallowed hard. Her tone and look worried him. “What?” She slipped her fingers around his erection again.

	“I’m going to let you go. Don’t worry. You can go back to Martha in a moment. Before you go though, I’m thinking I should make you come... just once... just this time,” she said.

	Frank tensed up. “But I’ll become more girly.”

	“I know.”

	“You said— you said I could go.”

	“And you can.” She brushed the length of his erection with her nails once more, causing him to shudder deeply. “But I’m thinking, maybe I’d like to make you a little more girly before you do. Not all out, you understand... just a little. Not enough to make you my fantasy female lover, but just enough to make you a tiny little bit more girly. I like that. I like that a lot. That little bit of girly will be because of me. I’ll have done that, and we’ll both always know, this little bit of your breasts, this little bit where your hips are wider, this bit where your butt is just a little bit sexier, I did that to you. I made that.”

	Frank froze. Would she really do such a thing? The idea was terrifying, but also incredibly erotic in a twisted sort of way. It was the shared secret thing all over again. Only the two of them would ever know that this little bit of his femininity was created by her. His erection actually throbbed in her hand in response.

	“Oh, you like that idea, do you?” giggled Kara upon feeling the throb.

	“No, no I don’t!” gasped Frank.

	“Too late. The truth comes out,” she purred and she squeezed his erection at the base and she pulled her hand all the way to the head of his erection. When her hand hit the ridge of the head, Frank felt this incredible wave of thrusting energy pushing forward. This was unlike anything he’d felt before. It was a massive orgasm without warning; though truth be told the tension and pulsing and the such within his lower regions had been warning him for some time already, he’d just missed it.

	He exploded.

	He exploded a lot.

	White, hot, manly fluid shot out of his penis and flew forward toward Kara, who still had her legs wrapped around him. It fell short though and arched harmlessly to the floor through the gap between them... well, not so harmlessly. She leaned forward and kissed him.

	“Was it good for you?” she smirked.

	Frank was stunned.

	“Come back tomorrow. I want to see what changes belong to me now, sissy boy. I want to see how girly I made you.” She then pulled her legs away, rotated her rear, and came off the other side of the Chaise, leaving Frank on his knees before the chaise-longue and a spill of his own semen on the hardwood floor. “Now to get to work on Teddie. Clean that up, Frank. Then you can leave.” With that, Kara walked out of the living room. She called out, “Teddie, oh Teddie my little Princess, where are you?” in a sing song voice as she left.

	Frank collapsed into a sitting position. He felt utterly humiliated, and now he would be even more feminine. He was already dangerously close to not being able to hide it anymore and now this. What more could happen to him?

	



	


Chapter Two: “A Little Too Much To Ask”

	Frank’s body hadn’t changed yet from what Kara did – it never happened that fast – but that didn’t mean his vest fit any better than it had the prior night when he went to work. It was still far too loose around the waist and over the shoulders and barely closed over Frank’s chest. In fact, it had reached a point where it was safer for Frank to leave one key button undone to prevent the button popping off. So far, William hadn’t noticed this strategy. He was nervous about it though. He was even more nervous about needing to approach William with Jade’s demand. He knew William didn’t want to give Jade an inch and he never would have expected Frank to argue on Jade’s behalf (plus, William held grudges against people he saw as “trouble”), so Frank knew this was going to be a complicated conversation, to say the least. It hadn’t started well either.

	William furrowed his brow. “What?” he groused with doubtful hostility.

	“All I’m saying is that she’s done a great job as a waitress. It might be time to give her a shot at the bar,” said Frank as indifferently as he could manage, as if it was just a random, passing, meaningless thought.

	William stared at Frank.

	Frank struggled to stay calm under his glare. He didn’t want to talk to William about this. Not at all. He had his own problems right now. Not only did his vest not fit because of his shrunken stature and his bulging breasts, but he was wearing women’s slacks and women’s flats! Talk about “out of uniform!” He’d found the flats in Martha’s closet and they seemed like a better choice than the heels Kara had give him (Kara had not returned the loafers). The problem was, his pants were about two to three inches too long in the flats, so he rolled them up, which made them look even more feminine. He couldn’t afford to let William notice any of that. But he had no choice but to address this with William. Jade had demanded it, and with her newfound blackmail power, she got what she demanded.

	“Just give her a shot,” added Frank with a shoulder shrug. “What’s the harm?”

	“Women don’t tend bar,” said William. 

	“Why not?”

	“It’s just not done. When people come to a restaurant, they want a man behind bar. They want someone they know drinks, someone who spends his life thinking about booze. They don’t know what they’re getting if they get a girl.”

	“That’s old school, boss. That age is gone. There are lots of women bartenders today. It’s a feminist age.”

	“Not at Empirey it’s not,” said William in a tone which said this was a final decision. No appeal.

	Frank bit his lip. Jade was not going to like this.

	William started to walk off. Then he turned to face Frank once more. “I don’t get why you’re pushin’ this. You know if I let her have a shift, you have to give up one of yours. Have you considered that, Mr. Feminist Age?”

	“It just seems like the right thing to do.”

	“Maybe it is, maybe it isn’t, but I’m gonna run the place the way I run it. And speaking of the way I run this place, I noticed bar receipts are down. You aren’t doing your job right. So maybe stop worrying about other people and worry about yourself.” William then stepped closer. “And look at what you’re wearing. Your pants are too long; you’re steppin’ all over ’em. Your vest fits terrible-like. It looks like it’s your dad’s vest. And close that button. I warned you before about being out of uniform. Get your act together.”

	Frank did his best to close the button as William walked off.

	“That was unpleasant,” said Frank as Jade appeared. She’d been watching from a distance. She wore a black cocktail dress and black strappy heels. Her fingernails were blood red and sharp.

	“Imagine if he knew you were wearing a bra,” said Jade.

	Frank shuddered at the thought. He fumbled with the button for a few more seconds before giving up. It wasn’t going to close, not anymore. “So what do we do now?” he asked.

	“Get him to drop the heels first, then we’ll come back to this,” said Jade.

	“It won’t be any more successful.”

	“That would end poorly for you.”

	Frank bit his tongue. “I tried. You saw that. He just didn’t listen.”

	Jade shrugged her shoulders. “I told you what I wanted.”

	“I know, and I tried.”

	“You still failed, bra boy,” said Jade and she patted him on the back, feeling for his bra straps in the process as a reminder to him of what she knew. “Make me a drink and bring it to me. I’ll be in the employee lounge on my break.”

	“Get your own drink,” growled Frank. He was a bartender, not some sort of waiter. He didn’t bring drinks to anyone. But then, Jade was no longer just anyone. Right now at least, she had him by the balls and they both knew it. He would bring her the drink.

	—o—

	Across town, Martha sat on Sarita’s couch watching her pour wine for both of them. Martha wore a mauve-coloured bow knot sweater dress which formed a V-shaped, off-shoulder collar the way she’d tied it, showing off plenty of cleavage. On her feet were knee-high, calf-fitting brown leather boots with four-inch stacked heels. The dress was a statement dress, and the boots were statement boots. She’d worn a starkly-contrasting white trench coat over it to add flair, but that now lay across a chair near the door. Sarita wore a black silky A-line dress and black pumps with double-ankle straps. 

	Both women were quite stylish.

	“I hope you like the wine,” said Sarita.

	“I’m sure I will,” replied Martha calmly. She was awash in conflicting emotions though. On the one hand, she was excited. This was new. It was different. It was forbidden. It was all rather thrilling. Here she was in Sarita’s apartment about to engage in a romantic encounter unlike anything she had ever done in her life. What’s more, she would finally get the release she had been craving for weeks now since she’d learned Frank could no longer be allowed to come. She yearned for this; her body needed it.

	On the other hand, as she kept telling herself, she wasn’t a lesbian and she didn’t know how she would react once she and Sarita actually touched in a sexual way. They’d held hands before and Sarita had brushed up against her once or twice, but they hadn’t done anything more intimate than that. That worried her.

	That said, Sarita was the perfect choice if she was going to make it with a woman for the first time. She was pretty... really quite sexy, actually. She’d dressed sexily too, but not too provocatively. Just right. She was patient too, and had made everything so easy for Martha so far.

	“It will be all right,” she told herself nervously.

	Sarita handed Martha one of the glasses of wine and then sat down next to her. She sat close enough that their thighs touched. Not a lot, but enough.

	“I’m glad you came,” said Sarita.

	“I am too,” said Martha.

	Sarita held up her glass of wine to toast. “To a beautiful evening.” Martha smiled shyly and tapped her glass against Sarita’s.

	“Oh!” exclaimed Sarita and she set her drink on the coffee table before shooting out of her seat. “I almost forgot! I got you a present!” She sped to the kitchen, returning a moment later with a box about the size of a book which had been wrapped in red and silver wrapping paper. There was a red bow near the top.

	Martha blushed. “I didn’t get you anything.”

	“Oh don’t worry. I just saw this and I wanted to get it for you. It’s kind of for me in a way as much as it is for you.”

	Sarita returned to Martha and handed her the box. She then picked up her glass, sat back down next to Martha – their thighs touched a little more this time – and she crossed her legs, wiggling her foot in the process.

	“Well, thank you,” said Martha.

	Martha pulled off the paper, revealing a white box with a silver heart design imbedded in it. Martha recognized this as coming from a famous lingerie store. She began to feel warmth spreading from deep within her.

	“I love this store,” she said.

	“What girl doesn’t?” agreed Sarita.

	Martha pulled the lid from the box. Inside was a dark red silk teddie with black lace trim with a thin white ribbon threaded through the lace like a highlighter. It had a corset top and a v-neck. The bra portion of the corset had the full design of bra cups with firm supporting straps forming a complete triangle, but only the bottom half of the cup structure was completed with material, visually exposing the top portion of the breasts and creating a gorgeous mountain of cleavage. Two thin straps ran from the inside to the shoulder straps to complete the triangle, they would help frame the exposed breasts.

	“That’s gorgeous,” said Martha.

	“I thought so,” said Sarita. She sipped her wine. “I’d love to see you in it.”

	Martha suddenly blushed and felt butterflies in her stomach. She wasn’t sure why, but this made her nervous somehow. Perhaps, this was too much to ask so soon, she thought.

	“And look at this,” said Sarita.

	Sarita spread the crotch of the teddie with her fingers to show that it was crotchless, and open to any intrusion.

	Martha felt herself flush and grabbed her wine. She took a big drink to calm herself. This all suddenly seemed like a big step. Sarita, perhaps seeing the effect her gift had on Martha, took the teddie and stuck it back in the box to slow things down. She set the box on the coffee table and then leaned back into the couch, putting her arm around Martha’s shoulder.

	“I really am glad you came,” said Sarita, slowly starting the conversation over.

	Martha took a calming breath and smiled. “Me too.”

	—o—

	Back at Empirey, Frank was having a difficult time with his shoes. He was wearing flats. When he’d found them in his wife’s closet, he thought they would be a lifesaver. They were not. He thought they would be comfortable, like men’s shoes, and easy to hide. They proved to be none of these things, however. For one thing, as crazy as it sounded, it seemed he’d gotten used to wearing heels – that’s the only explanation he had for what he was experiencing. For a couple weeks now, he’d exclusively worn heels: be it the one-inch heels on the loafers or the four-plus-inch heels on the sandals, and wearing flats now made his arches and his calves burn, the same way wearing heels had at first too. Frank figured this was a matter of “getting used to” one or the other. What he didn’t know was that wearing heels so much was actually changing the muscles in his feet and legs, which made going back to flat shoes jarring. It would only get worse too if he kept wearing heels.

	Then there was the height difference.

	When Frank first switched from his old pants to the slacks his wife gave him, he still had the loafers. That combination worked. The slacks were long enough to hide most of the loafer heel, but not so long as to drag beneath the shoes. Switching to the flats made the pants too long. Frank hadn’t measured it, but a little over two inches of material dragged under his heels and nearly tripped him up repeatedly as he walked. That meant he needed to roll them up like women do to keep from falling. That felt rather conspicuous.

	What’s more, being an inch or so shorter, he found that nothing was where it was supposed to be, everything seemed off. Bottles, glasses, all of it, none of it seemed to be where his muscle memory expected it to be. Worse yet, whenever he needed to reach the top shelf, he found he needed to stand on tiptoe, which was an embarrassing reminder of many things.

	He actually found himself wishing his shoes had heels.

	“Just two inches,” he told himself. “Nothing girly. That would be perfect.”

	He winced when he realized a moment later what he’d wished. Wishing to wear heels? Ridiculous. Embarrassing. Disturbing. What was perhaps worse, though, he’d actually told himself that two-inch heels were somehow below the height of what he would consider “girly.” Had he really been wearing heels so long already, and gotten so accustomed to them, that he didn’t see two-inch heels as girly? What else had he become blind to?! 

	The idea troubled him.

	There was worse to come too.

	“Excuse me, Miss. Can I get a Cosmopolitan?” said a feminine voice.

	Frank heard the voice behind him as he put away a bottle of vodka. At first, he didn’t realize the woman was talking to him. After all, he’s not a “miss.” But then it slowly dawned on him that there was no one else she could be speaking to: the woman had to be talking to him. Someone had misidentified him as a woman! Frank turned bright red with shame.

	“Miss,” said the woman again.

	Frank spun around to face the woman. He knew that when she saw his face, she would realize her mistake and then she would be just as embarrassed as he felt. Sure, it had been an honest mistake – he knew that – but this was a very sore point for Frank and he kind of wanted to avenge his slandered manhood. Embarrassing her with her mistake would do that just fine. So he spun around almost hostilely and waited for her to sputter out an apology.

	It didn’t come.

	“I don’t mean to interrupt,” said the woman, “but our waitress brought us the wrong drinks.” She set down the drink she had, but showed no signs of embarrassment or apology.

	Frank was initially stunned the woman had not apologized. Why hadn’t she? He was about to say something when he realized he was being overly sensitive and foolish about this. The woman had made a mistake and was probably too embarrassed to say anything. Besides, he shouldn’t be sparking a fight with a customer, especially right now, given what he wore. 

	He decided to let the insult go.

	“It’s all right. What did you order?” he asked.

	“A Cosmo, please.”

	Frank nodded his head and started gathering the ingredients. He made the drink in record time. As he worked, he noticed that the woman kept sneaking peeks at his chest, his shoulders, his hair and his feet. He felt increasingly insecure. Finally, he handed her the drink.

	“One Cosmo,” he said.

	She took it. Then she said, “I love your hair and the man’s vest. Most women couldn’t pull it off.” She dropped a couple dollars on the bar and walked off a moment later.

	Frank stood there stunned. She had seen him: front and back! Seen his face. She had spoken to him! Heard his voice. And yet, she still thought he was a woman?! Frank burned like a supernova with shame, but also felt sick to his stomach. How could she think he was a woman? It had to be the breasts, he realized. What else about him looked feminine? Not to mention, she’d mentioned the vest. Sure, she’d mentioned his hair too, and he did need a haircut – it had been some weeks since his last one and his hair seemed rather bushy these days – but that couldn’t have been the problem; it had to be the breasts!

	“How am I going to hide these things?” he worried.

	It didn’t occur to Frank that the woman had only seen him from the back side when she first misidentified him as a woman. His whole shape was becoming pronouncedly feminine.

	—o—

	“Can I get you another drink?” asked Sarita.

	Martha shook her head. She’d already had two and her head was spinning ever-so-slightly. Sarita took the empty glass from her hand and set it on the coffee table along with her own. She then leaned against the couch once more, a tiny bit closer to Martha once again. She had one arm draped over Martha’s shoulder, touching Martha’s hair.

	“You have pretty eyes,” said Sarita.

	“Thank you,” said Martha shyly.

	“I’ve always noticed that about you. Your pretty, pretty eyes.”

	Sarita took Martha’s hand and pulled it toward her. She ran her thumb over Martha’s thumb and slid one finger along the back of Martha’s hand. 

	Martha began breathing faster.

	“I— I like your apartment,” said Martha. She was nervous.

	“And I like you,” said Sarita. She squeezed Martha’s hand. Then she slipped her fingers onto Martha’s thigh. Martha’s heart skipped a beat as Sarita’s fingers tickled her thigh. She felt a warmth in her panties.

	Martha smiled uncertainly at Sarita.

	Sarita smiled back. Then she leaned forward and pressed her lips against Martha’s lips. Her lips were warm and soft and comforting. They also made her tingle and feel relaxed all over. It was wonderful...

	...but it wasn’t like when she kissed Frank.

	When Martha first kissed Frank, her toes curled. She felt breathless. Her mind exploded in a joyous montage of images of Frank. It was like a pleasure bomb went off inside her and it left her incredibly horny. Her palms sweated and she began squirming in her seat. Sarita’s kiss was exciting and pleasurable and fun, but it wasn’t the same. Martha suddenly felt confused.

	“I’ve been wanting to do that since I first saw you,” said Sarita. She moved in closer and kissed Martha again.

	This time, when Sarita’s lips touched hers, Martha saw her husband sitting where Sarita was. He wore a simple white dress and black pumps and he was smiling. Martha giggled when she saw that.

	Sarita pulled back, unsure why Martha had giggled.

	“Sorry, that tickled,” lied Martha.

	Why had she seen her husband? What did this mean? Between that and the sense that the kiss somehow lacked passion, she began to have doubts. Did she really want this?

	Sarita took Martha’s hand again and kissed it this time. “We should go to the bedroom,” she whispered.

	“The bedroom?” repeated Martha nervously.

	“The bedroom,” purred Sarita. She slid her hand up Martha’s thigh until it disappeared beneath her dress.

	Martha recalled Frank doing something similar once. She saw them sitting on their couch and Frank’s hand disappear beneath her skirt until she felt his fingers touch her panties. She spread her thighs thinking about that moment. Sarita took this as approval and slid her hand higher. Her fingers touched Martha’s panties and then danced around her lips.

	“Oh,” said Martha in a surprised tone.

	Sarita now used three fingers to brush the length of Martha’s lips through the delicate silk of her panties. Martha tingled and writhed in response to Sarita’s expert ministrations. Martha became very wet.

	“Why don’t we go to the bedroom?” said Sarita again. “We can take off this pretty little dress of yours and have some real fun.” She playfully rubbed Sarita’s lips as she spoke.

	Martha almost nodded. But in that moment, she saw Frank once more. This time, she saw him tottering around in the pink shorts and the black loafers looking very pathetic and emasculated. Something about that caught her eye though. Rather than feel sad or humorous, she saw something exciting in it. Indeed, as Sarita started stroking her wet lips up and down, Martha saw herself handing Frank a dress and some very cute pumps. She saw him blush and cover his mouth like a shy school girl and she was turned on intensely. She wanted to kiss him so, so very badly.

	“I want Frank, not Sarita!” she suddenly realized.

	Sarita kissed her lips. Martha did not kiss back.

	“What’s wrong?” asked Sarita.

	Martha blushed. “I’m— I’m sorry. I can’t.” She rose to her feet. “This is a mistake.”

	Sarita sighed softly. She feared this was coming. The idea of being with Martha had been quite the fantasy for her and was made even more intoxicating by the chase, but deep down, something told her this would never happen. It just wasn’t who Martha was and she wasn’t who Martha wanted.

	“I can’t say I’m surprised,” said Sarita with a fragile smile.

	“You’re not angry?”

	Sarita chuckled. “Love can’t be forced. Love is about two people who reach each other coming together. We reached out, but couldn’t make the connection. There’s nothing wrong with that, nothing to be angry about. You have Frank, and I— I’ll find someone.” She smiled.

	Martha smiled too and they hugged. “I’m sorry it didn’t work.”

	“So am I. Give me a call next week about Frank’s next appointment.”

	“I will.”

	“And give my best to Frank.”

