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Foreword

You can be sure that a man’s attitude will match his attire when he wears women’s clothing for his wife - especially when it’s one of the very special outfits featured in these stories about sissy husbands getting girly. Forced to adopt supremely feminine roles as a result of their clothes, these crossdressing men are stripped of every last trace of manliness, developing a submission that their dominant wives are only too keen to take advantage of! 

Whether he’s working as a secretary for a female boss or walking down the aisle in a big, white bridal gown, dressing the part leaves a submissive husband in no doubt about his place - one that’s ordinarily just for girls! From being transformed into a busty bimbo to performing as a pretty ballerina, each of these sissies finds himself learning womanly secrets along the way. Bimbo, secretary, ballerina, bride

- whichever their wives choose to dress them up as, these feminized men are sure to fall under the spell of the clothes they wear! 

• Shaun is in danger of bursting out of his bra when his wife decides to upgrade his breasts, but his stunning silicone cleavage is only the first step towards her turning him into his airheaded alter ego, Tiffany. Chelsea augments her husband’s pneumatic proportions with padded panties, barely disguising his bombshell body beneath a skin-tight top and jeans before telling him they’re going to hit the streets - in sky-high stilettos! With his wife ensuring he has a wiggle in his walk, her bimbo husband can’t help turning heads, but he’ll end up being treated like one of the girls when he gets his nails done. 

Discover how this smoking hot sexpot handles having acrylics in A Treat for Tiffany. 

• The tables are turned on Daryl when he swaps suit and tie for skirt and blouse, with this businessman slipping into stockings and heels to become his wife’s secretary. What he hopes will be some sexy roleplay soon turns v

serious when Jade calls with a pressing paperwork crisis, with the needs of the company forcing her husband to work overtime - dressed as a woman! 

This very personal assistant will be employed for far more intimate duties than mere filing before the evening is out, with the new girl in the office ending up under the boss’s desk - but not before having been disciplined for poor performance! Follow this sissy secretary’s submissive adventures in Working for His Wife. 

• Sitting on a little stool in his pleated skirt, Terry discovers that the life of a sissy schoolgirl is far from simple when his wife insists that he finishes his homework before he’s allowed to pee. When his efforts disappoint her, Lydia puts her husband over her knee and pulls down his panties for a humiliating spanking - one that sees Terry crying like a girl, still in his knee socks and training bra! It isn’t long, however, before this feminized man has swapped his school uniform for something equally emasculating - a pretty pink leotard and tutu, complete with tights, as he becomes a sissy ballerina. 

Find out how he gets on in front of his wife’s friend in The Ballet Lesson. 

• Carl is no stranger to women’s clothing, but his humble housemaid’s uniform can’t compare to what he’ll find himself wearing when his wife’s friends decide to help the couple renew their marriage vows - with him as the bride! A trip to a bridal boutique sees this sissy husband fitted for a gown, but his body will need a helping hand if he’s to wear his wedding dress like a woman. The corset and petticoats that transform his figure are the least of Carl’s concerns when his bridesmaids want to feminize him further, however, with the three dominant women determined to turn the man who serves them tea into a beautiful bride for his big day. Read how Carl leaves his former life behind in Wedded Bliss. 

Bimbo, secretary, ballerina, bride - each of these archetypal roles embodies an aspect of submissive femininity that’s sure to affect any man made to adopt it. Powerless to prevent themselves from playing the parts that their wives have picked out for them, the sissies in these stories have no choice but to submit to their clothes, finding themselves growing into their girly outfits as part of loving relationships where the real women take the lead. If you’re turned on by the thought of men forsaking their manliness in favour of behaviour that matches their feminine wardrobe, then you’ll want to read these exciting tales! 

I hope you enjoy what I have written. 

vi

A Treat for Tiffany

“And if I could just get your signature here, please”, the delivery driver asked as he proffered an electronic pad for Chelsea to sign. Its stylus imparted only a rough approximation of her autograph as she acknowledged receipt of the box he had brought, but it was sufficient to satisfy the uniformed man, who was soon heading back to his van. “Tiffany! It looks like your tits have arrived!”, Chelsea called crudely up the stairs as she closed the front door behind her, summoning her husband even as she carried the cardboard box carefully through to the kitchen. 

She was soon rewarded by the clatter of footsteps as he came hurtling down the stairs, with Shaun standing by her side by the time she began to open the box, his wife eschewing a knife in favour of painstakingly peeling away the packing tape to reveal what lay inside - a second box amidst a sea of polystyrene shapes, its smooth cardboard spotlessly white in sharp contrast to the dull corrugated brown that had contained it for shipping. 

Acting on the same instinct, husband and wife bent over the box, their hair brushing together as Chelsea reached her hands in amongst a thin layer of packing peanuts to remove the inner container. “Stand back and give me some space”, she scolded as she lifted it out, but her husband was determined to help all the same, Shaun pulling away the now redundant outer box to allow his wife to put the one she was holding back on the table. Their heads met once more as she started to ease off the lid, lifting it away to reveal what looked for all the world like a woman’s chest inside - not just any woman’s chest, but that of a busty beauty whose plump breasts were topped by pert nipples, their firm flesh coming together to form a flawless cleavage. It was all silicone, of course, but Shaun would have been forgiven for thinking otherwise as he stared at the lifelike skin whose continuous curves captivated him at once. 

“Oh my!”, Chelsea exclaimed. “They’re even better than I’d hoped! Just in time for your holiday too. Shirt off!”, she insisted, already beginning to lift the silicone 1

breast plate out of the box. Even as he began to unbutton, Shaun watched agog, knowing that he would soon look down his body to see the bulging boobs that Chelsea was now supporting with her hands. No sooner had he divested himself of his shirt than his wife was setting about giving him a bosom big enough to put many women to shame, Chelsea swiftly bringing the lifelike bust up towards her husband’s body. As she pressed the slightly clammy silicone against his chest, Shaun found his hands coming up instinctively to cup his new breasts, absent-mindedly fondling their nipples with his fingers as Chelsea sought to fasten them in place. Soon a strip of Velcro behind his neck helped to stretch the second skin up so high that Shaun couldn’t see its seam, with another strap around his back doing up like a bra to add to the silicone’s natural adhesion, holding the huge hooters in place so firmly they might as well have been part of his flesh. 

Now it wasn’t only Shaun’s hands that were cupping his chest, with Chelsea slipping her arms around from behind her husband’s back and squeezing the silicone protrusions as she hugged him tight. “How do you like your new tits, Tiffany?”, she teased, unashamedly pressing the breasts in question together to bring out their cleavage before beginning to knead them. “Big breasts and no bra! 

What a bimbo you are!”, Chelsea whispered lasciviously in her husband’s ear, now guiding Shaun’s hands down to his sides so as to leave his chest bare. “Jiggle them for me”, she instructed. “Let’s see those babies bounce!”. The slightest shrug of his shoulders was enough to achieve that, with the womanly mounds mesmerising the man whose movements they mirrored as the silicone wobbled. 

Unsupported by any bra, Shaun’s new breasts were a world apart from the forms that usually filled in for such feminine features, fascinating him with their swollen shape as their weight pulled him forward. Were it not for how Chelsea was holding his hands, the feminized man would have certainly felt himself up, toying with the realistic tits the mere sight of which was enough to summon a stiffness between his legs. Shaun might as well have been looking over his wife’s shoulder as he stared down his chest, his breasts bobbing gently against his body just like hers might if their roles were reversed, only bigger - bigger, in fact, than all but the bustiest of women, the F-cup fantasy that the couple had ordered online now all too real. “They’re amazing”, Shaun murmured, pressing his chest forward to emphasise the extent of the projection, his eyes never having left the curving silicone from the moment he’d seen it. “Simply amazing”. 

“It looks like I’ve given you implants”, Chelsea laughed, relaxing her grasp of her husband’s hands. No sooner had she done so than Shaun was returning them to his chest, unconsciously biting his lip as he stroked the skin-like silicone in ever-decreasing circles. Homing in on his nipples once more, Shaun let out an aroused sigh as his fingers found their targets. If this was what it was like to 2

have breasts, then it was a wonder that women did anything other than play with them all day, he thought dreamily, the strange sensation turning him on even as his erotic performance earned him a slap on the wrist. “Did I say you could touch yourself?”, Chelsea said sternly. “There’ll be time for that later, you nympho! For now, we’d better get those big bazongas of yours into a bra. Maybe that’ll help you behave”, she chided, setting the silicone on Shaun’s chest into motion with a second slap. “I wonder if you’ve got one big enough”. 

For a man who could boast no more in the way of natural breasts than those presented by his pectoral muscles, Shaun had a surprisingly large collection of bras to his name - not to mention a whole wardrobe of women’s clothing to wear with them, all invariably tight and sexy. From skimpy panties like the buttock bisecting thong he had on under his trousers to clinging cocktail dresses that wouldn’t have seemed out of place in a nightclub, everything had been specially selected by his wife with one thing in mind - to transform Shaun into his alter ego Tiffany, a stereotypical bimbo who was busty, blonde and brainless. Whether tottering about on sky-high stilettos or struggling to keep his stocking tops hidden beneath a scandalously short skirt, Tiffany was the polar opposite of the professional man who paid for everything his second self needed to look pretty, offering Shaun a means unwind from his work and Chelsea the pleasure of having a life-sized doll to play with in the most intimate of ways. 

Now Tiffany had tits - infeasibly large tits that bounced up and down as though they had a life of their own as Shaun followed his wife out of the kitchen. As he hurried along after her, he found himself having to hold his new breasts in his hands to stop them thumping against his chest with every step he took, with their motion otherwise being completely unmanageable. Even then, the feminized man wasn’t able to subdue his massive silicone mammaries completely, with the provocative protrusions pushing against his palms as he ascended the stairs. Nor was that the only discomfort Shaun faced - as though struggling to compete with such overt symbols of the opposite sex, his secret stiffness had become painfully swollen, with the tight thong that trapped his erection beneath its unforgiving elastic torturing his testicles as he tagged along after Chelsea. 

It came as quite a relief to Shaun when he finally came to a halt alongside his wife, but his silicone breasts needed a few seconds longer to fall still as he watched her start to rummage around in his lingerie drawer. Even when they had come to rest upon his chest, the presence of the mammoth mounds still weighed him down, with their size such that the first bra that Chelsea pulled out from among the pile of satin and lace was clearly not going to fit - despite being a more than modest D-cup. Dismissively tossing the provocative hot pink lace over her shoulder, his wife continued to empty the drawer of underwear, but although the 3

floor was soon littered with bras, Shaun’s breasts remained unsupported. “I know you’ve got one in here somewhere”, Chelsea insisted, holding up the cups of a sexy scarlet number against her husband’s chest before deciding that it too was too small. “Remember? We bought you that big padded push-up bra because only that size was on sale. You know, the one your forms kept falling out of”. 

Shaun couldn’t help recalling how shamelessly his wife had rifled through the rail of bras, determined to take advantage of the discount. Although she had had high hopes for making the man standing helplessly beside her even bustier with the bimbo-sized bra, Chelsea had ultimately been disappointed, consigning its cleavage enhancing cups to the back of her husband’s lingerie drawer when they’d singularly failed to support his breast forms. “It was black satin”, Shaun offered in an attempt to be of assistance, the memory of how his silicone falsies kept flopping out onto the floor now bringing a smile to his face. “And the cups were really stiff and bulky”, he added. “That’s because they had extra foam in them to help fill them out”, Chelsea said distractedly. “We’d better not have thrown that bra out. I don’t think you’re safe to go shopping like that!”. 

Shaun was about to protest about the impossibility of such a proposal when his wife finally found what she was looking for, with Chelsea triumphantly pulling out a behemoth of a bra from amidst its smaller sisters. The curving surfaces of black satin kept their form despite having nothing to fill them, making it clear the size of chest they were intended to support as they hung down heavily from straps that seemed quite inconsequential in comparison. So imposing was the mass of inky material that Shaun found his gaze torn even from the mammoth mounds that the monstrous bra would soon embrace, staring at its satin as Chelsea held it up for him to see. Behind the bulbous black, his well-endowed wife’s bosom seemed almost boyish, but Chelsea didn’t seem to mind that her husband’s bra size put hers to shame as she turned the gigantic garment around, silently inviting Shaun to slip his arms into its straps and accept its cups as his. 

Now that convex had become concave, Shaun could clearly see the bra’s secret -

a bulge of black foam that ran along the bottom of each cup, intended to push its wearer’s breasts up even as the shape of the underwires served to squeeze them together. Surely it was only a side-effect that such a contrivance added bulk, Shaun thought as he pulled the bra’s straps onto his shoulders and began the familiar struggle to fasten a clasp behind his back, incredulous that any woman as full-chested as he now was would want even more in the way of feminine curves. 

Yet Chelsea was determined that her bimbo husband should be as busty as busty could be, having Shaun buy the biggest breast plate despite the extra price on the basis that more bulge to his bust was worth any amount of bucks - his bucks, of course, with the businessman paying for his alter ego as usual. 


4

While Shaun still couldn’t strap himself into a bra as quickly as a woman who had been wearing them all her life, he nevertheless had enough experience of such feminine garments to normally be able to fasten one in a few seconds - unless his wife was keeping him on his toes in other ways! Now, however, the familiar sensation of firmness around his body eluded him, with Shaun having difficulty bringing the two ends of the big black bra together behind his back, let alone close the three fiddly hooks of its clasp. Looking down at the bulge of his bosom, he could see why - the bra’s underwires would be tickling his nipples if the latter weren’t lifeless silicone, with the straps that sat on his shoulders pulling the black satin up over the bulge of his breasts such that the curve of the bra’s cups failed to follow the contours of Shaun’s body. It was a shortcoming that was swiftly picked up on by the woman watching him. 

“No, no, no! You’ve got to fit your tits into the cups first!”, Chelsea scolded, as though such feminine matters should be second nature to her husband. “Come on, you’ve seen me doing this often enough!”, she chided before becoming more sympathetic. “I suppose things are different when you don’t have to worry about your forms until afterwards. Lean forward and let your breasts fall into it, Tiffany”, she instructed, waiting until her top-heavy husband had done as he had told. “Now bring yourself back up, making sure you stay in. There! See how you’re nicely supported? Now you can fasten the back!”. Doing so was no small feat thanks to the weight of two fully filled F-cups fighting the feminized man’s efforts to bring the ends of the bra together, with Shaun’s difficulties compounded by the discomfort of straining straps digging into his shoulders as they single-handedly sought to hold his huge breasts up against gravity. 

For a moment, he was so caught up in the mechanics of hooking the bra up that he failed to notice the effect that the feminine garment had had on his bust, but no soon had Shaun’s hands left his back than he was staring down at the sight of the stupendous cleavage sticking out from his chest, seemingly even bigger than before. Not only had the bra brought his breasts together into the most provocative display of pressed flesh, but its secret padding had added at least another cup size to Shaun’s curvaceous bosom, inflating his feminine figure to even more preposterous proportions. A woman wearing such a bra would stop traffic, let alone a man, but Chelsea took her husband’s staggering shape in her stride as she shared with him still further womanly secrets. 

“Now, what we girls normally do now, Tiffany, is to adjust ourselves a little”, she confided, slipping her hand inside the black satin of her husband’s bra and lifting up his left breast before returning it to a slightly different place. Soon Chelsea had done the same to the other side, her efforts emphasising the effects of Shaun’s bra still further as she started to fuss with its straps. “Cleavage-tastic!”, she exclaimed 5

as she stood back to admire her handiwork, gesturing with her hands that Shaun should cup his breasts in his and give them even more of a lift, his wife gasping with delight as he dutifully pressed his chest up even more provocatively. Despite the best efforts of his bra, there was still quite a bounce when the feminized man finally let go of his silicone bust - not as much as when he had been braless, but more than enough to make sure that neither Shaun nor anyone who saw him could forget his F-cups were he to do so much as walk, let alone try attempt anything more active. 

Chelsea now turned back to her husband’s chest of drawers, wasting no time in extracting a neatly pressed pile of white cotton from among the other clothes. 

“I’ve been dying to take you out in a top like this, Tiffany”, she told Shaun as she began to unfold the flimsy material, “but you’ve never really had the tits for it”. 

It soon became clear what she meant as she revealed the shape of a scoop-necked T-shirt that seemed several sizes too small for the man about to be wearing it, its plunging neckline one that would leave precious little to the imagination when the clinging fabric was stretched over Shaun’s feminine curves. Only the garment’s long sleeves offered any scope for modesty, dangling down as Chelsea began to bunch up the thin white material in her hands before holding out the bundle for her husband to put his head through. 

It was just as well that there was so much stretch in the top, Shaun thought as he slipped his arms into its sleeves, the feminized man finding himself having to struggle to work the clinging cotton over the solid wall of silicone that protruded so provocatively from his chest. Wearing anything less forgiving over his fully filled F-cups would be all but impossible, with even a woman’s blouse unlikely to be buttonable over such a bust - let alone one of his men’s shirts. Shaun couldn’t help imagining strained fasteners popping off one by one under the pressure of his pneumatic breasts, the farcical image inflaming his arousal as he continued to pull upon the perilously thin cloth. Conscious that it might tear at any moment, he was greatly relieved when he had at last worked the flimsy cotton past the black satin of his bra, the shallower curves of a man’s waist and hips proving a cakewalk in comparison as Shaun pulled the hem home. 

Instinctively tucking the bottom of the T-shirt into his trousers saw him faced with a new problem, however. The scoop of the stretchy top’s neckline was so deep that Shaun had inadvertently exposed the black of his bra, covering his midriff only at the expense of showing off its cups as well as his cleavage. He couldn’t miss the latter as he hastily pulled the T-shirt’s clinging fabric up over the underwear beneath, in danger of losing himself in the suggestive split as he stared down at the chasm in the skin coloured silicone. Several inches still showed even after he had adjusted the top, the effect amplified by how the feminine fissure was 6

now framed by the skimpy cotton stretching over it, but Shaun’s cleavage wasn’t the only thing all too clearly on display - despite now being covered, the colour of his bra still shone through, with the fashion faux pas that resulted drawing the eye into his F-cup chest all the more. 

