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Introduction by Ann

	 

	Dear Readers,

	We’ve come to the end. Sigh. I’ve truly enjoyed writing this one, with all the twisting plots and subplots winding their way through the story. Frank’s slow evolution from somewhat sexist jerk to whatever he is about to become has been fun to write as well. And frankly, Frank’s been kind of lucky with the women he’s encountered, if you ask me. Still, all things must end and this story has reached its climax. What’s going to happen?

	Well, poor, poor Frank has just about hit bottom... pun intended this time. He’s turned into a shemale who really can’t pretend to be a man anymore. His wife has discovered her dominant side. Kara already knew hers, but has had a chance to exercise it on Frank. Jade has run a silky-smooth coup at work. All that really leaves is Carl, but I can’t see much happening with him, right?

	In this (a)rousing conclusion, Frank needs to learn to be a waitress, needs to learn to deal with a horny, newly-dominant wife, and needs to figure out how to hide those pesky erections that keep popping up at the worst times. He also gets one last chance to save his manhood. Will he take it?

	Thank you all again for the fantastic reviews and wonderful emails! I hope you are enjoying Frank’s story!

	With love,

	Ann :)

	 


Prologue

	 

	“You want to make me a waiter?!” gasped Frank.

	“No. A waitress,” growled William. “When you report tomorrow, you report as a full-on woman and I’ll let you keep your job.”

	Frank’s head spun. William wanted him to report as a waitress?! A woman?! Or else he would be fired?! Everything began to spin. This was a disaster even worse than finding out he was turning into a woman.

	And then...

	Then Jade made it all so much worse.

	Jade had gone to her locker as Harry tried to collect himself. She pulled out a pink linen classic a-line dress with a white peter pan collar that she kept in her locker as a spare uniform, a heavily starched pleated white cotton waitress apron trimmed with soft pink lace, and a pair of white high-heeled sandals with two delicate straps over the toes and crisscrossed ankle straps. She moved to the door as Frank stumbled toward the exit, still stunned. As he pushed open the door, she held out the dress, apron, and the sandals.

	“You’ll be needing these,” she said smugly. “Oh, and this,” she said, handing him a sparkly pink notebook and pen set to write down his customer’s orders.

	 


Chapter One: “Problem Solved”

	 

	“Let me get this straight,” said Martha.

	Frank twisted his lips.

	“William fired you because you didn’t button your vest?”

	Frank blushed. Yeah, that wasn’t true. But he didn’t really want to tell his wife the truth. If he told her William caught him in his bra, with his breasts exposed, then she would want him to explain how he ended up in that state. That wouldn’t end well. In fact, he was pretty sure that any mention of Jade playing with his nipples would be an utter disaster, so he blamed the button.

	“He can’t fire you for that,” said Martha sternly. That was not the reaction Frank wanted. He wanted her to accept it and move on.

	“It was ‘out of uniform’.”

	“It didn’t fit! That was all. The worst he should have done is send you home to get the button moved or the vest refitted. Not fire you!”

	“Well, he did.”

	Yeah, that wasn’t true either. Not only had it not been the button, but William hadn’t actually fired him per se. He’d technically only threatened to demote him. But Frank didn’t want Martha thinking there was some way for him to go back to Empirey. He couldn’t go back. He couldn’t let William make him a waitress... or watch Jade gloat. The humiliation would kill him. It would be worse than anything Kara had done. It would be worse than anything that had happened to him so far. So he lied.

	But lying wasn’t always the best policy, as he was discovering.

	“I’m going to call him,” said Martha suddenly.

	All the color drained from Frank’s face. “Wh— what? Call him? William?”

	“Yes. I’m going to call him. He can’t fire you for that. I’ll tell him you have a medical condition that’s making your chest grow and firing you for it is illegal. He’ll have to take you back.”

	Frank mouth went dry as straw. If she called, she would find out the truth, and that he had lied to her. His problems seemed to be multiplying! “I— well…You can’t— you can’t do that!”

	“Why not?”

	Frank bit his lip. This was not going well. It was time to adjust the story slightly. “I well— He didn’t actually, uh, fire me.”

	Martha’s eyebrow slowly rose. She knew it. Something had struck her as wrong about the story Frank told. Frank had always been one of William’s favorites. He’d made Frank his assistant manager because of it. He wasn’t going to fire Frank just because his vest didn’t fit. Frank was hiding something. She folded her arms and scowled. “Go on.”

	Frank started to sweat. “I mean, he basically did. He just didn’t. I don’t want to go back.”

	“What exactly did he say?”

	“He, well, he— like I said. He didn’t like the vest thing. And I don’t want to work there if he’s going to be like that. I’ll find another job.”

	“There are no other jobs,” replied Martha cynically. “You said so.”

	Frank looked confused. “I did?”

	Martha nodded her head. “Yes, Frank. Last month, I suggested looking around to see if there was some other job where you might get a raise or might get promoted to manager. You said there weren’t any other jobs open in the city right now. You said there weren’t any other jobs that paid nearly as much either. I believe you called Empirey ‘top of the heap.’ That is what you said, isn’t it?”

	Frank ran his tongue over his teeth. It had been exactly what he said. Trust Martha to remember his words and to able to repeat them to him, verbatim.

	“I— uh, I’m sure I can find something,” he said.

	Martha tapped her foot angrily as she spoke now. “And what are we going to use for money to pay our bills in the meantime? We rely on your paycheck and mine, Frank.”

	“I’ll find something new. I really will.”

	“And how long will that take?”

	Frank blushed. He knew as well as she did that it could take days, weeks or even months to find something and even then it might not work out at all, or it might not pay as much. They couldn’t afford the uncertainty.

	“What did he tell you, Frank?” demanded Martha.

	“It was— I’m just not going to take him acting that way,” said Frank evasively.

	“What did he say?” Martha’s tone became cold and harsh. She had zeroed in on the lie and now she wanted the truth... she was going to get it too.

	“I’ll find something else.”

	“What did he say, Frank?”

	Frank ran his tongue over his teeth. “He was just rude is all.”

	“Words, Frank. Just words. You need to go back to work.”

	“I— I mean—”

	“No, Frank. We need the money. If he didn’t fire you, then you need to go back to work. I don’t care what he said. You accept it and move on. And if you said something stupid, and that’s why you’re acting this way, then you better swallow your pride, apologize, get your rear end back to work.”

	Frank winced. “It— I can’t. It wasn’t like that.”

	“Then how was it?” Martha’s tone was eerily calm, which suggested he’d reached the end of his rope.

	Frank hesitated. This was so incredibly difficult.

	“How was it, Frank?!”

	Frank swallowed hard. “He threatened to demote me.”

	“To what?”

	“He wanted to make me a waiter. I’ll make less money and have to do more work. I can’t accept that,” said Frank forcefully, feeling like he’d finally found the passage through his perilous verbal journey.

	But rocks lay ahead.

	“It’s still better than nothing,” said Martha coldly. “Besides, you told me some of the wait-staff make really good money. If that’s the only issue, then you call him right now and you apologize for whatever you did and you tell him you’ll be there tomorrow morning to take the new position.” She waved her finger in his face. “I’m serious, Frank. We need the money.”

	Frank blushed.

	“What?” asked Martha when she saw his hesitation.

	“He— he wants—”

	“Say it, Frank.”

	He hung his head. “He wants me to be a waitress.”

	Martha stared in shock at her husband. William wanted her husband to become a waitress? A waitress? Dress as a woman... at work. She felt a snicker welling up inside her like a tiny spark that was threatening to start a conflagration of laughter. Her husband... the waitress. The waitress! The first snicker almost slipped out and the blaze grew steadily. Another appeared on her lips. She bit her lip to stop from laughing. Her eyes teared up. Her face burned red. Her husband... the waitress.

	“It’s not that funny,” grumbled Frank, filled deep with shame.

	“What— what in the world made him decide you should become a waitress?” asked Martha.

	It was a fair question. Few men went to work as men only to be told to return to work as women. Something must have happened, something which resulted in William seeing some feminine aspect of Frank which convinced him that Frank needed to be made a woman. She wondered what it was. Frank, however, was never going to answer that question... at least not truthfully. He dodged it.

	“Obviously, I can’t agree,” he said.

	Martha raised a mirthful eyebrow. “Why not?”

	Frank stared at her blankly. “Are you serious?”

	Surprisingly, Martha suddenly realized that she was. She hadn’t been when she first asked him why not, but the more she thought about it, the more serious she became. There really was no reason other than Frank’s ego that he couldn’t be a waitress. It’s not like he could continue passing as a man much longer in any event. And this would solve the problem of going back and forth just for work. Plus, to put a fine point it, she was starting to find the idea hilarious and exciting. Her husband, the waitress. That had an arousing ring to it. “Yes, Frank, I’m serious.”

	“He wants me to be a waitress,” protested Frank.

	“Right.”

	“A waitress! I’ll have to dress like a woman!”

	Martha shrugged her shoulders. “And it will make everything easier. Now you won’t have to change back and forth, being a woman at home and pretending to be a man at work. You can be a woman full time. Problem solved.”

	“Martha,” growled Frank.

	But his wife cut him off. She stepped forward and slipped her hand between the buttons on his vest. “Enough about that,” she said and she pulled him close. She kissed his lips. “It’s just barely seven.” She kissed him again.

	Frank involuntarily grew hard despite his agitation.

	“You have the night off, apparently,” she continued.

	“So?” asked Frank cautiously.

	“So, I think we should go out for a nice romantic dinner. Just the two of us. Somewhere special. Then we can come home and have a little fun.”

	Frank pursed his lips. He knew this was a distraction, but it was quite the distraction. Indeed, it had been some time since she promised him “a little fun.” And in the rush of hormones, he’d forgotten that he couldn’t actually do what she was suggesting, not without consequences. Hence, to him, this all sounded like a pretty fantastic idea. Besides, leaving the “waitress issue” unresolved until the following day gave him time to think about how to talk some sense into his wife. She would eventually get that there was no way he could ever, ever, ever appear before Jade and the other waitresses in a dress. Never.

	But that was an issue for tomorrow.

	“What do you have in mind?” he asked.

	“I know a really nice, little romantic restaurant,” she said. “It’s intimate. Very private. Very discreet. The kind of place that if I slipped a foot into your lap, no one would notice.”

	Frank’s erection popped. He really liked the sound of that. “All right.”

	“Great,” said Martha softly. She kissed her husband on the lips. “Let’s get changed and then we can go.”

	Frank smiled. Maybe the evening could be saved after all.

	 


Chapter Two: “A Night On The Town”

	 

	“This is not what I had in mind,” groused Frank.

	“You should have been more specific,” countered Martha.

	“I believe I was.”

	“Nothing else fit, dear,” said Martha without the slightest hint of sympathy. “Besides, you’re a girl now. Get used to it.”

	Martha opened the broad glass door to the restaurant to let her husband pass. Frank tottered through unhappily. When she’d suggested a romantic dinner, he assumed he would be going as a man. Instead, Martha took him to their bedroom and made him change into a little black dress and black platform pumps – at least, he thought, she didn’t make him wear the slutty mules. As for Martha, she’d changed into the mauve sweater dress she’d worn for her date with Amber, which was fitting as this was also the same restaurant where Amber had taken her when she wore that dress.

	After being seated, Martha ordered drinks for them both.

	“This is nice,” said Frank after an uncomfortable glance around. No one seemed to be watching, but that didn’t make him fell that much better. Still, it was a very intimate restaurant.

	“I think so too,” replied Martha.

	Martha looked around now too. She tingled. This had been the restaurant where Amber had tried to seduce her and now she was here with Frank. That made all of this seem rather naughty. What’s more, as she watched her husband totter across the restaurant in his high, high platform heels and his little black dress, she found herself getting so very horny. Oddly, her horniness came with a sense of guilt too. He didn’t want this, or so he kept saying. But she realized she did. She wanted to support him, but she also wanted to play with him so badly. That created a difficult conflict within her for which she had no answer yet: how far could she take her desires?

	“You know, you’re very attractive as a woman,” said Martha. She swelled inside at how loaded that statement was, and part of her wished Frank would take that as a chance to confess his desire to stay a woman.

	He didn’t. Instead, Frank furrowed his brow and pursed his lips.

	“I mean it,” said Martha.

	“That’s not really what I want to hear,” said Frank.

	Martha hesitated before speaking her next thought. “Have you ever considered that there might not be a way back?”

	Frank glanced at this wife over the menu. “What do you mean?”

	“Have you considered that you might be stuck as a woman? Have you thought about what would happen then?”

	Frank licked his lips nervously. The thought had crossed his mind in vague ways at times. He’d had that thought in nightmares and he’d had hints of it in fantasies, but he’d refused to acknowledge it; he didn’t want it to be possible, so he refused to consider it could happen.

	“I’m sure there’s a cure. I mean, what’s done can always be undone,” said Frank.

	“Not always.”

	Frank licked his lips again. The idea of having to be a woman permanently sent a chill down his spine. On the one hand, it was a terrifying idea. He was a man. He didn’t want to be a woman. No matter what they said, it was still a man’s world. Three kings beat three queens. Losing his manhood would be embarrassing and he would feel... smaller. On the other hand, there was something truly kinky and naughty and thrilling in the idea. He couldn’t explain it, but pretending to be a woman among all these other people with no idea what he really was seemed... daring... naughty.

	“I— I don’t know. I’m a man,” he said.

	“If you’re worried—”

	“I’m not worried,” he snapped as his ego asserted itself to defend his masculinity.

	Martha smiled kindly. “I was just going to say, I’ll be there for you no matter what.”

	As she said this, Frank felt his wife’s foot touch his calf. He mentally expected this to be a mistake and that she would withdraw her foot instantly. She didn’t, however. Instead, her foot traveled up his inner leg to his knee, and then pressed forward beneath his dress between his thighs.

	“What are you doing?” he asked nervously.

	“I thought you might like this.”

	“I don’t,” he lied. Nevertheless, he subconsciously spread his legs a little wider.

	“That’s one of the benefits of dresses,” said Martha, ignoring his words. “Easy access.”

	Martha skillfully snaked her foot through the leg hole in his panties and found his penis, which shot to attention. She then ran her toes along the bottom of his shaft before two of her toes latched onto his shaft. They held it like a man holds a cigar between his fingers.

	“What if somebody sees?” whined Frank nervously.

	Martha snickered. “No one’s going to see. Just relax, Frank.” She wiggled her toes, stroking his shaft in the process.

	It felt good. It felt very good, and for a moment, all Frank wanted was to sit back, relax, and let his wife stroke him off with his foot. The only problem, he knew that letting her make him come was dangerous. Still, it felt good. He had to admit that.

	Martha shook her foot a little faster. “It definitely grew,” she said.

	“It’s excited.”

	Martha snickered. “I mean since the shot. It’s larger.”

	Frank chuckled sardonically. “But you can’t use it.”

	“You can,” said Martha cautiously. “It all depends on what you want to happen.” She was hinting at something deep inside her which she was only now starting to understand. She was really turned on by the idea of feminizing Frank.

	“I’d rather not turn into a girl.”

	Martha smiled at him again rather than responding. They both knew he was effectively a girl already, but he held out hope and she wasn’t going to fight that. Still, she shook her foot a little faster yet.

	“You’re going to make me come if you keep doing that,” said Frank. His heart was beating faster and he could feel his muscles contract and release slowly. He knew what was building.

	Martha smiled. “Am I?”

	“I can’t let you.”

	“I know,” said Martha, though she didn’t stop.

	Frank opened his mouth to respond, but the waiter came by with their drinks. Frank tensed up. Would the waiter see his wife’s leg reaching across the bottom of the table and her foot disappearing beneath his short dress? What if he did?

	“The two gentlemen at the bar wanted to pay for these,” said the waiter as he set the drinks down. He motioned toward two men who sat at the bar watching Frank and Martha from a distance. Both wore expensive suits.

	Frank’s jaw dropped. Had two men really bought them drinks? Men? Him? Didn’t they know? Well, of course they didn’t know, thought Frank. “But they should have!” he told himself.

	“We should send them back,” said Frank worriedly to his wife.

	Martha snickered and picked up the first drink. “Don’t be silly, darling. One of the perks of being a woman, especially a pretty one like yourself, is that men sometimes buy you drinks.” She nodded appreciatively toward the two men and then sipped her drink.

	“It’s weird.”

	“It’s normal, Frank. You know this, you’re a bartender.” She chuckled. “Sorry, were.”

	Frank blushed. “That’s not funny.”

	“I think it is. My husband, the waitress.” As she said this, she wiggled her foot, stroking his shaft once more; she felt a hint of wetness on her toe. “There’s a book in that story somewhere.”

	“There’s no book in that,” said Frank sourly.

	“Of course, there is,” said Martha.

	“No, there isn’t. And can you please take your foo—” Frank saw the two men rise from their chairs. “Oh no, they’re coming this way! What do we do?”

	Martha smirked. She had no intention of being with another man; she had what she wanted in Frank in every way. But she also thought it might be fun to tease Frank a little.

	“That depends. Which one do you want?” she asked.

	Frank stared at his wife in shock. “Wh— what?”

	“I think the taller one is cuter. I’ll take him. You can take the shorter one. He looks like a lot of fun in the sack.”

	“F— fun in the sack? You expect me to— to—?!”

	“How far you go is up to you, Frank. But you know what happens when a guy buys a girl drinks. They expect something.”

	“Ex— p— pect something?”

	Martha glanced at the two men who were almost at the table. “I bet you could probably get away with as little as a blowjob. Just don’t let him reach up your dress until he knows what he’s going to find.”

	Frank’s face went ghostly pale. He stuttered something, but no sound came out.

	The men arrived a moment later. Martha smiled politely and thanked them for the drinks. She complimented their suits.

	“Oh my God, she’s really going to do it!” gasped Frank to himself.

	Frank had a vision of himself in the back seat of their car. This guy was lying across the seat with his pants down around his knees. Frank was on his knees between the man’s legs. His high heels pointed out the open door of the car. His penis was stiff and throbbing. The man’s hand was on the back of Frank’s head. His erection was stuck between Frank’s—

	Frank swallowed hard. He glanced at his wife, pleading with his eyes not to do this to him. She winked.

	“While I appreciate the gesture,” said Martha, “I sadly cannot accept. My husband wouldn’t like it. It was nice meeting you though.”

	The two men smiled at them, nodded and slowly walked back to their seats. Martha watched them go and sighed.

	“Nice butts,” she said.

	Frank chuckled nervously with relief.

	“And you, darling,” laughed Martha, turning back to her husband, “I had no idea the idea of making it with another man turned you on so much.”

	“Wh— what?!” gasped Frank.

	Martha wiggled her foot, drawing his attention to it and his penis. His penis was slowly deflating. Her toes were wet and sticky. “You were throbbing like a bass speaker, Frank. I don’t think you’ve ever been as hard either. All I had to do was touch you and you exploded all over my poor little foot.”

	Frank’s jaw dropped in embarrassment.

	Martha pulled her foot away and slid it back into her waiting shoe. “I should make you lick my shoe clean when we get home,” she laughed.

	Frank blushed.

	“Seriously, Frank. You were genuinely throbbing. Are you sure you don’t want to stay a girl?”

	Frank shrunk in his seat. How embarrassing!

	 


Chapter Three: “Introduction To Waitressing”

	 

	“I can’t do this,” said Frank. His tone was both nervous and desperate.

	“Yes, you can,” said Martha calmly.

	She moved around Frank to check his dress. It was a black Audrey Hepburn-style cocktail dress with wide off-shoulder straps which formed the collar into a very wide V-shape, but no sleeves, a tight bodice, rounded hips and a flared skirt. Its hemline floated just below Frank’s knees. His nails were dark red. His makeup was a little heavier than normal, as Martha assumed the restaurant would be dark, and his hair was once again feathered. Martha noticed it felt thicker and longer than last time too. It hung to his collar by now.

	On his feet, Frank wore black wedges with two-inch heels. Martha knew William required the waitresses to wear heels because Frank complained about that as yet another reason he should be allowed to find another job, but she also knew that wearing serious heels sounded a little silly. So she dug out these wedges, which were technically heels, but she thought would be more appropriate.

	“You look beautiful,” said Martha.

	“I don’t want to look beautiful,” replied Frank nervously.

	“It will help with the tips.”

	“I can’t do this. I can’t go back to that place dressed like this. Everyone will see me. They all know who I am. They know I’m a man. This is too humiliating!”

	Martha shrugged her shoulders. “You’re a girl now. You have to accept that.”

	“Martha!”

	“Frank, that’s how it is. You’re a girl. You have breasts. You wear dresses now. Deal with it. The dress is beautiful. You look fine. No one who doesn’t know it’s you will even guess you’re a man.”

	“What about the people who do know me?”

	“They’ll just have to get used to it.” Martha sighed. “Honestly, Frank. This is all your fault after all. If you’d listened to me, this never would have become an issue. But you didn’t listen and now there’s no way for you to try to be a man. You would look ridiculous claiming to be a man with your girly shape, your big breasts, and your pouty lips—”

	“Pouty lips?” thought Frank. He hadn’t heard that before. Was that new?