	“I will,” said Martha. She picked up her coat and slipped it over her shoulders.

	“You know,” said Sarita cautiously, “you still have the same problem. You have needs. Everyone does. And Frank can’t satisfy those needs, not until there’s a cure.”

	Martha was about to nod her agreement when something struck her. A small smile appeared on her lips. “Actually, there might be.” She pointed at the lingerie Sarita had bought her as a gift. “Can I have this?”

	Sarita smiled. “Be my guest.”

	—o—

	Frank walked into the house. It was midnight. He expected Martha would be in her bed, fast asleep. As he entered the living room, however, he was surprised to find the small light by the recliner shining on a low setting. It cast the room in a series of shadows. Martha sat in the recliner. She still wore the mauve bo-knot sweater dress and the knee-high brown leather boots from her date with Sarita.

	“You’re up late,” said Frank cautiously.

	“We need to chat, Frank,” said Martha.

	Frank moved a few steps closer. This didn’t sound good. And why was she dressed as she was. She was normally asleep by this point. She looked as if she’d been on a date or something. “What about?”

	“I have needs, Frank,” she began.

	“What kind of needs?”

	“Sexual needs.”

	Frank shook his head. What was his wife thinking? If they had sex and he came, he would become more feminine. “You know I can’t. If we have sex, then I turn into a girl.”

	“Oh, I know. You can’t have sex,” agreed Martha.

	“Then what are we talking about?” asked Frank cautiously. His wife clearly had something in mind.

	“Here’s the thing, darling. Just because you can’t have sex doesn’t mean I can’t have sex.”

	Frank furrowed his brow. “You have sex? You mean with someone else?”

	“No... with you.”

	“But I can’t come.”

	“And you won’t. I’ll be coming, but you won’t.”

	“What are you talking about?” asked Frank uncertainly.

	“There are many ways to have sex, Frank. Not every method involves both partners coming. There are other ways. Toys. Fingers. Tongues.” Martha had her adventure with Sarita to thank for showing her this; she hadn’t even considered it before until she realized that she and Sarita would need to find another way to satisfy each other as neither had a penis. And if they could do it, she reasoned, then why couldn’t Frank do it the same way for her?

	Frank grasped her meaning and he shuddered. He was all in favour of getting a good blow job now and then, what guy wasn’t, but returning the favour seemed... wrong to him. It wasn’t something men did. Or at least, it wasn’t something most men admitted to doing. After all, didn’t that make you the submissive partner?

	“You want me to—” he said incredulously, not finishing the thought. 

	“Yes, Frank.”

	“I— I—”

	Martha pulled the hem of her dress up ever so slightly until she exposed her naked pussy; she wore no panties. She tapped her lips with her fingers. “This isn’t open for debate, Frank. It’s time I stopped paying for your mistake. Now get on your knees and do your duty.”

	Frank licked his lips nervously.

	“And I don’t get to come?” asked Frank, trying to think of some reason out.

	“Do you want to?” laughed Martha.

	Frank blushed. He absolutely did want to, but he didn’t like the consequences. So the answer was a definite no, even though he burned to be able to come. This wasn’t going to help. But his wife was right. She shouldn’t pay for his mistake, especially as they had no idea how long that mistake would last. Frank knew what he needed to do, even if it felt unmanly. So he slowly lowered himself to his knees.

	“Good boy,” said Martha.

	



	


Chapter Three: “Kara Claims Her Prize”

	“Strip,” said Kara.

	Frank bit his lip. He knew this was coming, but that didn’t make it better.

	“Do you need help, darling? I can have Teddie undress you,” said Kara when Frank hesitated.

	Frank shuddered. “I can do it.”

	“Then do.”

	Frank reached behind his back to grab the zipper on his dress. He wore a maroon skater dress he had found in Martha’s closet; she had bought it as an alternative to the sweater dress she wore on her date with Sarita. This was a mid-thigh skater dress with a sweetheart collar, short sleeves and a think black belt. The dress was super flirty. Frank wore it because he thought it might fit his ever-feminising shape better than the mint dress he wore the last time and would look better.

	He’d paired the dress with black platform pumps he’d found in Martha’s closet. He liked the look of those better with this dress than the black sandals. He quickly found he liked the feel of the platforms better too. For one thing, they offered more support than the black sandals. That was good. It made walking easier even if these heels were a little higher. For another, he liked the added height; these were an inch taller than the sandals. That extra inch made him feel tall again. As much as he hated the idea of wearing heels, he did like that aspect. (He’d considered the flats initially but quickly dismissed the idea. Kara wanted him in heels. Besides, he’d found the flats to be far less comfortable than heels the night before.)

	Interestingly, noticing how much taller he felt in the heels made him realize that he really must be shrinking. He’d refused to believe it, choosing to explain it away in any number of ways, but there was no way to explain feeling “normal” wearing five-inch heels if he hadn’t lost significant height. He told himself he would need to check to know for certain at some point, though he dreaded that.

	Either way, he looked quite sexy in the maroon skater dress and black pumps, and now he would take them off so Kara could look him over and decide how much more feminine he had become after she jerked him off. 

	She wanted to claim his new feminine spots as her doing.

	“Let me help you,” said Kara when he fumbled the zipper.

	Kara took the zipper and unzipped the dress. As she did, the dress opened and slid down Frank’s shoulders. He caught it at his breasts in a most feminine manner. Indeed, he was sure he’d seen something similar from his wife and in some old movies. That was a little embarrassing and his manhood responded by growing hard, slowly lifting the dress.

	“There you go,” said Kara as it fell. “And apparently, you like that,” she added as his erection pushed the dress up.

	Frank tried to ignore her and started to kick off the heels, but Kara stopped him.

	“Leave those on.”

	“You said you wanted to see me naked,” he countered.

	“I like my men in heels. Take off the dress,” said Kara.

	Frank pulled his arms out of the dress and lowered it to his knees, carefully stepping out of it, making sure not to catch it with his heels or trip himself in the process. He then laid it over a chair, leaving him in the black bra and panties his wife had given him that morning to wear, and of course, the heels.

	His erection pushed the panties out.

	“Now take off the panties. Leave the bra though,” said Kara.

	Frank was actually a little grateful she wanted the bra left on. As crazy as it sounded, he felt better in the bra. For one thing, it helped hold up his breasts, which had become surprisingly heavy and pulled on his chest and back. That made him physically more comfortable. Plus, it kept his sensitive nipples from rubbing against his shirts and dresses – “ug,” he thought at the idea of “his dresses.” It also began to feel a bit like a security blanket, like he could hide behind it. It was a barrier between the world, people like Kara, and his scary new humiliations. Not to mention, it kept them from jiggling and bouncing, which was rather embarrassing.

	The panties were different though. For one thing, they weren’t needed. They weren’t supportive, like the bra, and he could go without. Moreover, they reminded him of his feminization. The contrast between the feminine panties and his enlarged, oft-erect penis mocked him. His whole life, panties were special: they were for women and sissies. So he didn’t mind removing those, even if that meant his erection would be exposed. Removing those made him feel less feminized. A naked erection was manly, a panty-covered erection was not. So Frank pulled down the black panties and let them fall to the floor. His erection popped out into view and pointed at Kara; she eyed it greedily and smirked.

	“That might have grown,” she said.

	“Did it?” asked Frank indifferently; having a larger penis was no consolation at the moment. He looked down and carefully stepped out of the panties before crouching down and picking them up. His erection swung freely between his legs as he crouched, and his balls touched the highest parts of his shoes, near his ankles.

	“Now let’s take a look, shall we?” she said.

	Frank subconsciously stood up straighter in the hopes of reducing the number of curves on his increasingly feminine body. He took a deep breath, sucking in his gut, tightened his butt, and tried to stand perfectly still as Kara poured over his body from all sides, making noises like “hmm” and “oh!” She ran her fingers over his thighs, his hips and his rear. His erection vibrated tensely as she touched his skin with her electric fingers.

	“Hmm. This wasn’t this curvy yesterday,” said Kara. She was touching his hip.

	Frank tried to remember what his hip looked like the day before. He wondered if his work pants would be tighter this evening.

	Kara kept exploring. She worked her way around his hips, down the backs of his legs, and finally up to his breasts. Here she moved to his front and surveyed his cleavage in the middle of the bra.

	“Very nice,” she said. “A girl could get lost in those mountains.” Frank blushed.

	“Take off the bra now,” she said.

	Frank winced. He was losing his safety blanket. Still, he had no choice, did he? So he reached behind his back and pulled off the bra as Kara watched in awe. His breasts seemed to pour forward once the confining walls of the bra were removed. His nipples popped up in the flood. Kara gasped. “They’re so big!” Frank blushed.

	“And so feminine,” she added. “These are impressive, Frank. They must be what... B-cups?”

	Frank licked his lips nervously and nodded his head. The truth was that his bra was a B-cup bra but it was far too tight at this point; he needed something bigger. In fact, while he would never admit this to her, his breasts had apparently grown since she jerked him off as they now threatened to spill out of the bra, which they had not quite done the day before. Apparently, her jerking him off had turned him from a B-cup plus to a full C-cup. He stayed silent on this point.

	“All this from that little shot,” said Kara with a gleam in her eye.

	“Yeah,” said Frank sourly.

	“Are they bigger?”

	Frank bit his tongue. “I don’t think so,” he lied.

	A wicked smile appeared on her lips. She slipped her hand around his shaft. “Maybe we should do it again then until we’re sure?”

	“Uh—”

	Kara laughed. “Don’t worry, Frank. I may not have made you a C cup, but I know I made your hips grow. That’s enough for me. My work here is done,” she said and she brushed her hands together as she’d seen in several movies.

	Frank was relieved she wasn’t going to jerk him off again. He was happy too that she didn’t know what she’d done to his breasts. But that said, it was humiliating knowing that she had made him a C-cup, even if she didn’t know. That was one secret he would take to his grave.

	“Can I get dressed again?” asked Frank with an embarrassed blush.

	Kara started to agree, but then the wicked smile returned. “Not yet.” She then called her husband. Ted appeared at the door a moment later. He wore an asymmetrical white halter dress. On his feet were open-toed white sling backs. He looked cute. He blushed when he saw Frank naked and his penis grew beneath his dress to match Frank’s.

	“You two are so cute,” said Kara with a laugh. “You both get hard when you see each other. Now that’s friendship! Do you excite each other than much?”

	“No!” blurted out both men.

	Kara ignored them and grabbed Frank’s erection. She then turned to face her husband with Frank’s dick still in her grasp.

	“Come take a look at this,” said Kara to her husband.

	“I can see it from here,” he said.

	“Not this,” said Kara, shaking Frank’s dick. “This!” As she said this, she let go of Frank’s penis and grabbed his breast instead, squeezing its nipple between her fingers. “This, dear husband of mine, is what’s going to happen to you, darling. This is from the shot. Apparently, you need to jerk yourself off to activate it.”

	Frank saw Ted’s eyebrow fly up. “The shot?”

	“The shot,” replied Kara.

	“All that?” asked Ted. He went white. “But you said__”

	Kara burst out laughing.

	“From jerking off?” he whined.

	Kara cut him off impatiently. “Yes, yes, yes. Go finish your chores. We can talk about it later,” she said. “In fact, you both have chores to do. 

	Why don’t you and Frank go fold laundry together?” Ted agreed.

	Frank started to reach for the dress to slip it back on, but Kara stopped him. She told him she liked him better naked, at least today, and that he should do his chores in just the heels. He thought about asking for the bra at least, but he didn’t want to explain why. So he nodded his head and he followed Ted to the laundry room.

	—o—

	“Is that true what you told her?” asked Ted when they reached the laundry room.

	Ted stood before Frank in the asymmetrical white halter dress. It was tied behind his neck. He wore no bra, but didn’t really need one yet; his chest just looked a little flabby, as Frank’s had initially. It was weird being naked before his femininely-dressed friend – well, naked except for the platform heels. He ran one arm self-consciously across his nipple line and slid the other lower to try to hide his erection. He met with limited success.

	“Is what true?” asked Frank.

	“What you told her about the shot. About jerking off.”

	“Are you talking about coming making it worse?” asked Frank.

	“Yeah. Is that true?”

	Frank picked up an empty laundry basket and set it before the drier. “I’m afraid so,” he said before crouching down to pull the clothing out of the drier. His naked balls hung down freely between his elevated ankles.

	“So if she jerks me off, I’ll grow boobs and hips and things like you?”

	Frank winced at his friend suggesting he’d grown boobs and hips, but nodded his head nevertheless. “Yeah. It happens a lot faster when you do.” He pulled the clothes out of the drier before rising to his feet again.

	“So you didn’t just make that up?”

	Frank shook his head. “No. Why?”

	Ted glanced at Frank’s exposed breasts suspiciously, making Frank feel very self-conscious suddenly. “She told me jerking me off would make me more masculine. Then she told me that she’s going to start rewarding me by jerking me off. I believed her.”

	“Trust me, you shouldn’t have,” said Frank.

	Ted glanced at his friend’s breasts. “I see that.” He looked unhappy.

	“What?”

	“Well, I thought she was being nice. So I started being really submissive and filling her every need... and she did it. Several times.”

	They stared at each other in an uncomfortable silence for several seconds. Finally, Frank asked: “What are you going to do?” 

	Ted smirked. “Start being a bad girl, I guess.” 

	Frank laughed at the answer.

	



	


Chapter Four: “Whose Dress Is This?!”

	“I think we need a night off,” said Martha. She had just gotten home from work. She hadn’t even taken off her coat yet. She wore a pink A-line dress and nude open-toed pumps beneath her overcoat.

	Frank raised an eyebrow. “A night off from what?”

	“From everything. From all the stress we’ve been under lately with work and paying our bills and what’s happening to you. We should dress up and go out somewhere for dinner and dancing, just a good time. Let’s forget everything tonight and just enjoy ourselves,” said Martha.

	“Can we afford it?”

	“Sort of.”

	“What do you mean, ‘sort of’?” asked Frank.

	“I got a raise,” said Martha happily and proudly.

	“You did?”

	“Yes! After six months, they give new employees a raise. Mine came through today. I was going to use the money to buy you a new wardrobe – one that fits – but I think we can afford to use some of it on a night out.”

	Frank was overwhelmed with joy. Martha had gotten a raise and they were going to buy him new clothes! No more panties! No more women’s slacks! No more heels. His nightmare was over!

	“That sounds great!” exclaimed Frank, who would happily trade some of the money for a nice night out if it meant his wife was going to help him end this feminine nightmare. He was overjoyed.

	“I’ll go get dressed,” she said.

	“What should I wear?” asked Frank, realizing he really had nothing masculine except his work clothes.

	“I’m sure we can find something appropriate.”

	They moved to the bedroom. Once there, Martha stripped off her coat and tossed it onto the bed. Then she moved to the closet and pulled out the same maroon dress Frank had worn that morning. Frank blushed, but otherwise gave no indication he had noticed the dress... or worn it.

	“I’ll wear this,” she said.

	She laid the maroon dress over a chair and then returned to the closet.

	“I suppose you could wear your slacks,” she said. She actually meant her slacks, but she had given them to Frank and he wore them exclusively now. Then she giggled, “Or you can wear this.” As she said this, she pulled out a red pencil dress and held it out before her. Her smile ran from one side of her face to the other. “You’d look cute in this.” She winked.

	Frank shuddered pensively. He knew his wife was joking, that was clear from her tone – and of course, she had no idea he’d been wearing dresses or heels – but the joke hit rather close to home.

	“Pass,” said Frank as calmly as he could manage.

	Martha chuckled. “Well, then, how about this one? You look sexy in black.”

	Frank’s jaw dropped. To his utter horror, his wife had pulled out the black dress Kara had given him, and was now jokingly suggesting he wear it! Kara’s dress had been mixed in between two of Martha’s other dresses when she pulled it out, and it was unlikely Martha even knew what she was pulling out when she did it... but fate chose this one.

	All the colour left Frank’s face.

	Martha opened her mouth to add to her joke... but stopped. Something had struck her as odd about the dress, about Frank’s reaction, about everything. She cast her eyes upon the dress. Was this hers? Had she even seen it before? It didn’t look familiar; actually, maybe it did. She flipped it over twice, looking at both sides.

	“Why is this in my closet?” she asked herself aloud.

	Frank swallowed hard. “What do you mean?” he asked cautiously.

	“This isn’t my dress, Frank.” She paused. Frank could see her mind turning.

	“It’s not?”

	The concerned, confused expression on Martha’s face flashed into recognition. Then it morphed into a scowl. “This is Kara’s dress!” she growled. “Why is Kara’s dress in my closet, Frank?!”

	“How— how do you know?”

	Martha glared at her husband. “I know Kara’s dress when I see it. She wore it to dinner about a month ago. What is it doing in my closet?!” Suddenly, Martha recalled the misplaced shoes and all the debate she had about why Frank would take her shoes from the closet and hide them. At the time, she had considered the possibility Frank was having an affair, but dismissed it as unlikely. They were her shoes, after all, not some other woman’s, so why would another woman take them from her closet? Well, now she’d found another woman’s dress in her closet!

	Frank saw all the dots connecting in his wife’s eyes. He knew this meant trouble, trouble he could ill afford. It was time to confess... sort of. “It’s not— it’s not what you think,” he said nervously.

	“Oh? And what am I thinking, Frank?” Her tone was stern, cold and demanding.

	Frank had no idea what to say next. How exactly does one admit that your best friend’s wife was making you dress in women’s clothes and treating you like a sex slave? That’s probably not the sort of thing you admit. But how else does one explain their best friend’s wife’s dress ending up in their wife’s closet?

	“I—” started Frank before stalling out.

	Martha folded her arms, tapped her foot against the floor, and glared at Frank. She wanted an answer. 

	“I— she—”

	“Yes?” asked Martha coldly, prodding him on.

	“She— she’s been helping me.”

	“Helping? With what?”

	“Um. I uh— I— to dress like a woman,” said Frank. It was all he could think to say to explain away the dress. It probably wasn’t the best answer, but what else did he have? “This stuff— the shot. I, uh, no choice.”

	Whatever he was trying to say, it sounded incredible to her. “She’s helping you what?”

	“I— she’s helping me learn to dress like a woman,” lied Frank... sort of.

	“Why would you do that?”

	Frank was really on the spot now. He had started down this line and he was stuck. He had no idea where it might lead, but he knew one thing: he needed to stick with whatever came out of his mouth as he tried to dig his way out of this hole.

	“I— I realized that the, uh, hormones… working faster… I thought —”

	“Because you’re masturbating at night,” said Martha in a cold, disbelieving tone. She was now certainly reassessing that idea and she was wondering if Kara hadn’t been helping him with his masturbation.

	“Well, yes. And things have been getting worse.” He grabbed his breasts with both hands as he said this, as if offering proof. “I realized, um, that it’s only a matter of time before, uh, I, uh, start to look like— that is, can’t hide the changes.” He felt like he was twisting in the wind trying to finish this thought; he had no idea where it was headed actually, words just kept coming. “And I wanted help for the day I can’t, uh, look like... a... uh man... so I asked her for help.”

	Frank swallowed hard. That sounded like nonsense.

	Martha glared sourly at her husband. This sounded like nonsense to her too. Frank and Kara had had an affair, she assumed, and this was the best lie he could think of at getting caught. What else could it be? Although... his body was actually changing. That was true. And he was on that edge where continuing as a man was about to become impossible. It was possible, conceded Martha, that he recognized this and was trying to think ahead. And to be fair, she had found her heels hidden in the cabinet, not Kara’s heels. That suggested he had worn them, not Kara. If they were having an affair, why would he wear heels? His story actually made more sense in that regard. So maybe... just maybe, she had been teaching him to be a woman?