In fact, the only thing the T-shirt had helped to hide was difference between silicone and skin where the breast plate came to an end just beneath Shaun’s bra, furthering the illusion that there was nothing but flesh beneath. Save for the seam he couldn’t see around his neck, there was only a continuous, flawless surface greeting Shaun as he looked down, the skin-like silicone sheet giving the impression that he was naked beneath a top that barely covered his bra. If he hadn’t watched his wife bringing the false breasts up to his chest, but had instead simply awoken to find himself as he was now, Shaun might be forgiven for thinking that he’d somehow been transformed into a woman, having only the pressure in his panties to reassure him that he hadn’t changed sex completely, as painful as the hardness his huge breasts induced was inside his tight thong. 

“It’s a shame that bra doesn’t let your nipples show, but we’ll soon get you one that will”, Chelsea laughed, staring shamelessly at her husband’s chest even as Shaun looked self-consciously down at the sweeping arc of white cotton. Even at the sides of the scoop, there was no more than an inch of separation between the hem of Shaun’s top and his all too evident bra straps, with the lines of taut elastic forming ridges in the thin cotton that would have been obvious even without their colour clearly showing through. Far from trying to hide the girly garment, anyone looking at the feminized man might think that he were deliberately flaunting it, as though he were proud to announce its presence. Even if his T-shirt had been printed with the slogan “take a look at my tits!”, it couldn’t have done more to catch the eye, breasts and bra attracting attention all by themselves as they shouted out their shape for all to see. 

While Shaun’s gaze remained caught in the gravitational field of his F-cups, his wife had turned her attention further down his body. “Trousers off, Tiffany!”, she insisted, continuing when her husband was slow to comply. “You can’t wear men’s trousers with a top like that”, she chided. “Let’s have them off!”. It was all Shaun could do to wrest himself free from the hypnotic hold of his huge breasts, but Chelsea clearly misinterpreted the difficulty he was having doing as he was told judging by how she now went on. “Is there something under them that there shouldn’t be?”, she teased, bringing her hand up to her husband’s groin and sliding it over the unmistakable stiffness beneath. Without waiting for an answer, Chelsea began to unbuckle his belt, unzipping Shaun’s fly to expose an erection that was no less engorged for being trapped beneath a tight thong. Struggling against the snug women’s underwear, her husband’s swollen organ was pressed 7

back against his body, but there was no doubt about its presence as it stretched the pretty pink lace it was dampening with desire. 

“Tut tut! Turned on by your tits, Tiffany?”, Chelsea scolded, sending her husband a distinctly mixed message as she continued to caress his hardness through the skimpy pink panties for a few seconds before suddenly pulling her hand away. “Are you going to get yourself under control, or am I going to have to fetch the frozen peas?”, she asked sternly, but Shaun’s erection showed no sign of abating despite her harsh words - indeed, the talking to his wife was giving him only served to inflame his arousal. “I want your trousers and thong off by the time I return”, Chelsea commanded, “and that bulge had better be gone, Tiffany, or there’ll be trouble!”. She paused for a moment before resuming more softly, gesturing to the assortment of bras scattered across the bedroom floor as she spoke. “If you want something to take your mind off sex, why don’t you make a start tidying up this mess?”, Chelsea suggested. “I know you like to show off your bras, but really, Tiffany, they belong in the drawer, not on the floor!”. 

With that, she turned and swiftly left the room, leaving Shaun to do as he was told. With his trousers already bunched up around his ankles, taking them off came naturally, even though bending forward without overbalancing was anything but easy thanks to his new bust. Slowly coming to terms with the weight of his chest, the feminized man took greater care as he eased the tight lace off his erection, forced to stretch the already straining waistband of his thong taut as he worked the snug underwear off his hips. No sooner had it been uncovered than his cock sprang out, but despite being acutely aware of the turgid organ, Shaun could barely see it over the bulge of his breasts. His artificially feminine figure trumped his natural manhood, the silicone sticking out further than his shaft as he looked down over his brassièred bust at the satin and lace of still more in the way of women’s underwear littering the floor. 

Deciding it would be easier to drop to his knees and shuffle about the floor rather than run the risk of remaining standing and fear falling forward each time he bent over for a bra, Shaun soon found himself down on the carpet, his bare legs brushing against the plush pile as he set about returning the sexy lingerie to its rightful place in the drawer. The thought that he now dwarfed the large cups whose underwired lace he was lovingly folding did nothing to help the feminized man keep his more manly urges in check, with Shaun’s cock stiffening still further as he fondled satin that seemed small in comparison. He knew he must look quite a sight on his hands and knees, showing off cleavage at both ends every time he bent forward for one of the bras that Chelsea had so casually tossed onto the carpet, his breasts rivalling his bare buttocks for size as he adopted a posture that was as suggestive as it was submissive. 
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It was certainly one that entertained Chelsea on her return, with Shaun’s wife insisting that he remain on his hands and knees as she addressed him with a smirk. “I see you still haven’t sorted yourself out, Tiffany”, Chelsea scolded, her oblique reference to her husband’s erection not lost on the man who was now harder than ever before. “You won’t be fitting into your padded panties poking out like that”, she said sternly, crouching down on her heels beside him before pressing something uncomfortably cold between his legs. “Hold”, Chelsea insisted, waiting until Shaun’s hand had replaced hers against what he knew to be a bag of frozen peas before withdrawing. “You’ve only yourself to blame”, she chided as her husband let out a low moan of frustration, Shaun already feeling the improvised icepack driving the blood out of his dick, the frigid cold causing his erection to shrivel away, unsatisfied, despite the erotic circumstances. 

“Soon you’re going to have a butt to match those bimbo breasts”, Chelsea said brightly. “But first, let’s put a little wiggle in your walk”. With that, she began to spread apart her husband’s buttocks with something cool and slippery, slowly but surely exerting an inexorable pressure to push whatever it was past his reluctant sphincter. With his penis instinctively shrinking away from the bag of frozen peas on the other side of his body, Shaun found himself caught on the horns of a dilemma as his wife pressed home her advantage, with Chelsea’s other hand now coming around between his legs to help hold the chilling cold close to his cock. 

Even as his fingers fell away from the frozen bag, his wife was enhancing the emasculating effect, impaling him on one side even as she impoverished him on the other. “Almost there!”, Chelsea purred as she pushed the plug home. “How’s your little thing coming along? Is it limp enough for your padded panties yet? 

The ones that are going to give you a big bimbo butt?”. 

Shaun could only nod weakly as his wife relaxed her grasp, his formerly stiff manhood now feeling as though it had shrunk back into his body, no more than a mere boy’s beneath the breasts of a fully grown woman. As he obeyed his wife’s silent command by standing to his feet, he found himself instinctively bringing a hand down to his groin to double-check that his genitalia hadn’t disappeared completely, discovering that his cock was not only completely flaccid but numb to the touch too. There would be no pleasure in his penis until it had warmed up again, and by then it would be imprisoned in the panties that his wife was even now holding out for him to step into, their purpose made all too clear by the way their curving silicone inserts shaped the flesh coloured fabric. 

These were no ordinary panties, Shaun knew, as his wife started to pull them up his legs, Chelsea pausing to press what little was left of her husband’s manhood down out of the way as she worked the snug material over his shrivelled up sex. 

With pockets padded with strategically placed slips of silicone, they would not 9

only boost his behind but enhance his hips as well, not to mention giving Shaun more of a woman’s waist by holding his tummy tightly tucked in beneath the taut elastic that Chelsea was now stretching all the way up over his navel. “One down, one to go!”, she declared brightly, now producing a second, seemingly identical pair and starting all over again. The slight bulge that had only minutes before been a mighty erection was soon smothered by still more in the way of stiff material, the figure-hugging fabric stretching all the way down from Shaun’s midriff to form a pair of shorts whose legs clung to the top of his thighs. 

By the time Chelsea stood up, her husband’s crotch was almost perfectly smooth, but its flatness was more than compensated for by the curves that had formed elsewhere on his figure. The wide hips of a woman swelled out to either side, accentuating the squeeze around Shaun’s stomach, but it was behind him that the padded panties projected most provocatively. Even looking over his shoulder, the feminized man was conscious of how his backside now bulged, his buttocks having become the mirror image of his breasts in being big beyond belief. With the silicone that gave them shape shrouded by the fabric stretched over it, it would be easy to mistake the sight for that of a well-endowed woman wearing control panties to help firm naturally fat cheeks - something the underwear in question achieved magnificently as it gave Shaun a deliciously plump posterior. 

Once again, Shaun found himself fondling his figure in disbelief, sliding a hand over his bulbous behind before cupping a cheek incredulously. It took a playful slap from Chelsea on the other side to rouse him from his reverie, with his wife now presenting him with a far smaller pair of panties than the two he was already wearing - a little black thong that Shaun was soon pulling up over the curve of his hips, its tiny triangle of satin swiftly disappearing between his bulging buttocks. 

No more than millimetres of material separated the back of the thong from the base of the buttplug that its strap now sought to bury even deeper between Shaun’s buttocks, but the two might as well have been worlds apart for all the possibility of easing the penetrating presence. 

Shifting his hips slightly as he sought to make himself more comfortable, Shaun was surprised by how his silicone-enhanced rump shook in response, its mass moving rather more than he might have expected considering how his underwear constrained him elsewhere. His thawing cock was already starting to become turgid again, spurred on by the sensation of his rotund rear jiggling from side to side, but any hope of Shaun achieving a proper erection was thwarted by the twin layers of control fabric that effortlessly kept the smaller organ in check even as they struggled to subdue the cheeks they gave substance to. His wife might have been determined to press on, Chelsea already turning to the wardrobe as though the sight of her husband’s head above a woman’s breasts and buttocks 10

was nothing out of the ordinary, but Shaun couldn’t ignore how she’d turned his body into that of a bimbo, his bust and butt both unbelievable big and bouncy. 

Soon Chelsea was helping him squeeze into a pair of incredibly tight jeans, their drainpipe denim clinging so closely to Shaun’s skin that it looked as though it might have been sprayed on. Stopping halfway between his knees and his ankles, there was no doubt that such close-fitting trousers were womenswear, but it was the crotch that most concerned the man struggling to fasten their impossibly narrow waist. If his balls hadn’t earlier receded into Shaun’s body to escape the cold, they would surely now be being crushed by the garment that gripped his groin in its vice-like grasp, with the stiff fabric stretched so taut by his silicone tush that there was simply no room for his dick. There certainly wasn’t any visible sign of it, with the feminized man now presenting a front that was perfectly flat even as his attempted erection was further frustrated. 

“Looks like you can wear the smaller size after all!”, Chelsea laughed, adding to Shaun’s discomfort by sliding her hand up between his legs. “Tight trousers to match your tight top! You’re definitely going to be turning heads when I take you out, Tiffany!”, she continued, caressing her husband’s crotch. “All the girls are going to be so jealous of what you’ve got, whereas all the guys are going to want to grab your big ass booty!”, she suggested crudely, doing just that herself before turning to more practical matters. “Of course, you’ll need some shoes first. How about those candy pink platforms with the cute little bows?”, Chelsea proposed, soon presenting Shaun with just such a pair to slip his feet into. She didn’t need to mention their five inch heels, the latter being something taken for granted as far as Tiffany’s footwear was concerned - Shaun long since having mastered walking in sky-high stilettos as well as any woman. 

Despite the ease with which he now walked in them at his wife’s command, Shaun couldn’t stop the shoes from stressing his silicone features, with the height of their heels such that he was forced to arch his back in order to accommodate strutting around on tiptoe. In turn, that saw Shaun pressing his chest forward as though deliberately flaunting its feminine curves, with his bulbous buttocks thrust back in a provocative display that swayed from side to side with every step. As Chelsea had promised, the buttplug buried beneath her husband’s padded panties very much put a wiggle in his walk, its presence pressing home even more deeply as Shaun flounced about for his wife’s amusement. “Shake that ass, Tiffany!”, Chelsea called. “That’s right, really work those hips, hot stuff!”. As he put on a show for his wife, Shaun found himself wondering whether the couple would ever leave the house, with Chelsea seemingly content simply to play with her pneumatically proportioned doll as she dressed him up with delight. 
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♥ ♥ ♥

By the time Shaun finally left the bedroom, Chelsea had made his face look as feminine as the rest of his body, his wife having chosen cosmetics to complement the colour of his shoes. The playful pink lipstick and matching eyeshadow added the finishing touches to a foundation that masked the last of his manly features, with Chelsea skilfully applying make-up to disguise any trace of Shaun’s true sex as she transformed his face into Tiffany’s. Completing the process with a peroxide blonde wig and a pair of hoop earrings, it wasn’t long before the only thing amiss was the seam where silicone met skin around Shaun’s neck, but that was soon covered with a silk scarf knotted casually beneath the frizzy curls that cascaded around the feminized man’s shoulders. Lastly, Chelsea had added the bolero jacket in which Shaun now stood, its denim so diminutive as to barely reach halfway down his back, let alone be buttoned over his bust. 

Now he stood in the hallway, holding a candy coloured clutch close to his body as he anxiously waited for his wife. The sound of a toilet flushing suggested that she would soon be joining him, and sure enough, it wasn’t long before Chelsea was heading downstairs, the presence of a purse in her hand letting her husband know that she was preparing to go out. “Ready to hit the town, Tiff?”, she asked brightly, already opening the front door and stepping outside in the clear expectation that Shaun would follow. The familiar thrilling fear of what awaited him caused Shaun’s heart to race as he pulled the door closed behind him, the frantic beating now accompanied by the thump of his breasts against his chest as he headed the short distance towards the car. It was a journey that Shaun had made a hundred times in varying degrees of drag since that first frightening walk wearing women’s underwear, but he’d never worn a bra quite so padded, nor clothing as provocative as the scoop-neck top that now showed a scandalous amount of skin-like silicone as his cleavage led the way. 

Shaun’s F-cup breasts interfered even with the simple act of fastening a seat belt, the latter having to be stretched far more than usual as he took the place of passenger in his wife’s car. Whoever had sat there last had left the sun visor with its little vanity mirror flipped down, giving the feminized man another perspective on his features as the face of a girl who had gone to town with her make-up looked back at him, blushing. No matter where Shaun turned his eyes, however, there was no escape from the bimbo’s body that stretched before him - his body now, with bulging breasts that gently bounced as the car headed off, and curiously cushioned buttocks whose unfamiliar fullness shifted beneath him whenever he sought to make the plug pressed between them more comfortable. Somewhere underneath the two pairs of padded panties that gave him such a plump shape 12

was a penis struggling in vain, its stiffness no match for the material that kept it firmly in its place even as the stifled organ pulsed painfully. 

Chelsea seemed oblivious to the maelstrom of emotions that continued to ensure her husband’s absolutely submission, chatting casually as though the couple were no more than two girls going into town together. “I thought we’d get our nails done first”, she proposed. “There’s this gorgeous little boutique that I know you’re just going to love”, Chelsea continued as she brought the car to a temporary stop for a pedestrian crossing. “Ooh, it looks like you’re stealing hearts already, Tiffany!”, she laughed as one of the young men walking in front of them swivelled his head so as to unashamedly stare at the car’s passengers - leaving Shaun in no doubt as to what he was looking at as he licked his lips lasciviously. “Shall I see if I can get his number for you?”, Chelsea teased, but she was soon smirking as her husband’s unwanted admirer came perilously close to falling foul of the curb, the man tripping over his feet in his eagerness to maintain eye-contact rather than watch where he was going. “No, maybe not”. 

That was far from the only undesirable attention Shaun found himself attracting as the couple left the safety of first the car, then the multi-storey car park, for the streets outside, with the feminized man receiving more than his fair share of stares as he scurried alongside his wife. The clatter of his heels on the pavement seemed to call out to all around, yet their clamour did nothing to disguise the lustful sighs and occasional wolf-whistles of passersby as their gaze gravitated to his bust and butt. Nor was that the only gauntlet that Shaun had to run -

girls who wouldn’t ordinarily have given him a second glance were now looking daggers at him, their disapproving body language making it clear they didn’t appreciate how shamelessly he was stealing the show. One even went so far as to slap her man when his eyes wandered in Shaun’s direction, her caustic words making it clear that his cleavage was the cause of their dispute as she lambasted her boyfriend for once again staring at other women’s chests. “Maybe I should make you wear a bra like that and see how you like it!”, the woman said angrily, her words seeing Chelsea and Shaun share a secret smile. 

Nevertheless, it came as quite a relief to the feminized man when they finally left the street for the comparative safety of the nail boutique. There was a strange serenity to the little shop, with its soothing pastel pink and soft white decor helping to slow Shaun’s pounding heart as he accompanied his wife inside. 

Unlike the bustling street, there were no men shouting “hubba hubba” from their passing cars here, with the indistinct murmur of background music broken only by the sound of a woman speaking into a telephone from behind a low reception desk. “One moment”, she mouthed silently, raising a single finger to emphasise her message as she concluded the call. Her manicured nail mesmerised Shaun as 13

he waited patiently alongside his wife, the shiny scarlet sticking out past the end of the woman’s finger by over an inch - an impractical talon that was but one of five of the kind that a man might fantasise about receiving a handjob from, the ruby red lengths something that Shaun could all too easily imagine being wrapped around his stiff cock, as painful as the thought now was. 

“How can I help you ladies?”, the receptionist asked as she replaced the receiver, turning her attention first towards Shaun then, when the feminized man looked towards his wife for advice, doing the same. Unlike her tongue-tied husband, Chelsea was perfectly at ease in explaining the purpose of their visit, gesturing back towards Shaun as she spoke. “Tiffany’s taking next week off work, so she’s treating herself to some acrylics”, she told the other woman in a matter of fact tone of voice before adding more mischievously, “Isn’t that right, Tiff?”. It was all Shaun could do to nod his acknowledgement, not really knowing what he was agreeing to as he stared awkwardly down at his slightly swaying breasts. “It’s her first time, so I’m here to provide moral support”, Chelsea suggested confidentially, her comment causing the receptionist to smile. 

“Well, don’t worry, Tiffany, we won’t bite”, she said reassuringly. “Why don’t you both come through to the back room? I don’t think Fiona’s busy right now”. 

Shaun found himself being escorted through a doorway into a similarly decorated room, albeit one with a series of comfortable chairs lined up along one side of a spotlessly white table, each matched with more practical stools on the other. His heart skipped a beat as he suddenly realised that several woman could have their nails done at the same time, the thought of sitting alongside strangers in such a feminine endeavour one that did nothing for his nerves as he meekly followed in the footsteps of his wife. Soon he was being greeted by a girl in a smart uniform, the magazine she had been reading swiftly discarded as she stood from her stool to welcome them. “I’m Fiona, and I’ll be your nail technician today!”, she said brightly. “Do have a seat and make yourself comfortable!”. 