	“—so this is just something you’re going to have to deal with. Just be glad I’m so understanding. I could be cruel and send you to work as a man and let everyone laugh at the girly-boy with the big breasts and girlish walk trying to act like a normal man. Or worse, I could make you put that body to work as a stripper or something. There’s a lot of call for girls with ‘something special’.”

	This statement caused Frank to see himself on stage dancing in lucite heels and a thong with enormous breasts jiggling all around a silver pole – an image followed by a slowly growing erection. He felt sick to his stomach.

	“Now let’s get you to work,” said Martha as she thrust a small black purse into his trembling hands.

	“F— fine.”

	They walked out to the foyer and the front door. Frank’s heels thumped like wedges as they went. His wife’s stiletto pumps made the sharper clicking noise to which Frank had become accustomed. As they reached the foyer Martha snatched up his car key.

	“Hey. I need that,” said Frank.

	“Oh no you don’t,” replied Martha.

	“How am I supposed to get to work without it?”

	“As long as you’re a girl, you’re not driving.”

	Frank glared at his wife. “Why not?”

	“For one thing, you don’t look like your driver’s license and you don’t need to spend time in jail, dressed like that, because of it. For another, it’s dangerous. You’ve never driven in heels or tight dresses before and that’s not easy.”

	Frank opened his mouth to say that he had driven in heels and dresses to Kara’s house, but decided that would be unwise. Telling his wife that he’d left the house in dresses and heels seemed like a bad idea. Besides, the bigger issue, as she noted, was that he didn’t look like his driver’s license. That raised several potential issues he hadn’t considered which now made him nervous. Could he drive without a better license? How could he get a new license? Did he really want one with an image of him as a woman on it? Could he still buy things without one? Whenever he wrote a check, they wanted ID. Sometimes, when he used a credit card they did too. Of course, he could explain it if they asked, but did he really want to tell every store clerk in town that the woman they saw was really a man? He shuddered at the idea.

	“How am I going to get home if I can’t drive?” he asked.

	“I’ll pick you up.”

	“What if William puts me on the midnight shift?”

	“We’ll figure it out,” said Martha as she shrugged on her coat. “Worst case, you get a ride from someone.”

	Frank cringed at the idea. The last thing he wanted was to ask someone at the restaurant for a ride. He would feel like a fool admitting that his wife no longer let him drive. Nor did he want to rely on his wife to be driven around like some child. But that was how it would be, for now at least.

	“Come along, Francesca,” said Martha and she headed toward the door, jingling his key in her hand.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Frank slipped into the restaurant after his wife embarrassingly dropped him off at the curb. Being dropped off made him feel meek and dependent. Going inside in a dress terrified him. But there was nothing he could do about it. There was no hope of hiding the fact he was wearing a dress. There was no way of avoiding William or Jade or the other employees. Nor could he turn around and leave either; Martha had made it clear he needed to do this. Hence, there was truly no way out of this. The one hope he clung to was that he might beg William not to make him go through with dressing as a woman; perhaps a more calm William would let him work as a waiter, he told himself. So he sucked up a deep breath to regain as much courage as he could and he reluctantly made his way to the office where he assumed he would find William.

	He found Jade instead.

	“What are you doing in the office?” growled Frank.

	Jade laughed. “Is that any way to speak to a superior?”

	Frank furrowed his brow. “You’re not my superior.”

	“Oh, I am honey, in every way,” she said as she looked him up and down, causing him to blush with embarrassment and grow hard beneath his dress. Fortunately, the way this dress was flared made it harder to see if he was erect unless the skirt caught on his penis. “For one thing, I’m a woman. You’re only pretending. But you aren’t even a man anymore either are you? And while you do look surprisingly good in that dress, I would look better. And most importantly, in case you forgot, I am the shift lead for all waitresses. That makes me your superior when you’re a waitress. Face it, Frank. I’m just superior in every way.”

	Her tone was only half-serious, though there was a smugness in it which made Frank shrink, especially because what she said was true. She was shift lead. And while that didn’t quite make Jade his boss, it came pretty close. As a shift lead, she was in charge of handing out assignments and making sure all the work was done properly on that shift. Above the shift lead was only the assistant manager, which was Frank, and the manager, which was William. That created a strange conflict where he was her boss, but she was in charge of the shift, putting her in charge of him.

	He decided to pull rank. “I’m the assistant manager,” protested Frank.

	“Are you sure about that?”

	“Of course, I am. Why wouldn’t I be?!” demanded Frank.

	Jade looked him up and down. “Gee, Frank. You tell me.”

	All the color drained from Frank’s face. He suddenly understood her point. Could William have stripped him of that role when he told him to become a waitress or be fired? William hadn’t said anything like that, but could it have been implied? Would William really do that to him?

	“What makes me think he wouldn’t?” asked Frank of himself.

	The butterflies in his stomach grew. It seemed suddenly as if being demoted obviously included losing his assistant manager position. Where did that leave him vis-à-vis Jade? He knew the answer.

	Frank became even more apprehensive. He glanced at Jade, who had started checking out his dress with an enormous, smug grin on her face and he felt sick to his stomach. He couldn’t imagine taking orders from her! Was that what William had done to him though?

	“Oh my, oh my, Frank. You look precious,” laughed Jade.

	Frank swallowed hard. “Let’s talk about this reasonably,” said Frank cautiously.

	“‘Reasonably’? You want me to be reasonable? Like enforcing a policy that forces women to wear dangerously high heels at a restaurant? That kind of ‘reasonably’?”

	She touched his dress, rubbed its material between her fingertips, and brushed her hand against his breast. Unfortunately, because the dress had off-shoulder straps, he wasn’t able to wear a normal bra with it because those straps would have shown. So Martha put him in a strapless bra which both pushed his breasts up, making them look more voluminous and even rounder, but at the same time offered less support... less protection, letting them jiggle. Jade’s finger crossed the line from bra to flesh, sending Frank’s nipples into space and making him blush like a school girl. He threw his arm across his breast.

	“Stop that!” he gasped with embarrassment.

	Jade laughed. “You are such a girl! I love it!”

	Frank blushed even more. “I’m not a girl!”

	“Oh yes, you are.”

	She reached for his nipple, which was now visible through his dress, but he pulled his breast away and blocked it with his hand. It was a very feminine movement which made Jade laugh once more. 

	“Well, the good news,” continued Jade, “is that I love the dress and I have a nice training program set up for you—”

	“You’re doing my training?! You?”

	“None other.”

	Frank cursed William. How could William assign such a task to Jade of all people? Jade was the reason he was in this fix in the first place, and William knew it! He also knew their history. Assigning her to do his training was just rubbing salt in the wound.

	“The bad news,” continued Jade, “is those shoes.”

	Frank looked down at the black wedges he wore. They were simple pumps with mid-to-low heels. “What’s wrong with my shoes?”

	“You should know this, Frank. Empirey has standards, Frank. Women need to wear heels, ‘real’ heels.”

	“These are heels,” protested Frank.

	“Oh no, Frank. Those aren’t up to Empirey standards and you know that. You’ve told that to some of the girls at times and William says it so regularly you’d think he had a fetish for women’s shoes.” She shook her head. “No... those will not do.”

	Frank furrowed his brow. He recalled one such conversation in the past... maybe two, but he had been following William’s instructions. It wasn’t like he made the policy. Of course, that wasn’t much of an excuse and the more he tried to justify this in his head, the smaller he felt.

	“Well, they’re all I have,” he finally said meekly.

	“Not to fear, Frank.  Not. To. Fear.”

	As Jade said this, rather gregariously mind you, she held out a pair of white stiletto sandals by their ankle straps. They were hers – he’d seen her wear them at the restaurant – and they were for him. Frank cringed. These shoes looked like murder to wear. They were so tall and the heel was so thin and there was such little support. Frank knew he would totter in these shoes for sure and he would struggle.

	“I— I—” stammered Frank.

	“Oh yes, you can,” said Jade anticipating his objection. “You can and you will, just like every other woman at this restaurant. See Frank, I tried to get you to get William to give up his little fetishist policy, but you didn’t think you needed to. You were a man and you would never need to wear heels at work and you thought it was funny to see the women tottering around so helplessly. Well, now that shoe is on the other foot and, girl, is it ever. You’re going to wear the highest heels around here, girlfriend, and you’ve only got yourself to blame. Now put them on,” said Jade with a wicked, satisfied smirk on her face and she shoved the shoes into Frank’s chest.

	Frank glanced at them hopelessly.

	“Go on, Frank,” instructed Jade.

	Frank took another moment to process what was happening. Then he took them, reluctantly, as he might a poison pill. He turned them over in his hands examining them. These were going to be so difficult, he realized. Plus, they had been Jade’s. She’d worn them. Indeed, he recalled her wearing them on more than one occasion. That thought somehow made this all the dirtier; it made it more naughty.

	“I— I can’t,” he said.

	“You don’t have a choice. Sorry, Frank. Policies are policies.”

	Frank looked at them again. He shuddered at the idea of wearing these, but Jade wasn’t going to give an inch. He knew that. He also knew that William would fire him if he caused problems. That would lead to financial crisis and it would send Martha through the roof. She would never understand why he could wear one pair of heels, but not another, just because Jade had worn them before.

	“Come on, Frank,” he told himself. “They’re just shoes. So what if she’s worn them?”

	“It doesn’t make it any worse,” came another voice inside him.

	“And it’s not like I’m not already dressed like a woman,” he grumbled to himself.

	“Still. They’re her shoes. That’s... different.”

	Frank swallowed hard again. It seemed he had reached an impasse with himself. But then he slowly took a step back and sat down on the bench in the employee lounge. He pushed the wedges off his feet and set the sandals down on the floor before him. He slipped one foot and then the other into the shoes before leaning to one side, pulling his leg back and feeding the strap through the buckle of his right shoes.

	“Don’t you look all sexy?” laughed Jade.

	Frank ignored her and did up the other shoe the same way. Finally, he stood up and stepped back over to Jade.

	“Happy?” he growled.

	Jade’s smirk exploded into an enormous grin. “It’s fitting, Frank. You never helped us get rid of these sexist rules, so now you get to live by them. I would call that justice.”

	Frank felt very small.

	Jade then motioned at the door and two other young women came to the break room. One was Evelyn. She was a blonde and wore a form-fitting red-silver dress with a tail. Her exposed toes peeked out the bottom when she walked. It looked like her shoes were silver with thin platforms. The other young woman was Hannah. She wore a shorter black tea dress with a bouncy skirt. Her long legs were encased in smoky stockings and on her feet were black open-toed slingbacks. Both women were quite attractive. Frank knew them both. He’d written Hannah up before for violating the dress code.

	“Will you look at that!” gasped Evelyn.

	Hannah let out a long whistle. “Wow!”

	Frank felt two inches tall.

	“I never would have guessed this was Frank! Our sexist bartender!” laughed Hannah. “How does it feel to be on the other side of the fence?”

	“Why are they here?” demanded Frank.

	“Did you think you could work here and no one would see you?” asked Jade.

	Evelyn started circling Frank, examining him from multiple sides. Her face registered shock and amazement. “There is no way this is your first time in a dress,” she said.

	Jade folded her arms and looked Frank up and down. “I’ve been debating that too.”

	“He’s far too... girly. Look at the way he holds himself.”

	“He looks like he’s been playing at being a girl for a long time,” added Hannah.

	Frank shrank even more. “I have not,” he protested.

	“Oh, I bet you have.”

	Frank watched nervously as the two women kept circling him, checking him out from every angle. He glanced at Jade as if for help and she just shrugged her shoulders. He could tell that she was enjoying herself though. In fact, Frank noticed her nipples were erect. Unfortunately, his penis responded to that by growing. He considered dropping his hands to hide it, but he realized that would only highlight the problem. All he could do was hope it stayed hidden within the folds of his flared skirt.

	“Look at his shape. How much padding is he using?” asked Hannah rhetorically behind him. She reached out and poked his butt, causing his penis to grow even a little more. “That’s not padding. That’s butt’s all him!”

	“Maybe he’s always been a girl?” suggested Evelyn as she brushed his side.

	“Not with that thing!” snickered Hannah as she came back to the front.

	Oh oh. She’d found it.

	“What thing?” asked Evelyn. Then she followed Hannah’s gaze until she too saw Frank’s rod pressing out his dress. Both women stared right at his erection which had, unfortunately for Frank, visibly tented out the dress between the flared pleats. It looked like something buried in a sea of otherwise perfect sand dunes. “Oh my!”

	“Excited, Frank?” asked Hannah with a laugh.

	Jade huffed unhappily and stepped in front of Frank. She put her hands on her hips and shook her head. “This is a problem, Frank,” she said.

	“Problem?” he squeaked.

	“Yes, Frank. What would you call it? You can’t just walk around all stiff, showing off your manhood to the customers.”

	“Can’t he make it soft again?” asked Hannah.

	“How?” asked Evelyn.

	“Couldn’t he just squeeze it back soft or something?”

	“Girl, have you never been with a man before? That doesn’t work,” said Evelyn.

	Jade snickered. “What do you think, Frank? Will that work? Should we assign someone to watch you and come squeeze your dick back into its little panty prison every time you get excited?”

	Frank shook his head nervously. He couldn’t imagine one of the waitresses squeezing his dick every time he got hard. That would be embarrassing. Besides, it wouldn’t work.

	“Would you ladies excuse me, please?” said Jade.

	Hannah and Evelyn looked disappointed but both nodded their heads and left.

	“So what do we do, Frank?” asked Jade.

	Frank blushed. He felt exposed that he’d gotten hard and it was even more embarrassing that Jade was talking about his erection. Worse, he had no idea how to solve this problem. His erections had been an embarrassment around his wife and around Kara, but he had no clue how to keep it from happening or how to make it go soft again. He’d tried thinking unhappy thoughts, but that hadn’t helped; he was generally too turned on for that to work. He really didn’t know any other way to prevent it. He’d tried wearing two pair of panties at one point to see if he could contain it, but that didn’t help. His dresses didn’t hide it, as evidenced by the current problem. That didn’t leave him many options... if any.

	“I— I don’t know.”

	“This is a problem, Frank. There’s no way I can let you go out there and wave that thing in people’s faces. Could you imagine some table of young women – or maybe boys, I suppose. The horror on their faces as you waved that thing over their food.” She shook her head. “The restaurant would be destroyed in the press, if we weren’t sued into oblivion first. No, Frank, we need a solution.”

	Frank suddenly wondered if perhaps this was his answer. If he couldn’t hide his erection and, therefore, could not work as a waitress, then he could not be a waitress. Thus, he would need to go back behind the bar, right? He shrugged his shoulder in response to Jade’s comment, feeling increasingly confident that he’d found a way out of this mess.

	“There’s nothing I can think of,” he said.

	He held his breath and waited anxiously for Jade to reach the conclusion that he could not be a waitress and needed to work in some other position.

	“Last I knew,” said Jade, “there was only one way to make an excited erection go down. You know what I’m talking about of course.” As she said this, she shook her fist in a way suggestive of throwing dice.

	Frank bit his lip. She was, of course, right. If he jerked himself off, then he would go flaccid. He didn’t know how long it would stay flaccid, as that would depend on how stimulated he got afterwards – and lately, he seemed overly-stimulated – but it would go flaccid. The problem was the consequence of jerking himself off, not to mention the idea of having to race to the break room to masturbate was incredible humiliating. He shook his head.

	“It won’t work,” he said.

	“It will.”

	“It won’t. It might work at first, but we have no way to know how long it will last.”

	“Then we need to find out,” said Jade.

	“Wh— what?” Frank hadn’t expected that.

	“We’ll just have to try it and see how long it lasts. That might be our only solution,” said Jade.

	“You mean—?”

	“Yes, Frank. Jerk yourself off and we’ll see how long it lasts.”

	“There’s got to be something else!” pleaded Frank.

	“You just said there isn’t, and I can’t think of one. So go on, Frank. Let’s test it.”

	Frank was stunned. Was she serious? Of course, she was, but really? She expected him to jerk himself off right here, in front of her? There was no way he could do it.

	“I can’t!” he exclaimed.

	“If you want to work here, then you better.”

	Frank bit his lip. In normal circumstances, he would have just walked out the door, but these weren’t normal circumstances and he knew it. Martha would be incredibly angry if he got fired before he even started. She would make him come crawling back and then things would be even worse; they would know they had him. Or worse, he would need to try to find some other job – as a woman because he knew he couldn’t pass as a man anymore – and they would go broke in the meantime. None of that was acceptable. Besides, what job would he get as a woman? He had no credentials as a woman. He would find himself a waitress somewhere else still struggling to hide his erections!

	“Please,” begged Frank. “There must be something else we can do?”

	“All right, I’ll tell you what,” said Jade. “I know something else we can try. But if it doesn’t work, then you make it come until it shrinks, got it?”

	Frank grabbed the lifeline she had tossed him. He nodded his head in agreement.

	Then, as Frank watched in horror, Jade grabbed the hem of his dress and pulled it up over his waist, exposing his massive erection pushing out his girly panties. There was a large wet spot of precome on the panties.

	“Oh you naughty boy,” laughed Jade.

	Frank shrank with embarrassment, but his erection grew even stiffer.

	Jade then pulled down his panties just far enough to let his erection pop out of them into the cool restaurant air. Its tip was wet.

	“Frank, Frank, Frank,” she said with mock disapproval. She held up one finger; its tip glistened with precome.

	“It happens,” groaned Frank.

	“Uh uh,” said Jade doubtfully.

	Frank was just about to respond, defending himself – this was all very arousing after all, not just the being dressed part – when Jade suddenly grabbed his erection and she thrust it downward. Frank was stunned. At first, he thought she planned to jerk him off, but then he realized she was pulling it down between his legs. This was incredibly difficult. It didn’t want to go.

	“If we can get it down here and push it back, then your panties might be able to hide it,” she said.

	It had been a good idea too, but it didn’t work. Frank was just too hard for her to move his erection in any direction except forward. She tried several times, in different directions, causing more and more precome to dribble out, before she gave up.

	“It’s not going to work. I guess we go back to the tried and true,” she said.

	“Wh— which is?”

	“You know what it is,” she said and she pulled her hand away, letting his erection spring out from his body. It stood out long and hard... quivering.

	“I— I can’t.”

	“If you don’t, I will,” said Jade.

	Frank reluctantly nodded his head, but could he really do this? The whole idea was too fantastic for him to grasp. And perhaps that is what made the rest possible. Under normal circumstances, Frank never would have done what he did next, but his brain had switched off. His body was moving with barely any conscious control.

	“That’s better,” said Jade.

	Frank looked down to realize he had grabbed his erection and was stroking it. He’s started slowly, but quickly built up speed.

	“Oh no!” he gasped. “Am I really doing this?”

	He was. He was masturbating before Jade, his nemesis. And this was just the start of his night.

	 


Chapter Four: “Frank’s Night Continues”

	 

	He’d finished.

	Letting Jade watch him had been the most embarrassing thing he could think of. It was far worse than letting Kara do what she’d done or anything involving Martha. At least, his penis was flaccid. 

	Frank pulled the hem of his dress down into place again as Jade moved to the door to call the other women back in. This reminded him of that scene in movies where some woman with a minor part is seen adjusting her dress right as the hero walks in to confront the villain, who had clearly just used the woman. He’d seen himself as the hero in that scene before, and maybe as the villain once or twice, but he never imagined himself as the floozy. 

	Evelyn and Hannah returned.

	“All right, ladies,” said Jade. “Frank will be joining us on tonight’s shift. I expect him to shadow you, Evelyn, tonight. He’ll shadow Hannah next time. That will give him a chance to learn from two of our best. After that, he’ll get a chance to work independently.”

	The two women nodded their heads. Frank cringed silently: Jade was putting him beneath them as well, apparently.

	“Before we start that though, let’s do some basic training and see how our new waitress does,” finished Jade.

	Frank pursed his lips. He did not need training. He could be a waitress, he told himself. Even in the ridiculously unsteady heels, he could be a waitress. How hard was it, after all? You ask a customer what they want and you bring it. That’s all there was to it.

	“I can do this,” said Frank.

	Jade chuckled. “Is that so, Frank?”

	“Yeah. It’s not that hard.”

	“All right,” she said. Jade then slipped out the door and came back with three beer glasses, a wine glass and a shot glass, all filled with water. She set them down on the table. “Here you go, Frank. Take these to the counter and we’ll believe you can handle it.” She pointed at a counter across the break room.

	Frank glanced at the glasses. He spotted a problem right away. It wasn’t that there were five glasses; the problem was that the glasses were different sizes. That would make them hard to balance.

	“That’s not a fair test,” he protested.

	“It absolutely is. The girls take orders like that to tables all the time,” said Jade.

	“We do,” agreed Hannah.

	Frank furrowed his brow and the women laughed.

	“Go on, Frank. Show us your skill,” taunted Evelyn.

	“It’s so easy even a man can do it,” added Hannah.

	“Even a man in heels.”