	“But her dress was in my closet, so she must have gotten naked,” she told herself.

	“But why leave it? If they had an affair, she would wear it home again. Otherwise, the dash to the car must have been rather interesting,” countered her brain. “Leaving it makes it less likely she was wearing it when she got here.”

	“So Frank wore it?” wondered Martha.

	That made sense.

	Suddenly, Martha wasn’t so sure it was an affair anymore. It actually seemed more likely that Frank had worn her heels and Kara’s dress. And if he was wearing Kara’s dress, then it made more sense that she’d given it to him to wear like he said, i.e. she was teaching him to dress like a woman, than that they were having an affair.

	“He might just be telling the truth,” she thought.

	Martha pursed her lips and stared at the dress.

	“There’s one way to find out,” she told herself.

	Martha set the dress down.

	“All right, Frank. I believe you,” she said.

	Frank immediately lit up. He was saved! He didn’t understand how, but he wasn’t going to argue.

	“I accept what you say, and I think it’s time we ended this charade,” continued Martha.

	Frank twisted his lips. “What charade?”

	“The charade where you wear my clothes and we act like you’re still a normal man and we live a normal life. Your body has changed too much for that, as you seem to have accepted yourself already.”

	And that’s when Frank realized that the problem with trying to dig yourself out of a hole is that you often just make the hole deeper. He bit his lip nervously and waited for the other shoe to drop.

	“Since you can’t pass as a man anymore, as you said, from now on you’re going to dress like a girl.”

	Boom! That other shoe dropped hard on Frank. “I can’t do that!” he exclaimed in horror.

	“You can, Frank.”

	“I can’t!”

	“You’ve admitted it by asking Kara to help you learn to wear this dress. I’m proud of you, dear. This is inevitable and it was very courageous of you to see that,” said Martha.

	“What about my job?” asked Frank in a last desperate attempt to save his fast fading manhood. “William will fire me if I show up dressed like a girl. So, I need to keep pretending to be a man.” He cringed the moment the word “pretending” escaped his lips.

	Of course, Martha heard it too. “Fine,” she said calmly. “You can pretend to be a man at work... but not at home.” Frank bit his tongue. This was bad.

	Martha moved to a chest of drawers they kept in their bedroom. From it, she pulled out a white box with an imbedded silver inlay on the lid. The box was the size of a book. This was the box she had gotten from Sarita. “This was a gift,” she said. “I was going to wear this for you.” She handed him the box.

	“But now I’m thinking I’ve found a better use for it,” she continued. “You can wear it for me!” She smiled slyly and yet politely.

	Frank was stunned. How had this happened? He wasn’t sure. Either way, he opened the box and looked inside. His jaw dropped. Inside was the dark red, v-necked, corset-topped teddie Sarita had given Martha. Frank stared in shock at the open-cups, the corset structure and the girly shoulder straps. If he wore this, she would never see him as a man again.

	“Go on, dear. Put it on.”

	Frank stared at his wife like she was crazy. She wanted him to wear this? This was worse than anything he’d worn before. It was worse than anything Ted had worn. Frank couldn’t put this on. For all he knew, his dick would fall off, just slipping into it!

	But how could he refuse?

	He’d lied. To escape the seemingly obvious conclusion that he’d had some sort of affair with Kara, he told his wife that he was actually thinking about giving in to the changes and masquerading as a woman. That was a lie and it was critical in getting her to believe his story. If he did anything now to cast doubt on that, he had no doubt she would go back to her initial conclusion irrevocably and completely, a conclusion he saw in the anger in her eyes and which he guessed involved a naked Kara; she would be furious. That meant, as much as he hated it, he needed to put this horrifically feminine thing on right now and let her think he had decided to start pretending to be a woman, at least until he could figure out some way out of this.

	“All right,” said Frank shakily.

	Martha’s smile grew. Not only did it seem that she was right that there had been no affair, but truth be told, she was becoming really curious to see her husband in the teddie. She didn’t know why, but that seemed to turn her on.

	And now she was going to get it.

	—o—

	Frank adjusted the teddie once more as Martha closed the snaps in the back. This thing was awkward and uncomfortable. Very uncomfortable. It wasn’t at all like other pyjamas. It struck Frank as more like wearing a work of art. Even worse, Frank felt utterly on display. The teddie was crotchless, so his penis and his balls hug straight out the bottom as if he wasn’t even wearing panties. That was embarrassing. Worse, his breasts largely filled the teddies’ half-cups, and the strings which formed the top missing part of the cup highlighted the curves of his breasts by running over them; that made them look very feminine and rather large. You could even see his nipples through the sheer material. They, like his penis, were rather erect at the moment. It was all very embarrassing.

	“That is so pretty,” said Martha.

	Frank blushed. “Isn’t it, um, a little girly.”

	“You’re a girl now, husband dear. This is what girls wear. Girly is good.”

	“I know, but couldn’t we start with something less, uh, flashy. Maybe just a simple bra and some panties or something?”

	“No, this is perfect for our first time together with you as my new girlfriend instead of my husband,” said Martha.

	Her words sent a shock through his system. He didn’t want to be a girl.

	“Spin for me, let me have a look.” Martha twirled her finger.

	Frank slowly moved in a circle as his wife watched his body ravenously. She couldn’t believe how well he fit the teddie and how sexy he looked in it. His hip to waist ratio was perfect: an hourglass. Having his erection free to touch was a nice touch too. His breasts were gorgeous and looked so much bigger in the teddie than they did in a normal bra. His thighs were sleek and athletic looking for a girl. The only thing missing really was makeup and—

	“Oh wait! I forgot the best part,” exclaimed Martha.

	Frank watched helplessly as she raced to her closet and retrieved a pair of shoes.

	“You’ve worn heels by now, right?” she asked.

	Indeed, he had. He’d worn several pair of hers. But he wasn’t going to tell her that. He treated the question as rhetorical.

	“These are adorable and sexy,” continued Martha, ignoring his nonresponse. “I was going to wear them for you with the teddie, but now you can wear them. I suppose they’ll fit. My loafers fit you just fine and they’re about the same size, plus these are basically open – they’re chunky-heeled slides, so there shouldn’t be any problem.”

	With that, she showed him the pair of red satin slides with three inch chunky heels. Frank knew from his prior experiences that wearing these wouldn’t be too difficult, especially after Kara made him wear Martha’s stiletto sandals so much; it would just be embarrassing. They had embarrassingly girly black lace bows over the vamp.

	Martha set them on the floor before him and Frank slipped his feet into them. As he did, he grew taller. How much? Judging on his wife’s eyes, he had grown to exactly her height! He nearly swooned when he realized that he wasn’t taller than her despite the added inches from the heels.

	“How small am I?” he fretted.

	Meanwhile, Martha let out a small cheer. “Yay! My husband’s first heels!” If she noticed how short he had become, she didn’t say, though that didn’t make Frank feel any better.

	Martha then motioned for him to walk across the room to show her that he could walk in heels without hurting himself. Frank seriously considered feigning a fall, but thought better of it. Martha was determined – she would not give up just because of a fall – and he really didn’t want to go through an hour or so of “high-heel training.” Wearing them was bad enough without his wife getting the chance to “teach” him how. So he took his bearings, and he glided across the room almost femininely.

	Martha was impressed.

	“Wow! You walk great in those,” said Martha. “Kara trained you well.”

	Frank felt his manhood wither. This was not a compliment to a man. 

	“Now what?” he asked, hoping to move on.

	“Now we celebrate.”

	“Celebrate?” repeated Frank doubtfully. He saw nothing to celebrate, least of all his emasculation. “Yes, celebrate.”

	“How do we do that?”

	A wicked grin appeared on Martha’s lips. She stepped in front of her husband and started to walk toward him. Frank reacted reflexively by stepping backward, matching her step for step until he bumped his rear into the footboard of their bed. Martha had steered him this way.

	Then she pushed him.

	Frank fell over backwards onto the bed. He landed on his back, his breasts jiggling like mad on his chest, his penis bobbing around helplessly, and his knees in the air. Martha deftly slipped between his legs and hoisted his calves up on her shoulders. He now lay on his back with his legs up on her shoulders and his wife standing between his thighs. His erection pointed right at her.

	Martha snickered.

	Frank started to try to dismount, but she stopped him with her hand on his leg and the other grabbing his erection. It felt good. Incredibly good. She ran her fingers along the underside, sending an electric wave of pleasure through him.

	“I’m really glad you decided to start being a girl,” said Martha.

	“I’m not a girl,” he replied.

	“Oh, I know. You still have this,” she said and she stroked him twice in an almost careless manner, as if she was tossing his erection; it felt amazing. She stopped after two strokes, before Frank could remind her he could not come. She kept hold of his erection though. “But you are going to be living as a girl and acting like a girl from now on.”

	“Only until we find a cure,” said Frank.

	“Oh, of course. But in the meantime, I think it could be fun.”

	“Fun?”

	Martha nodded her head. “Yes, fun. We can go shopping together. We can go dancing. We do each other’s nails and swap clothes. It will be like having a best girlfriend instead of a husband. It will be fun!”

	“Great,” said Frank sourly.

	“We can even have other types of fun,” she said and she stroked his erection twice more.

	“That we can’t,” said Frank.

	“Why not?”

	Frank furrowed his brow. His wife knew this. What was she thinking?

	“Because it will turn me into a girl!”

	Martha smiled a conspiratorial smile. “You know... it could make things easier.”

	“What could make things easier?”

	“If you let me stroke you?”

	“What?!” gasped Frank.

	“Think about, Frank. It will make you more feminine. You’ll be able to pass easier. That will help.”

	Frank was stunned. He couldn’t believe his wife was really suggesting this! His brain immediately recalled stepping into the heels only moments before and how he only then grew as tall as his wife. He imagined himself a foot shorter and her towering over him, laughing. He recalled the woman in the bar who kept referring to him as “Miss” and he saw himself in a little princess dress behind the bar curtseying as the guests sat around and laughed. He saw himself wearing the teddie and the heels as he served his wife and Kara drinks and they touched him as they pleased, anywhere on his girlish little body, and they laughed.

	He shook his head. 

	“No way!”

	“Are you sure? We could play all the time if we did that,” added Martha teasingly. As she said this, she leaned forward and rubbed the crotch of her pink dress against the tip of his erection. It felt vaguely to Frank as if she had the dick in their relationship and was contemplating penetrating him with it. A series of icy shudders raced through his body at that thought.

	“I— I can’t,” he whispered in horror, though something inside him wanted to very badly. He could hear it whispering in his brain and he felt it make his erection throb.

	“It won’t affect this little guy,” added Martha and she brushed his erection with her fingertips again. “It’s not shrinking.”

	Martha leaned forward further and kissed his chest several times, right on the nipples, making them pop up and tingle. As she did, she rather gracefully slid up onto his body, letting his legs slide down to the bed, and straddled his hips with her knees. Frank’s erection now pressed upward into her panties.

	“We could have all kinds of fun,” she purred.

	“But I’d be a girl!”

	“You’re a girl already, except for this.”

	Frank imagined his erection hiding beneath a miniskirt. The idea was terrifying. He didn’t want to be some tiny, big breasted shemale! He wanted to be a man, not a man hidden behind the facade of a woman! The idea was terrifying. It was humiliating. It was... it was... Incredibly, to Frank’s even greater horror, there was something appealing in the idea. Something exciting. In fact, the idea could even be said to have turned him on.

	“No!” gasped Frank to shut down his own internal voice more than anything. “I can’t!”

	“You can, if you want to.”

	Frank shook his head. “I can’t. I’m a man!”

	Martha kissed him on the soft lips and then ran her fingers through his lush hair. She smiled and pulled back the bra-cup, freeing his nipple. She bit it ever so lightly to tug on it before letting it go. “You’ll still be a man. You’ll just look like a woman. It will be fun. Kinky.”

	Frank suddenly wanted this very, very badly. It shocked him that he felt this way. He immediately closed his eyes and screamed, “No!” inside his head. He shook his head. “I really can’t.”

	Martha sighed disappointedly. “All right, darling.” Frank breathed a sign of relief. “If you change your mind, let me know.” She then squeezed his dick one more time, actually causing precome to dribble out before letting go. “I guess we need to retire this little guy.” Then she pulled down her panties, exposing her pussy. She kissed him on the lips. “Your turn, girlfriend,” she said and she inched her body forward.

	



	


Chapter Five: “A Deeper Hole”

	Frank awoke in the morning. He sat up on the edge of the bed. As he did, he realized he was still wearing the red teddie from the night before. None of it had been a dream. Unfortunately, that meant Martha intended for him to start dressing as a woman. He wasn’t sure he could handle this.

	“Maybe I can talk her out of this, now that she’s had a night to sleep on it,” he thought.

	“There she is,” sang Martha. She kissed him on the lips. “You were great last night. Now rise and shine, girlfriend.”

	Frank groaned. “Can you please not call me that?”

	Martha chuckled. “You’ll get used to it, Frank. Now get out of bed. We have a busy day.”

	Frank now noticed that Martha wasn’t dressed for work, which didn’t mean she wasn’t nicely dressed, she just wasn’t wearing her normal skirt suit. Instead, she wore a bright red shirt dress and brown strappy wedge heeled sandals. “Don’t you have to work?”

	Martha shook her head. “No. I took the day off so we can get you started.”

	“Started?”

	“Started being a girl.”

	“We’re really going to do this?” said Frank unhappily.

	“Uh huh.”

	“I really don’t want to,” said Frank.

	“Then you shouldn’t have taken that shot, dear,” said Martha in an affable matter-of-fact tone which gave Frank the sense that fighting this would be futile.

	He sighed.

	Martha shrugged her shoulders. “I’m sorry, Frank, but your body has changed too much. You can’t pass as a man anymore. Not until we find some way to reverse it. So until that time, I get a girlfriend, not a husband. End of discussion.”

	“But I can’t!”

	“You can. What’s more, you don’t have a choice,” said Martha. “You can pretend to be a man all you want,” said Martha echoing Frank’s faux pas of the prior night, “but you’ll do it in a dress.”

	Frank winced. Still, he knew she was right... sort of. Something deep inside him had already reached the conclusion that the current state of affairs was untenable. He was already wearing heels and women’s slacks, panties and a bra. He needed the bra to deal with his breasts. The heels weirdly helped him feel normal by adding to his lost height. His body had taken on an hourglass shape with wide hips, meaning men’s pants no longer fit. So what choice did he have? His breasts were so large he could no longer close his vest. And apparently, he was starting to sound like a woman. Whether he wanted to face the fact or not, he couldn’t pass much longer as a man.

	Of course, that didn’t mean he liked the idea.

	“Now get out of bed, sleepy head. We’ll have breakfast and then we need to get started.”

	Frank groaned, but swung his legs over the side. He looked down at the sexy teddie he still wore from the night before. His penis and balls hung out the open bottom and his breasts largely filled the teddie’s half-open cups. He suddenly felt embarrassed. Even worse, his wife handed him the same high-heeled slides he wore the prior night.

	“Your slippers, Princess,” she giggled.

	Frank blushed. “Let me change and I’ll join you.”

	“No. You look fine. Put on the slippers and let’s go.”

	Martha set the shoes before her husband and he reluctantly slipped into them. Then she took her husband’s hand and led him to the kitchen where she had started baking cinnamon rolls. The kitchen smelled amazing.

	—o—

	“So what I’m thinking is that today we’ll just do some of the basics,” said Martha as she lifted a cinnamon roll from the pan and put it on her plate. “Hair, hygiene, that sort of thing. Then we can run to the store and buy a few essentials.”

	“Essentials?” asked Frank.

	“Basics. Things every girl has.”

	Frank cringed at being reclassified as a “girl” so easily by his wife. This was a shocking emasculation but she was treating it as casually as if he’d joined a bowling team and just needed to run out and get a team shirt. The ease with which she mentally stripped him of his manhood was humiliating... and it made his penis grow very hard. He was relieved it was hidden beneath the table and she couldn’t see its betrayal. “How about pants?” suggested Frank.

	Martha smirked. “Nice try, honey.”

	“Girls wear pants.”

	“Of course, they do. But they aren’t trying to hide a large penis, are they? If you get hard – which mind you, you seem to be doing a lot – it will show up like someone stuffed a sausage down your slacks. We’re better off getting you skirts.”

	Frank sighed.

	“Besides, don’t you want the full girl experience?” laughed Martha.

	“Oh definitely,” said Frank sarcastically.

	“You’ll need more bras too. I should measure before we get them to see what size you are. The one you’ve been wearing looks a little small.”

	“It is,” confirmed Frank unhappily.

	Martha stifled a giggle at the idea her husband’s breasts had entered the C-cup world. That made them the same size as hers, though she thought it unwise to mention this. “As for shoes, I’m thinking we can find some flats and avoid the whole heel issue for now.” Martha had seriously debated demanding that he wear the tallest stilettos she could find. Not only was the idea of seeing him tottering around a surprising turn on after last night, but it seemed a fitting punishment in case he really had had an affair with Kara. But in the end, she knew this would cause endless resistance, so she relented and she went for flats.

	Then the unexpected happened.

	“Heels are fine,” said Frank with a deeply embarrassed blush.

	Martha raised an eyebrow. Had her husband really just volunteered to wear heels when she had offered flats? “Excuse me? I thought you just said you’d be fine wearing heels,” she chuckled.

	Frank blushed even more. He had. “Women wear heels. If I’m going to pass, I have to look like a woman, don’t I?”

	Martha was sorely, sorely, sorely tempted to remind him that women wore flats too. Indeed, most women wore flats and rarely wore heels, but she decided not to rock the boat. If Frank was willing to wear heels, then she was more than happy to let him... and to see him in them.

	“Heels it is, but I’m still going to get you some cute little ballet flats too.” she said. “They really give a sweet and innocent ‘little girl’ look, like a cute little schoolgirl.”

	Frank grimaced. He felt like a fool. Asking his wife to let him wear heels just made his emasculation so bad, but her talk of making him look like a schoolgirl was even worse. It was like he was saying, “Don’t just dress me like a girl, but really humiliate me: make me a total sissy!” But there had been a reason, and he didn’t want to share that reason, so he had lied about it helping him pass. The real reason was he had actually gotten used to wearing heels. He’d noticed this the other night at the bar when he tried to wear Martha’s flats. His feet and calves hurt after a while because they had become accustomed to being lifted by the heels he wore between the loafers Martha had made him wear and the black sandals Kara had made him wear. Moreover, he found he felt more secure with the added height. Without the added few inches, he felt weaker and helpless. Wearing heels helped with both issues.

	He would never tell that to his wife though.

	“I figure we can buy these things with my raise money,” said Kara.

	Frank groaned. There went any chance of Frank acquiring men’s clothes and returning to normal. That’s what they were going to use the money for at first, but now it would be used on women’s clothes. Of course, he knew it wasn’t possible really to pass anymore, not with this body, so buying men’s clothes would be a waste. But he still struggled to give up that hope.

	“This morning, I think we start with hygiene.”

	“What about it? I shower every day,” said Frank.

	“I know, but it’s different for women. For example, you have to—” Martha was interrupted by the doorbell.

	DING DONG!

	“I wonder who that is?” said Martha.

	Frank shrugged his shoulders.

	“Do you want to get it or should I?” giggled Martha.

	She winked at her husband before rising to her feet and going to answer the door. Frank heard the sound of her wedges echoing off the hardwood floors as she walked away. Then he got up and took the tray of cinnamon rolls to the counter. His heels made a similar, but heavier sound than his wife’s shoes had: CLUNK CLUNK CLUNK went each chunky heel as it struck the hard floor. It was an embarrassing, distinctly non-masculine sound. Frank was not looking forward to hearing that sound as he moved around the house from now on.

	“Will you look at that!” laughed Kara behind Frank.