Shaun did as he was told, reclining in a chair that would have been relaxing were it not for the circumstances as the receptionist explained his situation. “Tiffany’s looking to get acrylics for the first time, Fi”, she told the other woman before turning to leave the room. “I’ll leave you in my colleague’s very capable hands, and looking forward to seeing your lovely new nails in a little while, Tiffany”. “You’ve definitely come to the right place!”, Fiona declared enthusiastically. “Long nails are all the rage these days, and there’s certainly nothing to be scared of about acrylics, they’re a cinch!”, she continued. “I remember when I got these for the very first time”, Fiona confided, flashing a hand of brightly coloured nails that were even longer than the receptionist’s, each not only painted to perfection but studded with little jewels that sparkled in the light. “My boyfriend simply couldn’t 14

stop staring at them! Of course, he has some very pretty nails of his own these days, but that’s another story! Let’s have your left hand, Tiffany, and see what I’ve got to work with”. 

Holding out a hand for the garrulous girl, Shaun found himself glad of the constant stream of conversation she offered, her chattiness such that he didn’t need do more than nod his head or grunt acknowledgement once in a while as she explained what she was doing. “First I’m going to trim them and then file the surface so your new nails will stick”, Fiona informed him, brandishing a pair of clippers and a broad nail file. “Don’t worry, this won’t hurt a bit. Why don’t you have a look and see if you fall in love with any of these colours?”, she suggested, presenting Shaun with a laminated palette of pretty pastels that segued into a selection of stronger shades, all quintessentially feminine. “I should have thought something that would match your cute shoes, wouldn’t you agree, Tiff?”, Chelsea proposed playfully, forcing her husband to utter the careless “uh-huh!” that she’d long ago taught him was a good answer for almost everything. A bimbo as brainless as she was busty didn’t need to think about difficult decisions, she just needed to cheerfully say “uh-huh!” and it would all be taken care of for her, Chelsea said. 

Pretty pastel pink nails? “Uh-huh!”. 

Putting Shaun’s hand gently down on the soft white towel that sat upon the table was the signal that Fiona was ready for the feminized man’s other side, with the nail technician swiftly continuing her work with clippers and file. “Now what we do is apply primer”, Fiona explained a little later, unscrewing the top of a tiny bottle surprisingly deftly considering the length of her own nails and proceeding to dip a cotton wool bud inside. Soon she was working the damp little wad over the ends of each of Shaun’s fingers in turn, the smell of solvent causing him to wrinkle his nose slightly as he watched her work. It wasn’t long before Fiona was finished, however, with the nail technician swiftly moving onto the next stage, bringing forth a box so bizarre that it took Shaun a few moments to figure out that it contained false nails - hundreds of them, divided by size into separate sections, all incredibly long. 

Studying Shaun’s fingers for no more than a second, Fiona picked out a piece of plastic from the box, assessing it for size against the feminized man’s natural nail for a moment before applying what seemed like to superglue to its edge. 

Soon she was pressing it in place with practised proficiency, holding the false nail against the end of Shaun’s finger until it adhered, then moving on to repeat the process on the neighbouring digit. Before he knew it, both of his hands looked like they’d suddenly sprouted growth - at least, from a distance. Closer up, the prominent ridges between nail plate and plastic gave lie to the illusion, leaving Shaun wondering why Fiona hadn’t attached the acrylic further down his finger 15

as she took one of his hands in hers again. 

Now she brought out a little brush, dipping it first into a dish of liquid then dabbing it into a tray of powder before bringing the resulting ball of slush down onto his fingernail as though she were painting it. Shaun watched agog as the nail technician repeated the process several more times on the same nail, never painting the same way twice. First she applied the acrylic mixture from below, smoothing it over the step where true nail met false. Then she did the same from the top, then from one side, then the other, always moving swiftly and fluidly. By the time she had finished, there was no sign of the former seam, simply a single, sleek surface that ran from Shaun’s curving cuticle all the way to the tip of his new talon two inches away. 

As Fiona set to work on the next finger, the feminized man suddenly found himself having second thoughts, squirming in his seat as he wondered whether he would ever be able to shed his new nails. Unlike his silicone breasts and butt, both of which could be slipped off in seconds as soon as he returned home, the length of acrylic he had already acquired had become almost part of him, with a second swiftly heading that way as Fiona worked her magic on it. Would he be stuck with undeniably womanly nails even when he returned to work? It was too late to stop her now without making a scene, there being no possible reason why the bimbo that Shaun had become would want to back out of making herself look more beautiful, but that didn’t stop him from tensing as Fiona moved on to the third of his fingers. Like it or not, Shaun was turning even more into Tiffany with every passing second, powerless to do anything beyond staring past the bulge of his bra as he wondered whether this wasn’t a step too far. He found himself looking anxiously to his wife for support, only to be rewarded with a grin. 

“Relax!”, Chelsea said softly. “They’re going to look gorgeous!”. 

One by one, Shaun’s fingers found themselves feminized, with Fiona moving methodically along his hands until all ten of his digits had received the same treatment. No sooner had she finished the last of them, however, than she was heading back to the first, this time using a file to shape and finish it. It was all that Shaun could do to keep his arm limp as the nail technician worked the file around the edge of the acrylic, Fiona sparing no attention to detail as she put the finishing touches to the false nails. “Have you decided on a colour?”, she asked, looking Shaun in the eye even as she continued to work. Once again, the feminized man found himself looking to his wife for guidance, but this time Chelsea was less forthcoming. “They’re your nails, Tiffany, so you decide. What colour would you like them to be for the next week or so?”. 

She left him to flounder for several seconds, during which Shaun’s jaw dropped open, but no sound came out. Finally, his wife came to the rescue. “How about 16

this pretty pink?”, Chelsea suggested, pointing to the colour chart and reading out the name. “Candy kiss. That sounds right up your street, Tiffany!”, she laughed, before explaining her comment to the slightly bemused nail technician. “Tiffany’s a sucker for all things sweet, aren’t you, Tiff?”, Chelsea teased, her playful banter bringing a blush to her husband’s face as he sheepishly nodded, Shaun biting a similarly coloured lip as he let out a self-conscious “Uh-huh!” in lieu of having anything else to say. “Well, I think a cutesy style suits you!”, Fiona declared. “I’ll just go and get the bottle and then we’ll begin!”. 

It wasn’t long before Shaun found his new nails being painted the pretty pink that his wife had picked out, with the candy coloured polish seeming even more cloying as Fiona coated the lengths of acrylic with it. One by one, she worked her way over the ends of the feminized man’s fingers with a little brush, leaving behind a layer of liquid pastel that gleamed in the light. Seduced by the sleek surface, Shaun found himself even more helpless than before, keeping his hands outstretched in front of him for fear of spoiling the flawless finish long after the nail technician returned the brush to the bottle for the last time. It was only when Fiona finished spraying them down with an aerosol to speed their drying that Shaun was finally able to relax, slowly flexing the fingers that he suddenly realised ached from being spread apart for so long. 

“There! What do you think to those, Tiffany?”, Fiona enquired eagerly. A simple

“uh-huh!” wasn’t going to cut it here, Shaun knew, but the feminized man found himself struggling for anything more in the way of words as he tentatively tested the tips of his fingers against one another, discovering as he did so that his new false nails were as firmly attached as the real thing. Despite still having a sleek, liquid sheen, the sugary pink polish was as solid as stone, with the stiff acrylic far harder than Shaun might have imagined as he tapped the table with his two inch long talons. “I don’t know what to say”, he admitted breathlessly, finding himself naturally adopting the attitude of his airheaded alter ego in the face of such an unfamiliar situation. “I never thought I’d ever get nails like this!”, Shaun gasped, still so fascinated by his feminized fingers that he was unable to look away from them as he turned his hands this way and that in front of him. 

As he continued to flex his fingers, it seemed impossible for Shaun to imagine that he could ever go back to having man’s hands, so much did the pastel nails now seem part of him. As he brought his arm to rest across his bulging bust so he could inspect the polished lengths more closely, Shaun dimly recalled a life where their presence would pose difficulties, as hard as once having been a businessman was to remember for the bimbo he had become. “How long will they last?”, he asked anxiously, finding himself far from reassured by the answer that Fiona offered as the nail technician sought to allay a quite different set of fears. “Oh, 17

ages if you look after them properly! Most girls usually come back after a couple of weeks for refills”, she suggested, clearly with an eye for future business as she continued, “not to mention a change of colours. Of course, you’re welcome back any time, Tiffany, so do pop in if you’re passing”. 

With that, Fiona pushed the bottle of nail polish she had used across the table towards Shaun. “Since it’s your first time here”, she beamed, “I’ll throw this in free of charge”. Thanks to his unwieldy fingers, the simple act of picking up the little glass phial proved quite a challenge for the feminized man, with Shaun struggling to slip the bottle into his similarly coloured clutch as he followed his wife’s lead by getting to his feet, not helped by how Chelsea now nudged him. 

“Say thank you to Fiona, Tiffany”, she said sternly. Shaun did as he was told, adopting a submissive, sing-song voice that earned him a broad smile from the nail technician now clearing the table. “It’s been my absolute pleasure!”, Fiona declared, “Do come again soon!”. “We will!”, Chelsea promised. 

Still feeling somewhat bewildered, a stunned Shaun accompanied his wife out of the boutique’s back room, with the feminized man sleepwalking alongside Chelsea until he found himself standing in the reception area once more. So caught up was he in studying his new nails that it took him several seconds to realise that he was being addressed by the woman sitting behind the desk, by which time she had already begun to ask her question again. “And how would you like to pay today?”, the receptionist enquired professionally, repeating a price that was steep enough to make Shaun wonder whether he’d misheard it as his wife answered for him. 

“Just put it on your card, Tiffany, I’m sure Shaun won’t mind”, Chelsea suggested. 

“Husband”, she added by way of explanation as Shaun fumbled with his clutch once more, the feminized man handing over his credit card desperately hoping the receptionist wouldn’t question the name on it. “Lucky girl!”, the woman laughed as she fed the piece of plastic to a machine. “I wish mine would treat me!”, she said wistfully. “Shall we see you in a couple of weeks?”. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The nail boutique was far from the only place that Shaun ended up handing over his credit card that morning, with the feminized man burdened by a variety of a bags by the time the couple finally returned to the car park. In one hand, he held a bag bearing the unmistakable branding of the lingerie shop where he’d bought no fewer than seven bras in his new size and an assortment of matching thongs, whereas in the other, he clutched two carriers from a fashion outlet that were positively overflowing with tops and skirts - all invariably short, tight and sexy. 

Nor was his wife empty-handed, with Chelsea helping her husband by bearing the 18

bag from the final shop they had visited - one that contained two pairs of women’s shoes, both for the bimbo by her side - a pair of strappy stilettos and an equally sky-high pair of patent leather pumps, picked out by Shaun like everything out he had bought that morning. After all, as his wife had told him on several occasions, he would be the one wearing them. 

Now, however, Chelsea took a more dominant role, declining to use the lift even though their car was parked on one of the upper floors of the multi-storey car park. 

“Let’s take the stairs, they won’t smell as badly of pee”, she suggested, apparently oblivious to how her husband was flagging with fatigue. The thought of having to carry the heavy bags up several sets of stairs in his high heels was hardly one that appealed to Shaun, but he dutifully started to do so all the same. The feminized man followed in his wife’s footsteps despite wanting nothing more than collapse there and then, fantasising about kicking off his stilettos and loosening the bra that pulled forward on his shoulders with every step. Shopping had seemed even harder work than it would be paying for all his purchases in due course, yet still the concrete stairs kept coming, with Shaun soon losing count of landings as he staggered on after Chelsea, weighed down by his bosom as much as his bags. 

Just when Shaun was sure that he couldn’t climb another step, Chelsea came to a stop on a half landing, his wife looking around with a furtive glance that told the man following her that she had mischief in mind. When it was clear that the couple had the stairwell to themselves, she put down the bag of shoes she had been carrying, gesturing that her husband should do the same as she began to rummage around in her purse. Welcoming the opportunity to catch his breath, Shaun swiftly followed suit, but the feminized man soon found himself gasping again, this time in astonishment as his wife pulled out a dildo and pressed it provocatively to her crotch - not in the manner of a woman about to pleasure herself with the plastic phallus, but rather one seeking to emulate an erection, pointing the tip of the sex toy suggestively towards her husband as though his scandalous appearance had caused its stiffness to swell between her legs. 

“Ever since you got those pretty pink nails, I’ve been thinking about how hot they would look wrapped around a big, thick cock”, Chelsea said crudely. “I’m sorry, Tiffany, but I can’t wait until we get home. You’re going to have to give me a handjob here and now to say thank you for taking you shopping. On your knees and show me that it’s been money well spent”, she insisted, shaking the base of the shaft she was holding to stress that it needed attention - not that she needed to, considering how her husband was unable to tear his eyes away from the dildo. 

Shaun was barely conscious of the dirty concrete beneath him as he dropped to his knees in front of his wife, his hands coming up automatically to caress the cock that she kept pressed against her crotch. He knew that the fingers fondling 19

it were his, but the sight of the long, pink nails sliding over the surface of the plastic penis was one that turned him on all the same, summoning pornographic scenes in his mind as he played with it. 

How easy it would be to imagine that he was masturbating a real cock, Shaun thought - one that was barely inches from his face, so close that it would shower him with sperm when it came. Staring straight at the stiff shaft, he pictured himself milking it into his mouth, adopting a rhythmic motion that would surely have sent his own manhood into spasm by now were it not trapped inside two pairs of padded panties. The increasingly painful presence between his legs stood as much chance of being satisfied as the plastic he was pumping in his palm, but Chelsea’s purrs of pleasure were far from simulated as she watched her submissive husband’s hands at work. “Have you done this before, Tiffany?”, she teased, knowing full well what the answer was as she elicited an embarrassing confession from the feminized man. “Uh-huh!”, Shaun replied, putting on his most breathless bimbo voice in an effort to please his wife, but Chelsea went on. “And how about sucking? Have you ever done that?”. “Uh huh!”, Shaun blushed, recalling the countless occasions on which he had. “Show me”. 

Leaning in closer, the feminized man licked his lips before taking the tip of the sex toy between them, tickling its end with his tongue before spitting it out again. Staring down the length of the shaft, he could just about make out a faint tidemark of pastel pink that showed how much he had taken in his mouth, one that progressed further down the plastic stiffness as Shaun bobbed his head down on it again. It wasn’t long before he was all but swallowing the sex toy in his efforts to kiss his wife’s crotch, encouraged to do so by how Chelsea had brought a hand up to the back of his head and was now pressing him into her pelvis. Guided back and forth, back and forth, the rhythm that Shaun was forced to adopt was one that was soon matched by his breasts, with the huge silicone mounds bouncing gently in time to his motion as he showed his devotion to his wife’s dildo and with it the woman who had turned him into her living doll. 

Anyone entering the stairs from the door one flight up would find themselves looking down at a disgraceful display, left with the impression of a busty bimbo whose desire for dick had seen her drop her bags and give her lover an impromptu blowjob in the dingy concrete staircase. Those that stopped to watch would draw their own conclusions about Shaun’s appearance, their eyes drawn to his exaggerated figure, emphasised as it was by embarrassingly tight clothing, or else how enthusiastically the suggestively attired blonde was engaged in such a submissive sexual activity for all to see. Few would ever imagine that the floozy with the F-cup breasts and impossibly full buttocks was really a man, not when they considered her feminine fingernails and the bag of bras by her side as she 20

continued to suck cock like a streetwalker. Some would tut to themselves, others would find themselves turned on, but no-one would think that the couple engaged in such carnal activity were husband and wife enjoying the first day of what was sure to be a week to remember. 
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Working For His Wife

Laying out the lingerie he would soon be wearing, Daryl was conscious of how the clock was ticking, having spent longer than he would have liked shaving in the shower. Nevertheless, he’d had no choice but to take his time with the razor, knowing that nothing short of perfectly smooth skin would satisfy his wife. The woman for whom he’d raced home from work would want to find her husband hairless on her return - not just his chin, but his arms, chest and legs too, all stripped of the last vestiges of manliness in preparation for the evening ahead. 

Leaving even the slightest stubble ran the risk of snagging the sheer stockings that Daryl was now extracting from a drawer, their smoky nylon soon deposited down on the duvet alongside the lacy black suspender belt that would in due course support them. All that remained was for the naked man to select a suitable blouse and skirt, and he would finally be able to make a start on dressing. 

It had been a message from Jade that had seen her husband head straight home from the office, albeit a couple of hours after she’d caused his phone to beep conspicuously in the middle of a meeting. Her terse words would have seemed strange to anyone seeing Daryl sitting at the conference table in his suit and tie, but they had an immediate effect upon the man surreptitiously reading them in the midst of colleagues and clients. “Be ready for work tonight”, the device had told him in no uncertain terms, summoning an immediate erection in Daryl’s panties as he considered the consequences of his wife’s cryptic command. He’d looked up from his lap to see the smartly dressed secretary who was taking minutes across the table from him in a new light, the sight of her crisp white blouse causing Daryl to blush as he realised he’d be taking on a similar role before the day was out -

although not before having to struggle through the rest of the afternoon, unable to shake off his arousal as he stayed on edge with erotic expectation. Businesslike skirts and smart blouses seemed to haunt him thereafter, his hardness remaining inflamed by the hosiery and heels that were to be found wherever women were walking about the office. 


23

Now the bed was covered with such clothes, just as it would have been had Jade been the one selecting what her husband would wear from his wardrobe of women’s attire. Whether his wife was dressing him herself or having Daryl do so in her absence, she expected him to remain naked until a suitable outfit had been assembled in its entirety, the growing collection of clothing holding her husband in its thrall long before he found himself modelling it. By the time that Daryl began to put on the black lace panties that taunted him from their place by the pillow, he would be impossibly hard, helpless to do anything other than continue to the matching bra that was but the start of his secretary’s attire. With blouse, skirt and heels, Daryl would go from being a successful businessman to nothing more than his wife’s personal assistant, a prospect that was already making his penis throb with anticipation as he pulled out a pair of patent leather pumps from the bottom of the wardrobe and placed them at the foot of the bed to complete his office outfit. 