	Frank shuddered at the reminder of how he was dressed and the fact they had not forgotten what he was. And that was the problem: no matter how passable he looked, no matter how attractive as a woman – and he knew he was becoming quite attractive as a woman, much to the chagrin of his inner manhood – these women knew what he was beneath, and that made him insecure. He’d lost his manhood and his status, and they knew it, but he hadn’t gained womanhood either. He was something in between, a half-man, half-woman with a secret he dared not tell the world, and they knew it. That gave them power and must have made them feel smug superiority, or so he thought, which is why he felt the need to show them that he was still better than them. He had been their boss! He had been (and possibly still was) the assistant manager! He had been the head bartender, not just some waitress. He was a man, and he could do anything they could do. Frank’s ego burned.

	“Come on, Frank, show us how easy it is,” said Jade.

	“All right,” replied Frank arrogantly. “Watch and learn.”

	Frank stepped over to the glasses. He’d handled glasses before. He hadn’t carried them to tables, but glasses were his trade. He knew glasses. So he rammed the three beer glasses together, wrapping his fingers around them, pressed the shot glass into a seam between the wall of glasses, which he held with his thumb, and he wrapped his other thumb around the stem of the wineglass, which he also pressed against the thicker beer glasses. It seemed a firm enough structure. So he started to lift them. For a moment, he feared the structure would collapse and each glass would crash out of it to the floor, but he found the balance he needed and he lifted them.

	“There,” he said boldly.

	“Nice start,” said Jade smugly. “Now walk them across the room.”

	Frank glanced over the glasses at the distant counter. It seemed kind of far. But he could do this, he told himself. He carefully straightened up and started toward the counter. It took only three steps before he realized he was swaying with each step as if he were severely drunk.

	“Hold it, hold it, hold it,” said Jade.

	“Yeah, that won’t work,” added Hannah.

	“You’re going to lose your balance and fall,” said Evelyn.

	“Plus, you can’t move your legs like that in a long skirt, the skirt will cut you off or ride way up.”

	“Very unladylike.”

	“You have to look graceful, Frank,” said Jade. “Customers expect waitresses to look and act like women, especially at Empirey, no matter what you’re doing. You can’t just dodge and dance your way across the floor like some sort of gorilla in a dress. It’s not the look we want at all.”

	The three women folded their arms and stared at Frank, who suddenly felt rather embarrassed.

	“There’s no other way to do it,” said Frank helplessly.

	“Oh Frank. So girly, and yet so far to go to become a real woman.”

	Frank blushed.

	“Watch and learn, girlfriend,” said Jade.

	With that, Jade took the glasses from him with seeming ease. She showed him how to move the wine glass toward the center to hold the glass structure more firmly. She straightened her shoulders, brought her feet together at the ankle, and walked across the floor effortlessly. What’s more, her walk was quite seductive.

	“Notice how I add a little extra swing to my rear. You need to do that too,” she said.

	“A little swing?” repeated Frank nervously.

	“Yes, Frank. A little swing.”

	“Women sway, Frank. There’s magic in watching a woman’s rear. You need to write a story with each shake. Let everyone know that you aren’t afraid to show it off. Embrace your sexuality.”

	“I think my walk is fine,” said Frank.

	“Oh no, Frank, it’s not. If you want to work here, you need to meet the requirements, and the women here walk with an elegant, sexy sway.”

	“It helps with tips,” interjected Hannah.

	“Shake your moneymaker, Frank,” said Evelyn.

	The three women giggled. This was something Frank had condescending said to most of the women at Empirey at one point or another. Now they were getting the chance to throw it back at him.

	Frank cringed. “I don’t have a ‘moneymaker’,” he said nervously.

	“Oh yes, you do,” laughed Hannah and she brushed his rear with her hand. Her warm, soft touch sent a helpless feeling racing throughout Frank’s body. It had been exciting. It had been embarrassing. And now, it made his penis grow again beneath his dress. Once more, it tented up.

	“Oh Frank,” said Jade.

	Frank blushed. “She touched me!” he protested.

	“People touch us all the time, Frank. There probably isn’t a night that some dirty old man doesn’t put his hand on my ass or some curious woman doesn’t try to brush up against me when she thinks I won’t notice. That’s how it is. And if you go popping a hard-on every time someone touches you, you’re going to be stroking yourself all night!” said Jade.

	Frank had a terrifying vision of himself standing at a table as a dirty only man with a cigar in his mouth reached out and grabbed his erection, which somehow stood out in the open. The man laughed. Frank ran from him with his erection swinging side to side as everyone watched and laughed. When he reached the break room, he grabbed it and furiously stroked it as all the waitresses watched until he came. The women applauded and his penis slowly shrank. Then he visibly shrank several inches and his breasts popped out noticeably. His waist narrowed. Even his voice grew soft and girly. Was this his future? He swallowed hard.

	Jade stared at his tented out dress. “Come on, Frank. Go soft.”

	Frank blushed. “I can’t help it.”

	An awkward silence passed.

	“Well, Frank,” said Jade finally. “You have two choices. Either you find some solution or you’re going to be in here jerking yourself off all night, and I’m not sure William is going to allow that. Why don’t you go home for the night and see if you can come up with something?”

	Frank nodded his head in humiliating defeat.

	 

	—o—

	 

	“Those aren’t the shoes I gave you,” said Martha as Frank climbed into the car. Martha had come to pick him up. He was relieved to be going home, but embarrassed by the circumstances and even more embarrassed that he needed to call his wife to come get him now that she wasn’t letting him drive. He’d told her they were over-staffed for the night and he’d been sent home. He didn’t tell her about the erection issue or anything else that had happened.

	Frank didn’t reply to her comment.

	“What happened to my shoes?” she asked.

	“They’re in my purse.”

	Martha raised an eyebrow. She glanced down at the high-heeled white sandals on her husband’s feet once more before pulling away from the curb toward home. “Where do you get those?”

	“One of the waitresses gave them to me.” He didn’t want to say Jade’s name. It was too embarrassing to say her name at the moment.

	“Why did she do that?”

	Frank writhed uncomfortably in embarrassment. These really weren’t questions he wanted to answer. “The wedges weren’t in dress code. So she loaned me these to wear instead.”

	“I see,” said Martha, making a mental note to find something similar from her own closet for him to wear to work in future. “That was nice of her.”

	Frank bit his tongue.

	Martha glanced again at his heels after passing through a green light. They were difficult to see in the light, but the tall, narrow heels stood out to her. They would be very hard to walk in, especially for a waitress.

	“How are those ‘dress code’?” she asked. “They don’t look like reasonable shoes for a working girl... maybe a hooker, not a waitress.”

	Frank shrank into his seat and didn’t respond.

	Martha continued. “If that really is the policy, someone should talk to William about it. It’s ridiculous to assume women are going to run around in heels like that, serving drinks and food.”

	Her echo of the women made Frank blush.

	“How was the rest of your first day?” she asked.

	“Difficult.”

	“In those shoes, I bet.”

	Frank pursed his lips. “Ha ha.”

	“Why was it difficult? Did they tease the ‘new girl’?” suggested Martha with a snicker.

	Frank blushed. He wanted to blurt out that he’d jerked himself off in front of Jade, his erection became a topic of conversation between three women, and he felt like a totally emasculated man-woman creature... but he thought better of it. He also didn’t want to tell her that his training had involved learning how to walk “with swagger,” as Evelyn put it, but which seemed more like mincing to him. Nor did he want to mention that he never even got to wait on a table because he couldn’t guarantee that his penis wouldn’t pop up in some woman’s soup!

	“No, no teasing,” he lied. “It was just a lot of work.”

	“Well, hard work is good for you,” said Martha with a chuckle and she patted him on the thigh. “Maybe now you’ll have a little more appreciation for what ‘the other half’ goes through.”

	Of course, “the other half” didn’t have an erection problem. Frank had no idea how to solve that.

	 


Chapter Five: “Poker Night For ‘The Girls’”

	 

	“Take these, Frank,” said Martha as she came through the door. She was holding two shopping bags and had two more bags which looked like dry cleaning bags slung over her shoulder, along with her purse, her keys and her coat.

	Frank grabbed the bags.

	Martha set her keys and purse on the small table in the foyer and smiled at her husband. He wore a simple house dress and the black wedges he hadn’t been allowed to wear at work. Martha wore a black knee-length dress beneath her coat and sharp black pumps.

	“What’s in the bags?” he asked.

	“Some things for you,” said Martha.

	Martha took off her coat and then ushered Frank to the bedroom as he tried to peek into the bags. He saw shoe boxes in the one bag and a mass of silks and satins and other things along those lines in the other.

	“I left work early and got you a few things you’ll need,” said Martha as they entered the bedroom. She stopped to pull off her pumps and dropped them near the dresser before taking the second bag from Frank and dumping its contents on the bed. As she did, a number of pairs of panties, bras, stockings and other items of lingerie all tumbled out of the bag.

	Frank grimaced.

	It wasn’t that he didn’t need these things. He knew he did. He needed clean panties and new bras and he was required to wear stockings at work, so he knew he needed it all. But so much? And so…sexy? It just made his condition feel so permanent to see so many feminine items poured out onto the bed. Couldn’t they buy a pair of panties or a new bra here or there as he needed it? Not a year’s worth all at once.

	Martha took the other bag and, from it, pulled two shoe boxes. Frank didn’t recognize the store, but both shoe boxes had girl’s names written on their sides. That wasn’t the best sign, but it was what he’d expected.

	“Seeing what they ‘loaned’ you for work, I got you some new shoes too,” said Martha. She handed the boxes to Frank.

	Frank sat down on the edge of the bed. He placed one of the boxes next to him on the bed and took the other into his lap. He pulled off the lid... and cringed. Inside were shoes very much similar to the white high-heeled sandals Jade had made him wear only in gold. They had golden stiletto heels, golden ankle straps and a solid golden strap that ran over the toes. Their heels were likely five-inches high, though Frank didn’t measure them, with a half an inch of platform. They would not be easy to wear.

	“Those should pass the company dress code,” said Martha.

	Frank set this box aside and grabbed the other one. He pulled the lid of it... and again cringed. These were black sandals with similar heels to the golden sandals, but whereas the golden sandals had single straps over the toes, these had multiple smaller straps as well as t-straps formed in the shape of an infinity symbol. They were really rather sexy, thought Frank before he caught himself.

	“Those should pass the company dress code too,” said Martha.

	“Jade’s going to love these,” he said beneath his breath.

	“I also bought you two dresses.”

	“This seems like a lot,” said Frank. “How much was it?”

	“It pretty much ate up my bonus.”

	Frank frowned. “I was hoping we could use some of that on some more masculine items like pants.”

	Martha shook her head. “There isn’t enough right now to do anything beyond the basics, and making sure you have acceptable clothes for work is part of the basics. So this is it for a while. Besides, with you needing to pass, it’s going to be some time before we can afford the luxury of buying anything like pants.”

	“We could at least have gotten some flats or something,” said Frank.

	Martha patted him on the shoulder. “Sorry, baby. You did say heels.”

	Frank shook his head in regret. Opting for heels when his wife offered flats had been such a mistake, even if he had found flats uncomfortable at the time. In fact, the more he thought about it, the more he regretted it. If wearing heels exclusively for a few weeks had caused him such difficulties in going back to flats, how bad would it get after a couple months? How bad would it get after working night after night in five-inch heels?

	“You should try on the dresses, but we need to get ready to leave,” said Martha, looking at her watch.

	“Leave?”

	“Poker night.”

	Frank winced. He’d forgotten. Tonight was the next poker night, and tonight he and Ted were going as women. He had been dreading this, perhaps as much as he’d dreaded going to work as a woman.

	“I have the perfect thing for you to wear tonight,” said Martha.

	“Do you?”

	Martha smiled. “Of course. You’re going to look lovely.”

	With that, Martha went to her closet and grabbed the mauve wrap-tie sweater dress Martha had worn on her date with Amber. The dress had a V-shaped, off-shoulder collar when tied off, meaning Frank would need to go with the strapless bra he had worn under the Audrey Hepburn dress he wore to work. That bra made him feel funny because it supported his breasts differently. Rather than hold them firmly in place with the straps pulling them back, it felt more like setting his breasts into a container, and while the breasts were held in place, there was no support on top to keep them steady. That meant they projected upward, making them appear larger and rounder, and they jiggled when he walked, which didn’t happen with his normal bras.

	Beneath the dress, his penis would be wrapped in flesh-colored panties with a lacy detailed front. They did little to contain his larger manhood.

	Rather than wearing the same knee-high, calf-fitting brown leather boots Martha had worn for her date with Amber or the nude slingback pumps she had worn on their date, Martha gave him wedge-heeled sandals to wear. They were a pinkish-brown with lots of small straps and five-inch cork heels; they were similar in color to the dress. He was thankful he would appear taller, but he wasn’t so thrilled that his red-painted toenails would show. Of course, the rest of him was feminized as well, so his toenails were probably the least of his worries.

	Frank caught his image in the mirror after slipping into the wedges.

	He was stunned.

	The dress had worked wonders. Instead of seeing an awkward man with blobs hanging on his chest, as he thought of himself, he saw a beautiful woman with large, bobbing breasts and curves in all the right places!  He looked gorgeous!

	“But how?” he gasped.

	Martha smirked. “See what I mean about pretending to be a man?”

	“But how can this be? I’m a man!”

	“Not according to the mirror,” she said. “And honestly, you look even more feminine in person than you do in the mirror. There are some curves back here you just can’t see in a mirror.”

	As she said this, she brushed his rear. The touch of her hand caused Frank’s erection to slowly spike, pushing the dress out noticeable. Martha chuckled when she saw this.

	“Of course, that’s not very feminine,” she said with a giggle.

	Frank felt a sense of panic. “I can’t go. What if this happens when I’m there? What if they see it?”

	Martha raised a doubtful eyebrow. “They know you’re really a man, darling.”

	“But I don’t want them seeing that I’m— uh—”

	“Horny?”

	Frank bit his tongue. Martha was right. It wasn’t the fact that he was really a man which he didn’t want them knowing. What he didn’t want them knowing was that he could get turned on wearing a dress. He wasn’t going to admit that though, not to Martha or anyone else actually. In fact, he was having a hard time even admitting it to himself, so he said nothing.

	“You’ll be fine,” said Martha.

	“This is a problem,” countered Frank.

	“Well, Frank, stop getting hard,” said Martha unsympathetically. “Now get your purse and let’s go.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	Frank’s knees trembled as he walked through the door to Kara and Ted’s home. He felt incredibly nervous arriving in a dress and heels, even knowing Ted would be dressed similarly. The problem was Carl and Jeanette had never seen him as a woman and he had no idea how they would react. Actually, he knew how Carl would react and that was part of the problem: it wasn’t going to be pretty.

	Kara met them at the door.

	“Hello, ladies,” she said dramatically and she ushered them in. “Can I take your coat, Frank?”

	Frank removed his coat and handed it to Kara, revealing the mauve wrap-tie sweater dress; she could already see the wedges despite the coat. Kara let out a low whistle.

	“Super sexy, Frank. Gorgeous dress. And wow, do you have the figure for it!” she said with traces of amazement.

	“Thanks,” said Frank softly and he cast his eyes to the ground.

	“Love the breasts too. So jiggling!” She then focused on Martha. “Hey lady.”

	“Hi Kara,” said Martha and they hugged.

	“Ted’s in the kitchen making sandwiches. Carl’s downstairs. Jeanette’s with Ted. She’s anxious to meet you. I hope you don’t mind, but I told her you would be arriving en-femme.”

	Frank swallowed hard, though he knew this was coming.

	“Oh my God!” blurted out Jeanette suddenly. She had come from the kitchen and she sounded like she was greeting a long, lost, forgotten friend. “Frank? Is that really you?!” She scurried over on her tall heels and hugged Martha in her bubbly, friendly way. Then she stepped back and admired Frank.

	“Wow! You look amazing, Frank!” she gushed.

	Frank blushed. He didn’t know what to say.

	“Ted looks good too, don’t get me wrong, but you look amazing!” she continued.

	“Uh, thanks,” said Frank cautiously.

	“That shot really did this to you? Wow!” said Jeanette. Then she noticed Frank’s shocked look and she blushed. “Oh. I hope you don’t mind me knowing. Kara and Ted told me. They told me you and Ted both got the shot and this is was a side-effect. Honestly, you’re both so much more amazing as women though. I really mean that. You’re gorgeous! I love the dress too!”

	As she said this she felt the material of his dress, brushing her hand against his breast in the process. He could feel the warmth of her fingers radiate to his right nipple and it slowly popped up inside the bra. Fortunately, Jeanette didn’t notice.

	Frank felt a bit overwhelmed by her.

	Jeanette took Martha by the arm and they made their way to the kitchen arm in arm. As they did, Frank heard Jeanette whisper, “He walks so well in heels. It’s incredible! I would never know he had ever been a man!”

	Frank felt oddly conflicted over this. Part of him, naturally, felt very small. He was a man. He wanted to be a man. He wanted to see himself as a man. Hearing how feminine he was and how he was a better woman than a man put the lie to that bit of hope. Hearing he walked well in heels felt like praising the end of his manhood. Yet, on the other hand, he found himself feel strangely proud that he had managed to pull it off. He needed to be a woman and he had done it. It was an odd mix of feelings.

	“Ted’s in the kitchen. Let’s fetch him and then you girls can bring down the sandwiches as you go,” said Kara to Frank.

	Frank sighed at being called girls. “You’re never going to let that go, are you?”

	Kara snickered. “Would you?”

	Frank scowled at her.

	“Face it, Frank. Even if you somehow end up looking like a man again, you’ll never be a man again. All of this,” she said and she waved her hand up and down his body, “will be inside you and part of you.”

	Could what she said be true? Frank didn’t want to think so, but could it be? Could it really be that when he returned to being a man, he would still have all of this inside him? The feminine memories. The strange feminine feelings and disturbing urges. The knowledge of how to walk in heels, to sit without showing his panties, the tug of tight dresses, the tug of a bra on his chest? All of that?

	Frank shook his head. It wasn’t true, he told himself.

	“Let’s get Teddie,” said Kara.

	With that, Kara hooked Frank’s arm as Jeanette had taken Martha’s. She walked him to the kitchen where Ted stood by one of the counters cutting the last sandwich into smaller parts. To Frank’s utter shock, Ted wore a red Minnie-Mouse-like dress with white polka-dots and matching black mules with white polka-dots. On his head was a scarlet ribbon made of sequins which sparkled in the light. Frank thought he looked, uh, oddly sexy actually, which filled him with confusion. Even worse, he felt an intense desire to wear Ted’s dress. He had no idea where this thought came from, but he suddenly saw himself before the mirror, modeling that dress and giggling. His penis popped up hard.

	“What is wrong with me?!” he gasped to himself almost instantly.

	“Hey,” said Ted. “Be done in a second.”

	Frank nodded his head and walked over to Ted, trying hard not to admire Ted’s dress as he approached. He really didn’t understand why he found Ted’s outfit so desirable. It was a dress! Why would he want to wear that dress? Why would he want to wear any dress?

	“Nice dress,” said Ted, unaware of Frank’s thoughts.

	Frank almost responded, “I love yours,” but caught himself at the last second. “Uh, thanks,” he said in an embarrassed tone. He took a few deep breaths, hoping his erection would fade. Then he thought of Carl and it did. “How— how did Carl take you wearing a dress?”

	Ted shrugged his shoulders. “He hasn’t seen me yet. He went straight downstairs when he got here. I was upstairs, still getting dressed. My guess is he’s not going to like it much.” Ted tried to sound indifferent, but Frank could traces of his nervousness in his tone. Frank felt the same nervousness.

	“He’ll just have to get used to it,” interjected Kara. “This is best for both of you.”

	Ted and Frank exchanged doubtful looks, though both knew she was right. Pretending to be normal men just wouldn’t work at this point; there were too many changes to hide. It seemed doubtful Carl would accept that though. They would find out in a minute.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Frank moved slowly down the stairs. Not only did he need to move cautiously on the stairs in his heels, but his dread increased with each step and then doubled when he saw Carl sitting at the card table. Ted followed him in the Minnie Mouse dress which had so afflicted Frank. Behind Ted came the women. They didn’t normally come downstairs this early in the evening, but Frank figured they were curious how Carl would react to seeing their husbands in dresses. They definitely seemed amused by the idea, that was for sure.

	Carl looked up when he heard the sound of high heels coming down the stairs. He’d expected to see his wife and maybe Kara when he heard the heels. Instead, he saw two unrecognizable, yet oddly-familiar women coming down the stairs. His wife, Martha and Kara followed them in turn. Then recognition hit him.

	His jaw dropped.

	“What in the world are you two doing?!” he gasped.

	Frank cringed. This was going to be difficult. His insecurity grew instantly. He felt as if he’d walked naked into a large meeting.

	“Nice to see you too, Carl,” said Ted. His tone was cynical, if not sarcastic as it would have been in his normal dealings with Carl had nothing unusual taken place, but again, Frank could tell it was an act.

	“Yeah, same to you,” replied Carl in a tone which suggested anything but happiness. He stared at Frank and Ted as they tottered across the floor toward him. He watched them walk so femininely in the heels, watched their dresses dance around their knees, watched their breasts jiggle. He glanced at their made-up faces and their feminine hair. As he did, Frank’s penis slowly grew hard and a feeling of vulnerability slowly crept over him. He hadn’t felt this insecure about wearing women’s clothes in some time now.