	Frank was startled to hear a voice that didn’t belong to Martha and he spun around to see his wife and Kara standing in the doorway to the kitchen. Kara wore a beige suit she often wore to work and white and brown spectator pumps. Her face was glowing with laughter. Martha stood next to her with a strange look on her face, as if to ask Frank: “Why is she here?”

	“K— Kara,” gasped Frank.

	“Wow, Frank! I knew you wanted to wear skirts, but a teddie? And crotchless too! How risqué!”

	Frank’s penis shot to full erection and he threw his hands in front of it to hide it. He wasn’t successful.

	“Wh— what— what are you doing here?!” he asked nervously. Visions of Kara telling Martha everything passed before his eyes. That would be a nightmare of epic proportions. Martha would never forgive him, not after all the lies he told the prior night about Kara only helping him. What was worse, Kara showing up might lead Martha to that conclusion even if Kara didn’t say a word! Either way, this was a terrible turn of events!

	“I came by to tell you that I can’t help you with your lessons today,” said Kara without a hint of worry. She looked at Martha without missing a beat and said, “I got called in to work, but I’d promised Frank I would help him. Unfortunately, I can’t today. But Ted’s home and he can help.”

	“Ted?” asked Martha, who looked thoroughly confused.

	“Yes, Ted’s been wearing dresses for years. We were going to give Frank some pointers. I know how he needs to start wearing dresses full time, since the effects of that shot have become so prominent.”

	“So— so you’ve been showing him how to dress like a woman?” asked Martha.

	Kara looked shocked. “I’m sorry... was that meant to be a secret?”

	“Oh no,” said Martha. “Not at all.”

	Kara looked at her watch. “Well, I need to get to work.” She glanced at Frank again, made a point of looking down at his erection, and then chuckled. “Nice seeing you,” she said with a wink.

	A relieved looking Martha glanced at Frank and blushed. Then she returned her focus to Kara. “Sorry. We didn’t know we would have company or I would have had him change.”

	“It’s all right. I never mind a good view.”

	“I’m going to go change,” grumbled an embarrassed Frank and he started toward the bedroom.

	“Good idea,” said Martha to Frank. Then she said to Kara, “Let me

	show you to the door.”

	Kara snickered. “It’s all right. Frank can do it,” she joked but she followed him nevertheless as Martha moved to the table to finish clearing it. Kara and Frank walked side by side toward the door. As they did, Kara glanced over her shoulder to make sure they couldn’t be heard. “You owe me big time.”

	“How did you know what to say?” asked Frank.

	“It seemed obvious.”

	“Well thank you.” His relief was obvious.

	“You’re welcome,” said Kara. “But you lied about me, Frank—”

	“How did you know?” asked Frank incredulously.

	“Because she never would have let me near you if she didn’t think I’d already seen you dressed like a girl, especially with your dick hanging out. That means you had to make up some story to keep her from thinking I’ve touched you, and that is a lie. And lying about me is unforgivable. Be at my place tomorrow, when she goes to work. You need to be punished. Wear something cute. Like that teddie.”

	With that, Kara left.

	Frank felt the butterflies return. He’d hoped everything with Kara was over now that he would be openly dressing with Martha, but apparently, that was not to be the case. Even worse, now she had his lie to make her blackmail even stronger. It seemed, the hole he was in kept getting deeper.

	And what was this about punishment? That worried him.

	



	


Chapter Six: “Dressing Like A Woman”

	With Kara gone, Martha took Frank to the bedroom and told him to strip.

	“I thought you were making me dress like a woman,” said Frank sarcastically when his wife gave the command. “Not undress.”

	Martha rolled her eyes. “Strip, Frank.”

	Frank kicked off the slides and then stripped off the teddie. He was naked now as he laid the teddie over a chair. He felt oddly insecure being naked before his wife, something he’d never felt before. It was probably that he was embarrassed by the changes in his body.

	“So what’s the plan?” asked Frank anxiously as she moved around the room gathering things.

	“We’re going to start at the beginning. Build a proper foundation. That sort of thing. With that in mind, let’s assume you just woke up. Let’s go through how your day begins.”

	Frank furrowed his brow. “This sounds a little much.”

	“It’s not.”

	“I know how to get out of bed and bathe. I can probably even figure out how to dress myself,” said Frank, again sarcastically. “Why don’t we skip straight past those things?”

	Martha sighed. She realized she needed to put her husband in his place if they were going to get through this, or his insecure ego would keep trying to make everything either a joke or incredibly painful to achieve. He clearly wasn’t ready to embrace femininity yet.

	“You know how to get out of bed and bathe, do you?” said Martha. 

	“Maybe even dress?”

	“Of course.”

	“So you’ve played at being a woman before? When was that, Frank?” 

	Frank blushed intensely. “That’s not what I meant,” he protested. 

	“So you haven’t lived as a woman?”

	“Of course not,” snapped Frank.

	“Then maybe you probably want guidance from the only one of us who’s actually been a woman,” said Martha and she pointed one finger at her own face. “Lifetime experience right here, Frank.”

	Frank knew she was right. She was right about all of it. He could no longer present himself as a man. If he tried, he would become a laughingstock as everyone looked at his feminine curves and his ever growing breasts and wondered why he looked more like a woman than a man. He’d seen some pretty asinine comments directed at effeminate men at the bar and he knew he was far, far worse than they had been in the femininity department He also realized that Martha was the one person who could train him to pull off this masquerade; he couldn’t do it himself. Hence, he needed her. That didn’t make this any easier, but it made it necessary. He took a deep breath and swallowed his pride.

	“All right,” he said. “Fine. Do your worst.”

	Frank stood before Martha, covering his breasts with one arm – whether he knew it or not – with a slowly growing erection, and with his eyes closed in a dramatic pose like some 1930’s film starlet about to faint. He looked ludicrous and that made Martha laugh. The whole thing struck her as unreal... insane. Was she really going to turn her husband into a woman? 

	Incredible.

	But at the same time, there was something undeniably erotic here.

	Why was it erotic? It was erotic because it finally struck her how much power this would give her. She literally controlled his masculinity. When she was done today, no one outside of them would know that Frank was really a man. No one other than her would know what was hidden in his skirts. It was his secret, but she held that secret in her proverbial hand.

	But there was more.

	She also held the power to decide what kind of a woman he would be. In the normal course of growing up, women were shaped by a thousand different influences and then, ultimately, their own tastes. It was their own choice how they would appear, how they would act, who or what they would emulate, and how they would use their bodies. Not Frank. Those decisions belonged to her. She would decide if her husband would be demure, sweet, passive, submissive, sensual, aggressive, sexy, bitchy, the girl next door, the slut, the naughty secretary, or Susie homemaker. She would decide how he would dress, how he would understand his role as a woman, and how he would act. She could literally shape him into whatever image she wanted.

	That was awesome power.

	A wave of radiating heat overcame her at the thought. She felt herself tremble. She felt a sort of pounding which typically foretold an orgasm. She was stunned how turned on she was. She needed to be alone or she would explode!

	“I’ll be right back,” she said.

	Martha raced to the bathroom. She closed the door behind her and leaned against the counter. Her knees were weak. She balanced precariously on her tall wedge-heeled sandals. Her panties were saturated. She struggled to breathe.

	“Oh my,” she gasped.

	Then she pulled up her red shirt-dress and she slipped her hand beneath it, inside her wet panties and she rubbed herself. Her eyes closed. She saw Frank standing before her in a feminine pin-up pose, jiggling his rear and his breasts and blowing her a kiss in the most over-the-top girlish manner. He wore red hot pants, a light-blue-and-white checkered shirt he had tied off at the belly button, and red stiletto mules. It was a ridiculous, but sexy pose and it was thrilling that this was her husband, a man. She felt her knees shake. Her arms trembled. Her chest heaved. She moved her finger faster and faster.

	She moaned.

	“You ok in there?” called Frank through the door.

	Martha blushed and froze up, worried that he could hear what she was doing. She wasn’t exactly being subtle. Then she reminded herself that as long as Frank was dressed like a woman and hiding a massive erection beneath his skirts, he really had no room to talk, did he? A half-grin danced across her lips at her sudden feeling of freedom and control. “I’m fine,” she called back. “I’ll be right out.” And she went right back to fingering herself.

	Then it happened.

	Martha jerked straight up. Her legs spread a little wider. Her fingers flew over her clit at fantastic speeds. She held her breath. A tremble. Another. And then an explosion of warmth shot through her followed by a wave of pure joy like none other. She gasped for air and essentially collapsed, even as she somehow remained standing in the tall heels.

	Martha chuckled. It had been good.

	It took a moment, or perhaps two, before Martha’s eyes focused again. She slowly regained her balance and straightened up. She glanced into the mirror. She saw a new woman looking back at her. She brushed her hair with her fingers and smiled sharply.

	“And now for Frank,” she said.

	—o—

	“All right, girlfriend, let’s get started,” said Martha when she returned to the bedroom. Her face glowed.

	Frank grimaced. “You could cut out the embarrassing chatter, you know.”

	“It’s part of my charm.”

	Martha moved to her closet. From it, she pulled an oversized shirt with a teddy bear printed on the front. The shirt was long enough to be a midthigh dress. She handed it to her husband.

	“Wear this to bed,” said Martha.

	“It’s a little girly, isn’t it?” said Frank cautiously. “Are you afraid someone’s going to see you in it?”

	“Yeah... you,” replied Frank.

	Martha tossed him the shirt. “You’ll get over it.” She then went to her panty drawer and pulled out a pair of pink boy-cut panties. “Wear a fresh pair of panties beneath the shirt each night. We can share for now; you seem to be about my size in that department.” Martha shook her head and chuckled. “Who would have guessed my husband and I would ever wear the same size panties?!”

	Frank felt very small. Even worse, his penis started to grow hard.

	“You need to wear panties under everything,” said Martha. “No exceptions.”

	Frank nodded his head and started to pull the panties on. He was happy for the chance to hide his erection away. Martha stopped him, however.

	“Not yet,” she said.

	“You said to wear them.”

	“After the shower. First, we need to talk hygiene.”

	—o—

	Frank stood before the shower. He was completely naked, which made him look more feminine than ever. His shape had really changed. What’s more, Martha now knew for sure that Frank was shorter than her. That discovery filled her with wetness again and a yearning sense of anticipation. She didn’t know why, but it truly excited her. In fact, she didn’t know why any of this excited her, but it did.

	“I’m going to need new panties soon,” she said beneath her breath.

	She glanced at him again. She wanted so badly to line him up and stand next to him to see how much taller she was; maybe even draw competing lines on the walls like children do as they grow. The idea was almost intoxicating, but she knew that would be a mistake.

	“Don’t upset him,” she warned herself. “We’re not there yet.”

	Still, the feeling didn’t go away. She tried to remind herself that it was wrong to be turned on by Frank’s loss of manhood, even if it was his own fault and it happened because he went directly against her advice. She told herself it wasn’t proper for a wife to be turned on by her husband’s humiliation in any event. She tried to shame herself, even. But it didn’t work. She was far too turned on to listen. But then, wasn’t he turned on too? He had a massive erection and he seemed to keep having them all the time recently. He had to be just as excited about this... so maybe it was all right? In that moment of realization, she gave herself permission to enjoy this.

	“Why don’t you get in the shower and I’ll show you what to do?” said Martha.

	“I shower every day.”

	“You’ve never showered as a girl.”

	And thus, it began. With Frank in the shower, Martha explained that he now needed to shave his chest and his legs every day, though the hair on his chest seemed to have decreased dramatically on its own already. Not only did women have smooth hairless chests, and shave their legs, but he would find other benefits to it as well.

	“What benefits?” asked Frank suspiciously.

	“You’ll see.”

	Martha handed him the shaving cream and a small, ladies razor. She instructed him to shave completely, rinse himself with her bodywash – which smelled of flowers and honey, and join her in the bedroom.

	Frank turned his back to the water and spread the shaving cream on his chest. He hesitated before the first stroke, uncertain if this was a good idea, but he did it. It wasn’t like there was much hair left anyways, especially on his boobs, which were almost entirely hairless.

	“I wonder if this will grow back when we reverse all of this?” he said.

	He told himself it would and he started shaving. Several strokes later

	and his chest was completely hairless. His breasts now looked even more feminine. It was surprising how the loss of even such a tiny bit of hair made his chest so much more feminine. Her nipples popped up in embarrassment.

	Frank looked down at his legs. He didn’t want them becoming more feminine as his chest had, but he knew he needed to do it. So he sprayed more cream into his hand. He spread it all over one leg and repeated what he’d done with his chest. As with his chest, his leg looked much more feminine without hair. It was amazing. It wasn’t like he was ever a hairy man, not by normal male standards, but being hairless made such an incredible difference. No one would mistake his legs for male legs again, not so long as they remained shaved.

	With his legs done, Frank assumed he was finished. But then a thought occurred to him. Specifically, he recalled Ted and the small triangular patch of hair over his penis. Was that part of what Martha wanted shaved? She had told him “everything.” He pursed his lips. Then he spread cream all around his penis in the shape of a small upside down triangle and he removed the hair. He felt like an idiot when he saw the result.

	He looked positively feminine. Even having the enlarged, erect penis right below this patch did not help. He looked like a girl. Nothing he’d done before this had made him feel as feminine as this. He blushed deeply.

	“Ug,” he moaned. “I feel like such a fool.”

	Frank finished with the shower and dried himself off. He then returned to the bedroom, where Martha had laid out more things. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, reading on her phone when he appeared. She looked up at him and froze. Her eyes went directly to his crotch. An enormous grin crossed her face. A moment later, she covered her mouth to suppress a burst of giggles.

	“What?” demanded Frank.

	“Nothing.”

	“I did what you asked,” protested Frank.

	“I know,” laughed Martha and she snuck another glance at his erection – or more accurately said, an inch or two above his erection. “But I didn’t ask you to shave that.” A giggle escaped.

	Frank blushed bright red. This was deeply humiliating. What was worse, he’d apparently done it to himself. “Can I at least get some panties?” grumbled Frank.

	Martha picked up a pair of black panties and held them on the ends of

	her fingers. She made him come to her to get them. Frank stormed over, his erection swinging with each step. He snatched the panties, turned his back to her in embarrassment, and pulled them up his body.

	“It’s cute, Frank,” she said in a tone awash in barely controlled laughter.

	“Can we get on with this?” he demanded.

	Martha chuckled. “Sure.”

	—o—

	“That tickles,” protested Frank.

	“Don’t be such a baby,” replied his wife.

	“I’m not. I’m just saying it tickles.”

	“Most women enjoy it,” said Martha and she braced his foot against her thigh once more before running the nail brush the length of his big toe. Behind the brush stroke, the nail turned bright red with wet polish. “Stop fidgeting.”

	“I’m trying. I’ve never done this before.”

	She reached the end of the nail and returned the brush to the top for a second stroke. “If you keep fidgeting, you’re going to ruin this. And then we need to clean the nail and the skin and start over. So unless you want this to take forever, then you need to stay still.”

	Frank took a frustrated breath but held more still. “We could skip this, you know?”

	“You’re not getting out of this,” said Martha as she started on the next toenail.

	“I don’t see the point.”

	“The point is, it looks feminine,” she said.

	“But who’s going to see my toes?”

	“Everyone.”

	“How do you figure?” asked Frank doubtfully.

	“Sandals, open-toed shoes. If you’re at a pool or a health club or a beach—”

	“I’m not going to any of those places as long as I have to dress like this! Home and work, that’s it,” he said. “No one’s going to see them behind the bar. I can’t even dress like a woman at work. William would kill me if I showed up in sandals. No one’s going to see them.”

	“I’ll see them. That’s enough,” said Martha; besides she wasn’t going to let him limit his life to work and home regardless. She just wasn’t going to say that yet. “One step at a time,” she thought.

	Her comment brought a moment of silence, so Martha finished his toes in peace. When they were done, Frank had to admit they were pretty. They transformed his feet. Before he had typical man feet, unremarkable feet. But now they were pretty and feminine. That thought made him feel weak.

	“I’m not showing those to anyone,” said Frank grumpily.

	“Yes, you will,” said Martha. Her tone was clear: no argument allowed.

	“Do they need to be so red?”

	“What colour would you prefer?”

	Frank ground his teeth. Although it was very attractive, he didn’t like the idea of wearing the red colour; that was the most feminine of colours for nails – couldn’t it at least be something more neutral? But at the same time, he didn’t want to choose a colour. If he chose the colour, then it was his decision and it became an expression of his taste in femininity. This was Martha’s doing; it was all easier to accept if he had no say in shaping his own feminization.

	Indeed, somewhere in the back of his head, he now recalled picking out the maroon dress and the black pumps and he felt truly silly for having made that choice because he thought they were attractive. He suddenly felt like he’d betrayed his masculinity. “I should have worn the mint dress,” he thought.

	“Like I said, you will need to learn to do this,” said Martha.

	“I don’t want to do that.”

	“Then you better earn more money.”

	Frank raised an eyebrow. “Why is that?”

	“Because nail salons are expensive. And like it or not, oh husband of mine, you will have your fingernails and toenails maintained and painted so long as you’re a woman. So you can do it yourself or you can get a mani-pedi. Either way.”

	Frank shuddered at the idea of going to a nail salon. That would be terribly humiliating. What if someone spotted him as a man?! He glared at his wife. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

	Martha snickered. “More than you can possibly imagine,” she thought silently.

	—o—

	Frank stared unhappily at his nails. His fingernails were all red now. They weren’t long because he’d never let them extend past his fingertips, but they soon would be; Martha had told him to stop trimming them – she planned to let them grow perhaps half an inch and to file them into ovals. But either way, they were red. Girly, girly red. NO man would have nails that looked like these.

	“How am I going to hide these at work?” he demanded.

	“You can take the polish off before work. Just put it back on when you get home. Then no one at work will know about your pretty nails. Also, it will be good practice for you,” said Martha.

	“But how do I hide the shapes?”

	“They don’t have shapes. They just look like nails.”

	“They will if you make me grow them out!”

	Martha shrugged her shoulders, but inside felt a brief sizzle of power. Frank had a point, but she wasn’t going to relent. To the contrary, something inside her truly turned on to the idea that Frank might get caught. At the very least, the idea of seeing him squirm a bit as he struggled to hide his feminine nails gave her a sharp thrill. Her lips were so slippery.

	Frank examined his nails again. They were pretty... too pretty. They made his fingers look feminine too. No one would see his hands as belonging to a man, not with these nails. He sighed. He then glanced down past his panties and saw his toenails equally feminine, equally pretty.

	“This is crazy,” he said.

	Unfortunately, he also knew it was necessary. He knew he couldn’t really pass as a man anymore, not without a vast number of strange, embarrassing looks and double-takes (he imagined someone at the restaurant announcing “that dude’s got breasts!” to much mirth and shame). So this is how it had to be. Fortunately, he would continue trying to be a man at work where his body was somewhat hidden by the bar, but he dreaded the day that too would become impossible.

	“Jade is going to laugh,” he thought unhappily, and his penis slowly grew.

	“Put these on,” said Martha.

	Frank looked up to see his wife thrust the black slides out toward him. 

	These had the embarrassingly girly bow. Why were women’s clothes so girly, he wondered in frustration? He also recalled the distinctly feminine sound they made. “I’m reconsidering the flats,” he groused.

	“Too late, you said heels. In terms of shoes, we’ll pick some from my closet that match whatever you’re wearing that particular day.” Frank bit his lip.

	Martha noticed. “What is it?”

	“They uh— your shoes don’t really fit.”

	“The loafers fit just fine. The rest will too,” she said dismissively.

	Frank really started to blush now. “They uh... they’re a little... uh...

	big.”

	“What is?”

	“The loafers,” said Frank meekly. “They’re too big.”