As his body began to give shape to the underwear that had hitherto lain limp, Daryl started to realise how the sight of the clothing spread over the sheets in front of him offered no more than the faintest foretaste of what was to come, falling even deeper under its feminine spell as he pulled the lacy waistband of the panties into place. With his cheeks only half covered by the clinging black fabric that showed copious amounts of skin through its skimpy lace, Daryl’s arousal added to his awareness of the intimate attire, with the unladylike bulge at the front of the frilly garment forcing its back even deeper into his crack. It was a miracle that he’d managed to fit his manhood inside such tight underwear, but now that the panties covered his cock, they would ensure their prisoner remained within their feminine embrace no matter how turned on Daryl might be, containing and restraining his unruly organ until its stiffness eventually submitted to their inexorable control. 

Daryl had no time to mull on such matters, already turning his attention to the matching bra as he obeyed the precise order of dressing prescribed by his wife. Feminization followed emasculation as he swiftly slipped the black straps up his arms, no sooner having brought them to rest on his shoulders than he was fumbling behind his back to fasten its clasp just like a woman would, albeit a little more awkwardly. No matter how many times he’d donned this most feminine of garments, he still couldn’t emulate the effortlessness of his wife, always having to flounder blindly for a few seconds before finally bringing the little hooks and eyes together. Even as Daryl felt the bra’s tight embrace around his body, he knew better than to assume that it was firmly fastened, instinctively checking the two sides of the clasp with his fingers to make sure they weren’t mismatched before moving on. Only when he found three meeting three could he address 24

more pressing metalwork, tugging the front of the bra down in an effort to make its curving underwires marginally more comfortable against his chest. 

Unlike the women for whom such lacy lingerie was intended, Daryl was far from able to fill the cups whose fabric hung in loose folds from the figure-hugging framework the bra imposed upon his body. Instead, the feminized man had to fall back on outside help if the inky filigree was to curve as taut across his chest as it did his buttocks. The silicone breast forms that had until then looked up at him from the bed like unblinking eyes now found a natural home between his bare skin and the baggy black lace, their prominent nipples separated from Daryl’s own by several inches of soft simulated flesh that wobbled slightly even as he augmented his otherwise inadequate bust with it. By the time he had finished, his bra was filled out to a dangerous degree, the protrusion in his panties becoming even more pronounced as he looked down over twin projections that rivalled those of a well-endowed woman. The weight of the heavy forms pulled the taut elastic of Daryl’s bra straps even tighter across his shoulders, the contents of the feminine garment jiggling slightly as their wearer bent down to pick up the suspender belt that was the next part of the evening’s dress code. 

Fastening the deep band of black lace around his waist just as he had his bra before it, Daryl couldn’t help but be aware of how the suspender belt’s straps hung down from his hips, their chunky clasps bouncing merrily against his hairless thighs as he struggled to fasten a further three hooks behind his back. By the time the feminized man was finished, his waist was embraced as firmly his chest, the belt’s subtle boning ensuring it wouldn’t roll or ride up as he bent forward to pick up the first of the sheer stockings it was being worn to support. The wispy hosiery found itself bundled up between his fingers only briefly, soon stretched over Daryl’s skin as he enveloped his left leg in clinging nylon before attaching the floral lace that now ran around the top of his thigh to the three straps that would keep it there while he worked for his wife. It wasn’t long before Daryl’s right leg boasted a similar sheath of sheer nylon, soon sharing the same smoky shade that was every bit as sensuous as the deeper darkness of his lingerie - sexually suggestive underwear that was having an undeniable effect on the man who had surrendered his body to its black lace. 

Doing his utmost to repress his instinctive response to such intimate attire, Daryl sought refuge in the fitted blouse that lay on the bed next to where his lingerie had been, slipping the thin white cotton off its hanger before sliding his arms through its stubby little sleeves. Coming down from his shoulders by no more than a couple of inches, the translucent material looked like it had been pressed back on itself before being pinned in place by a pair of fussy little buttons, the flimsy fabric broadening only slightly above the tight narrow bands that now encircled 25

the top of Daryl’s arms. The constriction of the cap sleeves was the least of the feminized man’s concerns, however, as he sought to button himself into the blouse, the figure-hugging garment reminding Daryl that his waist was far from that of a woman as it forced him to hold in his stomach in order to fasten it. As he worked his way up his body, the black lace of Daryl’s bra seemed to be pushed up into an ever narrower opening in the thin white fabric, the prospect of doing the buttons up over his bulging bust one that appeared increasingly impossible to the man who knew he had to. 

All the while, Daryl was conscious of what his wife would be saying were she there to watch him dress, Jade making no secret of how her husband should put his blouse on before his skirt so as to leave his panties on show for a little longer. He could almost feel her hand caressing his cheeks as he struggled to bring the two sides of the stingy fabric together across his silicone-boosted bosom, desperately wishing the blouse was a size bigger as he strained its buttons almost to bursting point. “A secretary shouldn’t have her underwear on display”, Jade might have scolded, but by the time her husband had finished fastening the fitted blouse, he was doing just that, its figure-hugging fabric stretched to such an extent that every detail of the bra beneath could be made out through it. Clinging to the curve of his chest, the thin white cotton would leave anyone looking at it in no doubt as to the kind of lingerie that Daryl was wearing, the floral whorls that followed the contours of his breasts as clear as the bands of striking black that ran across his back. Only the more opaque lines of white where the seams of the blouse gave it its shape offered any disguise, but these were just as damning, emphasising the femininity of the fitted garment as they drew the eye in to the black lace that lay beneath. 

Flaring out over the hips of the feminized man, the bottom of the blouse did little to hide Daryl’s pantied posterior as he bent over the bed once more, its hem lifting up to offer an indecent display of underwear as he reached for the skirt which was all he had to stop his stocking tops from showing. Daryl could feel the figure-hugging fabric of the fitted blouse fighting his body as he did so, the lack of stretch in its little sleeves making it more difficult to move his arms as he once again removed a hanger, this time unclipping a slender length of black polyester prior to unzipping it. Soon he was wiggling his way into the narrow pencil skirt, feeling its slippery fabric slide against his sheer stockings as he sought to work it up over the width of his thighs, once again wishing he had slightly more slack in what he had to wear. Had he really pulled down the little zip as far as it would go? 

It certainly seemed that way, yet still Daryl had to press his legs uncomfortably close together to make progress, struggling to avoid the top of the skirt catching on the lumps and bumps of his suspender belt as he tugged it up towards his 26

waist. 

Pulling the zip up even a short distance towards the base of his spine required considerable coaxing on Daryl’s part, with the fiddly fastener only travelling faster once the feminized man was well and truly secured in the skirt. There would be no escape from the clutches of the smart polyester without reversing the painstaking procedure, the tapering skirt already imposing a submissive stance upon its wearer by forcing Daryl’s thighs together. That was something that soon became apparent as he sought to squeeze his stocking covered feet into the patent leather pumps he’d put out earlier, with even lifting a leg proving problematic thanks to how the pencil skirt enveloped his lower body. Daryl’s knees would never be more than a couple of inches away from one another while he remained in the garment’s grasp, the sturdy hem that encircled them effortlessly enforcing an emasculated mince that would be exacerbated by the six inch heels of the shiny black shoes he was even now struggling to put on. 

Flipping up each of his feet behind him in turn, Daryl found himself having to balance awkwardly on one leg as he eased himself into the feminine footwear, something that saw him even more unstable the second time around. After spending what seemed like an age teetering precariously on a single spike, he was glad when he finally had both feet back down on the ground again, but now his movements were even more restricted by his attire. Even standing still left Daryl acutely aware of his vulnerability, perched on top of heels that forced him to push his bulging bust forwards and his beskirted bum backwards if he was to remain balanced, but the feminized man couldn’t afford to do that for very long. 

No, there was still the small matter of a wig to put on, the short black bob still enough to cover up the crew cut that was all that remained of Daryl’s masculinity beyond the bulge between his legs, the latter lump growing still harder as he slipped the womanly hairpiece over his scalp. 

From behind, he might now be mistaken for one of his female colleagues, albeit one with a very questionable sense of decency considering the conspicuousness of his intimate attire through his clinging clothing. As he turned his head, Daryl’s new hair tickled the back of his neck, but it was not the smartly styled locks that caught his eye as he surveyed his reflection in the mirror behind him, looking over his shoulder to see a woman whose panty line pressed unmistakably through her painfully tight skirt. The outline of her thong was orbited by a suspicious constellation of lumps and bumps that could only mean that she was wearing a suspender belt to support her sheer hosiery, the latter drawing Daryl’s eye down to the sky high heels on which she was perched. It was a sight that would have been sure to have turned heads at the office, such a sexually charged stereotype hardly helping her superiors to get their work done should she look coyly over her 27

shoulder like Daryl was doing, let alone bend over the bottom drawer of a filing cabinet as she might in his fantasies. 

The growing discomfort in his groin brought Daryl back to the bedroom, his balls bearing the brunt of being trapped beneath two layers of tight clothing that came together to chide him for being aroused by his own appearance. As he turned around further, the unseemly bulge between his reflection’s legs was all too apparent, however much it might be dwarfed by the bosom that threatened to burst out of the blouse above it. Moreover, while Daryl’s figure might resemble that of a woman, his face still retained a certain masculinity beneath the wispy black bangs that framed its features, something that Jade would insist her secretary address before she would allow him to work for her. Knowing that his wife might return home at any moment, there was not a moment to lose, with Daryl now mincing across towards the make-up table as swiftly as his skirt and shoes would allow. 

His nylon clad thighs brushed against each other as hem and heels hampered the feminized man’s movements, the awkward shuffle that resulted causing his bulging bust to wobble in time to his waggling behind as he walked. 

At last, however, Daryl made it to the vanity, sitting himself down on its little stool with some difficulty thanks to the restriction of his skirt. As he pressed his legs primly together so as to avoid a silent scolding from his absent wife, he found himself greeted by the curves of his chest in the mirrors beyond the cosmetics, Daryl’s pneumatic bust pressing towards him in triplicate as he reached for the tube of concealer with which he would cover the slight shadow that once had been stubble. Soon his face was flawless, the last hint of any moustache lost beneath make-up as Daryl moved on to apply lipstick - a deep maroon that blended sophistication and sexual allure in its bold shade without seeming slutty. 

Chosen by Jade to form a focal point amidst her secretary’s otherwise modest make-up, the dark red drew Daryl’s eyes towards it even as he pouted his lips to receive the phallic stick, unable to prevent himself from imagining something more suggestive as he pursed them to press the colour home. 

A subtler brown eyeshadow was soon accompanied by a light mascara, enough to enhance Daryl’s eyes without unduly detracting from his luscious lips. With his brows already arched ambiguously by periodic plucking, all that remained was to apply a little blush to the apples of his cheeks, the gentle glow that Daryl imparted with a brush filling them out to more feminine proportions. By the time he had finished with his face, the reflection looking back at him from the mirror seemed much more of a woman than the man who had been sitting there only minutes before, with Daryl’s head no longer seeming incongruous above the thin cotton blouse whose tightness boasted a brimming bra beneath. Indeed, it was his attire that now attracted his attention, filling the mirror as Daryl bent forward 28

for a necklace with which to distract from his décolletage. So strained were the buttons across his bust that the gap between them gaped as he reached behind his head to fasten the slender silver chain, with even such a slight movement enough to stretch the fabric of the fitted garment still tauter. 

Daryl’s gaze couldn’t help but fall upon the flash of black lace that shone out through the inadvertent opening for a moment before he finally finished closing the necklace’s tiny catch, finding himself wondering whether anyone would ever notice the pair of little silver hearts that now hung above his curvaceous chest. 

The interlocking symbols of love matched a pair that would even now be tucked into his wife’s more modest blouse, but their purpose was as practical as it was romantic as far as Jade was concerned, having told her husband that a man who was ordinarily as masculine as he was needed all the help he could get if he was going to pass as a woman. Along with the little silver sprays that Daryl was even now clipping onto his ears, such accessories were as important a part of his outfit as his bra or blouse, with no self-respecting secretary wanting to go to work without wearing a little something to make herself feel special. Even as he felt the pressure on his lobes that would be present for the rest of the evening, he could hear his wife’s voice in his head as though she was whispering from this latest adornment, reminding him of how he needed to make up for the unbecoming bump that such feminization engendered. It was almost as if she was there to stroke his stiffness, although Daryl’s erection needed no encouragement as it struggled against his skirt. 

Where was Jade, anyway? Daryl knew from his own line of business that the more important a person was, the more likely they were to keep you waiting, and there was no question as to who was subordinate and who was superior now that he was dressed as her secretary. Any authority he might have had in the office had disappeared as soon as he’d swapped suit and tie for skirt and blouse, with Daryl now having no choice but to wait for his wife to return home, feeling even more frustrated now that he was fully dressed. He was just about to start filing his nails to give himself something to do when the sound of the phone ringing from downstairs put pay to his plans, the emery board that he had only moments before picked up now being unceremoniously tossed down on the vanity table as Daryl headed out of the room as fast as his heels would carry him. The hem of his skirt hindered him, his stocking clad legs stretching the clinging fabric taut with every step, but no matter how much Daryl sought to hurry, he unable to achieve more than an unmanly mince as he scurried down the stairs. 

The shrill clamour of the phone kept calling him as he neared it, its insistent summons carrying with it the concern that it might suddenly stop, unanswered. 

With his heart beating frantically beneath his bra, it was all that Daryl could do 29

to maintain his composure when he finally lifted the handset, the feminized man not knowing who might be calling even as he adopted the falsetto that his role as secretary required. “Watkins residence”, he answered with an anxious quaver, but even before he had finished, he was cut off by the voice on the other end of the line. “What kept you, Stacey?”, his wife asked imperiously, her authority carrying even across the tinny speaker that now buzzed in Daryl’s ear. “I expect my secretary to answer the phone immediately, not keep callers waiting”, she scolded. “Are you ready for work?”. “Yes, Mrs Watkins”, Daryl replied, once again struggling to get his words out before his wife continued. “Well, I should hope you are, because you’ll be needed this evening. Sandra has left me with something of a pickle to sort out, and you’re the only temp I can get at such short notice. Make sure you’re ready to go when I get home”. 

With that, Jade hung up, leaving her husband only the dial tone to accompany his anxious thoughts. Daryl found himself wondering what his wife had meant when she spoke of Sandra, the woman Jade referred to as her other secretary ordinarily presented as an example of a perfect personal assistant thanks to her professionalism and dedication to duty. Sharing a set of offices with his wife, Sandra spent her days doing a job that Daryl could only dream of, taking care of the little things for the busy businesswoman he was married to so that she could concentrate on far more important matters. Never shirking work, Sandra was often held up as a role model, such that Daryl might be inclined to dismiss the recent mention of her as nothing more than motivation to help get him in the mood, were it not for the subtle hint of stress in his wife’s voice. Had Jade’s other secretary really left her in the lurch? There was nothing for it but for Daryl to wait for his wife to get home, standing by the door in his skirt and blouse ready for when her car finally pulled up on the driveway. 

♥ ♥ ♥

“Where’s your handbag? And your coat? Honestly, Stacey I thought I told you to get ready to go out!”, Jade scolded, her exasperation evident as she surveyed her husband scornfully. Still standing just inside the door, she had made no effort to take off her own smart suit jacket after striding into the house, instead having folded her arms across the tailored black fabric with an air of impatience as she looked at Daryl expectantly. “Out, Mrs Watkins?”, the man on the receiving end of his wife’s irritation asked hesitantly, her authoritarian attitude driving Daryl deeper into character even as he struggled to come to terms with what she was saying. “I really don’t have time for this, Stacey”, Jade declared with an infuriated sigh, continuing in the same angry tone even as she stormed off up the stairs. 

“Do I have to do everything myself today?”. 
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Daryl decided it was wiser not to answer his wife’s rhetorical question, just as she had left his hanging in the air, but her disappearance did nothing to calm his nerves as he continued to wait for her in the hallway. The sound of furious footsteps came crashing down through the ceiling for several seconds before Jade finally returned, descending the stairs at a dangerous speed. “You’ll just have to manage without a coat this evening”, she said sternly, thrusting a handbag that Daryl knew to be his into her husband’s hands before adding the keys that she had only minutes before deposited on the hall table. “Go make yourself useful and get the car started”, Jade directed in a commanding tone, already turning her back on Daryl as though she were certain that he would do as he’d been told. 

“I’ll be out in a minute”. With that, she was disappearing into the downstairs toilet, pulling the door closed behind her so forcefully that Daryl was left in no doubt that his wife meant business. 

For a moment, Daryl stood in silence, listening to the muffled tinkling of water before realising that there would be hell to pay were Jade to find him still standing there on her return. With the car keys in his hands, there was no question about what she had expected of him, but the prospect of stepping outside dressed as a secretary was nevertheless daunting to a man who had hitherto only worked for his wife at home. With his tight skirt and blouse proclaiming the presence of panties and bra beneath to anyone who might happen to look his way, Daryl could only hope that he might be mistaken for one of his wife’s younger colleagues, desperately wishing he’d paid more attention to his make-up as he wavered on the threshold of the house. Clutching the door handle in one hand and his handbag in the other, the feminized man looked anxiously out of the frosted glass into an evening that was still too light for his liking before finally being spurred into action by the sound of a flushing cistern. 

Seconds later, Daryl was outside, scurrying for the safety of the car. The click-clack of heels against the concrete driveway seemed deafening, resounding around him even as he sought to make himself as inconspicuous as possible. If he kept his head down, his wig might help shield his face, but that came at the cost of making it harder to see where he was headed. Blown about by the same breeze that seemed intent on tickling between the tops of Daryl’s stockings, his bangs blurred his vision, making the vehicle that was his only hope of salvation seem even further away. All the while, the feminized man remained in fear of someone spotting him, with the thunk as the car’s central locking released sounding like a clarion call that announced his presence to all around, the vehicle’s headlights flashing as though to draw attention to Daryl’s predicament. Even getting inside wasn’t easy, as he soon discovered when his skirt stopped him from swinging his legs in as he might as a man, its hosiery-hugging hem forcing him to lift his heels 31

over the sill together. 

Only once he had shut the door behind him could Daryl finally breathe a sigh of relief, instinctively looking up into the rear view mirror to see his own made-up eyes looking back at him from beneath an unfamiliar black bob as he started the car’s engine. Allowing it to idle while he waited for his wife, Daryl’s thoughts raced as fast as his heart as he wondered where they might be headed, everything telling him that Jade would be taking him to her office to take the place of her other secretary. Stacey would stand in for Sandra, and while Daryl doubted that his wife’s usual assistant ever wore anything quite as revealing as his own outfit, he could be sure that Jade would expect him to do her work despite how he was dressed. Even now, his wife was heading out of the house, striding across the drive before opening the passenger door and getting in with far more finesse than her husband had, pulling her seatbelt across her blouse covered bosom while Daryl sat beside her in a daze. “Come on, Stacey, let’s get going”, she chided. 