	Ted sat down. Frank followed, crossing his legs as women did.

	Carl shook his head in disbelief. “Were you two at a costume party for weirdoes?” he asked snidely.

	Ted took the deck and began shuffling. “Are we gonna play or not?”

	“Not until you explain why you’re dressed like that.”

	Ted shrugged his shoulders. “Haven’t you heard? Dresses are all the rage these days.”

	Carl’s face narrowed into a scowl.

	“And they’re so comfortable,” added Ted.

	“Ha ha,” said Carl sourly.

	“Five card draw,” said Ted and he started to deal the cards.

	Carl shook his head. “Not until you tell me what you two are doing dressed like that.”

	“It’s simple, Carl,” said Ted. “That shot Frank got? I got it too and it did this to us. So here we are. And now that that’s over, let’s move on and start playing.” His tone was practiced indifference.

	Carl wasn’t buying it, however. “The shot?”

	Ted nodded his head, as did Frank when Carl glanced at Frank.

	“Bull.”

	“It’s true,” said Frank.

	“Bull,” replied Carl again. “You know what I think? I think you’re both sissies—”

	“Behave Carl,” warned Jeanette.

	Carl rolled his eyes. Then he glanced at Frank and at Ted. Finally, he threw his hands up in the air. “Fine, let’s play. I can take your money no matter how you’re dressed,” he said and he picked up his cards.

	With that, the women kissed their husbands and wished them all well. Kara told Ted to win a lot of money so she could buy a purse. “I’ll even let you use it,” she added to Ted’s embarrassment.

	“Ooooh, I want a new purse,” chuckled Jeanette.

	“Me too,” laughed Martha.

	The women then excused themselves and went upstairs.

	“It was the shot,” said Ted defensively once the women could be heard in the kitchen above them and could no longer hear what was said amongst the men.

	“Bull. I took the shot and nothin’ happened to me,” said Carl boldly.

	Frank and Ted exchanged shocked glances. Could it be true? Had Carl taken the shot as well? He’d never said so before. But why lie about that? And if he had, then why wasn’t he changing like they were? What had gone wrong for them that didn’t go wrong for Carl? Could it be they were wrong about the shot causing this somehow? Could it be something to do with them personally rather than just being a side-effect of the shot? This was a shocking revelation!

	“It was the shot,” insisted Ted helplessly.

	“The shot changed all your pants into dresses?” countered Carl.

	“No, but it changed our bodies.”

	“Women wear pants. You couldn’t wear pants? The shot made you decide you just had to wear high heels too?”

	“We didn’t have any choice but to dress like this,” interjected Frank.

	“There’s always a choice. No shot made you dress and act like women. You did that all on your own. And that shot didn’t do anything to me. You wanted to be sissies and you became sissies. The rest is just ‘swishful thinking’.”

	As if by way of being haunted by a soundtrack, Frank heard the girls laugh upstairs at this very moment. They were having a good time. He wondered how much of their conversation and humor involved him and Ted. This was going to be a difficult night.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Frank heard the women coming down the stairs. They were laughing and giggling and clearly enjoying themselves; as they had the entire evening. He was glad for the break. Not only had he been losing badly, but Carl’s mood had not improved and he had spent most of the night reminding Frank and Ted that they were “sissies” and he was not.

	Kara came first. “Well, hello girls,” she laughed.

	“You must mean them, not me,” said Carl.

	“I meant what I said, darling,” said Kara and she ran her hand over Carl’s shoulder as she approached. “You’d look yummy in a dress.”

	Carl looked her up and down. “You’d look yummy out of yours.”

	“Watch it, Carl,” said Jeannette, his wife, with a laugh. She approached the table now too. Martha trailed behind her.

	“I’d only look,” said Carl in a joking-defensive tone.

	“Then what would be the point,” said Kara. Kara glanced out over the table. Carl held most of the chips; Ted held the least. She saw the distribution of chips and sighed. “So much for my new purse.”

	“The night is young,” said Ted sardonically.

	“Not that young,” countered Carl.

	“Well, if you want something done, then do it yourself, I suppose,” said Kara and she shooed her husband away with her hand to get him to vacate his seat. She intended to play for him, as she had the last time for Frank, and presumably win some money. Frank, however, took this moment to excuse himself. He told her that she could take his chair while he was gone to the bathroom.

	“Be my guest,” said Frank as he motioned to his chair.

	“Always the gentleman, even when a lady,” said Kara and she took his seat.

	Frank moved toward the restroom, but his wife motioned him to go up the stairs instead. So he went, with his wife following him. As he ascended the stairs, she slid her hand over his rear and whistled. Everyone downstairs laughed. Frank blushed and grew very hard.

	When they reached the kitchen, Frank was shocked when his wife pushed him from behind, pinning him to the refrigerator. She then reached around in front of him, slipping her hand beneath his dress and into his panties, and latched onto his erection and started stroking it.

	“What are you doing?” giggled Frank, who melted at the amazing feeling her hand was delivering.

	“I’m playing with my husband,” she purred.

	“Well stop it because your husband wants to stay your husband and not become your wife.”

	“You’ll still be my husband. You’ll just look like my wife.”

	“That’s what I’d like to avoid.”

	Martha giggled and kissed him on the back of the neck. “Too late.” She kissed him again. “Besides, it’s kind of sexy having a husband with breasts and the hottest ass in the room, but knowing you’re packing this beneath your oh-so-feminine dresses.” She stroked his erection for emphasis and kissed his neck a third time.

	Frank tingled all over. Her words had turned him on unexpectedly.

	“You just grew harder,” sang Martha with a laugh.

	Frank glanced over his shoulder at his wife’s exaggerated smile and into her satisfied eyes. They seemed unusually glassy. “You’re drunk,” he laughed.

	“Just tipsy.”

	“Tipsy plus some. How much did you girls drink?”

	Martha pulled her hand away from his erection to indicate maybe an inch between her pointer finger and her thumb and said, “Maybe a little.” Then she grabbed his erection again and continued stroking him.

	“As much as I would normally love for you to take advantage of me, I can’t let you,” said Frank.

	“Why not?” asked Martha optimistically. She didn’t stop stroking.

	“Because I don’t want to become a woman.”

	“But you’d be so pretty.”

	“I don’t want to be pretty.”

	“Please?” she pleaded.

	Frank laughed and said, “No” in an incredulous tone.

	“But it won’t shrink,” she promised and she waved his dick with her hand as if it were a wand or a hose she was showing off.

	“The rest of me isn’t so lucky.”

	“The rest of you is cute. I love your breasts,” she said and she used her free hand to squeeze one of his breasts. This caused his nipple to drag against the bra and threaten to pop out its top. That made his penis flush and throb. He was overwhelmed with arousal even as he began to worry that he was getting close to losing more of his fast-fading manhood.

	“Ok, enough,” he said kindly, but firmly.

	His wife didn’t stop stroking him, however. “You should let me make you into a girl. You’re already so pretty. Imagine what you’d look like if a few more edges got smoothed out and your boobs got a little bigger—” She paused. “You might even lose another inch or two,” she cooed. “You’d be so cute as my girly little husband.”

	As Martha said this, she became so wet she soaked her panties. She was incredibly horny and she realized she wanted this more than anything now. She needed it to happen. Frank, however, was having a very different reaction... sort of. His dick was as hard as it had been, that was true. He was incredibly aroused. But the idea of being smaller than his wife and possibly weaker was sickening to what was left of his masculinity; it made him wither. Even worse, he realized that his wife had apparently become aroused by the idea! A sense of panic filled him.

	“Ok, ok, enough of that,” he said more firmly.

	“Just a few more strokes,” giggled his wife.

	Frank slipped his hand on top of his wife’s hand. “Not tonight.”

	“Tomorrow then?”

	“I doubt it,” said Frank. Fortunately, his wife was in no condition to resist. She wasn’t truly drunk, but she was certainly tipsy. So he easily pulled her hand off of his erection. Then he turned around and wrapped his arms around her to keep her from trying again or trying something different. She gave up and rested her head on his shoulder; in the past, it had rested naturally on his chest, which made Frank feel even smaller. How could this have happened to him, he wondered? And why hadn’t it happened to jerk Carl? “I wish I knew why none of this affected him.” He’d said that out loud.

	“Who?”

	“Carl,” said Frank.

	“What about Carl?”

	Frank glanced toward the stairs to make sure they were alone. “Carl got the shot, but it didn’t do any of this to him like it did to me and Ted. It doesn’t make sense. I don’t understand it.”

	Martha giggled.

	“What?” asked Frank.

	“I know why.”

	“You do? Why?”

	Martha shook her head. “It’s a secret,” she sang happily.

	Frank raised an eyebrow. “What’s a secret?”

	“If I told you, then it wouldn’t be a secret, would it?”

	“Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone,” said Frank in a playful tone. He hoped to capitalize on her being tipsy.

	Martha snorted a giggle at his attempt.

	“Please, Martha,” said Frank. Despite everything, he still struggled with that word.

	Martha snickered. “All right. He hasn’t changed because he hasn’t come.”

	“How do you know that?”

	Martha shrugged her shoulders as if she couldn’t say, but then told him nevertheless. She actually blushed before she did, though Frank wasn’t sure why until he heard the answer: “He’s wearing a uh— on his—uh, thingie,” she said and she pointed at her crotch.

	“His thingie?”

	Martha nodded her head. “Jeanette makes him wear it.”

	“Wear a what?”

	She leaned forward and whispered in his ear. Frank’s jaw dropped.

	“You’re kidding?! Jeanette?!” said Frank incredulously. “Sweet, harmless Jeanette? She makes him wear that?!”

	“Yup.”

	“But all his talk. He’s always talking about all these women he looks at—”

	“Funny, isn’t it? It’s all just talk. In public, he’s big man Carl. Talks tough, looks at the ladies. But she runs their house with an iron fist and she’s got him locked up... and she only lets him out on special occasions. Very special.” She snickered at this. “So I’ll bet he hasn’t come.”

	If this was true, it would explain why Carl hadn’t changed: because his wife hadn’t let him come since he took the dick shot. But could it be true? It seemed impossible. Carl showed no signs of being under his wife’s control, and Jeanette... well, Jeanette was just too meek and too passive to control anyone. Was it possible she secretly wore the pants in their relationship?

	“Did she tell you this?” asked Frank doubtfully.

	Martha nodded her head. “A few weeks ago, after Carl embarrassed her. She told us.”

	“Does she know about the shot and its effects?”

	Martha shook her head. “I doubt it.”

	“And you think this is real? What he’s wearing?”

	Martha nodded her head. “She even showed us the key.”

	“Key? What key?”

	Martha smiled, leaned forward once more, and again whispered into her husband’s ear.

	 

	—o—

	 

	“And again, the women win,” said Kara.

	“Cheater,” grumbled Carl.

	“Don’t be upset, Carl. You were destined to lose. You think with your dick and dicks are notoriously low-IQ thinkers.”

	“Ha ha.”

	Frank and Martha approached the table from the stairs. As they did, Frank snuck a peek at Jeannette’s ankle. She stood behind her husband wearing wedges and jeans. The jeans were tight and ended right at her ankles. Hanging around her ankle, intertwined with the strap on one of her wedges, was a golden anklet. Sure enough, hanging from the anklet was a tiny golden key. Frank’s jaw dropped.

	“It’s true!” he gasped.

	“You can have your chair back now, Frank,” said Kara and she picked up her winnings and rose to her feet.

	“It’s all right. It’s getting late,” said Frank.

	They all glanced at their watches. A moment later, a general consensus was reached that it was time to end the evening’s festivities. Before they left, Frank told Ted what he had learned about Carl. He too saw the key.

	 


Chapter Six: “A Solution”

	 

	It was the following morning.

	Frank sat in the passenger seat of the car. He still didn’t like being a passenger. It went against his need to be in charge. Men drove, women did not. Only now, Martha drove, he did not. That ate at his manhood. Even worse, he’d caught his image in the mirror as they left the house and he actually told himself he looked “cute.” Cute. How low had he fallen to think such a thing?! Worse yet, he frustratingly knew it was true. Martha had dressed him in a little black dress, tight white panties, a tight white bra and black platform pumps. He had the perfect shape for the dress, with wide girlish hips, a rounded rear and envious breasts. Men weren’t supposed to look like this, even in costumes with padding and everything, and he looked this way au naturel. That was shattering. It was also erecting, as in he grew hard when he saw the gorgeous firm-breasted woman who was, in reality, him; his erection waved in front of him all the way to the car.

	He carried a black leather purse to finish the outfit.

	Martha wore jeans, dark blue pumps, and a dark blue sweater. She looked like an elegant lady dressed casually. It was a look Frank liked, but being more casual, it had the unfortunate side-effect of making him stand out as the sharper dresser.

	“Where are we going?” asked Frank.

	“Talking to Jeanette gave me an idea to solve a problem. We’re going to explore it,” said Martha.

	Frank twisted his lips. There was nothing Martha could have spoken to Jeanette about the prior night which would offer any sort of solution to any problem Frank wanted solved. The whole idea worried him.

	“Look, I don’t know what Jeanette told you, but—”

	“Here we are,” announced Martha, cutting her husband off.

	Frank looked up. They had pulled up before a small store tucked away off the main road. It had a sign marked “Pleasure World.” He’d never been here before, and frankly, never wanted to be here either. This was the land of sex toys, something he never needed before and which, quite frankly, scared him, being on the other side of the skirt now.

	“Wh— what are we doing here?” he asked nervously.

	“We’re solving your problem.”

	Frank licked his lips nervously. “My problem? What problem?”

	“Come on, Frank,” said Martha, ignoring his question, and she climbed out of the car.

	Frank, reluctantly, followed.

	 

	—o—

	 

	“Excuse me, can you help us?” asked Martha as she approached the counter.

	Frank walked behind her, scanning the store. There were books and magazines of all sorts. He saw titles on magazines related to almost every fetish he could think of. There were pictures of naked women and naked man, women doing things to men, women doing things to other women, men doing things to other women, men doing things to men, men and women doing things to each other, and so on. On the walls were a number of toys. Some scared him.

	“What can I help you with?” asked the young woman behind the counter. She had a nipple piercing which showed prominently through her white t-shirt and she wore a spiked dog collar around her neck. She wore no bra.

	The collar and the piercing caught Frank’s eye and gave him pause.

	“I have a friend who bought something here that might help my husband and myself immensely,” said Martha.

	Frank tensed up. Had she mentioned him? She had. Fortunately, she hadn’t identified him as her husband, but Frank felt pensive. This was not starting well, whatever it was. Unfortunately, he could say nothing without revealing his true identity, so he slunk down behind his wife and made himself small.

	“Sure. What was it?” asked the woman.

	“She bought her husband a chastity device,” said Martha.

	Frank furrowed his brow. What did that have to do with him?

	“Oh yeah? Those are really popular these days.”

	“Are they really?” asked Martha.

	“Yeah. A lot of women like having that level of control over their husbands or boyfriends or whatever. Like, no cheating right? Kind of cool.”

	“Is it true that it keeps the man from masturbating?”

	The young woman laughed. “Yeah,” she said. Then she counted off on her fingers their virtues: “No jerking off. Nobody else can jerk him off. He can’t even stroke himself. He can’t even get hard.” Then she laughed. “With some of them, he can’t even stand to pee.”

	Martha smirked and glanced knowingly at Frank. “Is that so?”

	“Yeah, ’cause his thing is all wrapped up in the device. It can’t get hard and he can’t even aim.”

	Frank listened to this in horror. Why would a man want that? Why did Carl? More importantly, what was Martha thinking? How would Carl wearing a chastity device help some problem he supposedly had?

	“Let me show you,” said the young woman.

	The young woman walked Martha and the reluctant Frank to a display of what appeared to be penis forms. Some were made of metal, some of silicon, and some of plastic. Each looked like flaccid penises to some degree.

	“Oh my,” said Martha. “How do we know which one to buy?”

	“They all work. So you just look for size and probably comfort,” said the young woman.

	Martha stared at the devices for a moment. Then she turned to the young woman and spoke earnestly. “Here’s the thing. My husband has a condition that he turns— well, let’s just say he ‘gets sick’ whenever he comes. But he strokes himself at night, while he’s asleep, and we need some way to stop that.”

	The woman now snickered.

	“That only happened once,” blurted out Frank defensively, forgetting that he was revealing himself. In his mind, he added, “If it even happened!” Indeed, all he could say for certain was that he woke up with his panties full of come.

	“I’ve seen it, Frank. I watched you,” said Martha.

	“You— you saw it?”

	“Yes, Frank. You mumbled something about ‘Jade’ and then you stroked yourself. Who knows how many other nights you did it too? You’ve become so feminine, I wouldn’t be surprised if you did it every night. This will solve your problem,” said Martha.

	Frank pursed his lips. He prepared to retort that he wasn’t willing to let his dick get locked up just because of some wet dream. Before he could say that, however, he sickeningly realized that his wife had basically just told this young woman who he really was... well, he may have had a hand in it too, but Martha certain did! Frank blushed bright, bright red and his penis rose beneath his short dress.

	“Nothing wrong with playing with yourself,” said the girl unhelpfully.

	Frank felt even smaller, even more embarrassed. It wasn’t over yet either.

	“I hate to ask, but do you think you could help us?” asked Martha.

	Frank’s jaw dropped. Had she really asked this young woman to help her fit a chastity device on him? On femininely dressed him? His brain overloaded and he just stood there unable to even figure out what to do or say next.

	“I would need to see your husband’s thing,” said the young woman cautiously.

	“Oh that’s fine.”

	“Wait a minute,” objected Frank. “Don’t I have a say in this?”

	“No.”

	“Martha!”

	Martha folded her arms. “Do you want one that doesn’t fit? And then you’ll be uncomfortable the whole time.”

	“I don’t want one at all,” countered Frank.

	“Oh? So you want to keep getting more and more feminine because you can’t control your masturbating at night?”

	“Well, no,” admitted Frank, who blushed very, very deeply. He glanced at the young woman who was trying not to giggle. He didn’t know if she was giggling about the girlish man in the dress or if she was laughing at the dominated husband about to give him wife control over his penis, but either option made him feel ridiculous.

	“Then what’s the problem, Frank?”

	“Doesn’t this seem like an extreme solution?”

	Martha sighed. “You tell me, Frank. I’m perfectly fine if you want to forget this and just let nature take its course. You can keep playing with yourself at night. Your boobs will grow. Your hips will spread. Your butt will get rounder, and the rest of you will shrink. I don’t mind having a little girl for a husband if that’s what you want to be... a little girl. We can dress you in pretty little party dresses, and put pretty ribbons in your hair.” Her tone was indifferent, but her words were biting and she could see each one struck a nerve. “Doesn’t seem like that extreme of a solution to me to keep it locked up where that can’t happen, does it? But that’s up to you.”

	Frank twisted his lip. He knew his wife was right. He also suspected that she really wouldn’t be too sad to see him completely feminized; she had offered to do it for him already, after all, and had practically begged him the prior night. On the other hand, what would it be like having his dick locked up— no, not just locked up: the young woman had said he wouldn’t be able to get erections. Would that be painful? Would it be agonizing? Would it make him feel even less of a man – an admittedly ironic question for a man in a little black dress and high heels, but one that bothered him as he clung desperately to the idea of being a man? All in all though, he knew the right answer to this, even if he could barely accept it.

	“Fine,” said Frank pensively.

	“Right on,” said the young woman and she stuck out her hand to fist-bump Frank. Frank reluctantly bumped her fist with his. Then she walked over to the counter and returned with a tape measure. “Whip that sucker out.”

	Frank blushed as Martha stifled a giggle.

	“Go on, Frank. Show us that sucker,” she said with the giggle finally escaping.

	“I’m doing this under protest,” grumbled Frank.

	Frank then lifted the hem of his dress and reached inside his panties. He pulled out his penis which had been busy growing erect as he watched the young girl giggling at Martha’s lecture earlier. She now handed the tape measure to Martha and told him to measure it from the balls to the tip of the head. Martha stepped in front of Frank and smiled at him.

	“Don’t worry, darling. This won’t hurt a bit,” she said and she laid the tape measure along his shaft.

	The young woman snuck her head around Martha and glanced at the tape measure and Frank’s dick. “Ok, you’re gonna need one of these,” she said, reading the size indicated by the tape measure, and she stepped over to the nearby shelf and grabbed a hot-pink device which looked like a plastic cap for a penis. She handed the pink atrocity to Martha.

	“We just slide this on?” asked Martha.

	“Yeah, kind of.” The young woman took the package back and opened it. From it, she pulled out a circular ring with a latch. She held that against Frank’s shaft. “Put this on here. Pull his balls and shaft through. Then close it. It snaps like this. Then take the other piece and slide it on here.” This time, she pointed at the head of Frank’s penis. Her fingernail was inches from Frank’s stiff member. “Then connect the two and slip the lock through the loops on top.”

	Martha took the ring and held it up. “Do you mind?”