	They both knew right away what this meant: he’d shrunk. Frank braced himself for some humiliating comment about being her little man or something like that, but it didn’t come. Worse came. She smiled kindly at him and said simply, “It’s all right, sweetie. Being smaller will make it easier to pass. We’ll buy you new shoes.”

	Frank felt helplessly submissive at her words.

	“Now slip into these,” said Martha and she held out the slides again.

	Frank set the slides on the floor and stepped into them. Again, he felt a good deal taller. That was a relief, even if he needed to use the heels to make it happen. On the other hand, he and his wife now looked eye to eye, which both knew should not have been the case. That was embarrassing, especially coming after his admission about the loafers.

	For Martha, on the other hand, it was exciting. When she first suspected he was shrinking, she’d found it shocking and oddly thrilling. The last thing she’d expected was that it might somehow turn her on, but it had. That said, her excitement had been tempered by worry. She was concerned that this might be dangerous. And even if it wasn’t, what if he shrank away to the size of a little girl or something? That would be difficult to deal with for sure. But Sarita had assured her this was nothing incredible or dangerous. She said that Frank wasn’t actually shrinking in the sense people think. She told Martha that a portion of our height – perhaps two to three inches – was made up of muscle tissue and fat supporting our bones and spine. It involved a little padding around the feet and between joints which kept everything stretched. Frank’s loss of muscle was causing him to lose that stretching. Thus, he was getting shorter. It wasn’t really shrinking per se. It just seemed that way to him, and it would stop at two to three inches maximum, if even that much. In fact, Sarita said he might not even notice. This also explained his shrinking shoe size.

	“People who lose weight often go down a size or two in shoes,” said Sarita. “It’s just the loss of fat and other tissue that pads the foot. The foot itself isn’t really shrinking. He’ll go through that too.”

	And indeed, his feet had “shrunk.” Martha wore a nine and a half; Frank now wore an eight and a half... women’s. He seemed a couple inches shorter too. And knowing this was not dangerous or fantastic and he would never be so small she needed to carry him in her purse, Martha let herself be excited by becoming the larger partner... the big sister.

	She wondered if he was weaker too. The thought made her even wetter.

	—o—

	With Frank in the heels and his nails painted, Martha took him to her vanity. Frank knew what would happen next without even asking. This was where Martha put on her makeup. He wanted to object, but wearing makeup made sense to him. The one thing that hadn’t change on him – at least, that’s what he assumed – was his face. He needed to hide that to protect his identity and his secret. Makeup would help hide his face, so he wasn’t too opposed.

	“The best makeup is makeup that looks like it’s not even there,” said Martha. “So the goal is to enhance your features without looking like you’ve done anything.”

	“I’ll need more than that if you’re going to hide the fact I’m a man,” said Frank.

	“You’d be surprised.”

	Frank raised a doubtful eyebrow.

	“Trust me,” said Martha. “Let me show you something.”

	With that, she dipped her finger in a container and rubbed a cream on her husband’s cheeks and forehead.

	“Close your eyes,” she said.

	She then grabbed a pencil and ran it along his eyelids. She dabbed some reddish powder after it. After this, she dabbed something sticky on his eyelashes. When she told him he could open his eyes, he saw it was mascara.

	“Now pucker up.”

	Frank did and she used another pencil to outline his lips. She followed up with a sticky lipstick. Frank could taste the waxy material she had applied to his lips. It was a bit like lip balm but more dense.

	“All right, take a look,” said Martha and she held up a mirror.

	Frank was stunned. The face staring back at him was his, but it wasn’t. It was him if he’d been born a girl. There was no hint that this had been a man. The skin was perfect. The eyes, while they looked makeup free, looked intensely exotic. And the lips looked bigger, puffy and redder. They looked pouty.

	“That’s incredible!” he said.

	Martha nodded. “As I said, it doesn’t take much. You just have to learn to do it. Today, I’ll do it for you. But starting tomorrow, you need to learn to do this yourself.”

	“Why?”

	“Because makeup doesn’t last and women are constantly checking it. If you can’t do it, you can’t fix it, and you’ll start to look funny. So you need to learn.” Martha slipped several items together into a pile on the table before him. “You’ll also need to start carrying these with you for touch-ups.”

	Frank furrowed his brow. He didn’t like the idea of having to do touch-ups. But even putting that issue aside, there was another problem. 

	“How am I going to get all of that in my pockets?”

	Martha let out a deep laugh. “Oh Frank, you’re so funny at times.” Frank twisted his lips; he had no idea what he’d said that was so funny.

	Martha walked over to the closet and pulled a white leather purse from the back of the door. It was about the size of the display boxes some of the more expensive whiskeys at the club came in and it had a long leather strap which he could sling over his shoulder to carry it.

	“I am not carrying a purse!” exclaimed Frank.

	“Of course, you are.”

	“No. No way. I draw the line at carrying a purse.”

	“So you’ll wear high heels and a bra, but you won’t carry a purse? Men are so silly. How is one less feminine than the other?” she asked rhetorically. “Regardless, Frank, you will be carrying a purse. A woman not carrying a purse is a strange sight and you don’t want to stand out suspiciously, do you?”

	Frank blushed.

	Martha set the purse on the table next to the makeup. “So this goes in there.”

	Frank let out a frustrated huff but then scooped the makeup into the purse.

	“Good boy… girl,” said Martha. “Now let’s look at dresses and then we’ll go through accessories.”

	



	


Chapter Seven: “Acting Like A Woman”

	—o—

	Frank stared into the mirror. He was finally dressed. His wife had put him in a dark-red A-line dress which hung to mid-calf. It had a rounded collar and short sleeves. A new, larger bra held his breasts comfortably. His black panties did their best to contain his penis. His legs were covered in stockings. Putting those on had been an eye-opener after Frank shaved his legs as each bit of stubble caught the silky stockings and the rest tingled as the sheer material slid over his skin. On his feet were open-toed black slingbacks, showing off his red toenails. His face was made up. Clip-on pearl earrings hung in his ears; his wife threatened to pierce his ears the next time they went to the store – something Frank swore would never happen. His hair was puffy. He wasn’t sure what his wife had done to it, but it looked airy and feminine. She called the process “feathering” but he didn’t know what that was. Either way, it was feminine... and so was he.

	“Oh my God,” he said beneath his breath.

	He was awash in conflicting emotions, intense conflicted emotions. Between the heels, the dress, and the new face, no one was going to spot him as a woman, especially with his increasingly feminine shape. Indeed, he was shocked how feminine he looked. That was the good news: no one would think he was a man.

	But it was also the bad news: he looked like a woman. If Martha had put him in a dress and some makeup a year ago, he would have looked like a man in a dress and makeup. Now he looked amazingly feminine. Last month, he never could have stood here in heels this high with any degree of confidence. Now he wore them as if he’d grown up a woman. He even carried himself femininely. This was largely a response to the clothes. One could not wear heels without standing and walking in a certain way, not without falling on your face. Likewise, one could not wear a dress without standing and moving in certain ways. But it was also the result of changes in his body, muscle changes, weight shifts, the interference of breasts with the way he liked to hold his arms. None of that made him happy. He was a man, but what he saw made that far from certain. Indeed, his easy femininity showed that what he thought of as a costume meant to disguise the real him was perhaps closer to being the real him than he had realized.

	Even worse was the fact Martha had seen him like this. If some random woman passing on the street saw him looking like this, then sure, it would be comforting to know she would have no clue he was Frank the bartender from Empirey. But Martha? Martha wasn’t some random woman. 

	She was his wife. Would she ever see him as a man again after this?

	Did she want to?

	Worst of all, despite all his fears, anxieties and embarrassments, the way he looked honestly turned him on. He didn’t want to believe it, but it was true: wearing women’s clothes turned him on. Feeling emasculated by his wife turned him on. Being under the control of Kara turned him on. He didn’t want that. He didn’t want to believe it, but it was true.

	“Let’s move to the living room for our lessons,” said Martha, waking Frank from his unhappy contemplations.

	“Lessons? Lessons in what?” asked Frank. 

	“Lessons in being a woman.”

	“Isn’t it enough that I’m dressed like this?”

	Martha didn’t even reply because he knew the answer. If Frank wanted to pass, and they both knew passing was vital, then he needed to know how to act like and carry himself like a woman, not just how to dress like one.

	“Come on, Frank,” she said.

	Martha took her husband’s hand and marched him out to their living room.

	—o—

	“Take a seat, darling,” said Martha and she motioned to the recliner.

	Frank sat down. When he did, Martha sighed and shook her head.

	“What?” asked Frank.

	“You plopped down like someone dropping a sack of potatoes. 

	Honestly, Frank, have you ever seen a woman sit like that?”

	Frank shrugged his shoulders uncertainly. He’d never thought about how women sit actually. They just did. They looked sexy doing it, but he never thought about the process.

	“Women don’t ‘plop’ down because the clothes they wear are too delicate to plop down. Do that too often and your bra strap will snap, your panties will disappear into your rear, your dress will ride up your legs. Disaster, Frank. What’s more, women are creatures of grace. You need to become graceful.” As she said this, Martha rose up on her toes and tiptoed forward with her arms down her sides and her hands pointed outward, a bit like a ballerina.

	“I don’t want to be graceful,” said Frank, who always tried to project a rough-and-tumble into his walk.

	“What you want isn’t relevant here, Frank.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because you’re not Frank anymore, darling. You are— Francis— Francine. You’re Francine, the pretty young thing. You need to learn to act like her,” said Martha. “You need to start thinking and acting like Francine.”

	“Francine?” repeated Frank doubtfully. As he did, he felt an icy shudder and his balls seemed to pull inward. “I don’t like the sound of that. Let’s just stick with ‘Frank.’”

	Martha raised one eyebrow accusingly. “Shall I refer to you as ‘he’ and ‘him’ too? Should I call you ‘Frank’ at the grocery store? That’ll catch some funny looks.”

	Frank licked his lips. That was admittedly a problem.

	“Listen, Frank— Francine, the only way you’re going to pass is if you learn to be a woman like I tell you.” As Martha said this, she was thinking, “as I want you to be” and she was feeling rather horny at the idea of making Frank into the type of woman she had in mind.

	“What’s so important about passing?” said Frank grumpily.

	“Why does it matter? Is that what you’re asking?”

	“Yeah. Who cares if anybody thinks I’m a woman or a man?” Even as Frank said this though, he knew the answer: he cared. He cared the moment he first started to notice the growth on his chest. He cared when his wife made him wear the loafers and the pink shorts. He cared when Kara made him wear a dress. He cared when the woman at the bar called him “Miss.” He cared because he was a man’s man and he didn’t want anyone doubting his masculinity. And that meant he didn’t want anyone seeing a man hiding beneath the feminine veneer. Passing meant avoiding all the funny stares, the embarrassing questions, the blushing looks, and the shameful chuckles – the only way to protect his manhood, no matter how counterintuitive it may seem, was to hide it behind the strongest veil of femininity possible.

	This realization struck him rather hard. The butterflies returned.

	“Not only do I need to be a woman, but I need to be a woman,” he thought.

	Martha saw his expression morph from sarcastic defiance to sheepish acceptance as he went through all these thoughts in his brain. She let him twist for a moment longer to finish his self-chastisement and then she added the cherry on top.

	“I suppose it doesn’t matter,” she said.

	“What?” The word came out in disbelief.

	“You’re right, I suppose,” she continued. “Who cares if the pretty young customer calls you ‘Miss’ when she orders a drink? Who cares if the boys at the end of the bar take bets if you’re really a man or a woman... or something in between? Who cares if the waitresses giggle at you behind your back?”

	Each comment was like a knife thrust into Frank’s ego; Martha could see that.

	“I guess, it doesn’t really matter if you can pass,” finished Martha.

	Martha let that thought linger for several seconds even though she could see the devastating effect what she’d said had on her husband as he saw each of these emasculating scenarios play out in his mind. He seemed to recoil at the mention of his work. He was thinking of Jade’s reaction, though Martha didn’t know this.

	“Fine,” squeaked Frank.

	“Fine?”

	“I get it. I agree.”

	Martha folded her arms. She knew she had him, but she wanted him to suffer just a bit of humiliation here to let the lesson sink in. He needed to learn why it was important to learn what she taught him – even if a bit of what she was doing might have been a tad over the top and purely for the sake of her enjoyment. Might. A bit.

	“You agree with what?” asked Martha innocently.

	“The pass thing.” He was blushing intently now.

	“You mean that you need to be able to pass for a woman?” suggested Martha cautiously.

	“Yeah,” said Frank with a shudder.

	“Good girl, Francine.”

	Frank felt chills at the feminized name, but didn’t dare fight back this time.

	“Now stand up and I’ll show you how to sit,” said Martha happily. She’d made her point and he got it.

	Over the next hour, Martha put her husband through his paces. She taught him to sit and to stand properly, to smooth his skirt, to cross his legs, to dip one leg behind the other to keep his panties from being seen. She taught him to walk daintily, or as she called it “with style.” He learned how to hold his purse with one hand draped over it. He learned to wave, to shake hands, and to hug. It was all so different. It all felt so effete to Frank. And maybe a little of it was a little much, but this was the woman Martha wanted him to be and that was how she wanted him.

	—o—

	Martha lay in bed that night. It was late. She couldn’t sleep. Frank lay next to her. He was asleep. He wore panties and the night shirt she’d given him, just like she told him. She wore pyjama bottoms and a tank top. She wanted to blame the moonlight for keeping her awake, but the truth was she couldn’t sleep because she was awash in conflicting and surprising feelings.

	“This isn’t right,” she told herself.

	But it was. At least, it filled her with this amazingly thrilling feeling.

	“How can I want to see my husband, the man I love, in a dress?” she asked herself.

	She tried to sound angry in her head, but it was all an act. She wanted to be angry because she felt guilty about what she was thinking, but she wasn’t angry. To the contrary, she was intrigued. She was intrigued to see Frank dressed again in the morning. She was intrigued to see how feminine he became. She was intrigued to see him beneath her having sex. But that she could not do. He would never agree to that.

	“He would look so cute though,” she purred.

	She glanced over at her husband and wondered how far he would let her take him. She slipped her hand down her side to her hip and between her thighs as she considered this. Her fingers drifted to her crotch, careful to avoid the raised lips between her fingers. She hadn’t yet decided: she should touch that?

	“This really is wrong,” she thought again. “I shouldn’t be thinking any of this. I really shouldn’t.”

	She pulled her hand away to her belly.

	“Yeah, I suppose it’s kind of exciting, but he’s my husband. A man. I should want him to be a man and look like a man. It’s crazy I’m excited by this, even crazier than my feelings for Sarita.”

	Martha closed her eyes and trembled at the thought of Sarita’s kiss. She imagined herself sitting on Sarita’s couch as Sarita wrapped her arm around Martha’s shoulder and kissed her gently once more. But then Sarita turned into Frank. Martha pulled back his miniskirt and his erection popped out. It was exciting.

	Her fingers returned to her lips.

	“This is just wrong,” said Martha breathlessly as her fingers danced along the raised edge of her lips.

	In her mind, she saw Frank’s erection framed by the miniskirt once more. Her fingers slowly slid across her lips and then ran the length of her lips without touching them. She was teasing herself. As she did, she saw Frank standing before her. They were both standing now. She wore panties and a bra and heels. Frank was dressed as he had been today in the red Aline dress and the cute heels. His toenails were painted red, as were his fingernails. He was smaller than her and looked so helpless.

	“Oh Francine, you look so cute,” she heard herself say.

	Frank smiled shyly. Then he pulled up his dress, revealing red satin panties, panties she had once thought to wear for him but backed out when the time came, having decided they were too slutty. He wore them now.

	“Such cute panties, dear,” she said.

	Her fingers now brushed along her lips in a series of strokes. Her body seemed to catch fire as if her fingers had struck a match. She filled with warmth and went all bubbly on the inside.

	“I wore them for you,” said Frank in her fantasy.

	Martha stroked herself again... but it didn’t produce the same intense reaction.

	“What’s going on?” she wondered.

	Martha furrowed her brow and stared into the darkness. Why wasn’t this as exciting as it should have been? It had been and then it wasn’t. What had changed? She let one finger lazily circle her clit, sending thousands of tiny little shocks tingling along her nerves. It felt good, but something was still wrong. And then it hit her. She imagined Frank again.

	“I don’t want to wear panties!” he said this time.

	Martha’s felt her muscles tighten. “You have to, darling.”

	“But why?” pleaded Frank.

	“Because it’s what I want,” said Martha and she kissed her husband on the forehead. That was it. That was what she wanted! She wanted him to resist! The fire returned now. Martha began to rub her fingers up and down her lips. They were wet. Wet enough that one finger slid in quite easily. Again, she saw Frank. He slowly took the panties from her hand. Martha stroked harder, faster. Her body trembled and she gasped.

	Frank stirred next to her when she gasped.

	Martha froze.

	Had she awoken her husband? She waited breathlessly for what seemed like an eternity to see if he moved. Frank took a deep breath and settled in once more. She had not awoken him. She breathed a sigh of relief.

	“This is ridiculous,” she scolded herself and she lay still on her back. “None of this should turn me on! I almost woke him up too! Could you imagine if he caught me playing with myself?”

	But then she started to giggle. The thought that she was masturbating in the bed next to her sleeping husband, and getting turned on by the idea that she was forcing him to dress as a woman just seemed crazy to her. She never would have guessed such a thing would ever happen. And yet... it had.

	And then she reminded herself that Francine was no longer in a position to judge her.

	The fire came back.

	She pushed her hand back down to her crotch and found her clit with her finger. She started rubbing it round and round, over and around. She even used the tip of her nail very gently to add sensation. As she did, she imagined her husband lifting his dress once more. His dick was tiny and cute, tied in a ribbon. She laughed and he blushed. And then his penis grew. It grew larger and longer until it stood out nice and long. She wrapped her hand around the shaft, noting the contrast between her sharp red nails and his pretty, soft skin.

	“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she said with a laugh beneath her breath. Martha let out another soft moan.

	Then Frank stirred again.

	Martha froze once more. Had she awoken him?

	Then something strange happened. Frank rolled onto his back and she saw his arm slide from his pillow down beneath the blanket. As it did, she saw his thin blanket rise into the air at the unmistakable sign of a rather large erection; it had tented up his sheet. A moment later, his hand reached it and the tent began to shake.

	“What is he doing?” she wondered.

	It became clear an instant later. Frank’s hand was stroking his shaft, up and down. Martha was mesmerized. Her husband was masturbating! He was actually masturbating! She had never seen that before and it was incredibly erotic.

	“Could he be thinking the same thing I was?”

	Could it be true? Part of her wanted to think it was. That thought excited her too, that he was turned on by being feminized. They could play a great many erotic games if that was true.

	Frank’s hand moved faster. His legs spread, making the tent appear more distinct. He began breathing faster... and he snored. It was then that Martha realized that her husband was asleep! He was masturbating in his sleep!

	Martha now had a kinky thought, one that overwhelmed her almost instantly: she wanted to see it. Not just watch what he was doing through the sheet, as she had been, but actually see it happen.

	“Don’t,” she told herself.

	But it was too late; her hands were already moving.

	Martha cautiously took the tip of her husband’s blanket between her fingertips. She watched his face closely; it was dark, but she could see enough to know his eyes were closed; he was still asleep. So she slowly peeled back his blanket. And back... and back... and back.

	And there it was.

	As Martha pulled the blanket back, her husband’s penis finally came into view. It had slipped out of its night panties and it thrust upward as tall as it could get. Her husband’s hand was wrapped around the lower part of the shaft and stroking it in the same motion as one throws dice. She could see moonlight reflect off his red nails. She got wetter upon seeing this.

	Frank took a series of shallow breaths.