Belatedly, Daryl realised that he wasn’t just meant to start the car, but to drive it too, his feet fumbling for the pedals beneath his heels as he struggled with the unfamiliar feeling controls. 

After an ignominious stall, the feminized man was finally able to reverse the car off the drive, feeling far from confident at the controls of the vehicle as he drove it slowly down the street. Knowing that any of his neighbours might see him driving dressed as a secretary was enough to make him want to put his foot down, but Daryl’s need for speed was tempered by the height of his heels, the patent leather pumps forcing him to adopt an unnatural driving position that saw him having to hold his legs as tense as the rest of his body. Only when he had turned into less familiar territory was he able to relax a little, glad that the evening rush seemed to have subsided somewhat since he’d driven home himself. The last thing he wanted was to be stuck in city centre gridlock in his current condition, with drawing up to traffic lights bad enough for the man who steadfastly avoided making eye-contact with the other drivers, Daryl desperately hoping they wouldn’t look his way as he kept his eyes on the road. If only the sun would set faster than it was, he thought, the safety of darkness something that Daryl craved as the reddening rays illuminated his feminized face far too clearly for comfort. 

It was all he could do to follow his wife’s directions, but that didn’t stop Jade from explaining the situation as she sat in the passenger seat beside him, leisurely stretching her stocking clad legs out in sharp contrast to those of her husband. 

Superficially, the couple were wearing similar clothes, such that from a distance one might mistake them for two colleagues going out for a drink after work, but Jade was infinitely more comfortable in her smart skirt and blouse as she related the reasons for Sandra’s absence. What little that Daryl could follow as 32

he concentrated on driving involved a critically ill child and an important report that had to be ready for first thing the next morning, with the end result being that Jade desperately needed a temp that she could rely on absolutely. Who else could she trust with such responsibility but her husband, she asked, casually reaching her arm across to caress Daryl’s thigh, a man whom she had personally trained in all things secretarial? 

Turning into an almost deserted car park, Daryl was directed to his wife’s usual space, bringing the car to a halt right in front of an imposing building. Finding himself suddenly frozen with fear, it took all the courage that the feminized man could muster to finally open the car door, slowly swivelling his skirt around on the seat before putting the soles of his patent leather pumps tentatively down on the tarmac. Reluctant to leave the safety of the vehicle, he struggled to stand even as his wife was shutting her door behind her, Jade striding around the car and scolding him for his slowness. “I haven’t got all evening, Stacey”, his wife said sternly, seizing her hesitant husband’s hand and hauling him out of the car with it. She had soon commandeered the keys he had been clutching, secreting them away in her handbag as soon as the central locking had clicked closed, in so doing condemning Daryl to having to work for as long as she wanted him to if he wasn’t to have to walk all the way home. 

Already Jade was striding across the asphalt, leaving her husband no choice but to scurry along after her. Hobbled by his skirt and heels, Daryl found it impossible to keep up with his wife, let alone emulate her graceful gait, the frantic mince he was forced to adopt in order to follow her serving to chafe the testicles still trapped beneath pencil skirt and panties even as it set his brimming bosom into motion once more. Only the way Jade stopped in front of the entrance of the building to search her purse gave him a chance to catch up, the card she extracted causing the door’s automatic lock to buzz angrily as it opened as though announcing the arrival of this unlikely employee. “Welcome to your new workplace!”, Jade said with a grin as she held the door open for her husband, her expression changing to one of slight concern as she looked around her at the empty lobby. “Hmm. I guess Tony must have gone home already”, she said to herself, addressing Daryl only as an afterthought. “That’s our security guard. Big fellow. Has an eye for the ladies, if you know what I mean. He’s normally here until around seven”. 

Daryl found himself feeling even more emasculated as he considered the kind of man he’d missed out on meeting only by chance, wondering whether the watchman would have seen through his women’s clothing, and if so, whether he would have said anything about Daryl’s outrageous outfit. The thought of being called out on his crossdressing was enough to see him stick even more closely by Jade’s side as she headed purposefully across the lobby, the sound of the couple’s heels 33

clattering over the tiled floor echoing around the empty room as they approached the elevator opposite. Glad to be safely inside its enclosed space, the feminized man was greeted by his reflection on all sides as the doors closed and the car began to go up, the mirrored surfaces making it clear to him that he looked far from manly as he stood next to Jade - not as husband and wife, but businesswoman and secretary, both in skirts and blouses, stockings and heels, one smart and sophisticated, the other in dire need of reminding about appropriate office attire considering how she flaunted her feminine charms in figure-hugging clothing with clear carnal connotations. 

His wife’s hand coming up to his rear brought Daryl out of his reverie, the sudden pinch she inflicted upon his beskirted buttock causing him to jump with surprise even as Jade maintained the poker-faced professionalism appropriate for strangers riding in an elevator together. Only the gentle chime of a bell as the lift reached its destination spared her husband from having to see himself blush for more than a few seconds, the doors opening onto a darkened corridor that Jade was already starting to stride down, her presence causing lights to come on in front of her as the feminized man followed on behind. The sound of Daryl’s mincing heels was now muffled by carpet, such that the subtle swish of his skirt against his stockings was clearly audible as he scurried after his wife, amplified to an unbearable degree along with his pounding pulse. To his left and right, doors led off into rooms shrouded in darkness, but Jade pressed on, leading her helpless husband through an open plan area before finally bringing him to a halt in front of one of the offices at its far end. 

There was no doubt that the room she was now opening the door to belonged to an important person, commanding an imposing position as it looked out across a sea of low walled cubicles more suited for subordinates. Nor was there any question as to whom that important person might be, the sign on the door making Jade’s position perfectly clear as it proclaimed her to be “Mrs Jade Watkins, Chief Operations Manager”. No sooner had his wife escorted Daryl into her office, however, than she was opening a connecting door through to a much smaller room and directing her husband inside. “This is where you’ll be working, Stacey”, Jade told him, gesturing towards a desk piled with paperwork, the files and folders stacked in neat towers in front of a still gently humming computer as though having been left halfway through being processed. “I’m sure Sandra won’t mind you using her desk under the circumstances. “You can start by sorting out some space in which to work. I’m sure a smart girl such as you should be able to make sense of these files”, she said dismissively, disregarding her husband’s desperate expression as she turned her back on him. 

Helplessly watching his wife disappear through the door to her office, Daryl sur-34

veyed the surface of the desk with horror, not having the slightest idea about where any of the files belonged, nor which of them might be safe to put away. 

Nor was there any way out of the impossible predicament save past his wife, with Jade clearly in no mood to be disappointed by a second secretary considering her pressing deadline, his new boss hardly likely to drive him home if he decided to walk out of work. Fuming with frustration, Daryl took a seat on the office chair in front of him as he sought to steady himself, realising that the situation in which he had been placed wasn’t that much different to that which he might have imposed upon one of his own company’s secretaries. The businessman he had been only a couple hours before might very well ask for all manner of files without concerning himself with the details of where they came from or who would put them away afterwards, with some of his colleagues having gone so far as to request spurious paperwork simply to see the pert posterior of the girl whose job it was to run round after them. Now he was that girl, and it was his job to run round after his wife - in so far as his heels allowed! 

Taking a deep breath, Daryl squinted at the stacks of folders in front of him, but it soon became clear that he was going to struggle without his glasses. If only he’d thought to bring them with him, he sighed to himself, the feminized man ruing how ill-prepared he was for what looked set to be a long night of work ahead of him. On the off-chance, he opened the handbag he had hitherto been clutching, and there among an assortment of cosmetics and other feminine accoutrements, he found the case that contained his spectacles - an oblong object he was so pleased to see that he almost kissed it before thinking better of smudging his lipstick. Swiftly extracting the glasses inside, Daryl brought the big oval lenses in their bold black frame up to his face, the other contents of his handbag becoming clearer as he looked out through a pair that his wife had had specially made for his second job. It seemed that Jade had gone to some trouble to make sure her stand-in secretary was suitably equipped for work, with Daryl’s handbag including a spare pair of stockings, no doubt in case he snagged those he had on, a lipstick, a little bottle of nail varnish and a couple of sanitary towels. Keys were the only thing conspicuously missing, the absence leaving Daryl in no doubt that he would be staying as long as his wife did that evening, albeit in the little office alongside hers. 

Now that he could see them without straining his eyes, Daryl considered the stacks of folders in front of him more carefully, soon noticing a pattern in the piles of paperwork. It was clear that Sandra had been working her way down an alphabetical list when she had been abruptly called away, transferring files from one tray to another once she had finished transcribing details from them. That meant everything on one side of the desk could be safely put away, with the 35

rest only requiring him to work out what to do with them. That would surely involve the computer whose screen sat switched off in front of him, something that Daryl soon rectified only to find himself faced with a password prompt. 

Would Sandra have left her login details on any of the many post-it notes that littered her screen? “MaisyMunchkin2012” seemed like a promising possibility, and sure enough, it removed the lock to reveal a spreadsheet that confirmed Daryl’s suspicions. All he need do now was to work his way through the files that remained and he could complete the task that the secretary he was standing in for had started earlier that day, entering data in her absence. 

First, however, the feminized man decided it would make sense to clear some more space in which to work, so after double-checking that the spreadsheet didn’t need anything more from the files that Sandra had already been through, Daryl stood up with the intention of returning them to the appropriate filing cabinets. For a moment, he forgot what he was wearing, but his shoes and skirt soon reminded him of the restrictions his outfit imposed as the fickle feminine clothing forced him to sit straight back down again for fear of falling over. In such high heels, he could forget more manly freedom of movement, having to move slowly and carefully as he clutched the pile of paperwork close to his chest in order to carry it through to the filing cabinets next door. Daryl had barely taken a couple of steps across the room, however, before he realised he had overstretched himself, the surprisingly awkward stack of files soon in imminent danger of slipping through his fingers. With the safety of the desk now far behind him, Daryl had no choice but to continue, once again desperately scurrying in a skirt whose narrow hem simply wasn’t intended for speed. 

Jade didn’t even look up from her screen as her husband entered the room, evidently so used to her usual secretary working around her that the arrival of the man standing in for Sandra didn’t warrant attention. What did cause her to turn her head in Daryl’s direction was the sound of several files falling to the floor, the unstable stack that the feminized man had been cradling against his bulging bosom finally losing its fight with gravity, its topmost members tipping off even as he sought to stabilise it. Immediately dropping to his knees, Daryl began to pick up the fallen paperwork, but the damage had been done as far as his wife was concerned. “What are you doing, you stupid girl?”, Jade asked angrily, swivelling around on her office chair to survey the chaos that her husband had wrought. Feeling her gaze burning into his back as he bent over, Daryl desperately attempted to put things right, but his efforts were far from good enough for the woman whose important files now littered the floor. 

“Stand up and face me when I’m talking to you!”, Jade said crossly, the strength of her command causing her husband to put down the file whose contents he was 36

halfway through stuffing back inside their folder and obey his wife’s instruction immediately. “You’re here to work, not make a mess!”, she scolded. “Down with your skirt!”. Daryl sheepishly did as he was told, wiggling his way out of the tight polyester with his face flushing red with shame. Soon he was standing in front of his wife with his underwear on display, the tops of his stockings showing beneath lacy black panties that were only barely obscured by the bottom of his blouse, but Jade wasn’t the slightest bit interested in her husband’s humiliating exhibition of lingerie. “Over my knee, Stacey”, she insisted, barely waiting until he was sprawled over her skirt before she began unleashing a barrage of blows upon his bare buttocks. “I really don’t have time to have to do this right now”, she said sternly, alternately bringing her hand down on Daryl’s helpless behind to the left and the right as she took out her anger on him. “If you’re not going to help, you may as well just go home now!”. 

It was not the stinging in his rear that affected Daryl most as he pulled his pencil skirt back up his legs, as sore as Jade’s spanking had left it, but the sense of having disappointed his wife on this most crucial of evenings. Having to fight back his tears for fear of making his mascara run, Daryl had no sooner finished dressing than he was dropping to his knees again, hurriedly making up for lost time as he tidied up the files around his feet. Soon he was returning them to their proper places in the filing cabinets behind his wife, glad that Jade’s attention had returned to her screen rather than remaining focused on him as he worked. 

Scurrying back to his own little office not a moment too soon, the feminized man knew he would have to make amends if he was to win back his wife’s favour, taking the first of the pile of files that remained on his desk and scanning through the sheets of paper inside for the details that would need to be entered into the half-finished spreadsheet Sandra had left on screen. 

Now the long lessons his wife had insisted he take at the keyboard came into their own, the fingers that had typed phrases such as “the submissive sissy secretary worships the woman he works for” and “pretty panties put the prim and proper personal assistant in his place” countless times making light work of this more mundane information. Slowly but surely, the stack of folders migrated from one side of the desk to the other, with Daryl feeling a certain thrill when he finally exposed the metal tray beneath. Once he was sure the spreadsheet contained everything required, his first instinct was to announce the fact in person to his wife, but a moment’s thought told him that, however much effort he had put into it, the table could be but a trifle as far as Jade was concerned - a small part of a much larger picture that he, as a humble secretary, was not privy too. No, she would simply want it emailing to her so that she could look it over at her leisure, just as he might were he a businessman again, rather than being bothered by a 37

secretary whose job was merely to make her life easier. 

Starting up the appropriate application, Daryl swiftly composed an email, noting that its signature was automatically filled in with Sandra’s details. A simple p.p. 

was all the acknowledgement his efforts would receive for now, but that didn’t stop Daryl taking pride in adding the name of his alter ego above that of the woman he was standing in for, sending the email on its way before belatedly wondering what Sandra would make of a message by Stacey Watkins were she ever to look at her sent mail. He had no time to worry about such matters, however, not when there was now another stack of files that needed to be put away. Having learnt from his earlier mistakes, Daryl was much more cautious about biting off more than he could chew, this time only taking as many files as he could comfortably clutch to his chest before heading through to his boss’s bigger office, pressing the folders to his bust to keep both from bouncing. 

The feminized man was bent over the bottom drawer of a filing cabinet putting the last of the paperwork away when an unfamiliar man’s voice from behind him almost caused him to jump out of his skin. Thankfully, the booming bass tones seemed directed at his wife rather than him, but that didn’t stop Daryl from freezing with fear, conscious of just how vulnerable he was as he considered his perilous position. “Working late again, Mrs W?”, the deep voice enquired from the doorway, the speaker evidently familiar with the woman whom he was addressing considering how he spoke. “Afraid so, Tony. The board’s expecting a report first thing tomorrow”, Jade sighed. “It’s a tough life at the top”, the security guard laughed. “New secretary?”. Unable to remain crouched down in front of the filing cabinet any longer, Daryl reluctantly got to his feet, his face flushing as he turned to face the stocky watchman who was staring unashamedly at his breasts. “She’s temping for Sandra tonight, though I’d like to give her a more permanent position”. “I wouldn’t say no to that!”, Tony laughed lustfully, still all too obviously ogling Daryl’s bust. “Well, don’t just stand there, Stacey, I’m sure you’ve got work to do”. “Yes, Mrs Watkins”, Daryl said in as feminine a voice as he could manage, glad of the get out his wife had given him. 

Even as he headed back to his own office, Daryl could feel the gaze of the guard following him, the beefy man undoubtedly undressing him with his eyes even in the presence of their mutual boss. “I’d have thought you’d have gone home by now, Tony”, Jade suggested in a transparent attempt to distract the stoutly built security guard, their continued conversation clearly audible to Daryl in the adjoining room. “Just making one last round, Mrs W. You’ll make sure you’re all locked up when you leave?”. “I’ll do just that, Tony. Have a good evening, now”. “You too, Mrs W”, Tony grunted, his heavy footsteps soon receding into the distance - although not, Daryl suspected, before the burly guard had cast one 38

last glance in the direction of his boss’s new secretary, forcing the feminized man to stare steadfastly at the screen in front of him until the office was once again silent. Thank goodness Tony hadn’t come in earlier, when he was sprawled over his wife’s knee getting spanked! Jade could surely have pulled rank, but that wouldn’t have made such a scene any less shameful for her humiliated husband, still blushing at the thought of being seen dressed as a secretary by another man

- and a lusty one at that! 

Another figure in the doorway caused Daryl to freeze again, but this time it was the more welcome form of his wife, Jade’s presence as imposing as any security guard as she strode into her secretary’s office. “You handled that very professionally, Stacey. Well done! I think Tony was too caught up in your chest to concern himself with whether you were really a woman, but that’s the kind of thing we females have to face from time to time. Now, I’ve sent you some documents I want printing. Twenty copies of each, collated all together but not stapled just yet. You’d better use the big printer in the main office, as your little one will take forever”, she instructed, before adding as no more than afterthought, “Oh, and that spreadsheet of yours was just what I wanted. Keep up the good work!”. 

With that, his wife had turned on her heels and was heading out of the room, evidently assuming Daryl could obey her instructions without further questions. 

Sure enough, when he next checked Sandra’s email, there was a new message from his wife, albeit one containing no more than a collection of tersely titled attachments that had to be opened in turn. Figuring out the unfamiliar computer system on the fly, Daryl hazarded a guess as to which might be the workgroup printer, but there was no sign of anything happening when he speculatively sent off a single copy of the first of the files. Only several seconds later did he become aware of the distant sound of what might be a snoozing printer cranking into life, but beyond the fact that it lay somewhere outside, he had absolutely no clue where it might be. To collect the printout would require him to venture outside the comparative safety of his office, something that set Daryl’s pulse racing as he stepped through its door for the first time and minced out into the open plan area beyond, desperately hoping that Tony had indeed gone home. 

The feminized man couldn’t help imagining the empty cubicles around him being full of fellow workers, his passage causing his wife’s colleagues to look up from their desks at her new secretary. Wearing such a provocative outfit, he would be sure to attract attention, there being men who would unashamedly stare at his figure-hugging clothing just like Tony had, if not go further. Would he find his buttocks with their painfully visible panty line being pinched as he passed, or else end up being propositioned by would-be seducers unable to see past his bulging bra, its black lace all too obvious beneath his tight white blouse? Daryl 39

could hardly admit to being a man in such circumstances, forced to deflect the unwanted attention as best he could even as he was expected to please his boss. If Jade wanted printouts collecting from the far end of the office, then her secretary would have to do just that, running the gauntlet of the intervening corridor atop his stiletto heels. Merely the thought of facing such a predicament was enough to make his manhood stiffen, his arousal adding to Daryl’s difficulty walking as his skin-tight skirt chafed the swollen organ. 