	“Sure. Go ahead.”

	“Now?” gasped Frank.

	“Be still, Frank,” said Martha. She then crouched down until she was face to face with his penis. She slipped the ring around its base, making sure his testicles and shaft were through the ring. Then she closed it and latched it. She took the plastic cap and tried to slip it on his head. It was too small. “It doesn’t fit.”

	“That’s ’cause he’s hard. You gotta do it when he’s soft,” said the young woman.

	“Hmm. How do we make that happen?” thought Martha out loud.

	“Try this,” said the young woman and she fetched a napkin and her drink from the front counter. From the cup, she took two cubes of ice, which she put into the napkin. She handed it to Martha.

	“What are you doing with that?” asked Frank nervously.

	Before he could say more, Martha jammed the ice against his erection. It shrank instantly. Frank winced and tried to pull away as it did, but Martha held him tightly. She then slipped the cap over his penis and pushed it against the ring. She snapped it into place. As she did, the young woman slipped the little padlock through the loops and turned and removed the key.

	Frank reflexively moved to grab the key, but Martha was quicker.

	“I’ll be keeping that,” she said.

	“I’ll keep it,” said Frank.

	“And have you unlocking yourself when you feel horny? No Frank, I’ll keep it for safety.” And as Frank watched nervously, his wife stuck the key into her purse. The butterflies returned.

	“Why does it seem I’m going to regret this?” he asked himself.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Frank struggled with being locked in the device as Martha drove them home. No matter how he stood or how he sat, he was aware of it. He was almost obsessively aware of it, in fact. He could feel it when he moved. He could feel it when he was perfectly still. It seemed to provide a constant reminder that his manhood – the only thing left on him that made him a man – was now a prisoner to this device, a device locked by a key that currently resided in his wife’s purse. That loss of control was shattering to his sense of pride and independence. What’s more, his inability to remove the device triggered intense feelings of claustrophobia and he felt a nearly overwhelming desire to rip the device off. That was when he began to worry that his wife might realize the level of control this gave her.

	“Would she try to use that?” he asked himself.

	“What if she doesn’t let me back out unless I do whatever she wants?”

	The idea, which would have seemed pure fantasy even this morning, suddenly felt rather real and immediate with his penis trapped in its prison and his wife controlling the key.

	“So, uh, I guess we keep it in the nightstand until bedtime,” said Frank.

	He spoke cautiously. He wanted to secure his wife’s commitment to only have him wear the device at night, but he didn’t want to be so blunt about his concerns as to give her any ideas she might not have.

	“Keep what?” asked Martha. She turned onto the main road.

	“The device.”

	Martha looked confused. “The device? In the nightstand?”

	“Yeah,” said Frank cautiously. “We keep it in the nightstand until bedtime and then I’ll put it on for the night.”

	Martha raised an eyebrow. For, she too had been thinking as they drove home. When she first heard of the idea of a chastity device from Jeanette, she found the idea oddly exciting, but also a little silly. Slapping some device on her husband’s penis seemed theatrical at best. But then she realized it might solve Frank’s nighttime masturbation problem. If he couldn’t touch himself, then he couldn’t masturbate. Then she actually saw him in it and her libido exploded. She felt it click into place, saw the lock close, heard the key turn and saw his shocked and strangely submissive responses and, suddenly, the device didn’t seem so silly any more. To the contrary, it suddenly became very, very exciting. Having the power to deny her husband the chance even to become erect... well, that was enticing, to say the least. It was deeply erotic. Power, it turns out, was erotic.

	“Why would we do that?” she asked.

	“So I don’t accidentally make myself come at night. Wasn’t that why we bought it?”

	“I mean, why would we take it off at all?” responded Martha.

	Frank froze. This was bad. “Wh— what do you mean?”

	“I’ve been thinking,” said Martha evenly, Martha who was starting to think she didn’t want to take the device off ever, except maybe for play, of course. “It seems to me that wearing that device solves a lot of problems, more than just keeping you from playing with yourself at night.”

	“Like— like what?”

	“Well, for one thing, you keep getting erections. Don’t try to deny it, Frank. Clearly, dressing like a woman turns you on. We both know it. And every time your penis grows, you risk getting caught. Wearing this removes that danger and no one will spot you as a man.”

	Frank ran his tongue over his teeth. This was true. In fact, now that he thought about it, he had told himself many times that he wished he had some solution to keep his penis from growing erect. It had even led to his humiliation by Jade at the restaurant. Wearing the device would prevent that from happening and would solve the “erection problem” at work. But at what cost?

	“Yeah, I guess,” said Frank cautiously.

	“And it simply eliminates temptation. Look what almost happened the other night,” said Martha.

	“You mean when you offered to make me a girl,” said Frank sourly.

	“Yes, an offer I saw you struggle to refuse,” countered Martha. “Honestly, Frank, I think you should just let me do it. You wouldn’t have to worry about possible changes anymore and we could go back to having normal sex, real sex. You have nothing to lose.”

	“Except what’s left of my masculinity.”

	Martha glanced sideways at her husband’s large breasts with their fat  nipples, his pouty lips and his smooth femininely crossed legs. “There’s almost nothing left now, darling. All that’s left is what’s between your legs, and that’s not going away. If anything, it’s getting bigger. You can be a man at home,” said Martha dismissively.

	“I am a man,” insisted Frank.

	Martha shrugged her shoulders. “All right. Then you need to keep wearing that device. Your dick is too large to hide, especially getting hard all the time. The only chance you have to live comfortably is as a woman and the only way you can do that is to hide that thing. And the only way you can hide it is in the device. It will hide your secret.”

	Frank had no idea what to say in response. She was right. What’s more, he had to agree with her. It had been difficult sporting constant erections as he tried to hide as a woman. But he couldn’t just agree to let his wife lock his manhood away, could he? That would be a total surrender; it would make him submissive to her. He couldn’t agree to that!

	“All right, I agree with you,” he said softly. “But I keep the key.”

	“No.”

	Frank opened his mouth to protest but then didn’t for some reason. Something in his wife’s tone had neutered his ability to fight back and he suddenly felt helpless before her; not to mention, it would be humiliating to beg his wife for access to his dick. He decided to put this argument off for another day and more favorable conditions. “All right, Martha. I’ll agree to let you keep it for now.”

	“Yes, dear,” said Martha kindly, but dismissively.

	 


Chapter Seven: “A Secret Revealed”

	 

	Frank cringed at the new dress his wife had bought him to wear to work. He hadn’t had a chance to examine it the night she first brought it home as they were on their way to the poker night, but tonight he would wear it to work for the first time, along with the golden stiletto ankle-strap sandals she had also bought him. The dress was an evening gown cut into a mermaid silhouette with a V-neck and bell sleeves. It looked like something from 1930’s high society and it was made of a shiny golden material which matched the golden sandals, which were similar to the silver sandals Jade had given him. The whole outfit would accentuate the femininity of his shape perfectly. Needless to say, he was embarrassed to wear it.

	“Why couldn’t Martha buy me something less... girly?” he groused.

	He picked up the light sandals and looked at their five-inch heels and shuddered. They contrasted beautifully with the dark red polish on his growing nails. Then he set those aside and picked up the dress again. It was elegant, that was for sure, but for a woman, not him.

	“I can’t wear this.”

	That said, he found himself wondering how he would look in the dress. He had begun wondering that more and more of late. In fact, the other day, he’d picked up a fashion magazine from the mail and when he saw the model on the cover in a pretty red dress, he had a day dream about wearing the dress himself. It was a shocking moment, but an increasingly common moment. For example, he had begun to notice the clothes the women on the news wore. He found himself considering if he would wear something he saw in ads or not. Even when Kara dropped by the other day to bring Martha something, Frank’s first thought was, “I love her shoes. I’d love to have a pair like that.” This was a problem, he told himself.

	Ring! Ring!  His phone rang. It was Ted.

	Frank picked it up. He was glad for any reason to delay putting on the dress or the stilettos; right now he wore only a light pink bra and matching panties. “Hi Ted, what’s up?”

	“Got a minute?” asked Ted.

	“Yeah, sure.”

	“I just had a visit from Carl.”

	“What did he want?” asked Frank sourly, whose tolerance for Carl was quite low after the poker night. Carl had certainly made Frank’s feminization more difficult to bear.

	“His keys fell out of his pocket the other night and he came by to pick them up,” said Ted.

	“And how is our good friend, Carl?”

	“Interesting you should ask. He was in quite the mood. Quite the mood.”

	“Did he run out of women to ogle? Or was he worried your ‘sissy’ would rub off on him?”

	“Something like that,” said Ted. “I could tell he was agitated the moment he got here. I let him in while I went to get the keys – Kara had placed them in the kitchen when she found them. Well, he follows me to the kitchen, and he starts making comments about me wearing heels.”

	“What comments?”

	“Let’s just say, he wasn’t being very nice. I told him, ‘You might want to check yourself, Carl. This is all because of that shot and you got the shot too, so you might not have much room to talk much longer.’”

	“What did he say?” asked Frank.

	“He laughed rather rudely. Then he said, ‘I think you two are lying. I got the shot and it didn’t do anything bad to me. It made my dick bigger. In fact, it worked so well that I got a second shot.’”

	“He didn’t?!” gasped Frank.

	“He says he did.”

	“Wow. A double dose and it still hasn’t affected him! How is that fair?”

	“Right?” agreed Ted. “Then he said, ‘I think you and Frank are just sissies. You let your wives turn you into girls because you didn’t have the balls to stand up to them and you’re using that shot as an excuse.’ Well, I was seeing red at that, obviously.”

	“Obviously.”

	“So I said, ‘Speaking of balls, Carl. How are yours? All locked up and secure?’”

	Frank winced. “You didn’t?”

	“I did.”

	“That was supposed to be a secret,” said Frank who really didn’t want to start more problems. He had enough already, as evidenced by the silky gown he held in his hands at that very moment. The last thing he needed was this to erupt in some manner and drag everyone into it.

	“I know, but I couldn’t help myself. He’s been such a jerk to us, he deserved it. He’s been such a jerk to us for so long, always making us sound like we’re sissies or something while he pretends he’s this macho guy.”

	“Us? Sissies? I can’t imagine why he would think that,” said Frank beneath his breath as he unzipped the golden dress.

	“So anyways,” continued Ted, “he looked shocked and angry. ‘How did you find out?!’ he growled. I looked down at his crotch and I said, ‘It’s hardly a secret.’ You should have seen the color drain from his face because he’s thinking the thing showed. Suddenly, he goes, ‘It’s not true! And so what if it is? I’m still twice the man you two are. You let your wives turn you into sissies.’ Then he stormed out of the house.” Ted chuckled. “He still forgot his keys.”

	Frank was relieved Ted hadn’t revealed his sources at least. “Well, he was asking for it.”

	“I know,” said Ted. “Seriously. He’s wearing a chastity device! Sure, I may wear a dress from time to time, but I still own my own dick. He can’t say that. His wife owns his dick. You want to talk about embarrassing!”

	Frank blushed and glanced down at the outline of the metal cage visible through his panties. “Uh... yeah.”

	“At least it ended without anything worse,” said Frank.

	Ted hesitated. Frank heard the hesitation.

	“What?” asked Frank cautiously.

	“There’s more.”

	“What happened?” asked Frank.

	Ted hesitated again. “I— well— I mean, he insulted me— us, right? And he was rude about it. Total jerk and his fake macho garbage. Such a hypocrite. He deserved it. He really did.”

	Frank bit his lip. “Deserved what? What did you do?”

	“Nothing. Well, I mean, something. Something maybe a little evil is all.” He paused. “I may have made a phone call.”

	“To whom?”

	“To Jeanette.”

	“Jeanette?”

	“Yeah. And I may have— well, I may have told her about the effects of the shot and how orgasms trigger it. That’s all. I just told her something she probably already knew, right? But you know the real kicker? She already knows. Kara told her at the last poker night, and she’s already unlocked him a couple of times and let him jerk off.” Ted paused; Frank could sense the smirk on his friend’s face even through the phone. “She said she’s planning on letting him out at least twice a week to cum,” chuckled Ted.

	Frank didn’t know if he should scold his friend or burst out laughing. Of course, it wasn’t like Carl didn’t deserve it and hadn’t brought it on himself. On the other hand— well there really wasn’t another hand, he told himself.

	“Carl deserves it,” he said.

	 


Chapter Eight: “Demoted”

	 

	Frank was back at work, unhappily. Once again, he was dressed as a woman. A man with breasts, dressed as a woman. At least he’d solved his “erection problem.” Well, Martha had solved it for him. Either way, the chastity device would prevent his manhood from getting hard, which would keep him from being exposed. Problem solved.

	“Hot dress, Frank,” said Jade as she came upon Frank as he entered Empirey.

	Frank blushed.

	“I hope you have your erection issue solved,” said Jade.

	“It’s fine,” he said.

	“No more stiffies?” she giggled.

	“It’s fine.”

	“How did you fix it?” asked Jade.

	“None of your business,” exclaimed Frank in shock.

	“It will be if that thing starts to grow again. I’m not letting you upset the customers with it, and I’m not letting you spend half your shift playing with yourself in the break room.”

	“It won’t be a problem,” said Frank coldly.

	Jade glanced doubtfully at his crotch. “We’ll see. Either way, William has called a meeting by the bar.”

	With that, Jade walked Frank to the bar where he once ruled. William stood before the bar and most of the staff before William. As they approached, Jade walked Frank to the front of the group and then moved to stand by William’s side.

	“Now that we’re all here,” said William snidely at Jade and Frank, “I have a couple announcements to make. First, Jade’s being made our newest bartender.” His tone was hardly enthusiastic. “She’s joining the rotation. If any of you other ladies want to become bartenders, let me know. Second, I’m promoting Jade to assistant manager. She’ll run the place when I’m not here.”

	Frank was stunned. Deep down, Frank knew this was coming, but it still hit him like a ton of bricks. The assistant manager job was his job, and William had just given that away. Even worse, he’d given it to Jade. Jade had suggested the last time that she would become his boss, but he had dismissed that as Jade just being Jade. Why would William do this?

	“How can you make her assistant manager? That’s my job,” demanded Frank once the meeting came to an end and William moved behind the bar to make himself a drink.

	“Not anymore,” said William.

	“You made her a bartender too?”

	“Yeah, I did.”

	“Why?” demanded Frank.

	“Some lawyer tells the owner something. Then the owner tells me. I open the bartender job for women and I promote Jade. Problems solved, I’m told. I do what I’m told,” said William. He sounded bitter. Indeed, Frank knew William liked having absolute control over Empirey and it sounded as if the owner had taken that away from him. It was hard for Frank to feel sorry for him though. What’s more, Frank saw opportunity.

	“What about me?” he asked.

	“What about you?”

	“You made me become a waitress. What would the owner think about that? I want to be a bartender again,” said Frank, hoping whatever legal fallout had occurred might encompass him.

	“No,” said William.

	“You can’t!”

	“I can.”

	“Now wait a minute, you’re letting the other women apply. Why can’t I?”

	“Because you ain’t a woman.”

	Frank furrowed his brow. “You’re making me pretend to be a woman,” he growled.

	“Yeah, well prove it. The bartending jobs are only open to women right now, real women. Owner’s orders. As long as you got that thing between your legs, you ain’t gonna be a bartender here.”

	“Then let me be a waiter instead of a waitress,” demanded Frank.

	William glared at him. For a moment, Frank thought William was going to refuse him that as well. But then, to Frank’s surprise, William said, “Fine. Tomorrow, you can go back to being a man... and I use the term ‘man’ loosely.”

	“What about Jade?”

	“What about her?”

	“Why is she assistant manager and not me?” asked Frank.

	“Because I like her better,” said William sourly.

	“So I’m supposed to answer to her now?”

	William turned on Frank and pointed his finger in his face. “Yes, you are. And if I hear any garbage about you not following any of her orders, you ain’t gonna be a waitress or a waiter here no more. Got it? Now get to work. Your boss is waiting, sissy boy.” He meant Jade, and when he said that, Frank withered on the inside. He was relieved he didn’t burst out crying, honestly. At least he could be a waiter now. He wouldn’t be a bartender, but he could return to being a man; that’s what mattered. Oddly, he didn’t feel as joyous as he’d expected from such a break. Still, it would come, he told himself. This was the first step to reclaiming his manhood and everything else.

	Of course, he still needed to face this one more night as a waitress.

	 

	—o—

	 

	With Frank’s first night curtailed by his never-ending erections, Frank never got the full training he needed. So this night, Jade assigned him to shadow Evelyn as she served customers. Evelyn took him around with her, letting him watch and explaining everything from tricks to remember modification requests customers made to menu items to the timing of check-ins with tables to what to do it a customer tried to touch her. There was a surprisingly large amount to learn.

	She also kept correcting his walk, insisting that he add more swing to his hips, which made him self-conscious. The other women seemed to delight in reminding him of this as well whenever he walked somewhere and didn’t do it.

	Finally, Frank was given a couple of tables to handle by himself. The first went well, though he felt like a fraud. Indeed, as he addressed the two young couples at the table, he kept wondering how they would react if they knew that the pretty young waitress in front of them in the slinky dress had a penis hanging right in their faces... right over the table. And what would they think if they also knew that penis was locked away in a small cage by his wife, who had the key in her purse at this very moment.

	“That would be so humiliating,” thought Frank.

	Yet, his penis tried to grow erect at the thought, though it made no headway against the cage and its attempt collapsed. Frank was relieved, but also a tad embarrassed at having his manhood corralled.

	The second table proved more challenging.

	At the second table sat two older men who were out celebrating something. They’d ordered several rounds of drinks and were already proving difficult. Indeed, Frank already needed to tell one of them he could not light up a cigar and he cringed when they kept telling him how “sexy” he was. As Frank brought their latest round of drinks, things suddenly got a lot more difficult. As Frank set down the drinks, one of the men slipped his hand right onto Frank’s rear.

	Frank froze.

	A sense of panic filled him. He’d never been touched by another man like this before and he didn’t know what to do! His instincts screamed for him to run or to throw a punch or something, but Evelyn had told him this was all part of being a waitress hadn’t she? Didn’t that mean he needed to just grin and bear it? He didn’t know. He felt overwhelmed.

	Then the man’s hand slid toward his crack.

	Frank’s penis shot to attention and exploded inside the cage, slamming against its metal walls and creating intense pressure unlike anything Frank had felt in the cage yet. He writhed in discomfort from the pressure and an unwanted feeling of pleasure from the old man’s hand. His whole body trembled.

	Frank opened his mouth to say something, anything. He had no idea what to say though. “I— I—”

	Suddenly, Evelyn appeared in the corner of his eye. Before Frank knew what was happening, Evelyn put her hand on his shoulder and marched him off to the break room. Several other waitresses arrived there as well, including Hannah. Jade was on her way from the bar.

	“What are you doing, Frank?” demanded Evelyn as they entered the break room.

	“He touched me! You said it was all part of being a waitress. What was I supposed to do?” answered Frank nervously. He’d had no idea how to handle that situation and he was relieved for the rescue, though apparently he’d done something wrong.

	“Yes, being touched. It happens. But don’t just stand there and let him feel you up, silly,” replied Evelyn.

	“Unless you like it,” chimed in Hannah.

	“He likes it,” said a waitress named Beth.

	“I do not!” protested Frank.

	“Then don’t let him do it,” said Jade, who had just arrived.

	“You said the customers sometimes touch. You said it was part of being a waitress. So I let him touch. I didn’t know what else to do!”

	Evelyn sighed. “Turn a man into a girl and he becomes helpless.”

	“Like I said,” added Jade to Frank, “you’ve got a long way to go to become a woman, girly. Listen. No woman will let some strange man do that. When some guy touches you, move your rear away. Just turn and ignore it—”

	“Turn the other cheek,” laughed Beth.

	“If he touches you again, tell him firmly but calmly it’s against policy,” continued Jade in a more firm tone, shooting a look of disapproval at Beth.

	“Tell him it will cost him $20,” laughed Hannah.

	“And two fingers,” added Beth.

	“Don’t do that,” said Jade with an eye roll. “Just tell him it’s against policy. If he touches you again, we’ll throw him out.”

	Frank nodded his head.

	Jade then glanced at his crotch. “How are you doing?”

	Frank looked down at his crotch too; he was confused. “How am I doing? What do you mean?”

	“Are you hard? Do you need a break?”

	The other women burst into a cascade of giggles.

	Frank blushed hard. “I don’t need a break,” he grumbled.

	“Good. Then get back to work,” said Jade and she slapped his rear, making it visibly jiggle beneath his skirt. “Evelyn, go with him to that table. If the guy touches Frank again, pour his drink over his head.”

	Frank’s first and only night as a waitress was proving to be rather embarrassing.

	 


Chapter Nine: “Testing The Device”

	 

	Martha tugged on Frank’s hand, pulling him behind her to the bedroom. She wore panties, a bra and a gossamer thin robe of organza and satin that was open, showing her breasts. Her shoes were still parked by the recliner, where she had been watching Frank clean the house all afternoon, getting hornier and hornier until she could take it no more. She needed some relief. Seeing her husband feminized dancing to her instructions (read: commands) made her irresistibly horny. Watching him clean the front window was what had become too much for her.