	“He must be getting close,” she said and she filled with glee. She was going to see something she’d always wanted to see, but Frank had never agreed. She felt truly giddy!

	Suddenly, Frank’s body jerked. He stopped stroking. He mumbled something. Martha remained silent as a mouse. She waited to see if he would wake up or whatever else might happen. He didn’t wake. Instead, he slipped to one side and started stroking again.

	“You need to stop him,” said a small voice inside Martha suddenly.

	Martha twisted her lip. “But he’s so close.”

	“He’ll become even more feminine if he finishes. You can’t let that happen.”

	Martha ran her tongue over her teeth. She considered this for a moment. If she let him finish, he would have bigger breasts, wider hips, and who-knows-what-else. The promise of that was exciting. It turned her on.

	But she couldn’t do that to him.

	“It’s not me doing it,” said another part of her. “He’s doing it to himself.”

	Martha touched her husband’s breast through the nightshirt he wore. His nipple rose up beneath her fingers. She got even wetter at this. The idea of letting him come and letting this grow was so enticing. It was true. She was turned on. She knew that. No matter how much she told herself she didn’t want a feminine husband, she did. She wanted a girly husband. A husband with big breasts. A husband who had to play the part of the little woman. A girly-man she could dominate.

	“A sissy,” she said looking at his erection.

	As she said this, she felt a tremor deep inside and she imagined her husband’s stiff manhood inside her as he wore the red teddie and impossibly high heels and squealed like a little girl as she pinched his nipples.

	But she couldn’t do it. He was her husband. She couldn’t let this happen.

	“It would have happened anyways if you hadn’t been awake,” she heard herself say.

	But this wasn’t right. She needed to stop him. She had decided.

	“Frank,” she finally whispered.

	Frank shook and mumbled, but didn’t wake up. He kept stroking himself.

	“Frank,” she whispered more loudly. She was just about to shake him to wake him up when he moaned something in response.

	“Oh Jade,” moaned Frank.

	Martha saw red. Her husband was having a sex dream all right, but with another woman... a waitress. Martha glared at her husband. She glared at his erection and his hand stroking it. She was angry.

	“All right, Frank,” she sneered. “If you want to have a dream about Jade, then go ahead. I was going to help you, but you don’t want my help. 

	Apparently, Jade is the only one who can help you, so you go right ahead. You go right ahead and stroke yourself all the way into girlhood. You can do this every night from now on, you and Jade, and you’ll wake up more and more girly until boom, you’re a girl in every way except for that thing between your legs.”

	As if on command, Frank started stroking harder.

	Martha watched as Frank’s breathing became erratic. He started moaning. He spread his legs even more. He stroked harder, causing the head of his penis to swing wildly back and forth as he worked the base of his shaft.

	“You wanted it, you deserve it,” growled Martha.

	Frank’s back started to arch.

	And that’s when her conscience reasserted itself. Martha sighed. “No Frank, I can’t let you do this, no matter how much you deserve it.” She pushed his hand away with her fingers.

	Frank snorted at this and opened his eyes. He’d awoken. “Oh hi. What’s going on?”

	“Go back to sleep, Francine,” said Martha sarcastically. “Jade. Ha!”

	Frank closed his eyes and immediately started snoring. Martha took one last look as his erection, which had begun to fade, and then at his breasts, which would not grow the following day.

	“Pity,” she said.

	



	


Chapter Eight: “Asserting Her Power”

	—o—

	Martha was in quite the mood the following morning. It did not sit well with her that her husband had fantasized about some waitress at work, and she intended to get some revenge. The revenge she chose was to put him to work. Not that Frank was lazy, but she knew that in his family, the men never did the housework. To him, that had always been “woman’s work.” And while she had at times been able to get him to help out a little, she knew it bothered him. So she chose that as punishment. Plus, she liked the idea of him doing the work around the house for once.

	Frank stood before his wife in a short black skater dress and the black slides. She wore shorts, a button-up blouse and flats. They were they same height; that made Frank uncomfortable.

	“I want you to sweep and mop the kitchen and the front hallway. Then vacuum in the living room. When you’re done with that, I’ll have more for you. Your apron is on the table,” said Martha flatly. Her tone said there would be no debate.

	Frank winced. “Apron? I—” started Frank.

	“I don’t want to hear it, Frank,” said Martha, already knowing his objection. “You’ve always left the housework for me because you saw it as ‘woman’s work,’ even though I work longer hours than you. Well, now that you’re a woman, you can do your share.” Her tone gave away her sense of satisfaction at doing this. It felt long overdue. And seeing him squirm at the idea made up a good deal for hearing Jade’s name the prior night.

	“Just because I’m wearing a dress—”

	“Doesn’t make you a woman,” said Martha, finishing his thought.

	Frank ran his tongue of his teeth. “Yeah.”

	“Well, let’s see. You’re wearing women’s panties, aren’t you?”

	“Yeah, but—”

	“You’re wearing a dress.”

	Frank blushed, but didn’t respond. What could he say?

	“You do have a dick, but you also have breasts. Women’s breasts. Do you see my point?” asked Martha, but she was only getting started. “The chemicals in your body, called hormones, technically make you a woman too. What’s more, they’re making you more and more of a woman every day. And let’s not forget, you brought this on yourself!”

	“As if she would ever let me forget that,” thought Frank. He pursed his lips. “I get it,” complained Frank. “I get it.”

	“I don’t think you do, Francine.”

	Frank cringed at being called that. “I get it.”

	“Do you?” Her tone was utterly condescending. “Because you may think having a dick makes you a man, but we both know it’s useless. If you fire that thing off, it only makes you more of a woman. So what’s the point in having a dick if you have to hide it and can’t use it? Some man.” Frank was writhing before her in embarrassment now. “I understand.” Martha put her hands on her hips and stared gloatingly at her husband. “All right, Francine. Tell me what you understand?”

	“You want me to help out around the house,” said Frank in a tone that sounded like a defeated school boy caught by his teachers.

	“Yes, Frank. And that’s not all. From now on, you’re going to be doing all the chores when I’m not home. Got it? I expect you, as a woman, to do your part of the ‘woman’s work’ to make sure this house stays clean and we can live our lives with good meals, clean laundry and a well-kept home.” She snatched the broom, which she had leaned against the counter when she first told him what she expected and she held it out for him. “Your broom, Princess. And don’t forget your apron.”

	Frank burned with shame, but he couldn’t exactly tell her to shove off. She had a point and he knew it. He’d taken advantage of her on the housework issue for some time, and now that game was up. What’s more, he knew he needed her help with all of this. Because no matter how condescendingly and embarrassingly she’d made her point, she was right: he could no longer be a man. And that required her help to make sure he didn’t embarrass himself trying to be a woman without her guidance. That gave her power, subtle but terrible power. And right now, for whatever reason – he had no idea she’d heard him mention Jade the prior night – she was in a mood, and it was best not to put up a fight when she was in a mood.

	So he took the broom.

	“What are you going to be doing?” he asked.

	“Me? I’m taking a lovely bath,” she said.

	With that, she all but danced out of the kitchen leaving her stunned husband to stare after her. She wasn’t even going to help do the chores?

	“This is too much!” he told himself.

	But then he heard another voice inside himself, a more reasonable voice: “Don’t fight it, Frank. It’s not worth it.”

	Frank gritted his teeth. He wasn’t sure which way he was going to go on this. On the one hand, he did need his wife’s help. On the other hand, there were limits. He was willing to help, but he wasn’t willing to become some sort of servant. He’d had enough of that game with Kara. He was still the man of the house, hormones and high heels notwithstanding, and he deserved to be treated as such.

	“Just not today,” said the voice of reason.

	Frank grunted.

	“She’s in a mood. Fighting will only stiffen her back and make it worse. Give it a day or so, she’ll be easier to deal with then,” said the voice. It was solid advice. It was how he always dealt with her moods. She would slowly come out of it and then everything would return to normal. Hopefully, he thought, this would too. In the meantime, it was time to become a housewife. He turned to the table and picked up the little white satin and lace apron.

	—o—

	Martha felt incredibly alive as she made her way to the bedroom. She was filled with energy and drive. She was turned on, but also somehow more. She almost felt giddy, actually. Getting her husband to help out had— no... that wasn’t it. Maybe it was getting revenge for the Jade incident? No, that wasn’t it either. Both of those seemed distractions in a way. There was something else. Something strong. Something powerful.

	Powerful.

	Powerful.

	Power.

	That was it. The idea sunk in slowly, but it began to take shape. She had exercised power over her husband in a way she had never managed before. She told him to do something... and he did it. She had taken control and he had obeyed. That was when this feeling filled her.

	“Could that be it?” she wondered.

	Martha started to unbutton her blouse so she could climb into the bath. As she did, she imagined Frank standing before her in the same dress he wore at this very moment in the other room – the black skater dress and tiny little apron looked more like a maid’s uniform. She stood there with her hands on her hips. She had given him a command. He reached out and unbuttoned her blouse for her. He was undressing her. But even more, he was doing what she ordered... and she suddenly became wet.

	Martha let out a tiny gasp.

	“Is it really that simple?” she asked.

	Martha rubbed her hands together nervously. She felt like she’d made some massive discovery about herself, and perhaps she had. She always knew she resented the way Frank had of dismissing her opinions – like when she told him not to take the shot. She knew she wanted him to see her more as an equal. But this? This was more than that. Did she want him to be submissive rather than equal?

	It seemed she did.

	“But can I do it? Can I dominate him?” she asked herself.

	She moved to the mirror and examined herself. Her nipples were hard. 

	She touched one. It tingled. She started playing with it.

	“Can I dominate Frank?” she mused.

	“I don’t see why not?” came her response.

	No, it was a crazy idea. Frank was a man; men don’t like to be dominated. And Frank in particular wouldn’t stand for that. He was always a man’s man. He drank. He played cards. He watched sports. Heck, he was a bartender. Frank had never shown any indication of being a weak little sissy on the inside.

	“But that was before,” she said.

	That was Frank before the shot started turning him into a girl. The new Frank was small, weak and had big breasts. He sounded more and more like a girl every day. As for the force of his personality being enough to resist her, wasn’t he currently sweeping her kitchen floor in a dress and heels? Perhaps he wasn’t as much of a man’s man as he seemed. Or maybe, he’d been tamed?

	“He has been hard a lot too,” she reminded herself. “All the time, in fact. He wouldn’t be hard if the idea didn’t turn him on too.”

	Martha smirked. Perhaps, Frank was ripe after all for what she had in mind.

	“But if I’m going to do this,” she said, “then I need to do it carefully. I can’t move too fast or he’ll refuse. But I can’t move too slowly either or he’ll figure out a way to escape. I need to make it happen before he even knows what’s happening and make it all seem normal for him as it’s happening. 

	Can I do that?”

	Martha looked into her own eyes in the mirror and she smiled.

	“I can.”

	—o—

	Frank bent over and set the dustpan on the floor. He brushed the dirt into it. As he did, he heard his wife approaching. He stood up and dumped the dustpan into the kitchen garbage. Then he turned to face his wife. She entered the kitchen, carrying a pair of high-heeled shoes.

	“Wear these,” she said.

	Frank glanced at the shoes. They were black patent, high-heeled mules with wide open toes and little else. The only support they had was a one-inch thick band of leather which ran across the toes. The heels were somewhere around four-inches in addition to the platforms, which were a respectable half an inch. Frank knew right away from his prior experiences that wearing these would be really challenging. In fact, if Kara hadn’t made him wear Martha’s sandals so much, he likely wouldn’t have been able to manage these. He absolutely didn’t want to wear those.

	“Those?! Women don’t go around in those,” he protested. “I like the shoes you gave me.” He motioned down toward the slides with the chunky heels and the black bows.

	“I’d rather have you in these,” said Martha.

	“I’d rather not.”

	There it was. Frank had said, “no.” Martha knew this was the key moment. Normally, she stopped pushing at this point and Frank got whatever it was he wanted. This time... this time she intended to push back. She was going to get what she wanted. She wanted Frank in these impossible, sexist shoes and she was going to get it. She was going to hobble his masculinity quite literally by making him totter around in these from now on, and he would do it. That was her test of power.

	“They’re my shoes and I’ll decide,” she said. “Now put these on.”

	Frank looked surprised. She’s never pushed back before, not after he said “no” and it was a strange sensation to face that. He hesitated; Martha even thought she could see a hint of doubt in his eyes. “I— I can’t wear those,” he said.

	“Why not?”

	“Look at them. They’re— they’re kind of slutty.”

	Martha laughed on the inside. That’s why she had chosen them! Frank had bought them for her a few years back. He said he thought they were “sexy” at the time but she’d never worn them because she thought they looked “slutty.” Real women didn’t wear shoes like these, not outside of the bedroom or maybe a club. But he’d wanted her to wear them nevertheless; now the shoe would be on the other foot.

	“You bought them for me, Frank. Don’t you remember?” she said coldly.

	Had he really? Oh yes, now he remembered. “I— well—”

	“And if they were good enough for me to wear, then they’re good enough for you to wear. Or are you saying you wanted me to dress ‘slutty’?” asked Martha. She wagged them in his face.

	Frank’s jaw dropped, but no sound came out. He had no idea what to say. He was trapped.

	Martha seized the initiative. “These will make excellent slippers for you around the house. You can wear them while you do your chores.” Her use of the word “chores” was intentional as it implied duties for him, duties she had assigned, i.e. duties she had the power to assign. Unfortunately for Frank, he was so wrong-footed by all of this that he had no way to realize how deeply she was pushing him. Martha, on the other hand, felt strong and in control. She even had visions of Frank tottering around the house in these ridiculous shoes. They would make him look feminine and helpless, and that turned her on fiercely.

	Frank tried to think of some defence that didn’t involve calling his wife’s shoes slutty. There seemed to be nothing. He was supposed to be a woman now; women wore heels. It was his wife’s wardrobe; so she had the right to decide what he could borrow. He needed her help because she was the expert on womanhood; so he couldn’t really challenge that women would wear these. That left very little to argue... but maybe there was one thing!

	“I don’t see you wearing slippers like these,” protested Frank. He pointed to the wedge-heeled slippers his wife wore right now. They were simple mules with a white canvas vamp and cork-wedge heels about three inches high.

	Martha shrugged her shoulders. “Fine, I’ll start. We can wear them together.”

	Frank felt like he’d been punched in the gut. That was not the answer he expected. He had no idea what to say at this point, no idea at all. Martha, however, knew what to do. She set them on the floor before him. Then she offered her hand to help him step into them.

	This was Frank’s last chance to avoid this fate and he knew it, but he just couldn’t. He could think of nothing. Besides, he needed her help. Plus, he felt so strangely insecure because of the changes. And honestly, he told himself, they weren’t any more feminine than the slides with the bows; what difference would it make? Or was that just an excuse? He wasn’t sure. All he knew was that he had no answer to her arguments, so he reluctantly nodded his head.

	Frank looked down at the tall shoes. This was going to be difficult, and he knew it. He kicked off the slides. Then he took his wife’s hand to steady himself and he slipped his right foot into the first mule. It was tall and unstable. It was almost scary. Then he slipped his left foot into the other shoe. He was now delicately balanced atop the tall, narrow heels. He looked down and saw his toes with their red nails sticking out the fronts. He felt... slutty.

	“Good, girl. Now get to work,” said Martha and she winked at him, blurring the line as to whether or not her command to work had been an order or only a joke. Frank felt uneasy about this if it was meant to be a order (he didn’t want to follow an order), but decided not to make a big deal about this in case it was only a joke, as he didn’t want to seem insecure. So he got to work.

	Martha did not.

	—o—

	As Frank started moving around, he noticed something unpleasant. Actually, unpleasant wasn’t really the right word. To the contrary, it was too pleasant, erotically thrilling in fact; it just embarrassed him to be thrilled by it. What he noticed was that these mules were unlike any of the other heels he’d worn. Because they were so tall and had no support anywhere along his foot after the ends of his toes, he struggled to keep them on his feet. That meant his mind was always on them. What’s more, they hampered his ability to walk to such a degree that he actually felt like a sissy the way he needed to walk, which filled him with a sense of weakness and submissiveness. Indeed, when he lifted the shoe, he needed to press his toes into it. And even then, it took a moment for the shoe to follow his foot. When it did, it made a SLAP noise as the shoe’s insole slapped against the sole of his foot. Then, when the shoe hit the ground again, the sharp heel made a CLICK noise like a normal stiletto, only with almost an echo in it as the shoe never landed as firmly as a more supported high-heeled shoe’s heel. The result was a CLICKSLAP noise when he moved which sent waves of humiliation racing through his spine because whenever he heard shoes like this at the bar, the women who wore them were on the prowl. The idea of being like those women was embarrassing as it made him feel slutty, but that simultaneously turned him on strongly... which made his embarrassment worse.

	The shoes were a real distraction, as Martha had suspected.

	Frank picked up the broom again and started to sweep the rest of the kitchen. CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! He blushed and glanced at this wife. She sat at the kitchen table reading something on her phone. She didn’t look up or say a word. Somehow, this made Frank feel weaker. She was treating him like a servant.

	He opened his mouth to say something, but didn’t know what.

	“Stay calm Frank. It’s all in your head,” he told himself.

	But he knew it wasn’t. He could tell despite his wife’s seeming indifference that she was savouring her victory. She was savouring the fact she had ordered him to work and he was working. She was savouring the fact she’d put him in these slutty shoes and he was wearing them. He felt controlled. What’s more he felt like his wife was revelling in being in control. And that started to turn him on.

	“Oh no! Focus on the work,” he warned himself.

	It was too late though. He closed his eyes and tried to think of anything that might turn him off, but he grew hard as a rock once more.

	Martha saw this and chuckled. “If I knew housework turned you on so much, I would have made you do it long ago,” she said. She reached under his skirt and squeezed him, hard.

	Frank blushed. There was no rejoinder.

	“I’ll be in the living room,” said Martha and walked out of the kitchen.

	Frank watched her go. He felt embarrassed. His erection had given him away in the most embarrassing manner. He couldn’t believe it. She knew being her maid had turned him on. It wasn’t even true, he told himself.

	“This doesn’t turn me on!” he whined. “But she’ll never believe that.”

	He sighed and swept the new pile of dirt in the dustpan. He went to deposit this into the garbage can as well. CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! 

	CLICKSLAP! There were his heels again. That sound hit him like an itch he could not scratch. It was like a tingly temptation somehow beyond his reach. It made him incredibly horny and it made him throb. In fact, he was tempted to jerk up his dress and stroke himself off right then and there now that Martha was in the other room.

	“Calm, Frank. Stay calm,” he said.

	His heart raced though, and he was desperate to touch himself.

	Frank moved to the dishwasher, hoping to put these thoughts out of his head. He needed to empty the clean dishes and put the dirty dishes into the washer. As he walked across the room, however, the shoes drew his attention to them once more. Not only did he need to exert pressure with his toes just to keep them in place, but he felt the soft slap of the leather against his sole with each step. And then he heard that feminine sound once more: 

	CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP!

	“This is too much,” he blurted out.

	He actually reached down and stroked his erection through the dress. It felt amazing. But he knew the consequences of continuing.

	“Stop!” screamed Frank inside his mind.

	Frank took a deep breath. He calmed himself. It took a minute, but the intense need passed. Then he emptied the dishwasher. His mind, however, stayed focused on the heels on his feet and the dress he wore, the fact it was tented out by his erection, the cool breeze coming up beneath the dress, and the tug of his bra. He felt so weak and helpless and yet so horny.

	Finally, he finished the dishwasher. “I’m done,” he called.

	“Vacuum the living room,” called Martha from the living room.