Having a vague memory of being escorted by his wife past a photocopier as they entered the office, Daryl now retraced his steps, finding that the huge machine had long since finished disgorging his document by the time he arrived at it. 

Collecting the couple of sheets of paper that was all he had to show for his long journey, the feminized man swiftly turned on his heels, now able to see his wife’s office illuminated in the distance as he headed back. The blinds in its windows had been turned so as to allow Jade to survey her silent empire, the woman for whom Daryl was working looking up as her husband came closer and fixing him in her forbidding gaze for a moment before returning her attention to her screen. 

Conscious that he was still on the clock, Daryl hurried back to his own little office, swiftly sitting his skirt down on its swivel chair as he set about sending off the rest of the documents to be duplicated - nineteen of the first, twenty of the remainder, their contents barely registering as he clicked the same buttons again and again until all were dispatched. 

Once again having to walk the length of the office in his heels, Daryl found the copier still churning away as he approached, leaving him no choice but to wait for the printing to finish. Watching the output tray slowly fill up, he soon became hypnotised by the endless rhythm of paper being picked up and spat out, picked up and spat out, picked up and spat out, such that it came as something of a shock when it finally stopped. Was that everything his wife wanted? No, the machine merely required more paper to be fed to it from the boxes beneath, forcing the feminized man to bend down to fetch a ream and put his buttocks on display as he did so. Here would be where he would be groped by his colleagues, Daryl realised, feeling their imaginary hands squeeze his skirt so vividly that he turned around with a start, but there was no-one behind him beyond his wife watching from her office. Feeling chagrinned, Daryl bent over the hot copier once more, pulling out a drawer and putting paper into it incredibly conscious of his pantied posterior and how perilously little protection his skirt offered him from the ghostly gropers of his imagination. 

Soon the copier had roared into life once more, spewing forth paper for a while before signalling that it needed feeding once again. That was a pattern that repeated itself on a third occasion, such that Daryl was obliged to watch over the 40

noisy machine until at last the lights on its little display glowed a happy green, leaving only the output tray requiring emptying one final time. Adding its contents to the towering stack of paper he’d put together to one side, Daryl was about to head back to his office with the fruits of his labours feeling somewhat pleased with himself when he suddenly realised that his wife wanted the documents collated too. It would be no good to give her twenty copies of one followed by twenty copies of the next - no, each set needed to be assembled in the proper sequence, something that would require far more space than the desk in his office allowed. 

Was there a nearby table that could be used for the purpose? There was, such that once again Daryl found himself bending over, his bust bobbing around in his bra as he swung from side to side spreading out the documents before stacking the sets again at right angles to one another just like he’d seen his own company’s secretaries doing with their paperwork. 

“Just put them down over there, there’s a good girl”, Jade said distractedly as her husband stumbled into her office with the stack of paper. “I’m almost finished with this, so if you’d just stay for a second”, she continued, clearly preoccupied with what was on her screen. Daryl stood in silence for what seemed like an age before his wife finally deigned to turn around, Jade swivelling on her office chair to survey her secretary. “There we go! Thanks to your help tonight, Stacey, I’ve managed to get this report licked. There’s just one more thing I need you to do, and then I think we can call it an evening”. She slid backwards on her chair as she spoke, gesturing to the gap beneath her desk where her legs had been only moment before. “I seem to have dropped something down there. Be a doll and pick it up for me”, his wife directed with a devilish grin, leaving her husband in no doubt as to what she was up to as he dropped to his knees. Sure enough, as Daryl crawled under her desk, he discovered a pair of discarded panties on the floor in front of him, and sure enough, his wife was sliding her chair forwards again to box him in even as he turned around in the cramped, dark space, Jade lifting her skirt to show that the underwear her husband was now holding was indeed hers. 

“Get to work, Stacey”, his wife insisted, spreading her legs apart to leave Daryl in no doubt as to where his duties lay. Her hold-up hosiery stopped several inches short of her sex, the stockings that had hitherto hypnotised her husband now showing him the way as the feminized man reached forward and began to worship the woman he worked for. Soon he could feel the sheer nylon pressing against his skin as Jade wrapped her legs around his neck, her heels pressing into the back of Daryl’s blouse as the operations manager supervised her new secretary’s sexual service. Left with no choice but to lick and lap, Daryl gave his new job his all, showing his commitment to a change of career as he sought to bring his boss off with his lips and tongue. The performance of her personal assistant evidently 41

met with Jade’s satisfaction judging by the array of moans and groans his efforts elicited, but Daryl didn’t stop until his wife’s body was shuddering in the swivel chair, its padded leather acting as a perfect chin rest for him to ride out her orgasm before beginning to pleasure her again. 

Pulling her chair even closer to the desk, Jade trapped her husband in place, Daryl’s world becoming dark and humid as he continued his devotions under the table. He could hear his wife tapping at her keyboard above him, the sound of her continuing to work echoing around him as he lavished her with his tongue. 

“You don’t mind staying down there while I finish off this presentation, do you, Stacey?”, Jade asked rhetorically. “The thought of how you’re helping me put this together is sure to bring a smile to my face when I show this to the company bigwigs tomorrow morning”, she continued, letting out a satisfied sigh as she slid her body forward still further in the chair. “Perhaps I’ll see if I can appoint you in this position more permanently. You’ve certainly passed your probation as my personal assistant”, she declared with undeniably delight, her voice trailing off along with her typing as she shuddered in ecstasy once more. 

Under the desk, Daryl was in no position to argue as he silently exercised his mouth, remaining his wife’s secret secretary while she completed her work. His presence hardly seemed to help her to concentrate, but Jade didn’t complain, seeing to it that her husband stayed stuck under her desk until she finally began to shut down her computer. Even when she’d released him from the hold of her thighs, she still expected her very personal assistant to be profitably employed, stretching out her legs so that Daryl could help her back into her panties. Only then did she allow him out from under the table, chiding her secretary for how he’d smeared his lipstick even though he’d done so in her service. “Your face is a mess, Stacey!”, she scolded. “The ladies’ loos are the last on the right at the far end. Go and freshen yourself up while I lock up here. Then I thought we would go and get some food. You might have just eaten”, Jade grinned, “but I’m famished, and I know the perfect little restaurant for a girl’s night out”, she declared, calling after her husband, “Don’t forget your handbag!”. 
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The Ballet Lesson

Sitting at the kitchen table, every passing second was proving increasingly ag-onising for Terry as he struggled to stay still. It was not just the little stool on which he was awkwardly perched that was making life such a misery for him, as uncomfortable as the unforgiving wood was against the bare tops of his thighs, nor the way his behind had long since become numb, his cotton panties doing little to cushion his posterior as it pressed against the horribly hard seat. No, it was his desperate need to pee that really made things difficult for the man hunched tensely over the table, with even the slightest movement enough to remind him of just how close to bursting point his bladder was. 

Forced to press his legs together to prevent himself from wetting his panties there and then, Terry found himself rubbing the ruffled tops of his white knee socks anxiously against one another as he sought to stave off the inevitable. Beneath his pleated skirt, Terry’s balls bore the brunt of this silent battle against his body, his testicles trapped painfully between his thighs and the tight plastic tube that imprisoned his penis - the latter having the slit in its end stopped up so as to make it impossible for him to go to the toilet. Such simple relief would have to be earned, with Terry knowing that there was a high price to pay before he could finally pee as he stared down at the pad of paper in front of him. How much more of the magazine did he still have to copy? 

The smiling face of a celebrity he had long lusted after hardly helped the situation as she introduced the subject of bras to an unlikely audience, with Terry far from fitting the intended demographic of the teen magazine as he found his place in the article for the countless time. Fiorella was making no secret of her feminine charms as she bent forward in an accompanying photograph, but as Terry had discovered while copying down the text, she hadn’t always been so busty. “Boys used to tease me because I was so flat, but now I’m the one teasing them”, she boasted, but Terry didn’t have time to read once again about how it was alright to 43

be a late bloomer, instead turning his attention to a brightly coloured box about which bra was best for budding breasts - one that he had still only half transcribed. 

Fiorella was featured here too, this time holding up a training bra that put Terry in mind of the one he was wearing beneath his simple schoolgirl’s blouse. “Choose one that’s comfortable”, the celebrity suggested, her advice causing Terry to sigh. 

If only his could be! 

Still, the tight cotton around his chest offered at least some distraction from the dire urgency elsewhere as Terry continued his pencil’s slow progress down the paper. Any consideration of penmanship had long since been abandoned in favour of a swifter scribble, but still Fiorella’s suggestions never seemed to come to an end, with Terry barely registering the benefits of padded bras as he desperately drove himself on. “Please let this be the last page!”, he found himself thinking, knowing that what little was left of his dignity was entirely dependent on the attention span of teenagers. He could only hope that the girls who bought this kind of magazine wouldn’t want to read more than a double-page spread about bras before moving on to celebrity gossip or the latest fashion trends, being acutely conscious of how his bladder was about to betray him. 

“Haven’t you finished your homework yet, Theresa?”. His wife’s voice was stern as she came to stand just behind him, with Lydia now looking over her husband’s shoulder as she scrutinised his work. Even without looking up, Terry could feel her presence towering over him, his hand frantically racing over the page as he sought to put an end to his suffering. “Please Miss, I need to pee!”, he begged pathetically, his voice quavering as he continued to copy down words without care for what he was writing. “Underwired is one word, not two, Theresa”, Lydia scolded, showing that she was paying rather more attention to what her husband’s pencil was doing. “Perhaps a couple more pages will help you learn to control yourself? It certainly looks like your handwriting could do with rather more practice!”, she declared dismissively. “Have you even been trying?”. 

“Miss, I really need to pee!”, Terry pleaded desperately. “I’m going to wet myself!”. 

It was the most embarrassing admission for a middle-aged man to make, but sitting there in his stylised school uniform struggling to scribble down the last of the feminine advice from the teen magazine, Terry was a far cry from a man. 

Now forsaking his pencil in favour of clutching his crotch, he was no more than a desperate girl who’d been caught short - a situation his wife took full advantage of as she played with his predicament. “You’re going to wet yourself, Theresa?”, she asked with mock incredulity. “I should have thought you’d have grown out of that by now!”. The moans of discomfort from her husband that her comments elicited only encouraged Lydia to continue. “Perhaps I should put you back in those plastic panties if you can’t control your bladder”, she said sternly, apparently 44

oblivious to Terry’s ever increasing agony. “Make you wear diapers like a little girl. A little girl who can’t help wetting herself”. 

Struggling to resist his wife’s subliminal suggestion, Terry pressed his legs even more painfully together, whimpering as he considered the consequences of wetting himself in the kitchen. Merely the thought of such ignominy was enough to summon a slight spasm in his straining bladder, with even the little leak of liquid enough to leave him feeling disturbingly wet thanks to how his chastity device collected it close to his imprisoned organ. Terry could only hope that the plug of plastic wrap his wife had choked the end of the cruel contraption with would be enough to contain the spill for long enough for him to make it to the bathroom, finding himself fearful of further accidents as he once again begged for her mercy. “Please Miss! I really, really need to pee!”, he pleaded, convinced that his accidental release was now slowly seeping into his panties. 

Even now, Lydia refused to relent, evidently enjoying prolonging her husband’s plight. “If you really have to go to the toilet, Theresa, then I expect you to ask properly”, she told Terry severely, reaching forward and turning the page of the teen magazine to reveal a spread of scantily clad pop stars whose smiling faces seemed to taunt her husband. It took every last bit of concentration Terry had to tell his wife what she wanted to hear, with the feminized man now regressing to an even earlier age as he adopted a childish simper. “Please may I go wee-wee, Miss?”, he asked pathetically, struggling to stop himself doing so spontaneously as he waited for his wife’s response. “If you’re sure you’ve finished your homework, Theresa?”, she enquired sceptically. A desperate nod was the only answer that Terry could give, his bladder spasming a second time despite his best efforts. 

“Then hold my hand and we’ll head upstairs”. 

Why was his wife walking with such solemn slowness, Terry wondered, as she escorted him along the hallway? The contrast in their carriage couldn’t be clearer, with Lydia standing tall while the man by her side stumbled along with his knees pressed together, clutching his crotch with the hand that wasn’t held by hers as he fought desperately to avoid leaving a trail of drops behind him. The bathroom seemed an eternity away as the couple headed slowly up the stairs, with Lydia insisting on taking them one at time as though she were accompanying a child, lifting one foot up, then bringing the other to join it before waiting for Terry to do the same. Doing differently would have been all but impossible because of how he had to keep his thighs touching for fear of letting forth an unstoppable torrent, but that didn’t make things any easier for the man who wanted nothing more than to relax and let nature take its course, Terry biting his bottom lip as he battled his body’s increasingly irrepressible instincts. 

Even when they finally made it to the bathroom, Terry’s torment was far from 45

over. With the toilet no more than a few feet away, the sight of the familiar fittings was enough to send his bladder into spasm again, forcing the feminized man to have to screw his eyes closed as he frantically sought to forget where he was. It would be so easy to simply sit down on the welcoming wooden seat and seek relief, pulling his panties down around his ankles as he let go of a flow that so desperately needed release, but to do so before his wife had unlocked his cock would be courting disaster. With its end closed, his chastity device would flood with urine before overflowing all over his legs, the retained fluid in due course dribbling down to leave Terry in such a disgraceful state that he couldn’t chance it here any more than he could have done whilst at work. A whole day without going to the toilet! No wonder he needed to pee so badly! 

Crossing his legs together in a last ditch attempt to keep the floodgates closed, Terry couldn’t keep himself from squirming as his wife reached her hands behind his back and unzipped his schoolgirl’s skirt, the desperate man now all but hopping up and down as the pleated grey fabric fell around his feet. “Do I detect a little dampness, Theresa?”, Lydia enquired sternly as she sought to divest her husband of his panties, having difficulty in peeling off the simple white cotton because of how tightly Terry was pressing his thighs against one another. “Have you wet yourself?”, she asked wickedly, leaving his underwear bunched up just beneath his balls as she turned her attention to the transparent tube underneath. “Peed in your panties like a preschooler?”. Her playful teasing only served to make Terry squirm all the more, her husband shifting from foot to foot as he struggled to hold back for a few more seconds. 

It seemed like an age before Lydia had finally unlocked the plastic contraption whose presence had reduced her husband to a helpless wreck, but no sooner had she slid the closed tube off his cock than Terry was racing towards the toilet, almost tripping over his skirt in his urgency to sit down. Even as he did so, another squirt of urine escaped from between his legs, narrowly avoiding his bunched up panties as it tinkled down into the bowl beneath, but that was only the start. 

Soon there was no stopping the deluge, with the long sigh of relief that Terry let out barely audible over the torrential rush of water that now flowed forth - his breakfast coffee, his lunchtime soup and the large pitcher of water his wife had insisted he drink before sitting down to do his homework, all coming out together in a furious cascade that seemed to continue forever. 

No-one looking at Terry now would think that only hours before he had been a busy businessman, having gone from being in charge of decisions critical to his company’s clients to having to ask for permission even to pee. As he shook hands and signed paperwork, the only indication of his impending fate had been the slight bulge beneath his suit trousers, the subtlest of signs of his secret sexual 46

submission showing where his chastity device pressed against his cotton panties. 

How things had changed once he had swapped his smart jacket and tie for the unmistakable uniform of a schoolgirl, expected to dress before dinner in a display of submission to his wife that was continuing even now. As Lydia loved to tell him, an occasional reminder of his place in their relationship helped to keep her hotshot husband from getting too big for his boots, with such “school nights” 

having become a regular part of the couple’s calendar as she taught him who wore the trousers around the house - and who the skirt! 

Terry was barely conscious of the cock ring that still nestled behind his balls, nor of how his wife was rinsing the other half of the chastity device in the washbasin as he continued to appreciate finally being allowed to pee. Such a simple pleasure, but one that he would have done anything for, he thought, as he looked down his cotton clad legs at the plain white panties that were now no more than a bunched up bundle around his ankles. Hidden beneath the childish underwear and the stiff grey pleats of the skirt that had somehow made it to the toilet with him, there were the simple black shoes of a schoolgirl, their broad leather straps buckled around the front of his feet firmly enough to keep them slipping off no matter what his wife had him do - whether jumping rope, doing gymnastics, or simply sitting on the toilet peeing like a little girl. 

Still the water flowed forth furiously from between his legs, the splashing sound slowing only slightly as Lydia began to dry off the device that had so devilishly deprived his body of such a basic need. “You leaked a little”, she chided. “Had I made you wait even a few seconds longer, I’m sure you would have wet yourself, Theresa”, Lydia continued sternly. “Imagine the shame of standing in a puddle of pee, your panties soaking wet and it slowly seeping down your stockings”, she suggested with a wicked smile, knowing that her husband was helpless to escape the picture she was painting as he continued to pass water. The torrent of urine kept him trapped as effectively as if his wife had tied him to the toilet seat, leaving Terry no choice but to listen to Lydia as she stressed her control over him. “Maybe I’ll leave it too late next time, so you wet yourself like a little girl. 

Say thank you for me letting you go wee-wee”. 

“Thank you for letting me go wee-wee, Miss”, Terry parroted in a childish sing-song, his face flushing slightly with shame at the thought of what his wife had suggested. The flow of water was slowing now, the once roaring river gradually becoming no more than a gentle tinkle that soon petered out into a series of drops as Terry drained the last of his bladder. “Good girl. Now give Tiny Tess a wipe, and let’s get her locked up again”, Lydia told her husband, leaving him in no doubt as to what she was referring to as he gave his shrunken manhood a shake. 

No sooner had Terry self-consciously patted the end of his penis dry with toilet 47

paper than Lydia was reaching her hand between his legs, sliding the see-through plastic over the diminutive organ before locking it in place again. “There! Does that feel better now?”. Terry nodded sheepishly, the sense of relief palpable even as he looked down at his imprisoned penis. 