	He had worn a short white skirt and a fuzzy pink sweater – Martha’s choice – and the slutty black high-heeled mules as he did the cleaning. When he crouched down, his rounded feminine rear pressed against the short skirt making it project out like a model in a rock video. It was so inviting, Martha almost wet her panties wanting to touch it. Then, when he reached up to clean the top of the window, the short sweater would pull up, revealing a few inches of his naked belly and the small of his back, and he would stand on tiptoe in the tall shoes, which made Martha tingle thinking of how much smaller, weaker, and more submissive he had become. Halfway through cleaning the window, she could take no more.

	“But I’m almost done,” said Frank of the front window.

	“You can finish later,” said Martha.

	“It will only take a minute.”

	“Later, Frank. This is more important.”

	She pulled him into the bedroom.

	“What’s so important in here?” he asked.

	Martha ignored him and moved him next to the bed before pushing him backwards onto it. He flew backwards when she shoved, causing one of his mules to fall off, his breasts to pop out of his bra beneath the sweater, and his skirt to ride up, revealing his panties. Martha yanked down her own panties and climbed on top of him, straddling him with her thighs.

	“Hey, I’ve got windows to wash,” protested Frank with a giggle. This was admittedly exciting and kind of fun. It reminded him of the days before this all began, when Martha threw herself at him almost every day.

	“Not today, my little waitress,” smirked Martha.

	She then leaned forward and kissed her husband on his painted lips. As she did, she grabbed his wrists and easily pinned his arms to the bed. Frank, at first, tried to resist, but quickly realized that his wife was significantly stronger than him now – this was the first time he’d really confirmed something he had nervously suspected for some time now – so he pretended that he hadn’t tried to resist (after all, he didn’t want her knowing) and he let her pin him.

	“Now what? You can’t do anything if you have to keep me pinned,” he said.

	“This would be easier if you let me take you out of the cage and use you.”

	Frank shook his head. The idea actually appealed to him, but he knew that was the thrill of the moment speaking; he would regret it. “Not this boy.”

	“Girl.”

	“Boy.”

	Martha let go of one arm and squeezed his breast. “Girl.”

	Frank blushed.

	Martha then ran her hand down to his crotch and pulled his panties down below his balls, revealing the chastity device and his testicles. She squeezed his balls. “It’s too bad we can’t use this. It’s so pretty.”

	Frank licked his lips. The idea of letting his wife ride him just this once, despite the consequences, was enticing. “I can’t,” he told himself however, even as his body screamed that he could.

	“Such a waste,” said Martha sadly.

	She then repositioned herself so her naked pussy was right over the device; Frank felt her body pushing hard against the cage and his penis trying to get hard. He was being torn with temptation, as was Martha.

	“I can get the key,” she said hopefully.

	Frank twisted his lips, but didn’t respond.

	“I doubt you’ve even try to stop me,” she said. She glanced at his erect nipples pushing out the sweater at the tips of his large breasts; they were larger than hers now, which she found a little oddly embarrassing, but also thrilling. “Just one little turn of the key and we could have such fun.”

	Frank bit his tongue now. He wanted to tell her to do it, but he couldn’t. He was a man, and if he let her, he knew those days would be over. Not that one time would turn him into a girl, but if he gave in, it wouldn’t just be one time. It would be this time... and the next time... and the next, and every time he got horny enough. Soon, he would be a dainty little princess with a big dick beneath his dresses and there would be little chance of return. He needed to hold out.

	But Martha made it hard on him.

	“On the other hand, maybe I should never let you go,” purred Martha in his ear.

	As she did, she lowered her pussy on top of the cage. Frank could feel her warmth against his penis and he felt it struggle against the cage once more. She slowly started moving her lips along the smooth metal of the cage. Frank could feel her flesh sliding over the metal bars, bar by bar, rubbing against his skin as she went. He wanted so badly to be hard.

	“Would you like that, darling: even if you turn back into a man, I’ll keep you locked up?”

	Frank’s penis jumped inside the cage. He was thankful Martha couldn’t feel that.

	“We could make that happen,” continued Martha. “To the outside world, you could be plain old Frank. But you and I would know the truth. You and I would know that you can’t come, can’t even get hard without my permission.”

	She rubbed her pussy in the opposite direction now. She was getting very wet and Frank was getting incredibly horny. His resolve to stay in the cage was starting to break, bit by bit.

	“Of course, maybe I won’t let you go back even if you want to.”

	Frank’s penis jumped again. He was breathing hard. If he’d been erect he likely would have orgasmed right then. Instead, his frustration filled him with tension at his inability to get release.

	“You’d like that, I bet.”

	Frank shook his head, but felt like he was lying. That thought made him blush. “I— I want to be a man again,” he said.

	“I doubt it,” said Martha. “If I told you that you’re staying as my little waitress even if you could turn back into a man, you’d fill your little panties. Right now, I’ll bet you’re thinking about begging me to do it.”

	Frank struggled not to answer that question.

	“Of course, maybe what you want doesn’t matter? Maybe what I want is all that matters now.” Martha was turning herself on incredibly. Her pussy was so wet. Her nipples were so hard they could cut glass. She was burning with passion inside over the idea she had this power over her husband and that she might even exercise it. Could she really do that? She wasn’t sure, but the idea certainly turned her on. The feeling of having such power over Frank, who had so often treated her like she was somehow inferior, was an aphrodisiac. She could take his power for herself and turn the tables on him.

	The idea excited her.

	Martha sat up straighter and started to ride her husband’s caged penis. Back and forth, she rubbed her lips over it. She raised one hand to her nipple and played with it, rubbing it.

	The cage was becoming slippery.

	Martha had let go of her husband’s arms by now and was using one hand to play with her nipple and the other to play with his. Frank, rather than free himself, left his arms pressed to the sheet. He was swaying his hips back at his wife as she rode him. He was as intoxicated with this fantasy as she was, even if he couldn’t get hard or come. He was entranced by its naughty allure.

	Martha let out a soft moan.

	She moved her pussy and rubbed herself faster. She pulled his nipple between two of her fingertips and squeezed hard enough to make Frank wince. Then she yanked the flesh upwards, tugging on his nipple. Frank felt his penis jump again inside the device. And for a moment, a thousand thoughts raced through his head. He wanted to be a woman. He wanted his penis to belong to his wife, to let her decide when he could come. He wanted her to make him come and come and come until he was some tiny, big-breasted little feminine creature. All of that was sharply thrilling.

	Martha moaned louder, longer, as pleasure coursed through her.

	“Oh Frank, be my little waitress. Be a waitress for me,” she groaned.

	Frank wanted to scream that he would, but he bit his lip at the last possible second. This was incredibly erotic, amazingly arousing, but he knew he could not surrender to it. He just couldn’t. If he did, it would cost him the last of his manhood.

	Suddenly, Martha jerked. She jerked again. She squeezed his hips with her thighs and pressed her pussy hard against his cage. Then she jerked again and let out a gasp. She held her breath.

	Silence.

	Silence.

	Silence.

	Then Martha exhaled heavily, and she collapsed.

	Frank caught his breath as his wife lay on his chest, her face resting against his soft, round breast. His penis was soaked in a mixture of his wife’s come and, apparently, his own; he’d come though he wasn’t sure how. He felt amazing. But then came the shame. He’d come. That meant he would become more feminine. Worse, he’d had thoughts— strange thoughts, thoughts he could not have. How could he think such things?

	“What is wrong with me? I’m a man!”

	Then it hit him that his wife had called him her “little waitress” and he blushed. He was a man. He was a bartender. He’d made more money than his wife. To be relegated to the status of her little waitress was humiliating. He could not accept that. He could never accept it. Frank opened his mouth to protest all these thoughts.

	Before he could speak, however, Martha grabbed his chin and kissed him on the lips. He saw his lipstick mixed with hers on her lips. She smiled triumphantly at him; her eyes burned confidently.

	“Good girl,” she said.

	Then she rolled off and picked up her panties.

	“You can finish the windows now, dear.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	It was later that afternoon. Frank had finished the windows. Martha sat in the recliner reading the paper. She looked smug. Frank thought she should be helping him, but she wasn’t. He thought about telling her that they needed to split the housework evenly, but having been demoted to waitress as his wife worked as a doctor filled him with trepidation; she intimidated him suddenly. He thought it best to wait until he made his return to being a man the following day. After that had all happened, then it would be time to talk about a reset of recent changes.

	Frank was putting away some glassware.

	Martha’s phone rang.

	“Hi Kara, what’s up?” asked Martha.

	Frank listened in cautiously. Anything involving Kara could become a real disaster these days and he worried she might be planning another poker night with Carl and Jeanette, something he and Ted would definitely prefer to avoid.

	“Sure,” said Martha. “That sounds like a great idea. A birthday party would be great.” She chuckled. “Kind of a spa day.”

	Kara said something Frank could not hear.

	“Oh, I’m sure. I think it would be great to have the boys do it,” replied Martha.

	Frank raised an eyebrow. What was this? What were they planning?”

	“I’m sure. They can do it.” Martha smirked to herself. “Frank even knows something about waitressing now.”

	Frank heard Kara laugh over the line and then speak again. Again, he could not understand what she said.

	“Absolutely. It will be fun. Let’s do it.”

	Kara spoke once more. Then Martha wished her well and they hung up the phone. His wife set the phone down on the table next to her and picked up her newspaper. Frank waited to hear what they had decided, as he clearly would be part of it. She seemed in no hurry to speak, however.

	“Well?” he asked finally.

	“That was Kara.”

	“Right. And?”

	“Her birthday is coming up in a couple weeks,” said Martha. She flipped open her paper again. “We’ve decided we’re going to have a theme party. It’s going to be a relaxing girl’s spa day party. You and the boys will be pampering us for the party.”

	Frank furrowed his brow and folded his arms, which immediately felt strange with his large breasts blocking the natural placement of his arms. He awkwardly let his arms down again and rested them on his hips.

	“What if we don’t want to do that?” asked Frank defiantly.

	“After all the problems you boys caused us with those shots, I think you owe it to us,” she said and she reading. She said nothing more and was clearly not interested in discussing it further.

	Frank glared at her, but at the same time felt dismissed.

	 


Chapter Ten: “Frank’s Big Chance”

	 

	Frank waited for his wife to leave for work and then raced to the bedroom. He pulled the two shopping bags from where he’d hidden them on the top shelf of their closet. They weren’t exact hidden-hidden, but he doubted Martha would notice them as she kept other bags up there too. In fact, she had not noticed. He now took them down and emptied them onto the bed. Out of the bags fell men’s dress pants, a dress shirt, a vest, and men’s shoes. He had bought these with tip money he had saved up at work for the past few weeks in the hopes of buying men’s clothes again. Hearing that he could return to being a man and working as a waiter the following night told him this was his chance. So he raced across the street during a break and bought these items. His goal was to make himself back into a man today. Then when Martha came home, he would announce his return to being a man... Frank... her husband, not her wife. With the added backing of needing to return to being a man for work, he figured that his wife would accept the change and help him. After all, it would be a fait accompli.

	Frank felt oddly apprehensive.

	“Let’s do it,” he told himself, trying to overcome his apprehension.

	Frank unzipped the little blue housedress he wore and slipped it over his shoulders. He stepped out of the tall mules Martha still made him wear. They had been meant to humiliate him, of that he was pretty sure, but they had actually become kind of normal for him. He left on his panties because he didn’t have enough money to buy briefs. He then stripped off his classic white bra and went to his lingerie drawer. His full breasts hung heavily on his chest.

	“Fortunately, I have a way to hide those,” he told himself.

	Then Frank pulled his shoulder-length hair back into a ponytail and tied it in place with a ribbon.

	“Let’s do this,” he said again.

	Frank picked up a dark grey item from among the male items. This was the tightest sports bra he could find. He wasn’t entirely sure he would fit into it, but that was the point: it would be tight. He knew his breasts had gotten so large he could never pretend to be a man, but he hoped that this sports bra would press them so hard against his chest that they might appear to be flat... or at least, gently rolling hills rather than mountains.

	“They might even look like muscular pecs,” he said, though he knew that would never happen. Just making them disappear would be enough.

	Frank slipped the bra over his arms and head and yanked it down into place on his chest. It was a struggle because the bra was so tight, but with enough tugging and then poking and shoving of his breasts, he got everything inside it.

	Did it work?

	He didn’t know. He wasn’t looking in the mirror. But looking down, they did seem a lot smaller than what had been there recently. Were they small enough that he wouldn’t have noticed them before when he was a man? Probably not, but it was hard to tell as he’d had breasts for so long now that they had warped his judgment.

	“It will work,” he assured himself.

	He grabbed the white dress shirt and pulled it over his shoulders. It was a little tight around the chest, even with the sports bra doing its thing, but he got it closed and buttoned. It didn’t fit well though. As noted, it fit rather snuggly around his chest but it hung far too loosely around his lower torso. Again, it may have been the right size, but it didn’t fit his shape too well. Or maybe it would be better to say that his shape didn’t fit it.

	Frank took the pants and slipped his legs into them. He pulled them up his legs. They felt coarse and unpleasant compared to the silky stockings and flowing skirts he’d worn of late. He then slipped them over his rear... sort of. Actually, he tugged them over his rear, trying to force them over his rounded cheeks and wider hips. It was even more of a struggle to close the zipper. He got it closed, but he felt like they might split whenever he sat down. Clearly, men’s pants, even in his size, were not meant to accommodate the roundness of the female form. At the same time, the waist was far too loose and hung awkwardly.

	Frank tucked the shirt into the loose waist of pants and told himself a belt would hide the problem. Then he snatched the vest and slipped it over the shirt. It had similar problems to the shirt, but he got it on.

	Next, he sat down and he slipped on one of the shoes.

	It was immediately uncomfortable, if not downright unpleasant. The shoe was too rough on his foot. It felt almost stifling in a way. It was too heavy too, far too heavy.

	“Maybe some socks would help,” he said.

	Frank went to his underwear drawer. He’d kept his male clothes in the hopes they would fit again once they found a cure for his condition; this included his socks and briefs – briefs that were far too large for him. He grabbed a pair of black socks and slipped them on. They felt busy, for lack of a better word, at least compared to the silky sheer stockings he normal wore these days. Either way, they fit and he slipped into the shoes again.

	They were still too heavy.

	They were rough too. And thick.

	“These just feel awkward,” he thought. It was all right though, he assured himself. “It’s all about getting used to them. You’ll get used to them again. Just keep wearing them.”

	Frank rose to his feet and moved to the mirror. He winced when he saw his reflection. He looked like a woman playing at dressing as a man. Despite the bra, he still showed an ample chest: more like foothills than rolling hills. His shape was still distinctly hourglass as well. Then there was the rest. His hair looked cute and feminine even pulled back. This wasn’t a man bun or something like that, it was feminine hair. His face looked cute and girly actually. His cheeks were surprisingly rounded. His lips were soft and pouty like pink little pillows. Silver earrings dangled from his earlobes. His neck looked slender and feminine. His shoulders were narrow. His arms looked thin and weak. His rear looked large and round, even in the male pants. His hands... well, they had red nails that protruded about half an inch past his fingertips.

	“Those will need to go,” he said.

	But as he said this, he felt a tinge of sadness. It had taken a lot of work to get his nails to a good length and shape and he did really like the color. Cutting them would be a shame. His hair too. He ran his hand through his hair. It too would need to be cut. That made him even more sad.

	“Why is this making me sad?” he wondered.

	Then a terrible thought started to assert itself in his brain. He cut it off before it could complete, but he knew what that thought was. It wondered if perhaps this wasn’t a bad idea. Frank closed his eyes and clenched his fists. He thought of himself standing behind the bar in his old vest and his pants.

	“I am a man,” he said. “None of this crap is me.”

	He opened one eye and saw his feminine shape. He winced, but he didn’t really – he’d faked it; he knew that.

	“I’m a man, not a woman,” he said more forcefully, but with less real conviction.

	Suddenly, he yanked himself away from the mirror. He could look no longer for fear that he might change his mind. He was a man. He was going to be a man and these crazy thoughts were not going to interfere with that!

	Frank stomped to the kitchen, determined to do his chores in the new clothes. He was going to force himself to get used to them and then these silly thoughts would go away.

	STOMP! STOMP! STOMP! STOMP!

	His feet fell heavily on the hardwood floor. It sounded so strange, so awkward. It felt strange too. His shoes were so heavy, so rigid. They were very uncomfortable. He didn’t like them. In fact, he hated them. They kept his feet at a strange angle too. It felt like a strain on his ankle and the sole of his feet kept wanting to flex.

	His pants weren’t any more comfortable either. He’d gotten so used to the flow of air and soft materials delicately brushing his legs that wearing these coarse tubes around his legs which tugged strangely and pushed against his legs like bindings felt downright annoying.

	“It’s fine,” he growled.

	Frank reached the kitchen and started clearing the dishes his wife had left after breakfast. Without any real discussion, he’d taken over all the household duties bit by bit. This meant not only cleaning, but cleaning up after her. So for breakfast, for example, she would eat and then leave the cleanup to him. It bothered him at first, but no longer. It didn’t bother him this time either except the clothes were beginning to feel like a prison.

	A prison.

	That thought resonated in his mind and, as he worked, that thought became stronger. It felt like an itch that could not be scratched. The barely tolerable growing to intolerable. The pressure built.

	“I need to get out of these clothes!” he suddenly exclaimed.

	Frank jogged back to the bedroom. Every step felt like torture. He hated the heavy shoes. He hated the rough pants. He hated the idea of cutting his nails or his truly beautiful hair.

	“I can’t do this!”

	Frank reached the bedroom and stripped back down as fast as he could all the way to his panties. When he was naked, he slipped into the slutty high-heeled mules for comfort, of all things, and he tossed himself onto the bed. He needed relief so badly. He lay on his back, raising his knees and planting his heels in the mattress. He pulled away the scrunchy, freeing his lush hair, and he grabbed his erection and started stroking... at least, that’s what he wanted to do... what he was desperate to do. The problem was, his excited, anxious penis was still trapped inside the device and his wife had the key.

	Frank cringed. He felt so incredibly horny! He felt like he was going to explode if he didn’t make himself come. But how? Frank grabbed the cage and shook it, trying to make himself come. It didn’t work.

	He grabbed his balls and squeezed. That didn’t work either.

	He ran his finger over his rear. That didn’t work either.

	Frank grabbed one of his nipples and played with it, even pinching it hard and tugging on it. That didn’t work either though.

	It was not to be.

	“Ugh!” exclaimed Frank.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Jade raised a surprised eyebrow as Frank tottered into work. She had expected to see him dressed as a man. She chuckled to herself to see that. She walked over to greet him.

	“Still a woman, I see,” said Jade.

	Frank cringed. He didn’t want to talk about it. He could barely believe he’d come to work in a dark green dress and golden high-heeled sandals. He was stunned that returning to being a man had proven so difficult, but his experience that morning had proven to him that he couldn’t just throw on some pants and be a man again. He would need to think of some better plan. For now, unfortunately, that meant remaining a woman.

	“I wasn’t able to get what I needed,” lied Frank.

	“Uh huh,” said Jade doubtfully.

	“What is that supposed to mean?” asked Frank sourly.

	Jade laughed. “It means I think you like it.”

	“I do not,” gasped Frank.

	“Give it up, Frank.”

	“I don’t want to be a woman!”

	“And yet, you dress like one. You walk like one. You’ve grown breasts like one. And most importantly, you stayed one when you had the chance to return to being a man tonight.”

	“I told you,” protested Frank, “I couldn’t get what I needed.”

	“And what was that, Frank? All it takes to be a man is some scissors, some makeup remover and some pants. Are you really going to pretend you couldn’t find those things? Or are you going to admit that you like being a girl—”

	“I do not!”

	“You do, Frank. It turns you on. That’s obvious.”

	“It does not!”

	“Ok, Frank. We’ll pretend that’s true,” said Jade sarcastically, miming an erection with her finger. “Either way, get started on your shift.”

	“Fine,” said Frank. “Where’s William, by the way?” Frank wanted to speak to William about his arriving dressed as a woman. He wanted to tell William that there had been a snag, but that he intended to try again in the near future. He hoped William would accept that; he saw no reason why William should not.

	“William’s not here,” said Jade.

	Frank raised an eyebrow. “Why not?”

	“William’s taken a leave of absence. I’m in charge in the meantime.”

	Frank raised his eyebrow even higher. “What happened?

	Jade shrugged her shoulders.

	“I need to talk to William,” said Frank.

	“That’s too bad.”

	“What does that mean?”

	“It means William might not be in charge here much longer. You might want to consider that too and start treating me like a boss for real.”

	Frank stared at her in horror. What she was suggesting sounded like a nightmare. The owner wouldn’t really fire William and replace him with Jade, would they? That thought gave him a sinking feeling.

	 


Chapter Eleven: “Crossroad”

	 

	Frank glanced at the dress he would wear tonight at work. It was gorgeous. It was a body-hugging gown made of silver sequins with a sweetheart neckline, wide shoulder straps and a plunging back. The dress was magnificent and he knew he would look great in it. No one would ever suspect he was a man. Still, he struggled with the idea of still wearing dresses.