	Frank winced. He wanted very much for this torture to end. If this kept up, he was going to end up stroking himself, and that would be a disaster for his manhood, especially as he was already so close to no longer even being able to appear as a man! Why did this make him so horny?!

	CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! 

	Frank moved to the hall closet. He grabbed the vacuum and pushed it to the living room. CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! His heels kept making that thrilling sound, each step driving into his psyche, making him want to stop and jerk himself off.

	“Don’t think about it,” he said. But how could he not?

	CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! 

	He saw himself lying on the bed, wearing the dress and heels, stroking himself. He came a fountain. That image felt like satisfaction. It was a mirage his brain wanted so badly.

	CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! CLICKSLAP! 

	Finally, he could take it no more.

	Frank stopped. He slipped his feet out of the heels.

	“What are you doing?” asked Martha firmly, but not harshly. She sat in the recliner nearby. She’d slipped off her shoes, which stood before the recliner, and curled her legs up beneath her. She had the newspaper in her lap and was looking over it. A cup of coffee sat on the end table next to her.

	Frank felt oddly uncertain. “I— these— they seem kind of, uh, not really appropriate to wear for working around the house.”

	“Why not?”

	Frank blushed and filled with uncertainty. The last thing he could say was, “because they make me feel slutty and they turn me on,” so he instead said, “They, uh, they’re hard to walk in.”

	“You’ll get used to them,” said Martha. “Put them back on.”

	Here was another chance for Frank to stand up for himself and put an end to this, but he was too confused even to consider it. Half his mind wanted to race to the bedroom and stroke himself into feminine oblivion. The other half struggled against that and had no thought to spare on fighting his wife. Besides, he was wearing a dress and makeup already. His legs were shaved. His hair was... whatever his wife called it; that was feminine too. Given all that, the heels were the least of his problems, even if they did make him incredibly horny. The rest made him horny too. Getting rid of the heels just shifted the problem, it didn’t solve it. And at least, they also made him taller.

	He reluctantly slipped his feet back into them.

	When he did, Martha’s heart nearly skipped a beat. She was truly taking control of her husband. She couldn’t believe it, but it was happening. She was taking control and he was giving it. Sure, she had a long way to go, but so far, she was getting what she wanted and it was more than she had possibly imagined! She felt strong. She felt powerful. She felt horny.

	—o—

	Frank worked for some time. As he did, Martha sat on the recliner reading the newspaper. She made no attempt to help with the chores. At first, Frank accepted this. He told himself his wife would start helping him soon. But as time passed, that began to seem less likely and it started bothering him.

	“I’m not her slave,” he told himself. “I’ll help out, but I won’t do it all alone.”

	He kept working though. He finished the vacuuming. He finished cleaning the front window. He finished some dusting.

	“Done,” said Frank.

	“There’s laundry to be folded,” said Martha.

	Frank glared at her. It was time to say something. He folded his arms, though his breasts made that posture feel funny and he quickly unfolded them. “Are you going to do something?”

	“I am doing something.”

	“Something to help out.”

	“That’s what I have you for, dear,” said Martha smugly. “I’ve always wanted a maid.”

	Frank withered when she said this. The idea of being considered his wife’s maid was utterly humiliating. Indeed, it had the most incredible effect on him. It was shocking how it affected him. When she said this, his whole body shook as if he’d just had an orgasm. His penis shot to attention faster than any time he could ever recall beneath his dress and it burst out precome making his panties so very wet. He even went light-headed; it actually took him a moment to recover, and when he did, he was trembling. How had those words been so powerful?

	“Wha— what are you talking about?” said Frank weakly, trying to recover.

	Martha saw the stunning effect her words had on her husband. She knew she had scored a direct hit and she knew now a weak spot in his facade. She decided to back off slightly though, to let what she’d said sink in and eat at him without giving him a chance to fight it just yet.

	“I think after all the times I’ve done this alone, I’ve earned a day off, don’t you agree, darling?” said Martha. “Next time.”

	Next time what? That she did not clarify, but she let Frank fill it in however he wanted, as he did. Hearing a far less humiliating reason for his wife leaving him to do all the housework, made this much easier to swallow. And the ambiguous promise of “next time” sounded like she would return to helping out after her “day off.” Frank could accept that.

	“Yeah, that makes sense,” he agreed. “I— I guess I’ll go fold the laundry.”

	“Thank you, darling.” Martha returned to the paper.

	As for Frank, the issue had been resolved to his satisfaction... sort of. In his mind, she had been joking. He would do all the housework today, but she didn’t really see him as her maid. Deep down though, that seed had been planted and it would grow. And as it grew, him being a maid would seem more normal and would become a harder thing to fight. Frank didn’t know it yet, but he’d glimpsed his future.

	Martha knew it. “I’m going to enjoy this,” she told herself.

	



	


Chapter Nine: “Asserting His Power”

	—o—

	There it was again: a knock on the door.

	Frank stared at his wife as she sat in the recliner still reading the paper. She didn’t move. She didn’t even act like she’d heard it, though he knew she had. She was feigning indifference.

	“Aren’t you going to get that?” asked Frank. His annoyance was obvious.

	Martha shook her head without looking up. “You get it.”

	“Me? Look at how I’m dressed!”

	Martha glanced at her femininely dressed husband. She flushed with warmth at seeing him dressed as he was. The feeling was hard to describe, but it just felt “right” seeing him like that. It turned her on too.

	“You look presentable, what’s the problem?” she said, knowing full well what was upsetting him.

	Her dismissive tone and seeming indifference to his feminization made Frank feel uncomfortably controlled, like he felt when she called him her “maid.” It made him tingle all over. “I’m dressed like a girl, that’s the problem.”

	“But you are a girl. So dressing like a girl is normal.”

	“I’m not a girl,” he protested and a helpless feeling crept up his spine.

	“Not technically, obviously. You still have your dick, but as far as the world is concerned, you are.”

	The mention of his dick and her cavalier dismissal of his manhood, caused it to grow and it tented out the dress once more. He blushed with embarrassment, knowing Martha could see it, and he dropped his hands to cover it. She rolled her eyes when it popped up.

	“I can’t open the door like this!” he exclaimed in a tone which contained much more whining than he’d intended.

	“Darling, no one will know you’re a man,” said Martha casually.

	“That doesn’t help! I am a man!”

	“Would you rather they knew?” she asked somewhat snidely.

	Frank shook with a dazed sort of shock. In all this time, despite everything, he hadn’t really faced the truth like he did in hearing that question: it was better if no one knew he was really a man. How had his life come to this? He blushed furiously and looked down at his erection tenting up the dress.

	“What about this?”

	“What about it?”

	“Look,” he said and he moved his hands to reveal the tented up dress she could already plainly see even before he removed his hands.

	“It’s lovely.”

	Frank’s shoulders slumped. Her dismissal of his concerns made him feel so weak, so helpless, so inferior. Why was he begging his wife to consider his concerns? It felt so... so... submissive.

	“I can’t open the door like this. They’ll see this!” he said.

	“Well, make it go flaccid. It doesn’t show if it’s soft.”

	“I can’t do that,” snapped Frank. “It doesn’t work that way. You have to answer the door.”

	“Frank.”

	“I’m serious, Martha. They’re going to see my... my thing. It’s going to be humiliating!”

	Martha exhaled unhappily and set her paper aside. For an instance, Frank thought his wife would answer the door for him. It seemed she would make a big deal of this but then answer the door. But she hadn’t gotten out of the chair.

	She leaned forward to speak.

	“Frank. You’re going to be living as a girl from now on. Opening the door to visitors is just part of that and you better get used to that. The same way, going to restaurants and stores will be part of it too. If you panic, or get hard every time you think someone will see you, then this is going to be truly difficult for you,” said Martha. “Now scurry along and open the door before they think we aren’t home.” Frank was stunned.

	His wife was right of course. If he was going to live a normal life at the moment, then he needed to be prepared to go out in public dressed as a woman. How would he do that if he sprouted an erection every time he did? Would he walk through the grocery store holding a bunch of bananas before his tented out dresses? Would he run screaming to the ladies room every time he came face to face with another woman? Would he call his wife to answer the door for him? He needed to get a grip on this and figure out how to pass himself off.

	That said, he knew there was no way he could answer the door right now, not with his erection already throbbing beneath his dress and his wife’s smugly dismissive tone making him all the harder.

	He shook his head. “I— I can’t. I will, but I can’t. Can you please— can you answer the door?”

	Martha exhaled again. “I don’t think I should, Frank.”

	“Martha, please. I can’t!” he said and he brushed his hand over his erection through the dress. “I can’t hide this.”

	“I shouldn’t.”

	“Please,” pleaded Frank. “Just this once. I’ll do it next time.”

	Martha folded her arms and glared. “All right, Frank. This time, I’ll do it. But not the next time—”

	“Agreed!”

	“What’s more, from now on you listen to me. From now on, you do what I say, no matter what it is. You need to learn and I am the teacher. You will do what I tell you, when I tell you, how I tell you. Got it?”

	Frank nodded his head. He was in such a state of panic that it didn’t even bother him how much he was promising or how much that would put him under his wife’s thumb. But then, perhaps he already was.

	“Agreed,” he said desperately. He was trembling.

	Martha slipped her feet into her heels and stood up. “Wait here.”

	With that, Martha tottered off to the front door. He heard her open it. He heard a woman’s voice as they exchanged some greeting. It sounded like Kara, which put him at ease as she’d already seen him dressed like a woman. Then he heard the woman step inside, as evidenced by her heels striking against the hardwood floor and he heard the door closed.

	“Come here, Frank,” called Martha.

	Frank hesitated. Was the woman still there? What if it wasn’t Kara? He was worried, but he went nevertheless. As he did though, his worry quickly blushed into embarrassment as his slutty heels echoed each step: CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! The sound sent a stinging humiliating jolt down his spine. He really didn’t want to be seen in these, but it was too late for that. He’d rounded the corner with the last step.

	“Hi Frank,” said Kara. “Cute uniform.”

	Frank winced. She’d seen him in dresses before because she’d made him wear them. This time felt different though. This time, he was wearing a dress because he had agreed to wear it, because he needed to wear it, not because she’d blackmailed him. That made this different. It gave him responsibility.

	“H— hi.”

	Kara glanced down at his erection tenting up his dress. “And here I thought you didn’t want to wear dresses.”

	Frank blushed. “It’s a long story,” he grumbled.

	“Oh, I do love a good story,” said Kara condescendingly.

	“Take Kara’s coat, darling,” said Martha.

	Frank hesitated.

	“What did we just discuss about doing what I tell you?” asked Martha when he didn’t move.

	His wife’s tone was friendly enough, but mentioning that he’d agreed to do what Martha told him in front of Kara filled Frank with a helpless, submissive feeling and he blushed with embarrassment. Part of him screamed to fight back, to stand up for his manhood. But it was too late for that. He stepped forward to take her coat. As he did, Kara removed her long grey overcoat revealing a dark green dress beneath. The dress had a short black collar made of velvet and long tight sleeves. Her legs were encased in silky stockings and on her feet were black platform pumps. She looked gorgeous.

	She brought the coat around to hand to Frank. As she did, Martha invited her to follow her to the dining room and she turned her back to Frank and Kara. Kara, realizing that Martha could no longer see what was happening, smiled evilly. Then she held out her coat for Frank, who reached for it. As he did, she dropped it to the floor.

	“Take good care of that, Frank,” said Kara and she walked past him, leaving the coat on the floor.

	Frank stood over the coat, staring down at it. He ground his teeth. Picking that up, he knew, would make him feel servile. It would put him beneath Kara. He debated if he could just leave it, in fact. But he knew his wife would never understand how the coat got on the floor or why he left it there, if he did. She would see his conduct as rude, and he couldn’t explain why he had done it without also explaining how Kara had treated him in their time together, specifically how she had played the dominant and made him into her servant. That was something he never wanted Martha to know. So he surrendered and he picked up the coat.

	—o—

	Frank returned to the bedroom to put away the laundry as Kara and Martha moved to the dining room. Martha brought out some small foods to eat and they chatted gaily. Frank heard their laughter as far away as the bedroom and he wondered if any of it was directed at him. It wasn’t hard to see Kara laughing at him tottering around in the slutty heels.

	“She must have been wet as a sponge when she dropped that damn coat,” he snarled.

	Even his wife, he thought, seemed to be enjoying his predicament. At the very least, her nipples were hard a lot and she struck him as rather horny, especially now that she had a means of coming again, even if he did not.

	Frank finished the laundry and returned the basket to the drier. He started to return to the bedroom to change into male clothes for work – well, maybe not “male” clothes, but at least not-obviously-female clothes. As he tottered down the hallway, he heard his wife call his name. He reluctantly made his way to the dining room.

	“What?” asked Frank snidely.

	“Don’t be rude, Frank,” admonished Martha.

	Frank blushed. “Sorry.”

	“Did you finish the laundry?”

	Frank shot an embarrassed glance at Kara who was wiping her lips with a napkin apparently to hide her smirk at his doing maid work around the house. “Yeah, I’m finished,” he said unhappily.

	“Oh good. Kara has to leave soon and we want to look through some potential gifts for Jeanette’s birthday. Be a dear and clean up the dishes so we have time to do that,” said Martha.

	Frank furrowed his brow. It had been their lunch. They had eaten it. They hadn’t even invited him. Why should he clean it up? Was he some sort of servant? No, he wasn’t.

	“Me? I need to get ready for work,” protested Frank.

	“You have an hour still.”

	“I know, but I need to change.”

	“You can do that after you clean up,” said Martha.

	As she said this, Martha and Kara got up and moved to the living room, chatting as they went. They left the dishes for Frank as if the matter had been decided; Martha’s order was enough. Frank burned with shame as he looked at the dishes and realized he had been made into some sort of maid. The urge to tell his wife to clear her own dishes rose inside him!

	But he put it down.

	For one thing, he told himself, it wasn’t really worth a fight, was it? He had the time. They apparently did not. He might not like it, but it wasn’t unreasonable to ask him... was it? Married couples did things like this for each other all the time. Indeed, many a night, Martha had cleaned up from one of his poker nights. It was fair to ask him now, or at least, he would sound selfish and insecure arguing it wasn’t.

	Not to mention, he didn’t really want to make his wife look bad before Kara, did he? And fighting with her over something so trivial was not a good look, especially where the triviality was whether or not he was supposed to be submissive. Kara didn’t need to witness that. They needed to have that discussion in private, not in front of visitors. Besides, Kara still had this uncomfortable power over him; what if she sided with Martha and she blackmailed him into backing down to his wife. That would be humiliating and it could spur Martha into pushing even harder... or investigating what had really happened with Kara.

	“It’s best just to do it,” he told himself.

	He wasn’t happy about it though.

	Frank grabbed some dishes and tottered to the kitchen. The embarrassing heels tapped off his progress as he made his way to the dishwasher once more: CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! Each step made him feel smaller, more feminine. Worse, he knew both women could hear his steps.

	“They must be laughing at the sissy husband doing woman’s work,” snapped Frank as he jammed the dishes into the washer. “I’m not some servant girl,” he grumbled beneath his breath.

	But clearly he was, at least that’s how his wife seemed to be treating him. Frank suddenly had a vision of himself in a French maid uniform, all frills, petticoats and ribbons, acting like a total sissy as his wife sat on the recliner ordering him around. The vision thrilled him.

	“Why is this happening to me?” he asked himself with a sigh. “Why is this turning me on?”

	Of all of it, that was what bothered him the most. Yes, it bothered him that he was turning into a woman. Yes, it bothered him that he had let his wife dress him like this. Yes, it bothered him that he had let his wife and Kara order him around like some sort of slave. Why had he given in? What bothered him most though was that all of these things seemed to turn him on. Why? He was a man. He should be horrified, not turned on by all of this?! 

	And yet, as horrified as he felt, as humiliated as he was, he kept getting hard.

	“I don’t understand,” said Frank.

	Frank pushed his penis downward as if that might make the erection go away. Of course, it didn’t. It felt good touching it though. He pushed it again, this time, trying to push it toward him, as if he could push it back inside himself. That didn’t work either but again, it felt good. In fact, it felt so good that before he even knew what he was doing, he’d stroked the tip of his penis through the silky dress material and then run his fingers along the shaft. That felt electric.

	He suddenly wanted to stroke himself desperately.

	“I can’t,” he told himself.

	But his brain didn’t seem to listen. It was sensing pleasure, pleasure it wanted, and despite telling himself not to do this, he wanted to do it more and more every second, and his fingers were proceeding.

	“You can’t,” he told himself again.

	But he ran his fingers along his shaft once more. It felt good. Too good. It would feel better to come too. It would feel amazing to come, actually. He closed his eyes and tried to remember how it felt to come. He had a memory of it, but it wasn’t enough. It was a mere shadow of what he craved... a tease, nothing more.

	“When was the last time I—?” he asked himself.

	Frank lifted his dress up to his belly. He told himself he wasn’t sure why he had done that, but he knew what was coming. With his dress lifted, he could see his penis pushing out his panties. He could see his erection inside the panties.

	“Don’t,” he told himself.

	But he wasn’t listening. It was too much. The emasculating looks from Kara as she commented on his erection and dropped her coat. The way he was dressed. The slutty heels. The way his wife made him her servant with barely a word. He’d truly surrendered to her, he realized. It was all too much! He was a twisted knot of need and he needed to come to free himself.

	It would feel so good.

	Frank reached into his tented panties and pulled his erection out. It stood in the open air now, pointing hard toward the door to the living room where he could hear the girls tittering and laughing. That sound made him even harder. Their laughter felt so humiliating.

	“Maybe just stroke it. Don’t let it come,” he said helpfully.

	But he knew he was lying. He wouldn’t stop if he started.

	Frank wrapped his fingers around his shaft. His red nails looked so feminine, so sexy holding his erection, as if some beautiful woman had taken it in her hand and was now playing with it.

	He gave it a stroke. Then another. A chill raced over him. He needed this.

	“No! I can’t,” he told himself, but he knew he would. He’d already decided.

	A warm, soft wave rushed over him at the decision. He hadn’t come in so long now, he needed it. But what of the hormones? Frank pursed his lips. 

	If he did this, he would become more feminine. Was it worth it?

	“How much worse can it get?” he asked himself.

	That seemed a fair point, in a way. He had breasts already. He had women’s hips. He had an hourglass figure. He had shrunk. His muscles were smaller and feminine.

	“What more could happen?” he asked himself nervously.

	His fingers pressed gently against his shaft and gave it another stroke. Frank couldn’t get over how sexy his hands looked against his shaft. It was truly an erotic sight.

	He stroked himself again, and this time, didn’t stop. His finger started slowly moving back and forth along his shaft. He was doing it. He really was. Only, somehow, he wasn’t excited enough. He knew it. He would never come without a little bit more and right now he wanted to come.

	“Don’t do this,” he said.

	Then he felt more than saw a rush of images. He saw his breasts in the mirror, big and glorious and wrapped in their new bra. He thought about the slutty heels on his feet. He heard their CLICK SLAP in his mind. He saw Kara dropping her coat and smirking over her shoulder as she walked away. He heard his wife tell him to clean up the dishes. He felt so weak, so soft, so little.

	His erection was throbbing now.

	Frank picked up speed. He stroked faster, held tighter.

	Suddenly, a strange thought came over him. It was almost masochistic in a sense. He saw his wife laughing at him for turning into a girl. He saw Kara making him follow her around picking up her things and licking her feet. He saw Jade ordering him around. He saw his dick shrinking. His breasts growing. All of that made him feel weak and sick and then... then he wanted it.

	He wanted it badly.

	It was an impossible feeling to explain. He couldn’t explain it. He didn’t understand it. He most definitely did not want to become more feminine. And yet... he wanted it.

	“How can I do this?” he asked himself.