“I’ll leave you to pull your own panties up, Theresa. Don’t forget to wash your hands!”, Lydia called over her shoulder as she turned to leave the room. As he slowly stood to his feet, Terry felt a frisson of anxiety, worrying about whether the device once again locked around his cock had managed to save his underwear from having shameful damp spots, or whether his earlier series of involuntary squirts would now see his panties wet in places. He found himself unconsciously feeling the soft cotton as he worked it up over his crotch, but thankfully found himself lucky - something that wasn’t always the case when Lydia left things to the very last moment. With a sigh of relief, he set about pulling up his skirt, reaching around behind his back to zip himself into its pleats once more before tucking the tails of his blouse in underneath. Had his knee socks slipped? No, but it would be as well to pull them up anyway. 

Terry flushed the toilet before turning to the washbasin, finding himself confronted with his feminized reflection in the mirror beyond as he washed his hands. Seen from straight on, the fabric of his schoolgirl’s blouse seemed even flimsier than when he looked down his body, with the outline of his training bra all too apparent through the translucent material. The girly garment gave no curve to his breasts, its cups flat as they followed Terry’s contourless chest, but its shape was feminine all the same, with straps that stretched clearly up over his shoulders and a broad band that ran beneath his armpits. It was hardly as if he needed to wear it for support, but as the feminized man dimly recalled Fiorella telling him in the teen magazine, there were other reasons why girls wore bras. The schoolgirl who looked back at him from the mirror as he turned off the tap wasn’t wearing one for modesty, that was for sure, nor to avoid feeling awkward in the changing rooms. 

No, Terry’s bra was simply there to stress his submission to his wife - something that would have surely made Fiorella smirk had she been there to see it through his blouse. 

Heading swiftly downstairs, Terry found his wife sitting at the kitchen table -

not on the little stool that was reserved specially for her schoolgirl husband, but rather on a more comfortable chair as she considered his transcription. “Your writing really is atrocious, Theresa”, she said severely, bringing a red pen to bear upon the paper and circling something before returning the writing instrument to between her lips. Barely seconds later, she had found fault with her husband’s efforts again. “”Boys used me because I was so fat”. I find that difficult to believe, the woman’s as thin as a stick!”, Lydia said scornfully, turning her attention to 48

the teen magazine as she found the sentence in question. “It’s “Boys used to tease me” and “flat”, Theresa. Boys used me, indeed! I dread to imagine what you were thinking when you wrote that”, his wife went on. “You certainly weren’t paying attention to your work, were you?”. 

Terry hung his head in shame, his hands falling meekly to cover his crotch as Lydia’s rhetorical question hung heavily in the air. His wife continued to work her way down the page, with her already stern expression becoming even more severe as she struggled to read his worsening writing. “No, I can’t make any sense of this scrawl”, Lydia declared disdainfully, pushing the paper away in disgust. “You’re going to have to redo this, Theresa, because it’s clear you weren’t concentrating. 

Did you even bother to read the article or were you too busy wanting to go to the toilet?”. Like her previous question, this one had no good answer, but that didn’t stop Lydia from expecting one from her husband all the same. “Well? I’m waiting, Theresa. What did Fiorella have to say about getting fitted?”. 

Suddenly put on the spot, Terry found himself unable to recall anything about what the celebrity had said, with only the picture of her teasing him with a training bra coming to mind as he desperately racked his brains. “Girls should choose one that fits comfortably?”, he offered doubtfully, acutely aware of how his own intimate attire was anything but as he stood awkwardly in front of his wife. “And how are they meant to do that?”, Lydia enquired scornfully. “Well, ah, um”, Terry stammered, frantically struggling for words before admitting defeat. 

“I don’t know, Miss”. “Didn’t you read what your friend Fiorella had to say?”, his wife asked caustically. “No? In which case, you’d better to do so now, hadn’t you? The magazine’s on the table, Theresa, so whenever you’re ready. Read it aloud so I can be sure you’re doing as you’re told this time”. 

With trembling hands, Terry retrieved the glossy magazine, turning its brightly coloured pages until he found the double-page spread that was so familiar from before. His voice was a far cry from that of the confident businessman who had commanded his colleagues earlier that day, now barely audible as he began to read aloud from the magazine. “It’s a really good idea to get yourself properly fitted. Just head along to your nearest high street store and you’re sure to find someone who’s happy to help!”, Terry told his wife falteringly, finding it hard to match the bubbly celebrity’s enthusiasm as he continued. “Fiorella’s top tip: take your big sister or a trusted friend to make shopping for bras a cinch!”. Merely the thought of doing what the article so blithely suggested was making him blush, with Terry tripping over his words as he went on to describe what to expect in the fitting room. “Two simple measurements is all it takes to find the bra that’s right for you. Don’t worry if you’re not the same size as your friends - every girl’s breasts are different, but they’re all beautiful!”. 
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Terry felt anything but beautiful at that moment, blushing furiously as he stood there awkwardly in his school uniform, wondering whether he should go on. Reading the article aloud was acutely embarrassing, with all the talk of bras and breasts causing him to cringe with shame as he considered how he too was wearing such a girly garment - one whose uncomfortable presence never left his mind, despite his favourite celebrity making it sound so natural. “A bra might feel a little strange at first, but you’ll soon forget it’s there!”, Fiorella promised further down the page, Terry knew, his eyes skipping ahead a couple of paragraphs to find even more troublesome words. “Be sure to wear one every day to give your growing breasts the support they need”. Such remarks would be sure to see his wife comment to his cost, with the unspoken suggestion that he might one day be taken for a bra fitting of his very own already making Terry feel uncomfortable even before he raised the idea of him wearing one more often. 

“Is that all she has to say?”, Lydia enquired sternly. “No, Miss”. “So why have you stopped reading, Theresa? Honestly, you seem incapable of completing even the simplest of tasks!”, she exclaimed with evident exasperation, now shifting around in her chair so as to bring her hosiery clad legs out from under the table. 

Terry knew what was coming even before his wife next spoke, watching anxiously as Lydia tapped her skirt covered lap. “Over my knee”, she directed, leaving her husband in no doubt that she expected him to comply as she looked at him impatiently. “Perhaps a good spanking will teach you some sense”, Lydia continued, making no effort to help Terry as he began to bring his body down across hers. The awkward manoeuvre saw her husband end up helplessly sprawled over her skirt, his head coming to rest on the kitchen floor so as to give him a close-up view of two pairs of shoes - Terry’s own Mary Janes visible behind the more adult heels of his wife as he looked past the smoky black nylon of her stockings towards the simple white cotton of his schoolgirl’s knee socks. 

The sudden rush of blood to his head was accompanied by a sense of air around his behind as Terry’s skirt was flipped up, leaving the feminized man feeling even more vulnerable as his wife turned her attention to the panties beneath. Soon the soft white cotton was also being stripped away, with Lydia pulling down her husband’s underwear just enough to leave his buttocks bare, then sliding her hand softly over the curve of his cheeks as though considering where she should spank first. With his sense of apprehension increasing with every passing second, Terry couldn’t keep himself from squirming on his wife’s lap, knowing that at any moment he would feel the first of a series of slaps that would see him crying like a schoolgirl before they finally stopped. “Sit still!”, Lydia scolded, but despite her stern words, she seemed to be savouring the suspense, delaying her husband’s discipline with a delight that was matched only by Terry’s dread as he did his 50

best not to disappoint her any further. 

Despite his unease, Terry was conscious of another discomfort as he awaited his fate, with a painful swelling developing beneath his legs as his wife pressed hers against his imprisoned penis. Already stiffer than the plastic surrounding it would permit, Terry’s stifled manhood strained against its cruel confinement all the more for the shameful thoughts that were now rushing through his mind, the submission inherent in such a humiliating spanking serving to turn him on even as he braced himself for the impending blows to his bottom. He couldn’t help imagining what people would say were they there to witness his ignominy, knowing that he would never be able to look someone who had seen him spanked as a schoolgirl in the eye again, yet somehow surrendering to his wife like this only strengthened their intimacy as he placed himself completely in her power. The squirt of pre-cum now slowly soaking into his panties was testament to that, with Terry’s thwarted erection twitching as he tensed with trepidation. 

Now there came the familiar gust of air as Lydia drew her hand back, but rather than the impact that Terry was expecting, it seemed that his wife had turned her attention back to the table - or rather, to the teen magazine, picking it up judging by the slight sound of rustling paper that now came from above him. 

Was she going to spank him with it? Just as Terry was wondering how a rolled up publication would compare to his wife’s hand, he found its glossy pages being brought down to the floor in front of him, with Lydia positioning the magazine so as to leave the smiling face of Fiorella looking back at her husband from where it was now propped up against his legs. The bubbly celebrity was still holding the training bra that seemed to have taunted Terry all evening, with her tips on how to get fitted now only inches away from the feminized man’s face as he suddenly understood what his wife was up to. “Don’t think that you get to slack off simply because you’re being spanked”, Lydia said sharply. “I want you to learn what it says off by heart while I’m teaching you a lesson”. 

Without warning, she suddenly brought her hand to bear on Terry’s left buttock, with the loud slap as her palm hit his posterior followed shortly afterwards by a squeal of pain as her husband instinctively cried out. The blow that landed on the other side barely seconds later came as less of a surprise to him, but that didn’t stop Terry from wincing at its sting, nor from wishing he could rub his aching rear with something softer than the third slap that Lydia was now landing on it. In front of him, Fiorella continued to smirk, but it was all Terry could do to keep his eyes focused on the celebrity’s face, gritting his teeth as his wife alternated her slaps from side to side. Her hand never seemed to lose steam as she brought it down on his bottom again and again and again, holding her husband down with her other arm to ensure he could do no more than wriggle on her lap while she 51

burnished his behind a bright, burning red. 

It wasn’t long before Terry was gasping with pain, it being hard to stay silent when every stinging slap seemed worse than the one that had preceded it. Soon he was moaning in time to his wife’s merciless rhythm, feeling the tears well up in his eyes even as he struggled to retain his last shred of dignity. Lydia wouldn’t stop until his spirit was well and truly broken, reducing her husband to a sobbing, snivelling schoolgirl who would willingly write about bras while wearing one himself. It was so unfair, Terry thought, that he should have to be punished like this when it was his wife’s fault he was in such a humiliating predicament. If only Lydia had let him pee, then he would have been able to copy the stupid article without complaint instead of finding himself staring at it from such a shameful vantage point, the image of the cheerful celebrity with her troublesome training bra now blurring as Terry blinked away tears. 

“I love wearing a bra! It makes me feel like a woman!”, Fiorella declared brightly, but the man struggling to read her words through floods of tears felt nothing more than a naughty little girl being tormented by grown women as his wife continued to spank him. His silent rebellion was swiftly ebbing away under the barrage of blows, with Terry soon wanting nothing more than to please his wife in the hope of putting an end to his suffering. “Boys used to tease me”, he panted, one word at a time, in a show of obedience, “because I was so flat, but now I’m the one teasing them”, he cried out, wishing it was true as Lydia continued to torment him. “A bra might feel a little strange at first, but you’ll soon forget it’s there!”, Terry went on, skipping sentences as he fought to find his place again between gasps for breath. “Be sure to wear one every day to give your growing breasts the support they need”. His contrition was clear as he concentrated on the celebrity’s words, with Terry crying unashamedly as his wife gradually began to ease off, Lydia slowing her spanking before finally coming to a stop - albeit not without one last surprise slap to each of her husband’s now incredibly sore buttocks. 

Terry lay still across his wife’s lap as Lydia returned her hand to his behind, this time only caressing his cheeks as she slid her fingers across his still inflamed flesh. “I trust you’ve learnt your lesson now, Theresa?”, his wife enquired sternly, stopping for a few seconds to allow Terry to acknowledge the fact with a sniffle before resuming her rubbing of his reddened rump. “Good girl”, she said softly, giving her husband’s posterior a gentle pat before beginning to pull his panties back up. Even the touch of the cotton as it came to rest on his tender buttocks seemed like agony to Terry, the humiliated man sniffing back his tears as his wife returned the pleats of his skirt to their rightful place at the tops of Terry’s thighs, Lydia fussing with the stiff grey pleats while her husband lay limp over her knees. 

“I don’t like having to discipline you like this”, she declared as she did so, “but I 52

will not stand for any disobedience on a school night”. “Or any other night, for that matter”, Lydia asserted, releasing her hold on her husband to indicate he should sit up. 

Once he had struggled to his feet, Terry’s hands naturally hovered over his burning behind as though seeking to shield it from further suffering, making his posture even more submissive as he stood chagrined before his wife. “Aren’t you forgetting something, Theresa?”, Lydia asked rhetorically, looking down at her feet at the teen magazine still to be found there. Following her unspoken instruction, Terry swiftly crouched down to collect its glossy pages, acutely conscious of how the air rushed up his skirt as he did so. The slight breeze between his legs did little to cool his still sore buttocks, but it did lift the pleated material away for a moment, causing the stiff fabric to fall back uncomfortably against his bottom as though berating the feminized man for his oversight. Clutching the magazine to his chest, Terry knew he wouldn’t be forgetting how his wife had chastised him any time soon - especially as Lydia seemed to determined he should get back to his homework, already pulling out the little stool from under the table and gesturing that her husband should sit down on it. “You’d better start from scratch. Watch your writing this time!”. 

♥ ♥ ♥

“Next month in Just For Girls, I’ll tell you everything you need to know about periods! Love and kisses, Fiorella!”, Terry told his wife, delivering the words in a rather less upbeat tone than the celebrity had signed off her article as he reached the end of his recitation. Standing awkwardly in front of the sofa after dinner, he found himself wondering whether Lydia would have him do just that, making him memorise even more unmanly words as he learnt off by heart whatever the teen magazine would have to say about a girl’s time of the month. For now, however, all that mattered was that he’d managed to make it to the end of Fiorella’s thoughts about bras without incurring a second spanking, with Lydia’s earlier severe expression softening as her husband showed that he’d put his heart into his homework this time. “Bravo!”, his wife applauded, clapping her hands with delight as Terry dutifully curtsied. “I knew you could do it, Tess! Now, how about you put your school things away and we go and play?”. 

Soon Lydia was escorting her husband up the stairs again, taking them one at a time once more as she accompanied him to the bedroom. Dressed as a schoolgirl, Terry knew there was no prospect of engaging in any adult activities, with his wife’s promise of letting him play one that would see him retain his innocence even as she instructed him to sit on the bed so that she could unbuckle his shoes 53

- something that, although he was a big enough girl to know about bras, Lydia insisted her husband was incapable of doing himself. Only she could free his feet from the childish footwear, taking her time to tickle Terry’s toes once she’d relieved them of the simple black leather. “You can take your socks off yourself”, she told him as she stood up, towering over the man who now had his hands around his thighs as he sought to do as he was told. “Skirt and blouse too, if you please, Tess”, Lydia called over her shoulder as she headed towards the wardrobe, her husband already working the first of the elasticated ruffles down over his knee and on towards his ankle. It wasn’t long before both of the long socks were on the bed, their white cotton soon accompanied by that of Terry’s blouse as he began to wiggle his way out of his pleated skirt. 

Down to just his underwear, Terry stood impotently in his panties and bra, anxiously biting his lip as he studied the plain white cotton that did nothing to hide his shame. While the cups of his bra were flat save for the two slight spots formed by his nipples, the bulge between his legs was anything but, with the outline of the plastic that emasculated the feminized man all too obvious as his chastity device stretched the thin material around its shape. Looking down, Terry could clearly make out the chunky padlock that prevented his penis from becoming more than a mere boy’s beneath the girly underwear, the sight putting him in mind of the time when Lydia had punished him by having him stand in a corner wearing nothing more than he was now. Like now, Terry had had a burning behind, but with his hands on his head and no knowledge as to whether his wife might be watching him from her seat on the sofa, he’d been unable to surreptitiously explore how far the redness extended as he was at the moment -

albeit hurriedly pulling her hands away from his aching rear in favour of letting them hang limp by his sides as Lydia turned back to him again. 

“I thought you might like to do ballet with your big sister tonight, Tess”, his wife declared with a broad grin, brandishing a pair of opaque white tights with the evident intention that Terry would soon be wearing them. Lydia allowed her husband no more than a moment to look at the legwear before she was tossing it in his direction, but she continued to watch until she was sure he had begun to bundle the tights up in his hands before turning back to the wardrobe, leaving Terry to put them on all by himself. Before he’d had first-hand experience of wearing such girly garments, he might have naively assumed that doing so was no different to pulling on a pair of trousers or perhaps slipping into some long socks, but now he knew better. He’d tripped over trying to put tights on before now, not to mention torn a pair thanks to working them too far up one leg prior making a start on the other, and then there’d been the time when the crotch of the hosiery had stopped around his knees, leaving him suffering the humiliating 54

laughter of his wife before Lydia sorted him out. “Honestly, Theresa! Even little girls learn quicker! Come on, let me put your tights on for you”. 

Now, however, Terry took pains to do so by himself, bundling both legs of the opaque hosiery up in his hands before slipping his toes into the first of them. 

Soon he was carefully working the white nylon up past his ankle, encasing his skin in clinging alabaster all the way up to his knee before turning to the other side. Inserting his other foot even more gingerly than the first, Terry proceeded to repeat the process in a rather more precarious position, having to move his limb rather than the legwear as he sought to restore symmetry. Thank goodness the tights were thicker than the pantyhose his wife sometimes had him wear him wear on summer school nights, the feminized man thought, all too aware of how easy it was to run a fingernail through thinner nylons. He found himself glad when he could finally put both feet down on the floor again, standing up as he started to unroll both legs of the tights up past his knees together. 

As Terry brought the tights up over his hips, he couldn’t help but notice how the opaque white nylon hugged his body, following the contours of his crotch to an embarrassing extent. Although holding the bulge of his chastity device even closer between his legs than his panties had, the tights nevertheless made no secret of Terry’s sex, stretching across the lumps and bumps beneath so as to make it perfectly clear how his penis was imprisoned. Nor was there any doubt as to what kind of underwear Terry had on beneath the tights as he pulled their waistband into position, with an all too visible panty line showing in the form of a raised ridge that ran around the tops of his thighs. Without a skirt to cover it, the clinging legwear made for the most disgraceful of displays, putting on show Terry’s submission even more shamefully than when he had been standing there in just his underwear. A girl could be forgiven for being half dressed in the bedroom in her panties and bra, but choosing to wear such tights without anything on top was a fashion faux pas that even Terry could recognise. 