	Why wasn’t he a man again?

	Frank sighed in frustration and then stared at himself in the mirror once more. With Jade making him come at work and his wife making him come even in the device and who knows what else – it seemed his penis lived in a perpetual state of drowning in precome, so he knew he had changed even more. The thing is, he was so feminine now that he could no longer tell how he had changed!

	Were his hips wider? Or were they already that wide?

	His bra felt a little snug. Could that mean his breasts had grown?

	Were his arms or leg muscles smaller? Could they even get smaller?

	Were his lips more pouty or was he just better at doing makeup?

	The truth was that Frank had changed so much that even getting larger breasts or wider hips or a rounder rear would hardly be noticed at this point. It seemed he was as feminine as he could possibly get.

	What was worse, at least to Frank’s mind, were the recent thoughts he’d been having. When this started, he was a man. And as a man, he knew to disdain anything feminine. Wear panties? Hell no. High heels? Are you kidding? Act like a woman? In your dreams. But none of that seemed unnatural anymore. To the contrary, much of it had even come to turn him on.

	“How can this turn me on?” he lamented.

	It had started with only hints. A strange shiver here, a surprising feeling of warmth there. But those hints grew into full suggestions and finally obvious responses. The night he came in the device had been the furthest he’d ever gone. He actually came within a hair of openly asking Martha to remove the device and feminize him! That was shocking.

	“Not that this stupid thing helped anyway.” He smacked the device gently through his pink panties as he spoke.

	Frank took a deep breath and ran his fingers through his lush, feminine hair, hair that now hung down to his shoulder blades and which had started to take on a natural auburn tint.

	“I need to do something to get back to being a man,” he told himself. “I need to get these thoughts out of my head.”

	“What would you do if you couldn’t go back?”

	That had been Martha’s question some time ago. He’d laughed it off then to avoid answering it to her or to himself. He didn’t want to believe it could happen. Of course, there would be a cure. Of course, he would turn back into a man. Of course, he would just toss aside the dresses and heels and slip into pants and resume his life as a man.

	But that hadn’t happened.

	There was no cure. His body just kept getting increasingly feminine; it was so feminine it could barely be changed more. And the biggest shock came when he tried to turn himself back into a man and couldn’t stand it. How sickening it had been, he recalled, to walk into work with everyone expecting him to be a man again only to show up in a dress.

	So what if he could never go back?

	The thought made Frank feel weak. He’d been raised to be strong. To be a leader. Not to be feminine. He was a man. No, he was THE man. There shouldn’t be a feminine fiber in his body. And yet, he had become passable only as a woman and, what’s more, it seemed to turn him on. In fact, if he was being completely truthful, he had come to like many of the things associated with being a woman. He loved the air on his legs beneath his dresses... the freedom. He loved the color on his nails. He loved doing them. So relaxing. He loved the sound of his heels. He recalled trying to wear flats and how unpleasant they had become. He liked the way people glanced at him, held doors for him. He even needed to admit that it kind of turned him on to stand before these customers and take their orders without them knowing the secret he kept beneath his dress. He would never admit that to anyone and he barely let himself acknowledge it, but it was true. He kind of liked it.

	“What does this mean?” he worried.

	Just then, the phone rang. The ring brought Frank back to reality. All of his male defensives came back online. He was a man, dammit! He grabbed the phone. It was Ted.

	“Hey Ted, what’s up?” asked Frank, trying to deepen his voice ever so slightly.

	“Hi Frank. I wanted to see if you knew anything about this birthday party the girls are planning?” asked Ted. If Frank had not known Ted, he would have guessed he was speaking to a young woman. He wondered if his own voice sounded equally weak and feminine.

	“Nothing really. What do you know?” said Frank.

	“Not much. Just that Kara’s really excited by it.”

	“That can’t be good.”

	“Yeah, probably not,” sighed Ted. “Do you know what I’m not thrilled about?”

	“What?”

	“Carl,” said Ted.

	Frank nodded his head in agreement. “Yeah, Carl’s a, uh—”

	“Macho jerk?”

	Frank winced. Ted was right, of course, but hearing him express it this way felt like a betrayal of their manhoods. It made Ted sound like such a girl, saying it this way, and Frank agreeing made him complicit.

	“Yeah, he’s not going to be happy,” agreed Frank, trying not to sound “girly.”

	“That’s an understatement. After what I told Jeanette, she probably jerked him off every day. He’s only going to remain a man for a few weeks.”

	“Probably,” said Frank, who grabbed his heavy breasts and wished he had been a little more celibate of late himself.

	“I guess we’ll see how it goes.”

	“I guess so.”

	“How goes the waitressing?” asked Ted.

	“Fine,” said Ted abruptly. He didn’t want to talk about it, especially with the thoughts that had been swirling in his head lately. He picked up the silver sandal he would wear tonight as part of his uniform and sighed. He felt his penis start to grow. “I need to go. I need to get ready for work.”

	They hung up.

	Frank continued to stare at the offending feminine shoe in his hand. He couldn’t believe he was going to wear it. Worse, he couldn’t believe he was going to be able to walk in it, and to do so femininely. Worse yet, he couldn’t believe his dick had tried, and failed, to get hard at the idea. This was bad.

	“I need to become a man again soon,” he told himself. “Before it’s too late.”

	 


Chapter Twelve: “Promoted”

	 

	Frank stood in the bedroom. His wife was in the kitchen. It was time to get ready for work. He stared at the silver dress hanging on the back of the closet door. His wife had bought that for him for work. She bought it today, along with some really tall silver stiletto-heeled sandals to go with it. Martha was slowly building him a very large, very feminine wardrobe.

	Frank ran his fingers over the dress.

	This was the gorgeous silver sequin body-hugging gown. It had a sweetheart neckline, wide shoulder straps and a plunging back. She’d paired it with the silver sandals which had a cage design over the toes which would peek out from beneath the floor-length hem as he walked. It was a sex dress. A very, very sexy dress. In fact, it was so sexy that as Frank ran his hands over the dress, he started to feel giddy about wearing it. He was going to look so amazing!

	That shocked him... and it scared him.

	Frank stepped away from the dress as if it might take him if he stayed too close. The idea that he would be turned on to wear a dress, turned on to think of how he would look was... well, difficult to accept. It was true that he was turned on. There was no denying that. And he felt oddly excited and pleased that he would look good. And truth be told, there was something else in there – the same tiny jolt of pleasure he got from successfully fooling the customers at work. It was hard to explain, but the idea of passing as a woman was a definite turn on.

	On the other hand, this was a real threat to his manhood. How could he be a man again if thoughts like these raced through his mind? How could he call himself a man if every time he met a woman, he wondered how he would look in her clothes? How it would feel to wear them? 

	Frank bit his lip. His manhood. He needed to save his manhood.

	“I need to do something,” he said.

	Frank thought back to a few days before when he brought home men’s clothes with the intention of returning to being a man and putting an end to all of this. He was going to present it to Martha as a fait-acccompli and there would be nothing she could do about it. He would be a man again and she would need to accept it. But it hadn’t worked. To the contrary, it had been a disaster. He’d HATED every second being dressed in men’s clothes again. The clothes felt so unnatural they felt like a prison. He ended up ripping them off and returning to dresses within minutes.

	After that, Frank swore to come up with a plan to return to being a man. He told himself he would go slowly. He would start with one item – pants, men’s shoes, briefs, whatever, and try them on a little at a time. He would get used to them again. Then, when he was ready, he would make the shift. But so far, he hadn’t, not once. And now, seeing the dress made him want to wear it.

	It seemed it was nearing too late.

	But then he filled with resolve. He could reclaim his manhood!

	“I’m going to start tomorrow,” he swore. “I’m going to start wearing men’s clothes while Martha’s gone all day, day after day until I’m ready to go back to being a man. Then I’ll tell Jade I’m coming back as a man.”

	Tomorrow.

	“Hurry up, Frank,” said Martha as she returned to the bedroom.

	“We have almost an hour,” protested Frank.

	“I know, but I want to stop and get more lipstick on the way.”

	Frank shrank. He felt so weak with his wife not letting him drive anymore. He understood why she had made that decision, but it only reinforced to him how much he’d lost in being feminized. This being one of the examples: he was subject to the whims of her schedule as the driver. That would change though.

	“Fine,” said Frank.

	Then he told himself: Tomorrow.

	In the meantime though, it was time to get ready for work. He took the dress from the hook and laid it across the bed. He’d also taken the silver heels, which had hung by their ankle straps from the dress’s clothes hanger. He set those down on the bed as well.

	Martha watched him. She loved watching him get dressed. There was something about seeing her husband slip into a dress which was just magical. The moment she loved best was when his dick disappeared into the panties. Even in the chastity device there was something really sexy about seeing a penis slide into a pair of girly panties and effectively vanish from the world. It made her heart race and made her very wet.

	“Do you like the dress?” asked Martha.

	Frank bit his lip. He loved the dress. That was the problem. “It’s nice.”

	“I think you’ll like the sandals too,” said Martha. She stepped over to him and ran her hand up the back of his thigh to his panty covered rear. “I think they’re sexy.”

	Frank trembled at her touch. He felt the blood rush to his penis and his penis start to grow, but it only grew a little before it pressed up against the cage and found itself frustrated. That frustration rebounded as horniness within him.

	“It’s too bad,” said Martha.

	“T— too bad?”

	She brought her other hand around and slipped his balls into her palm. “It’s too bad you won’t take this off. We could have such fun. I’d love to feel you explode inside me right now,” she purred.

	Frank’s penis jumped and his balls heaved in her hand. He wanted so very badly to let her make him cum. He hadn’t done that in so long now. He truly needed it. But he couldn’t. His grasp on his manhood was far too tenuous to let it happen again. Besides, tomorrow. And then there was the dress too. He was so turned on by the dress that he knew he couldn’t trust himself to let her unlock him. Not now. If he did that, tomorrow would fade away and never come back. He needed to be strong.

	“I— I thought we needed to get going,” said Frank.

	Martha gently squeezed his balls. “There’s always time to play.”

	Frank was positively melting in her hand now.

	“If you let me take this off, we could play all the time,” she said breathlessly. She didn’t know why this mood struck her right now, but it had. Something about the way Frank handled the dress had just lit this fire within her and she was almost desperate to see him spurt.

	Frank was similarly entranced. Her approach had been so sudden, so unexpected despite all her recent pressure that he found he simply wanted to give in and let her make a woman of him finally. Take off the device and let it happen, day after day, regardless of where he ultimately ended up. To feel himself inside his wife again, but spend his days in feminine luxury.

	“Tomorrow,” he told himself, but his will was fading fast.

	Martha tugged on his balls and played with his rear. It felt incredible! Frank’s penis tried its best to get hard, but couldn’t, which only made him want it more. Nothing turns desire into need more strongly than denial. Suddenly, he felt determined to remove the device and to let her at him. He truly wanted to do it, not just as a fantasy or a desire, but to really do it. They just needed the key.

	“Say honey,” said Frank nervously.

	But just then, the phone rang. It was a wrong number. But it was enough. By the time Martha had set her phone back down and returned to Frank, he had regained his will power. Tomorrow.

	“What were you saying?” asked Martha.

	Frank smiled weakly. “Zip me up?” He handed her the dress.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Frank’s silver dress shimmered in the last gasp of orange-yellow light to pass through the bar’s windows before darkness fell. Everyone seemed to look up as he entered. He shuddered with a strangely exquisite feeling as he saw them all staring. He burned with excitement under their gazes. That he was turned on by this made him blush with embarrassment. He brushed back some hair with his fingers and cast his eyes to the ground as he made his way to the employee lounge. As he did, he told himself that as exciting as that had felt, it would not happen again. He would start working on returning to being a man immediately.  Tomorrow.

	“This is the last time I come to work as a waitress,” he told himself.

	He meant it too.

	“Hi Frank,” said one of the other waitresses as he entered the break room.

	“Hi Caroline,” said Frank cautiously. He set his purse into one of the lockers and removed the key. He had no pockets in this dress, so he used the time-honored approach of dropping the locker key into his bra. He felt rather emasculated doing it though as the key slipped into his cleavage.

	“The boss wants to see you,” said Caroline.

	“William?”

	“No. William’s boss.”

	“Who is William’s boss?”

	“The owner, I guess.”

	Frank thanked the young woman and took a deep breath. He felt pensive. What could this be about, he wondered? It was bad enough dealing with William; he had no idea what the owner would be like. He didn’t really even know who that was. He knew there was an owner, but only William had ever spoken to them.

	Frank tottered over to the office. He knocked on the door and was called inside by a feminine voice. When he stepped inside, he saw the woman to whom the voice belonged. She was an elegant, but older lady, about William’s age with graying hair. She wore a houndstooth skirt suit with black pumps with white trim.

	“You wanted to see me?” asked Frank.

	“Yes, come in. Close the door,” said the woman.

	Frank stepped inside and closed the door.

	“I understand you’re a man,” said the woman.

	Frank froze. Who told her that, he wondered? Jade? William? Or could she tell? He folded his arms nervously across his chest. “I, uh— yeah,” he replied cautiously.

	“I also understand you were William’s assistant, and a good one mostly.”

	Frank raised an eyebrow. Where was this headed? “I, uh, tried. Yes.”

	“Well, William’s not coming back. I told him to run this place as he saw fit and he did fine for a while, but then he let his dick do his thinking. I can’t have that. I’ve got too much money invested for that to happen. So I gave William a new role. What that means though is that I need someone to run this place.”

	The woman paused.

	“You interested?” she asked.

	Frank ran his tongue over his teeth. Was he interested in getting promoted to manager? That he was. He imagined himself wandering the restaurant as William had in his sharp suits and making all of the decisions. He would be “the man.” Heck yeah, he was interested in that. For that, he would go home tonight and cut his hair and cut his nails and slip into the most uncomfortable wingtips and dress pants he could find. This was his chance to clear the slate. No more dresses. No more heels. No more being a woman. No more taking orders from Jade.

	“Absolutely,” he said.

	“I thought as much,” said the woman.

	“I can go home and change right now if you li—”

	“Change? Change how?”

	“Into men’s clothes,” said Frank as if his point had been obvious.

	The woman laughed. “Oh, heavens no. You have a lot of knowledge and a good brain, just like William. But I’ve learned my lesson: men think with their dicks too much. You’re different since you’re basically a woman. If you want to be my manager, then you need to stay a woman to do it.”

	Frank’s jaw dropped.

	“Besides,” added the old woman, “it will be great public relations to have the place run by what everyone thinks is a woman. People will eat that up. They’ll show up just to see what kind of changes feminine management will bring.”

	Frank stared at her, still in shock. Had she really told him that if he wanted this promotion, then he would need to agree to be a woman? He couldn’t do that and transition back to being a man. He’d already learned that; he could not be both at once. That meant no no-more-dresses. No no-more heels. No no-more being a woman. He would be Jade’s boss again, but that was small consolation if he’d need to give up returning to being a man.

	Of course, he also knew he couldn’t really return to being a man, not well... not at the moment.

	“Can— can I think about it?” he asked.

	The woman snickered as if she could read his mind. “All right. I’ll give you three days to decide if you can take being a woman. Then I give the job to Jade.”

	Frank took a deep breath. This was going to be a difficult decision. He nodded his appreciation and rose to his feet. He started to leave, but then stopped. He glanced back at the woman.

	“What job did you give William?” he asked.

	“He’s a maid. Doing domestic chores.”

	“At your home?”

	The woman shrugged her shoulders. “Why not? He’s my husband.”

	 


Chapter Thirteen: “Queens For A Day”

	 

	The old woman’s offer weighed heavily on Frank’s mind the rest of that night and the following morning. He’d always wanted to be the manager actually. He knew William would never leave though, so he’d never considered it seriously, not at Empirey. But he had kept an eye out at other places. The problem was, few restaurants hired managers who hadn’t either already been managers or who hadn’t been solid employees for years at that restaurant. That made manager positions rare opportunities. But of course, he would need to stay a woman if he accepted the position. He didn’t want to do that, however.

	“I want to be a man again,” he told himself.

	Then he went over the reason in his mind: he was a man. That was it. That’s all he needed. He was a man, not a woman, and it was humiliating for a man to wear women’s clothes, to be treated like a woman in public, and to be looked down upon by all these women in his life who seemed to savor his lost status like some sort of feminine justice. It was humiliating. Pure and simple.

	But even as he groused about all of this, he did have to admit that it seemed to turn him on. For some reason, and as much as he hated to admit it, it thrilled him – though he did wish he could masturbate to truly enjoy it; something he could do if he gave in and became a woman, he told himself. He also had to admit that he did like some aspects of being a woman. Some. Small ones. For example, he found it relaxing to paint his nails. It was kind of fun to do up his face with makeup too. His hair was gorgeous... he loved the feel of that. The feel of the clothes was exciting too, even the difficult high heels.

	He sighed. It was a complex issue.

	Then there was Martha. Perhaps it was unfair to say that she reveled in this, but she definitely got off on his loss of status. She seemed to like having the upper hand and she was clearly enjoying giving him new duties and the such. That made him uneasy, but again it also seemed to turn him on.

	This was a complex issue indeed.

	 

	—o—

	 

	It was midday the following day. The birthday party was two hours away.

	Martha came home carrying some bags and a dress bag. She ushered Frank to the bedroom.

	“It’s time to get ready,” said Martha.

	“Ready how?” asked Frank suspiciously, noting the bags she carried. “What are those?”

	“I may have gotten a few things for the party,” she said coyly.

	“What things?”

	“You’ll see,” sang Martha.

	Frank watched as his wife started unpacking the bags. First came a shoe box. He took it and opened it. His heart skipped a beat. Inside were high-heeled black slingbacks with open toes. They had very tall stiletto heels with inch-and-a-half platforms; they likely had the tallest heels he’d ever worn. They had a small, elegant bow over the toes too. They were super sexy. He felt his penis start to grow, which troubled him. If he was going to become a man again, he shouldn’t be excited by these shoes, he told himself.

	“Oh joy,” said Frank sarcastically to hide his fears.

	“You love it and you know it,” said Martha and she kissed him on the lips and then continued pulling items from the bag. There was a short black dress with a puffy hem and puffy sleeves. There were fishnet stockings. There were black panties and some ribbons. Finally, there was a black corset. It all seemed a tad “over-sexed” for a birthday party.

	“What is all this?” asked Frank nervously.

	“That is your uniform.”

	Frank furrowed his brow. “My uniform? You want me to wear a uniform? What kind of party is this?”

	“We thought it would be fun if you boys wore uniforms for our pampering. Give it all a ‘queens for a day’ kind of feeling.”

	“You’re joking.”

	Martha patted her husband on the side of the face. “I’m afraid not, sweetie. Now strip.”

	Frank stared at the clothes on the bed. He had a pretty good idea how the uniform would assemble and he wasn’t very pleased about it. Wasn’t it bad enough that he needed to dress like a woman at all? Did they need to add this indignity?

	“I can’t wear this,” he protested. “Not in front of them!”

	“Oh yes, you can.”

	“I really can’t.”

	“Ted’s going to be wearing one too.”

	“That doesn’t make this any better,” said Frank, who was specifically thinking about being seen by Carl dressed like this; not that being seen by the others dressed like this was better, it was just that being seen like this by Carl would really be the icing on the “sissy” cake.

	“Put it on, Frank,” said Martha. Her tone was no-nonsense, the same tone she used to give him orders to clean the house and when she was in no mood to argue with him over some point of resistance by his ego. It had been a tone he had learned not to challenge over the past few weeks, a tone of authority. It was a tone he had recently found himself struggling to obey... and hearing it now made him wither. He felt silly and weak for withering, but he did. He couldn’t explain it, except maybe habit he told himself – or maybe it was some change of status he’d internalized, the same way one knows when they cannot disobey a boss or parent, but he didn’t want to believe he’d come to see his wife as his boss. Whatever the reason, he found himself stripping naked except for the device.

	“Good girl,” said Martha.

	Martha picked up the black satin panties next and handed those to Frank. Frank slipped them up his legs. When he got them in place though, his balls and the device seemed to fall out the bottom. He tried to adjust them and discovered that the panties were crotchless.

	“You’re kidding,” he said.

	“All part of the uniform.”

	“I can’t let them see me in this thing!” He meant the device.

	“It will be covered by the dress.”

	“Barely.”

	Martha blushed a smile. “That just makes it more exciting.”

	Frank glared at her, but another wave of her hand to hurry up made him move on. She handed him the fishnet stockings next. He’d never worn fishnets before and he found it a little strange. But at the same time, they weren’t all that different than regular stockings. He slipped those on.

	“Sit,” said Martha and she pointed at the bed.

	Frank sat on its edge.

	Martha took the slingbacks from the box and crouched down. She slipped the first one on Frank’s foot and adjusted the strap. These were tall shoes and would require significant skill for walking, but Frank didn’t worry about it as he’d been wearing the slutty heels for so long that he figured he could wear anything. Martha added the other shoe.