	Then a thought hit him. He told himself he could do this, but just this one last time. It would be a strange sort of rebellion, an act of defiance. Everyone else wants to feminize him, well, he would do it to himself... just this once... and he would never tell them he did it. No one would ever know. It would be his little secret. It was both grovelingly submissive and incredibly empowering all at once.

	“But this is it,” he assured himself. “One time and then never again. I’m putting my foot down. I’m putting an end to all of this. No more dresses

	—”

	He started stroking very fast. His breathing became jagged. His breasts jiggled femininely with his heaving chest. He reached up with one hand and started playing with one of his nipples. He spread his legs wider. 

	His balls now swung freely inside the panties between his thighs.

	“No more heels!”

	His balls danced in the air. He felt a tugging and throbbing deep within.

	“No more orders! No more housework! I’m in charge!” He groaned. It all felt exquisite and he felt so powerful.

	“I’m a man.”

	He groaned again. “I’m a man and will be a man again!”

	And with that, he exploded. His penis shot dollops of hot, white sticky fluid to the ground. Precious hormones needed to save his manhood. But he didn’t care. He needed that moment of surrender to become stronger. This was where he would draw the line. However feminine he became was as far as he would go. He was taking control of his own body and his future. This would never happen again!

	The fluid landed on the kitchen floor.

	—o—

	Frank looked down at the mess he had made on the floor. He felt a little embarrassed suddenly, and a little guilty. He had been serious about reasserting his power, but the strength and conviction he felt before he’d come had vanished in the aftermath. He watched another few drops fall from the tip of his penis to the floor as it slowly started to deflate. He shoved it back inside his panties and pulled his panties up over it. He looked down at the pools of come. He didn’t want the girls seeing that, or knowing what he’d done.

	“Better clean that up,” he said.

	Frank grabbed some paper towels and wet them. Then he tried crouching down to wipe the floor. The problem was his heels were too tall to do this with any effectiveness, so he lowered himself to his knees and started wiping it all up. He was reminding of the image of Cinderella mopping the floor with a brush. Of course, she wasn’t wiping up her own come. Nor was she wearing stripper mules. But the image struck him nevertheless and he felt a bit foolish.

	Suddenly, he heard the sound of high heels approaching: CLICK! CLICK! CRACK! CLICK! CRACK! CLICK! He looked up just in time to see his wife and Kara enter the kitchen. They walked right up to him, stopping with their toes only inches from the puddles of come he was wiping up. He could see their pretty pedicures through their open shoes. They looked so tall from this angle, almost like giants. He felt very small and very exposed.

	“What are you doing, Frank?” asked Martha.

	Frank blushed. “I, uh, spilled some, uh, coffee,” he said.

	“Oh. Well, there’s still more dishes to be cleaned up.”

	In hindsight, Frank realized this might have been the ideal moment for him to stand up to his wife if he was truly intending to do so, but somehow, he didn’t. It didn’t even occur to him. Perhaps it was the embarrassment of being found on his knees wiping up his own come, perhaps it wasn’t. But either way, he meekly nodded his head and agreed to collect those dishes once he had cleaned the floor.

	“By the way,” continued Martha, “we’ve decided we’re going ahead with the poker night tomorrow night.”

	Frank ran his tongue over his lips. “Poker night?”

	“Yes, Kara and I think it’s a good idea.”

	“Yes, we do,” added Kara with a purr only Frank could hear.

	Frank shuddered. “Ok. I guess... I guess I’ll wear my work clothes.”

	Martha shook her head. “No, you’ll be going as a girl.” Frank’s jaw dropped. “Me? A girl?!”

	“So will Ted,” said Kara.

	Frank didn’t care about Ted though; he cared about his own humiliation. “You can’t be serious!” he gasped.

	“Of course, dear,” said Martha. “Like we talked about earlier. You need to get used to appearing as a girl in public. It’s the only way you’ll get used to it and have any sort of normal life until we can find a cure.”

	“But— but this isn’t ‘public’. This is Ted and Carl. I know them.” Martha shrugged her shoulders. “You just have to get used to it.”

	“Besides, Ted will be joining you,” said Kara.

	“But Carl?”

	“Carl will have to deal with it,” said Martha. She looked at her watch. 

	“Now pick up those dishes. Then you need to get ready for work.” Frank stared at her in shock.

	



	


Chapter Ten: “At Work”

	—o—

	Frank sat on the edge of his bed a few minutes later. He was stunned.

	First and foremost, he was stunned that he had done what he had done in the kitchen. He understood the desire to draw a line in the sand on all of this, but why had he allowed himself to jerk himself off to do it? It felt like an alcoholic promising to go sober after one more bottle, or a dieter promising to start eating right after one more last hurrah of cookies. Promises like that were never real. He knew that. What was worse, he would pay a price for doing it. Whether that meant bigger breasts, wider hips, a more girly voice, he did not know, but it was coming.

	Frank cupped his breasts in his hands – he had already pulled off his dress and returned it to the closet, leaving him in panties, a bra, stockings and heels. His breasts felt heavy and full. They were more than he could hold already. How much bigger would they get now?

	“Why did I do that?” he lamented.

	He glanced at his biceps. They seemed so much smaller. He looked so weak. His legs looked softer too. How much more feminine would they get? He could only imagine how round his rear was.

	He glanced past his legs at his feet. They looked so feminine with their red-painted nails and the crazy angle the heels forced him to maintain. He kicked off the slutty mules and rose to walk to the vanity to remove his makeup. He felt uncomfortably short as he did. Everything seemed too tall, too large.

	“And now she wants me to go to poker night dressed like this?” he spat out.

	He tried to sound tough about the idea, spitting out his anger like some swaggering ruffian, but the feminine lilt in his voice neutered his anger. Even in his head, his voice sounded like he had a cold; it was higher pitched, weaker. He could only imagine how he sounded to other people. He wanted to cry.

	“Poker night,” he said again; his voice wavering.

	It was one thing to be seen in a dress by Ted and Kara, as they had already seen him in one. Martha? That actually felt worse than being seen by Ted and Kara; she was his wife and was supposed to look up to him as her masculine protector.

	“So much for that,” he grumbled.

	But to be seen by cute, helpless, hapless Jeanette and her macho jerk husband Carl? That was going to be a nightmare. He could only imagine how Carl was going to rake him over the coals. He was going to humiliate him to no end.

	“At least Ted will be in the same boat,” he told himself.

	Though, ultimately, that was little comfort. Misery may love company, but it’s still misery, even with company.

	Frank sat at the vanity and picked up a container of makeup removing pads. They were wet and worked well to remove almost all of it. He pulled out a pad and ran it over a closed eye. The eye shadow and mascara Martha had put there so expertly came off and his own eye reappeared. He stared in the mirror at this woman who stared back. It was startlingly how feminine he looked. The only evidence of him was a similarity of appearance with the woman and the one exposed eye – it was like he was peeking out from behind a mask. Frank was amazed. When his wife first told him she could make him disappear behind makeup, he didn’t believe it. But it was true.

	“The trick is reappearing,” he said.

	Of course, the shot may have helped too with shifting fat pockets and smoother skin. His cheeks had become a little puffier over time. Not to mention, with his feathered, longer, more lush hair, his face looked smaller. 

	He even had the beginnings of bangs the way his wife had brushed his hair.

	“I wonder if Ted knows about the poker night?” he asked himself.

	Frank thought about calling his friend to find out if he knew, but there wasn’t really a point. It wouldn’t change anything. Besides, what if Ted liked the idea? Then Frank would feel even more exposed. He took another pad and worked on the rest of his face. Little by little, Frank re-emerged.

	“Kara’s gone,” said Martha as she entered the room behind him.

	“Martha, listen,” said Frank. “I really don’t want to go to this poker night.”

	“You boys have always done poker night,” said his wife. She went to the closet and retrieved the slacks she had given him to wear with his male clothes. Frank knew they likely would no longer fit whenever the next set of changes kicked him. She also pulled out his white dress shirt, his tie and his silver vest. The vest no longer fit already. She set them all on the bed.

	“Yes we have, but Carl’s going to have a field day with this,” said Frank. Frank found himself growing hard at the thought. Again, he wondered why things like this turned him on. What was wrong with him?!

	“You could always join us for a girl’s night.”

	“That’s not the point,” said Frank and he finished removing the last bit of makeup from his lips. That left only his nails and his femininely feathered hair. “I don’t want to be seen by them.”

	“You need to get used to it, Frank. Like I told you before, I’m not going to let you move into a cave like some hermit. I want to have a normal life—” she paused to smirk at the word “normal” and she felt her nipples pop up “—as normal as possible, I mean. I’m not going to go into hiding just because you’re embarrassed that you’re a woman now.”

	“I’m not a woman!” protested Frank.

	“Fine then... shemale, Frank.”

	The word was like an explosion for them both. This had been a word they’d danced around repeatedly, both afraid to acknowledge it. They both knew it was true, but neither was prepared to accept its reality, thus neither had spoken it aloud and to the other, not like this. Frank was neither man nor woman anymore. His wife had declared it. He was a shemale. A chick with a dick. A girl with more. That was just how it was going to be.

	Frank felt a wave of something rock him at his wife saying that word, and it left him feeling weak. It was like an orgasm only body-wide. He felt dizzy, spent. He also felt horrified. This was the moment he knew in his heart of hearts that he was no longer a man... but he wasn’t a woman either.

	Frank withered.

	Martha was shocked too. The word came out sounding raw and powerful. Saying the word had broken the last taboo that maintained the fiction that they were equals, and she suddenly felt immense, for lack of a better word. She was in charge. He belonged to her now. He was her neutered little husband, her sissy, her shemale toy.

	Martha seemed to grow.

	“I’m sorry, Frank,” said Martha without any contrition, “but that’s the truth. Now let’s get you dressed for work.”

	—o—

	Frank trembled as he slipped into the restaurant. He hoped no one noticed him arrive.

	Odds were that tomorrow he would become too feminine to hide it anymore, but that didn’t mean today would go smoothly. To the contrary, he was plenty feminine enough already to cause problems. Indeed, try as he might, he had been unable to close the vest over his breasts. He now had two open buttons, which made his problem quite noticeable. His pants – his wife’s actually – barely fit over his rounded rear and widened hips. He struggled to close those too. He looked like a man wearing his wife’s pants, especially with his enlarged penis bulging out the smooth fronts of the pants. He had worn the flats again as Kara still held the loafers hostage. That meant he needed to roll the pants up, which looked girly. If he didn’t, he would be tripping with each step. He felt very short in the flats, which heightened his insecurity. It was so bad he actually considered wearing heels just to be taller to offset his diminished stature, but he knew he couldn’t get away with it.

	Frank slipped along in the shadows toward the bar.

	Jade spotted him.

	“Oh no, not now,” he said beneath his breath.

	She came over and looked him up and down once before shaking her head. “You look rough, Frank. Putting on weight? I hear hormones will do that to you,” she said with a chuckle.

	“I’m not taking hormones,” growled Frank.

	Jade poked his bulging chest, sending a tingle down Frank’s spine. He recoiled and grabbed his breast.

	“Right, why ever would I think such a thing,” said Jade condescendingly. She shook her head. “Listen, I want you to talk to William today.”

	“I already did. He said you couldn’t tend bar.”

	“I know that, but we’re hardly done. Today isn’t about the bar. Today, you’re going to talk to him about heels. It’s asinine that the waitresses need to wear heels just because they’re women. The men don’t have to. It’s time that policy got changed, and you’re going to make that happen.”

	Frank cringed. Despite everything – or perhaps because of everything – he withered at the idea of talking about high heels. High heels were the domain of woman, not men, and he should not be discussing them. He shouldn’t know anything about them, shouldn’t want to discuss them, and should not care if the waitresses wore them or not. It wasn’t his business as a man. Besides, what if he gave something away? He shook his head. “I can’t—”

	“You don’t have a choice, sissy boy.”

	Frank sighed. “What do I need to do?”

	“That’s the spirit,” said Jade mockingly. “It’s crazy that he makes us wear heels. No other restaurant in town – probably the world, honestly – makes waitresses wear heels. It just isn’t done. They’re painful, dangerous and difficult to wear. Here’s your chance to become a hero. You need to convince him to drop the requirement. Let the waitresses wear flats.”

	“He won’t go for it,” said Frank truthfully. He knew William enough to know that.

	“He better.”

	“He won’t.”

	Jade poked Frank in the middle of the chest, right between his breasts, as she spoke: “If he doesn’t, you might go on some sort of high-heeled sympathy strike. Got it?!”

	Frank wasn’t entirely sure what she meant, but he could guess and what he guessed was not good. In fact, it was terrifying. So he nodded his head and agreed to try his best. Then he scurried to the bar to do his job. He hoped William wouldn’t come in tonight, but the odds of that were low as he came in almost every night. Frank had no idea what he would say to him.

	—o—

	It took about twenty minutes before William arrived.

	He looked chipper this evening in an old-style black suit with a skinny tie. It reminded Frank of a Frank Sinatra movie and he wished he could be dressed the same... and that it fit. Frank watched as William disappeared into the office and then came by the bar to check the numbers and get himself a drink. He raised an eyebrow as he neared and he half-scowled at Frank.

	“Your vest buttons are open,” he said.

	“I know. I put on some weight.”

	“Well, get a new vest. You can’t be out of uniform,” growled William. “I should send you home,” he muttered as he grabbed a bottle of vodka from the top shelf and poured himself a double.

	Frank had dodged the vest issue for another night, but it left him feeling uneasy. He would have preferred not to talk to William tonight, but Jade wasn’t giving him an option.

	“Say, boss,” said Frank casually. “Some of the women are complaining—”

	“They always complain,” countered William immediately. He now searched for cranberry juice to add to his vodka.

	“The thing is, they might be right. This time, at least.”

	William raised a suspicious eyebrow. “About what?”

	“Some of the women are complaining about needing to wear heels, is all,” said Frank. He felt unusually nervous as he proceeded. “I mean, who cares what shoes they wear, right? But they’re saying that heels are uncomfortable and dangerous. They said that no other restaurant makes women wear heels.”

	William glared at Frank. “You turning into some sort of feminist there,

	Frank?”

	“No. I just think it’s only fair.”

	“Fair? Who said life was fair?”

	Frank blushed. “I’m just saying, is all.”

	“Maybe you should stop ‘sayin’’ and start doing your job, Frank,” said William and he walked off with the vodka and a bottle of cranberry juice.

	Frank felt an icy chill pass over him. For a moment, he’d feared that William was going to fire him... or worse. Frank had never really intimidated him before, but he felt that now. Between the things he was hiding, being caught between William’s dinosaur ways and Jade’s power, and the problems he would have finding another job if he lost this one, Frank genuinely found himself shaking. Worse, he looked up and saw Jade across the restaurant motioning him with a nod of her head to go to the break room. He sighed and acknowledged the command.

	“Well?” demanded Jade when she entered the break room.

	“He said ‘no’.”

	“Of course, he said ‘no’. What did you say to change his mind?” asked Jade.

	“I told him everything you’d said and he just got angry at me.”

	Jade huffed unhappily. “I’m not happy, Frank. Not happy at all. I want results and you aren’t getting me any.”

	“It’s William. He won’t budge,” pleaded Frank.

	“William can be reached. The key is how you reach him,” said Jade. “I know you know how to reach him. Why haven’t you been more unsuccessful? Are you holding out on me, Frank?” She suddenly put her hand on his chest, over his vest. It was warm.

	Frank glanced at her hand nervously. “I— I tried everything I know with him. There are just some things he does that he won’t—”

	“Do you know what I think, Frank?” asked Jade, cutting him off. As she did, she started unbuttoning Frank’s vest. “I think you aren’t motivated enough to do what I asked.” As she said this, she unbuttoned more buttons before pulling the vest open, letting his breasts essentially pop out of their confinement.

	“I tried,” said Frank.

	“Not hard enough.” She started unbuttoning his shirt now. He thought about resisting, but knew that would end poorly. She had those photos after all, and William was in no mood to let that slide.

	“I don’t know what else I could have said to him.”

	“Oh, I’m sure there’s something.”

	As she said this, Jade pulled Frank’s shirt open. His breasts and his bra came into view. She smirked at how large his breasts really were – they’d been hidden behind his vest up to now.

	“Wow, Frank! Wow! You look like a girl!”

	Frank covered his breasts and blushed. His nipples embarrassingly popped up. Jade immediately saw her advantage. She lazily touched one of his nipples through his bra, sending an electric shock racing through his system and making his penis stand erect beneath the girly black slacks, tenting those out like a short skirt.

	“Here’s the thing, Frank,” said Jade. “I’ve seen you work miracles with the old man. You can do this. I don’t care which you do first, but you’re going to do one or the other by Friday or I’m telling William about

	this.” She patted his breast as she said the word “this.” Frank swallowed hard.

	“How do you think he’s going to react to you having breasts, Bra Boy?” She chuckled. “No, let’s make that Titties. That’s your new name, Frank. Got it? You have until Friday to make me a bartender or get this stupid heels rule dropped or I’m going to tell him all about you... Titties.”

	Frank became dizzy and thought he might swoon. This had been quite a shock.

	And then it got worse.

	“What in the name of all that is good and Holy is happening here?” demanded William as he entered the break room and saw Jade playing with Frank’s half-naked chest. He’d never expected to see that.

	Frank froze mid-swoon. His head was spinning.

	William stepped closer and saw the breasts on Frank’s chest, as well as the erect nipples and the lacy black bra he wore. “What in the Hell?! 

	You’re half a woman! You’ve got— you’ve got—”

	“Titties?” volunteered Jade cynically.

	“What is wrong with you?!” demanded William.

	Frank thought of a million explanations. Most of all, he thought of the truth. This wasn’t his fault. He’d taken a shot and this was the side-effect of that. It wasn’t his doing or his choice. He didn’t want breasts. But William wasn’t going to hear it. He knew that. And if he didn’t, William told him as much.

	“You’re fired!” bellowed William.

	“Wait! No, please?!” gasped Frank.

	“You’re fired.”

	“It’s not my fault! There was this shot. It did this to me. I didn’t want any of this!”

	William shook his head. “Doesn’t matter. You’re fired!”

	“You can’t fire him for that,” said Jade suddenly.

	William and Frank both looked at her for her unexpected comment.

	“What do ya mean I can’t fire him?” demanded William.

	“That’s sex discrimination. He could sue you.”

	William glared at her. “I’m not keeping him. He’s got— he’s got—”

	“Yes, I know. But you can’t fire him for it. He could sue you and he’d win a million dollars,” said Jade firmly.

	William’s glare intensified. “I ain’t having no woman tend bar!”

	Jade shrugged her shoulders. “Then make him a waitress. But you can’t fire him,” she said.

	William glared at Frank now; Frank watched this exchange helplessly. “That might serve you right,” grumbled William. Then he pursed his lips and declared, “Fine. You want to stay here, then you can be a waitress. I ain’t having you tend bar.”

	“You want to make me a waiter?” asked Frank.

	“No. A waitress. I ain’t having no man with breasts working here. You want to grow breasts, then you report to work as a woman. No half man, half woman garbage either. You want to work here, then you work as a woman. You go home. And when you report tomorrow, you report as a full on woman and I’ll let you keep your job. Otherwise,” he said harshly and he finished the sentence with a whistle and a flick of his thumb over his shoulder to indicate Frank would be gone.

	With that, William stormed out.

	Frank was beyond stunned watching his boss leave. This was truly shocking. What was he going to do? How could he go from male to female when all the employees knew who he was? From privileged bartender to lowly waitress? This was such a shocking turn of events to him that he literally could not speak. What was he going to do? What was he going to tell Martha?

	“That was unexpected,” said Jade with a laugh.

	Frank glared at her. It seemed he had a new problem.

	The End of Part Three
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