	“Let’s do this next,” she said and she picked up the corset. “Come face the dresser.”

	Frank moved to the dresser; the tall heels indeed proving a challenging – he felt like he minced in them. Martha pulled the corset into place around his torso. The corset ran from the top of his waist to the bottom of his breasts, where it had cups that would support his breasts. Martha pulled it tightly and then began working the laces in the back. It seemed to get tighter and tighter as she adjusted them.

	“Put your hands on the dresser and hold tight.”

	Frank leaned forward, put his hands on the dresser and spread his legs slightly. His balls hung freely between his legs. His wife gave the corset a mighty tug. For a moment, it felt like all the air rushed out of him and he struggled to brace himself, a struggle made all the more difficult by the unstable heels. While he steadied himself, she tied off the corset laces. He tried to breathe as she did and managed, but it was a more shallow breath than normal.

	“Wow, this is tight!” he said.

	“You’ll get used to it.”

	“I will never get used to it,” he said sourly.

	Martha chuckled. “Well, now I know a good way to punish you.”

	Frank bit his lip. He wasn’t sure if she was being serious or not, but the prospect of being made to wear this as punishment struck him as no meaningless threat. Not only did it make it harder to breathe, but it was already restricting his motions. He realized right away that he couldn’t bend or twist as easily and he doubted he could reach his feet if he needed to. This was quite the bondage device!

	Martha now came around and worked his breasts into the corset’s cups. The corset pushed them way up on his chest, making them appear huge and round and jiggly. Indeed, like the push-up bras she’d had him wear before, only more so, the corset seemed more intent on displaying his breasts than supporting them.

	“How can they be this big?” gasped Frank when he saw his jiggly balloons.

	“It’s partly you and partly a trick, dear,” said Martha. “But mainly you,” she added and she slapped his rear as she moved to grab the dress from the bed. She unzipped it and then pulled it over her husband’s head, pulling it down into place.

	Frank’s jaw dropped.

	The dress... well, the dress was bad. It was a classic “French maid” dress complete with puffy sleeves, a flared mid-thigh hem, a swooping square neckline and white trim, including a white half-pinafore-style apron over the front of the skirt. This was a costume, not a uniform, and it was meant to impress during role-play sex games, not actually be worn by a maid. Worse, the swooping square neckline framed his jiggly breasts perfectly. There would be no hiding those, not in any way.

	Frank’s penis shot to attention... as far as it could, at least. It strained against the cage.

	“I can’t wear this!” he gasped.

	“Why? You look amazing.”

	“I look like a— like a sex toy!”

	Martha giggled. “You look pretty, honey,” she said disarmingly and she kissed him on the lips. Then she grabbed the two ribbons from the bed. The first, she tied decoratively around her husband’s neck. The second, she tied around the cage, finishing it in a little bow. “Very cute.”

	Frank blushed.

	“Now you look perfect,” said Martha as she brushed at his hair with her fingertips.

	“What exactly are we supposed to be doing today?” demanded Frank.

	“Kara wanted a relaxing spa day, and she thought it would be fun to have you boys do it for us. I think that’s an excellent idea, so that’s what we decided upon.” Frank started to protest, but Martha held up her hand to stop him. “And before you say anything, tonight, you don’t get to object. You boys owe us this for all you’ve put us through with these stupid shots.”

	“Put you through?! I’m the one stuck in a dress! I’m the one with this thing wrapped around my manhood,” objected Frank.

	“And whose fault is that?”

	Frank bit his tongue. He had no answer to that... I told you so.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Frank and Ted scurried around the table setting it for lunch. They were setting the table for three. That would be Martha, Kara and Jeanette. The boys would be serving. Jeanette and Carl weren’t here yet, but Kara told them they were on their way. Kara and Martha sat in the living room sipping umbrella drinks Frank had prepared as the boys got things ready. Across from the table, on the credenza, was the birthday cake. It was pink. As an ironic twist, Kara had the cake decorator add the silhouette of a French maid costume to the cake as decoration.

	Frank set down a plate and surreptitiously glanced at Ted.

	Like Frank, Ted wore a black French maid costume. Like Frank’s, it hung to about mid-thigh, where it had a flared skirt. It had puffy sleeves and an open neckline. Frank’s was square whereas Ted’s was heart-shaped. As with Frank, the dress showed off Ted’s breasts and cleavage, which is where Frank’s unease came in. Despite his obvious desire to be feminine, Ted didn’t have nearly the breasts that Frank did. They weren’t very large and they weren’t at all jiggly, unlike Frank’s. Frank felt deeply insecure because of this as it seemed he was far more feminine than “girly” Ted now. That thought bothered him and he kept glancing at Ted’s breasts in a sort of reverse competition he was losing.

	“What do you think Carl’s going to say?” asked Ted.

	Frank shuddered. He didn’t want to think about it. “I don’t know. It won’t be good.”

	“Whatever it is, it will be worth it,” said Ted and he started laying out forks. 

	“Hopefully, he won’t come,” said Frank.

	“They’re here!” announced Kara.

	Frank and Ted shot each other nervous glances. In fact, they stood in terrified silence staring at each other as they heard Kara and Martha go to the front door. They heard Jeanette enter. They heard hugging and kissing and exchanged greetings. There was mention of a gift box Jeanette had brought. No mention of Carl though. Had they gotten lucky?

	“Oh boys, could you come here please?” called Kara.

	Frank and Ted both swallowed hard.

	“I guess we can’t avoid it anymore,” said Frank.

	“I— I guess not.”

	Frank set down the last of the silverware. He straightened his dress. Ted did too. Both boys checked their chests; Frank’s wouldn’t stop jiggling. And finally, they made their way to the front door. Their heels marked off their unhappy progress. CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! When they reached the end of the living room, they braced themselves and turned into the front hallway.

	They did not see what they expected.

	“We want you to meet someone,” said Martha.

	Kara giggled.

	Jeanette stepped forward. “Oh, aren’t you two pretty!” she gushed. Then she stepped aside and waved her hand at a small woman with melon-like breasts, curves wide enough to ski down, lush platinum blonde hair to the middle of her back, inch-long nails, pouty lips and doe eyes. She was, in the vernacular of someone like William, “a tomato.” What’s more, she was dressed rather provocatively. On her torso, she wore a similar corset to the one Frank wore; her breasts were so large the corset looked like a five gallon container trying to hold ten gallons. On her feet, she wore sparkly heels with delicate nail art on her painted toenails and a sexy toe-ring. Her legs were encased in silky stockings held up by a black garterbelt. Beneath the belt she wore black crotchless panties. And poking out hard from the hole in her panties was an enormous, stiff erection.

	“Carl!” gasped both Frank and Ted.

	“I call her ‘Carla’. Isn’t she cute?” giggled Jeanette.

	 

	—o—

	 

	The next few minutes were a blur of activity and the boys were relieved because of it as it gave them little chance to speak. Indeed, as the girls chatted at the table waiting to be served, Ted finished plating the food while “Carla” brought it to the table for the ladies and Frank made drinks for them. Interestingly, each time he came near Martha, she slipped her hand beneath his dress and tickled his balls. This was making him very horny.

	“Stop that,” he whispered.

	“Why?” whispered Martha back.

	“You’re turning me on.”

	“Afraid your erection will show?” snickered Martha and she tapped the device.

	Frank blushed and walked off. His penis was pushing HARD against the device to the point it felt like it might pop off! That could happen, right? He honestly wasn’t sure.

	When all the food was served, there was a lull in the boys’ activities and they finally met alone in the kitchen as the girls dined in the dining room. Frank and Ted stared smugly at Carl.

	“Don’t look at me that way,” snapped Carl. His voice was high pitched and girlish. Frank’s and Ted’s voices were too, though they’d stopped noticing. Indeed, if anyone happened by, they likely would have thought three teen girls were arguing in the kitchen.

	“What way?” asked Ted with a smug grin on his face.

	“Like you think I did this. This was not my fault.”

	“Oh, I don’t know, Carla,” said Ted. He glanced at Frank. “Looks to me like Carl was just a sissy who wanted to be made a girl all along.” Ted’s words echoed Carl’s earlier attacks on them.

	Carl sharpened his glare in response.

	“How terrible you had to pretend for so long!” laughed Ted, deliberately looking Carl up and down.

	Carl blushed and tried to cover his breasts and penis with his arm and hands, generally failing and looking girlishly shy in the process. Frank recalled doing that himself early on.

	“How did this happen so fast?” asked Frank.

	“That stupid shot,” grumbled Carl.

	“Told you,” sang Ted.

	“But it didn’t happen that fast with either of us,” said Frank.

	“He got the double dose,” said Ted.

	Frank considered this for a moment. “But nothing had been happening. Why start all at once? When did it all start?”

	Carl glared at him. “Things were going along normal and then all of a sudden Jeanette starts jerking me off. Two. Three times a day. Maybe more. It was nice, don’t get me wrong, but then things started happening. I think it’s got something to do with being jerked off.”

	Frank and Ted exchanged glances. That was exactly what they expected after Ted found out that Kara had told Jeanette about the effects of masturbation on the shot’s side effects. 

	“What do we do now?” asked Carl, meaning how would they undo this?

	“Now we serve the girls cake.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	When the girls finished their lunch, the boys cleared the table so the girls could have cake. After the dishes were removed, Frank and Ted carried the cake to the table along with small plates and forks.

	“What a cute cake!” gushed Jeanette.

	“It’s very pretty... and appropriate,” said Martha.

	Kara smiled. “They did a really nice job. I thought about asking them to do a penis, but I doubt they would have done it. So I had them do the maid uniform design instead. Remind you of anyone?” she asked with a snicker, making Frank and Ted cast their eyes to the ground.

	Martha took this opportunity to once again surreptitiously tickle Frank’s balls, making him increasingly horny. Indeed, he was far hornier than he’d expected. He’d expected this to be a nightmare when he first heard what the girls were planning, but as he tottered around before these women in this sex-toy-like costume, he found it actually quite exciting. What’s more, wearing the device without them knowing gave him the same thrill he got at the restaurant from being a man hidden behind the facade of a woman standing in front of unknowing customers. Adding in his wife’s touches, added a sense of danger to that thrill, as well as the raw pleasure of her touch.

	If only he could come!

	After letting go of his balls, Martha struck a match and lit the single candle on top of the cake. It burned softly, casting warm yellow and orange shadows over the room. She then sat back down again. When she did, she pulled Frank closer – he stood next to her, and she whispered in his ear. “I’ll make you a bet.”

	“What bet?” whispered Frank back.

	“You know what we’re doing next. After we finish with the cake and presents, we’re going to change into robes and then you boys are going to give us foot rubs, do our nails and give us facials. The princess package. If you can keep from coming, I’ll trade places with you.”

	Frank raised an eyebrow suspiciously. What did she mean if he could keep from coming? The device made that impossible, and it wasn’t like anyone was trying either. Before he could ask what she meant though, he suddenly felt his wife’s hand slide up the back of his dress and trace a figure eight over his rear. This sent a tingle down his spine and his penis jumped inside the device.

	“Steady, Frank. Don’t let anyone see or our bet’s off,” said Martha.

	Frank bit his lip. Was she really doing this?

	She was.

	Frank tried to steady himself in the tall heels and make his face blank. It was exceedingly difficult though. For as the others chatted about the cake and the presents and how much they looked forward to various parts of what was to come:

	 

	“Ted excels at foot rubs,” said Kara.

	“Carla’s the master of the perfect facial,” said Jeanette.

	
 Frank struggled to keep from showing what was happening to him. His breathing had gotten hard. His heart was racing. His knees were going weak.

	Martha slipped her hand inside his panties and traced the rim of his rear with her finger. He glanced at her. She looked completely indifferent – bored almost. She gave no clue what she was doing. She just sat that watching the other women as if nothing at all interesting was happening. Indeed, the only clue Frank had that she was excited in the least was that her hard nipples projected through her dress and he saw her breathing a tiny bit hard.

	Frank bit his lip and took a deep breath.

	“Calm Frank,” he told himself.

	He didn’t know if he wanted to win the “bet” or not as it might seem even more weird to let his wife treat him like she was the servant and he the queen, but he did know that he didn’t want the others knowing about the device or whatever else was happening, and he feared that might happen if he did come. On the other hand, he would have loved to come. As happened so often lately, he felt conflicted. He wasn’t sure if he should embrace it or fight it.

	“Fortunately, she can’t make it happen,” he told himself.

	But hadn’t she already? That one night. Or had that just been precome?

	Frank suddenly felt his wife’s finger slide deep between his crack. This sent a wave of excitement cascading over him and his penis pressed even harder against the cage.

	“Whoa,” he thought at the unexpected intensity of that feeling.

	And then she slipped her finger inside.

	Boom!

	Frank’s lips twisted. His knees nearly buckled. He tensed up. He’d never had anything inside there before and suddenly, before all these people, his wife’s finger was sliding deeper and deeper inside before pulling back and plunging in deeper again. It was shocking. It was terrifying. It was... well, exquisite.

	Frank’s heart skipped a beat and then took off running. He was struggling to control his breathing. He wanted desperately to fall to the ground and let her have her way with him. His penis was positively throbbing. Had the cage fallen off somehow? No, it was still there. How could he feel so hard inside the cage?

	“Somebody’s close,” sang Martha in a whisper.

	Frank’s brain was overloaded with pleasure. He was sure he could no longer see out one eye. He wasn’t certain if he was still standing or not either. He’d stopped breathing. There was so much tension and pressure deep inside him he thought he might explode. His rear was throbbing, pumping, pushing.

	Her finger dove deeper and nearly pulled back out causing his rear to seemingly chase it.

	He glanced at her. She looked so calm. So indifferent. There was a hint of a giggle. A sly smile.

	Her finger dove in deeper yet. It wiggled.

	Suddenly, Frank realized he’d reached the top of the mountain. He didn’t even know he’d been climbing, but there it was. The peak. Then came the burst. His softish-hardish penis exploded. He felt hot, sticky fluid shoot out of him. One burst. Another. A third. And then everything seemed to collapse. All the tension ended. His penis deflated completely. His body went limp, though he somehow remained standing. He surrendered.

	“I win,” chuckled Martha so softly only Frank heard and she pulled her finger away.

	Frank laughed. He didn’t know why. He just did. It felt like manic relief.

	“Something funny?” asked Kara.

	Frank’s eyes focused and he looked up. He saw the strangest sight. Kara stood before the birthday cake, just about to blow out the candle. On her left stood Carl in his corset. Kara held his erection in her left hand. On her right stood Ted in his maid costume. She’d raised his dress and held his erection in her right hand.

	Frank bit his lip, trying not to laugh again. “No,” he said.

	“Go on, birthday girl,” said Martha.

	Kara returned her attention to the cake and blew out the candle.

	“I hope you made a wish,” urged Jeanette.

	Kara laughed and stroked both men’s penises. “I did, and it’s about to come true.” She turned to face her husband. “On your knees, Teddie.”

	Puzzled, Ted knelt down. Then realization dawned on his face followed by a stricken, wide eyed panic as Kara maneuvered Carl to stand in front of him, his erect penis practically poking Ted in the eye.

	“I’ve wanted to see Teddie in a bit of hot bi sissy action ever since he started to change. Now I get my wish,” she gloated. “Open wide Teddie, and make when she cums, you swallow all of it like the good little sissy slut you are.”

	Frank couldn’t bear to watch, but the sound of his friend slurping away at Carl’s cock was just as bad. The rapidly rising moans coming from Carl’s feminized voice reached a crescendo with a high pitched groan, followed by the “hhmph hhmph gah” as Ted tried his best to swallow all of Carl’s cum as quickly as it filled his mouth. There was a snorting gagging noise, and both Kara and Jeanette burst out laughing. 

	“My God, Teddie, you’ve got cum coming out of your nose!”


Chapter Fourteen: “A Decision”

	 

	Martha pulled her light-blue pajama pants up her legs and tied them off. Beneath, she wore white panties. Above, she wore a matching top with spaghetti straps. She was ready for bed. Frank had only just slipped the red night shirt over his head. It looked like a dress on him. Beneath, he wore pink panties. His heavy breasts hung freely; he wore no bra. Martha slipped into bed.

	“That was fun,” admitted Frank.

	“It was magical, darling,” said Martha. “Thank you.”

	Frank slipped under the sheet on his side of the bed. “I didn’t get the chance to tell you earlier, but I’ve been offered a promotion at work.”

	“To head waitress?” giggled Martha playfully.

	“No... to manager.”

	Martha raised an eyebrow. “Really? That’s great. What about William?”

	“William’s wife apparently has other plans for William.”

	“I didn’t even know he was married.”

	“Nor did I.”

	“Are you going to take the promotion?”

	Frank smirked. If he took it, he would need to remain a woman. “I’m considering it.”

	“You should take it.”

	Frank smiled. “We’ll see. I kind of like waitressing,” said Frank with a laugh.

	“I could tell,” chuckled Martha with an eye roll, thinking back on all the resistance Frank offered to being a waitress. She reached down and felt the chastity device, which remained in place. “I wish we could just take this stupid device off and finally have some fun.”

	“What kind of fun?” asked Frank with feigned innocence.

	“I’ll show you,” said Martha and she rolled over on top of her husband. She straddled him with her thighs and pressed her crotch down upon Frank’s panties. He could feel her weight against the device.

	“Well, hello there.”

	“Hi,” chuckled Martha. Then she kissed him on the lips. As she did, she brushed his right breast with one hand and tickled his nipple with her finger. It popped up immediately, sending chills down Frank’s spine.

	“That tickles,” giggled Frank.

	Martha smiled. “I love you like this. You’re so pretty as a woman.”

	Frank shuddered, but happily. A statement that would have made him sick a month ago, now made him happy. He had come a long way. Maybe it was time, he told himself. “I have an idea,” he said.

	“What?”

	Frank motioned Martha toward him. She leaned over, placing her ear by his lips. Then he whispered in her ear.

	“Get the key,” he whispered.

	Martha’s smile grew. “Are you serious?”

	Frank nodded.

	Martha shot off the bed like a rocket. She raced out to the living room to find her purse. From it, she pulled the key. She then raced back to the bedroom. She climbed back on top of her husband. She held up the key for him to see.

	“This key?” she asked.

	He nodded.

	Just then the phone rang. It was on the nightstand.

	“Not now,” whined Martha, but she looked over nevertheless. She saw Amber’s name and number appear. It seemed a little late for her to call, so she wondered what it could be. “This could be an emergency, I suppose. I better answer it,” said Martha. She kissed her husband. “Hold that thought.” Then she grabbed the phone.

	“Martha, hi. Sorry to call so late,” said Amber.

	Martha shrugged her shoulders indifferently. “It’s no problem. What’s up?” As she asked, she slipped her hand onto Frank’s breast and started playing with his nipple once again.

	“I’m calling from the lab.”

	“Is something wrong?”

	“No,” said Amber. “The opposite in fact. I have great news.”

	“Really? What is it?” asked Martha.

	“First, let me say that I’m sorry. I mixed business with pleasure before and that wasn’t right. I should never have done that, not with Frank as a patient and I feel terrible that I never told you about the blocking agent.”

	“Blocking agent? What about the blocking agent?”

	Amber hesitated. “You know, never mind. Let’s get to the good news.”

	“All right,” said Martha and she returned to playing with Frank’s nipples, making him squirm beneath her. He let out a giggly peep and she put her finger to her lips. “Shhhh!”

	“The good news is that I’ve come up with it. It’s ready any time you want to come over,” said Amber.

	Martha pinched Frank’s nipple making him wince and then tugged on it, causing him to moan silently. “What’s ready?”

	“The cure,” said Amber.

	Martha raised an eyebrow. “What is?”

	“The cure.” Amber glanced down at the syringe before her. She had literally just finished testing it five minutes before. “I’ve been working on a solution to Frank’s problem and I’ve come up with a guaranteed way to reverse the process. He can be a man again within fifteen days.”

	Martha looked down at Frank slowly writhing beneath her ministrations of his breast. She stopped. “Amber says she has a cure that can make you a man again in fifteen days, guaranteed. What do you think?” she asked him.

	Frank arched an eyebrow. This was what he had been waiting for. This was it. This was his chance to undo everything, to go back to being Frank, the man. All he had to do was agree. He slowly took the phone from his wife. He put it to his ear. “We’re not interested, thanks,” he said. Then he hung up. He smiled at Martha. “Where were we?”

	Martha stared at Frank for several seconds. “I love you!” she exclaimed. Then she held up the key to the device and jiggled it.

	“That’s right,” purred Frank.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Amber stared at the phone and shook her head. She couldn’t believe Frank had hung up on her, but such is life. If he didn’t want the cure, then she wasn’t going to worry about it. She reached for the syringe to put it away. As she did, the chair rocked beneath her and the syringe’s needle pricked her finger as she tried to grab it.

	“Ouch!” she exclaimed.

	There was blood dripping from her fingertip. She wrapped her finger quickly, and looked at the syringe. Some of the serum had gotten into her finger... some of the experimental serum meant to overcome ultra-strong female hormones. She twisted her lips.

	“Oh oh,” she said.

	 

	The End...
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