While her husband had been worrying about his hosiery, Lydia had been busy rummaging in the wardrobe. Now she returned holding still more in the way of skin-tight clothing, letting the pastel pink leotard dangle down from her hands as she brought it back towards Terry. A casual observer might think that the diminutive garment was no more than a child’s, but cut from the same clinging nylon as his tights, the man soon to be wearing it knew that it would stretch to fit even a body as large as his. Under his wife’s watchful eye, Terry was soon making it do just that, feeling the sleek fabric slide against that of his legwear as he slipped his legs into the openings and began to pull the broad straps of the leotard up towards those of his bra. In doing so, he covered his crotch with yet another layer of tight fabric, adding to the discomfort of his chastity device as 55

he changed the colour of the bulge between his legs from spotless snow white to marshmallow pink. Terry’s painfully stiff penis was sure to be an angry purple beneath, but his ballet outfit was cloyingly sweet - as befitted the little girl he had become in his leotard and tights. 

Soon the only hint of Terry’s bra was the lumps and bumps it left beneath the leotard, the latter stretched so tightly across his chest that he could even make out his nipples as he looked down the expanse of pink at the unmistakable signs of the girly garment beneath. Lydia, however, paused only to pull her husband’s straps further up his shoulders before turning back to the wardrobe, this time bringing out a tutu whose frilly ruffles stuck out for a full foot around its elasticated waistband. A perfect match for the leotard that he was already wearing, Terry knew it would only be a matter of time before the layers upon layers of frothy pink lace were adorning the top of his legs, hiding his humiliated manhood from his own eyes while leaving the lump of the oppressed organ all too obviously on display to anyone who cared to look up his skirts. 

The feminized man felt his face flush with shame as Lydia bent down in front of him, his wife completely disregarding the bulge between his legs in favour of holding out the tutu for her budding ballerina to step into. It wasn’t long before she had pulled the pastel pink ruffles up around his waist, spending a moment fussing with the candy coloured froth before insisting her husband give her a twirl. “You really do make an adorable little girl!”, she declared with a grin as Terry dutifully span his skirts, the feminized man feeling them whip up around him as he did his best to perform a pirouette. “Perhaps we should think about growing your hair out so you can be even prettier?”, she suggested, turning momentarily to her vanity table before coming back with a pair of hair clips that just happened to be adorned with big pink bows. “I’d love to be able to put you in pigtails and have you wear ribbons for real”, Lydia said dreamily as she slid the clips in place on either side of her husband’s scalp. “There! Pretty in pink! Now let’s get you in your shoes and then you can go dance!”. 

As before, Terry stood helpless while his wife attended to his shoes - this time a pair of sleek satin slippers in a similar pastel pink to his leotard and tutu. 

Doing nothing more than lift his legs as directed, he could barely see what Lydia was doing as she fussed around his feet, with Terry having to rely more on his sense of touch than what he could make out through his absurdly wide skirts, as diaphanous as the frilly tutu was. Nevertheless, there was no doubt as to how his wife was slipping the smooth material of the ballet shoe over that of his tights covered toes, nor of how Lydia brought his foot back to rest on the floor before beginning to criss-cross a pair of broad ribbons around his lower leg. Soon she was tying them off in a bow that would be as big as the pair that sat on the sides 56

of his head, in doing so adding a final, feminine flourish to the dainty footwear before moving on to do the same on the other side. By the time Lydia finished, her husband had been transformed into a ballerina from head to toe, his manly features no match for an outfit that wouldn’t have seemed out of place on a little girl learning to dance. 

Surveying her husband with a barely suppressed grin, Lydia addressed him as though he was a similar age. “You’re still too young to wear real make-up, but you look so scrumptious that I’m going to let you wear a little lip gloss”. The tube she now picked up from the vanity table was naturally a pastel pink, but it was the taste that struck Terry as his wife smeared its end against his lips, the cosmetic imparting the unmistakable flavour of strawberries as his mouth followed the lead of Lydia’s by puckering and pursing. “There! Pretty as a princess!”, Lydia declared, taking her husband’s hand and leading him out of the room. Terry naturally found himself following along, the extent to which his wife had feminized him encouraging such a singular submission that he would do whatever she said. In his pastel pink ballerina’s outfit with its frothy tutu and satin slippers, it was hard to imagine he had ever been a businessman, nor that he would ever go back to being one given how he was now dressed. 

It wasn’t long before Terry was standing in the lounge, feeling acutely self-conscious as he waited for his wife to return. Lydia brought with her a high backed chair when she did, placing the dining room furniture down in the centre of the carpet before turning her attention to the television. As his wife fussed with the remote controls, Terry found himself naturally seeking support from the chair, his hand instinctively coming to rest on its wooden back as though getting ready for the ballet lesson that was about to begin - or, at least, would once his wife had finished cursing at the equipment. Her muttered oaths were finally rewarded by a familiar face appearing on screen, however, with Lydia standing back to leave her husband looking at Fiorella once more. This time, the celebrity was wearing a similar outfit to his own, her leotarded figure reflected in a long mirror that ran along the length of the wall behind her as she stretched her leg as high as her shoulder, apparently oblivious to the fact that the camera was on capturing her every move. 

As though having only just become aware that she had an audience, Fiorella now turned and gave her trademark grin. “Hi girls!”, she exclaimed effusively, her leg only now coming down to the ground as she let go of the rail she had been holding. Unable to tear his eyes away from the screen, Terry found himself feeling thoroughly inferior in comparison, clutching the chair knowing that he could never match the feminine curves of his favourite celebrity. Fiorella’s leotard clung to her body as closely as his, but she had a figure to show off beneath the clinging fabric 57

- one that stirred Terry’s stifled sex as his gaze gravitated to her breasts. There was no bra beneath the skin-tight material here, nor any awkward bulge between her legs - certainly not one that was becoming more and more uncomfortable with every passing moment like Terry’s was, his dick twitching beneath his tutu even as Fiorella twirled hers. “Ready to learn ballet?”, the celebrity asked eagerly. 

“Then let’s begin!”. 

“We’re going to start with our feet”, she continued. “These moves might seem simple, but they’re the foundation of becoming the beautiful ballerina I know you want to be. I’ll show you first, and then you can follow along”. Having watched this particular scene on previous school nights, Terry found Fiorella’s words so familiar that he could almost second-guess them, already shifting his feet into position as he sought to emulate the woman on screen. “Place your heels together and turn your feet so they’re facing in opposite directions”, Fiorella instructed, effortlessly doing as she described. Struggling to copy the celebrity, Terry was unable to achieve anywhere near the angle that she did, his legs shaking slightly as he sought to stretch their muscles more than was comfortable. “Be sure to turn out from your hips, not your knees”, Fiorella advised. “And then hold your body here and take a couple of nice deep breaths”. 

“This is first position. Second position is similar, but we spread our heels about a foot apart”, the celebrity went on, opening her legs out. “Keep those toes turned out, girls!”. Terry’s efforts to do so saw the bulge between his legs pushed even more provocatively forward under his tutu, but when Fiorella moved onto the third position, the situation his imprisoned penis found itself in became even more precarious. “We’re going to cross our feet so the heel of the front one is by the arch of the back”, the leotard wearing woman on screen told her similarly dressed student, her instruction causing him to crush his balls between his legs most uncomfortably. The couple of deep breaths that Fiorella insisted on seemed to last forever before she moved onto the fourth position and finally allowed Terry to move his feet apart. The celebrity made such footwork seem so simple, but it was all the feminized man could do to keep himself from falling over as he did his best to keep up, all the while conscious of how his wife was watching him from the comfort of the sofa. 

“And once more from the beginning. Remember, girls, practice makes perfect! 

The more often you can do these exercises, the more natural they’ll become to your body. I recommend you do these exercises every day - in fact, twice if you have the time!”. That was a thought that made Terry blanch as his balls once again bore the brunt of the ballet moves, but he knew what the celebrity was saying made sense. Compared to his first, faltering efforts in front of the screen, his school night practising had seen him become surprisingly proficient, with his 58

hands automatically coming up to cup an imaginary ball as Fiorella moved on to the next series of exercises. In due course, he was stretching them out to his sides and reaching them up above his head, doing his best to emulate the elegance and grace of the girl he was meant to be even as he felt awkward and stiff in his pastel pink outfit, his face still flushed an even deeper shade. 

“Now that we’re nicely warmed up, we’re going to work on our pliés. I’m going to hold on to the barre behind me, but if you don’t have one at home, just use a high backed chair instead”, Fiorella suggested, but Terry was one step ahead of her, already clutching the wooden seat as he prepared to bend his legs. How many men would recognise such terms, he wondered to himself, already knowing that his instructor was about to talk about demi-pliés and grand-pliés as she directed him to put his feet in first position. They were all simply strange kinds of squat, but not ones he would feel comfortable doing at the gym given his current get-up, with Terry’s tutu rustling gently around his hips as he bent his knees, keeping his feet firmly planted on the floor as Fiorella insisted. “Smooth and graceful”, the celebrity ballet teacher told him. “Let’s try that again. Remember, girls, make your pliés a single, fluid movement”. If only Terry could! 

From squats, Terry moved onto stretches - or rather, tendu, to give the way that Fiorella wanted him to reach out his leg its technical term. It was all surprisingly hard work, such that his earlier blush of shame was now replaced by one of exertion as he struggled to keep up with the exercises. Was Lydia still watching him? The occasional sound of pages turning suggested that his wife might have turned her attention back to her magazine, but with his back to her, Terry had no way of knowing when she might be looking up. He certainly couldn’t afford to slack off, forced to follow along with Fiorella with no more than the odd comment from the woman sitting in the chair behind him. “Don’t bend your back so much”, Lydia chided at one point, but she wasn’t without praise either. “You’re getting better at those rond de jambes!”, Terry’s wife told him as he circled his leg around, the movement causing the clinging nylon of his tights to stretch across his skin even more sensuously. “See what a little practice does for you, Tess? Imagine if you worked on them every night!”. 

Terry could only continue to copy the woman on screen as Fiorella instructed him to try the same move in a subtly different position, his mind wandering as he tried to recall how much more there was before he could rest. Stealing a glance down at the clock suggested he was no more than halfway through the hour long lesson, but the celebrity continued to stretch and turn and twist without care for her student’s aching muscles as she showed off just how svelte and supple she was - far more than just the pretty face or the nice body that Terry might have assumed was all she had needed to become famous had he not had to follow along 59

so intimately. He could see now why his wife had chosen Fiorella to become his big sister, Lydia knowing that her husband had a soft spot for the perky star and turning that to her advantage as she taught him that the celebrity was a woman worthy of his respect too - whether by bras or ballet. 

The sudden chime of the doorbell tore Terry abruptly aware from such musings, causing the feminized man to freeze with fear even as Fiorella continued to move her body. Anxiously clutching the chair, he turned to look for his wife for reassur-ance, only to find that Lydia was standing from the sofa. “That’ll be Angie. She said she might call round”, Lydia offered by way of explanation, already heading towards the door. “Don’t worry, she won’t be bothered about you doing your ballet”, she said encouragingly, then added more sternly, “I don’t expect you to stop just because I’ve got visitors, Theresa. Come on, you’re missing what Fiorella’s trying to teach you. If you stand there like that for too much longer, you’ll lose your place and have to go back to the start”. It was a subtle threat, but one that had teeth all the same, with Terry knowing that his wife was perfectly capable of spanking him mid-lesson and then insisting that he begin his ballet training all over again, prolonging the practice by another gruellingly long hour. 

As her husband reluctantly turned his attention back to the television, Lydia was leaving the lounge, but Terry had barely had time to catch up with where Fiorella had got to before his wife was returning with another woman in tow. “Don’t mind Tess, Angie, she needs all the practice she can get”, Lydia told her friend, but that was far from enough to keep Terry from being the centre of attention as Angie entered the room. “Well, aren’t you just an adorable little ballerina?” she asked as though addressing a little child, leaving Terry half expecting his wife’s friend to pinch his cheek as she came up to take a closer look at his outfit. “Give us a twirl of that gorgeous tutu!”, she insisted, putting the feminized man in something of a predicament as he struggled to take instructions from two women - Fiorella still telling him to stretch his legs and arms on screen. With Lydia joining her, Angie soon won out, such that Terry was soon twirling on the spot as his wife’s friend cooed at him. “So cute! I bet you can’t wait until you’re a real ballerina on the big stage”. 

Blushing with embarrassment, Terry was glad when his wife directed her friend to have a seat in the sofa, but Lydia didn’t sit down herself quite as quickly. “I’ll just put this back a bit, Tess, so you don’t miss out”, she told her husband, fussing with the remote for a few seconds until Fiorella was once again demonstrating the degagé that the feminized man recalled from a few minutes earlier. “There you go!”, she declared cheerfully, the contrast in her tone being all too clear as she turned her attention to her friend, asking far more somberly, “What’s that man of yours done this time, Ang?”. “Oh, I really don’t know where to start”, Angie said 60

with a sigh, but that didn’t stop her from launching into a long monologue about her relationship troubles - one that Terry did his best to ignore as he continued to copy his television tutor. The ongoing saga of Angie’s unreliable boyfriend was an adult affair, something that the little girl doing ballet with her big sister simply didn’t have to worry about as he turned and twirled and stretched to her instructions. 

Fiorella appeared to have barely broken a sweat by the time she brought the ballet lesson to a close, continuing to stretch her legs effortlessly towards her shoulder as the television faded to black. For his part, Terry felt as though he’d been through a thorough workout at the gym, with his body aching in surprising places as he turned away from the screen in search of guidance from his wife. It took quite a while before Lydia noticed that he was at a loose end, with the man standing sheepishly in the centre of the room not wanting to disturb the two women’s conversation as he anxiously fussed with the edges of his tutu in lieu of doing anything more assertive. “Has Fiorella finished?”, Lydia asked, already knowing the answer even as Terry nodded to the affirmative. “Then how about showing Angie what you’ve learnt? I’m sure she’d love a special performance, wouldn’t you, Ang?”. “Ooh, yes!”, her friend exclaimed eagerly. 

For a moment, Terry’s mind was completely blank. It was one thing to copy what Fiorella was doing, as embarrassing as it was for a man to prance about like a little girl in a pretty little leotard, tights and tutu. It was quite another to do so all by himself, knowing that he was in the spotlight as the two women sitting on the sofa waited expectantly. Fortunately, Lydia soon stepped in to help her floundering husband. “Why don’t you show Angie your rond de jambe?”, she suggested softly. “You’d be amazed at the improvement Tess has made since we started these lessons”, Terry’s wife told her friend as he set about trying to perform the move in question. “She’s such a fan of Fiorella, you know. I’m thinking of having her write her a letter to say thank you”, Lydia continued as her husband found his rhythm, turning to address the feminized man once more. “Good girl! 

Don’t forget to stand up straight and stick your chest out!”. 

“When I was a girl, I used to be able to do the splits all the way down”, Angie said wistfully. “I’m not sure I could do now, however!”, she continued with a self-deprecating laugh, before adopting a more patronising tone. “Can you do the splits, Theresa? I bet you can’t touch the ground!”, his wife’s friend challenged. 

Even though Terry found himself agreeing with her, he still felt compelled to try, sliding his legs sideways until he was sure that something would split. It was a posture that was particularly punishing on his imprisoned penis, with tights, leotard and panties stretching together to pull the plastic package uncomfortably against his crotch as he lowered his groin as far to the floor as he could manage. 
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The feminized man found himself thankful for how his tutu helped shield the lump between his legs from the sight of the women on the sofa, with his acutely vulnerable position doing nothing to soften the stifled stiffness that throbbed painfully beneath his ballerina’s outfit as he held the awkward pose for what seemed like an eternity. Only when Angie had clapped her hands with delight did he feel he could safely stand up and curtsey to his amused audience, but even that was easier said than done with his legs spread so far apart - it was all Terry could do not to fall forward onto his face. 

“Such a good show deserves a sweetie”, his wife’s friend declared, reaching into her handbag and extracting a lollipop which she held forward for Terry to take. 

“You can save that for tomorrow, Tess”, Lydia told her husband as he took the sweet from Angie, its brightly coloured swirl protected by a wrapping of clear cellophane which gave way to the little stick by which he now clutched it. “Say thank you to Auntie Angie”, she instructed sternly. “Thank you, Auntie Angie!”, Terry parroted, rewarded for doing so by his wife’s friend chipping in on his behalf. 

“Couldn’t she have just a little suck now, Lydia? Such a darling ballerina deserves a little treat, you know”, she suggested, but a slight smirk hinted at an ulterior motive as she sought to extent Terry’s humiliation still further. Licking on the lolly in his leotard, tutu and tights, he could only hope that his wife’s friend would keep what she had seen a secret as Angie sighed to herself. “I wish I could live the life of a little girl! Don’t grow up, Tess, it’s far too complicated. Stay like that for as long as you can!”. 
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Wedded Bliss

On his knees in front of the coffee table, Carl played no more than a passive part in the passionate conversation that was engaging his wife and her friends as he poured yet another cup of tea for them. “Milk, but no sugar, Cindy”, the woman sitting on the sofa opposite instructed him, keeping a watchful eye on the male maid to make sure he did as he was told, but no sooner had Caroline relieved him of the porcelain he proffered than she seemed to forget that he was there. “Well, it won’t be easy finding another job at such short notice”, she opined, pausing to sip from the steaming cup before continuing. “Have you and Carl given any thought as to what he’s going to do once he’s laid off?”. 

“My husband’s looking for other openings, of course, but as you say, it’s very tough out there right now”, Julia sighed, staring pensively into her saucer for a few seconds. It was as if the man his wife was talking about wasn’t kneeling at her feet, the maid who wore a smart black and white uniform as he waited upon the group of women a completely different person to the businessman whose entire division was being downsized as a result of a corporate takeover. It took another of the women to draw the connection, with the breezy blonde lightening the mood as she exclaimed earnestly. “I’m sure I could find work for Cindy! It wouldn’t be much, but I’d pay her to do my ironing!”. 

“You’re a sweetie, Phoebe”, Julia declared, showing her appreciation of her friend’s heartfelt offer with a smile. “Look on the bright side”, the woman who was sitting beside her on the sofa said. “It’s the perfect opportunity for a change of career”, Laura continued. “I mean, all sorts of people are stuck in jobs they’re clearly unsuited to. Look at that photographer that Vanessa got in for her wedding. 

He wasn’t just second-rate, he was surly too!”. “And how!”, Caroline agreed. “I snapped better pictures with my phone, especially at the reception - that was, when he wasn’t forcing people in such stilted poses. It was a shame you couldn’t make it Phoebe, Vanessa had a dress to die for”. 
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“Didn’t she just!”, Eleanor concurred, taking a cup of tea from Carl without even an acknowledgement as she continued. “I wish I’d brought my camera too”, she said wistfully. “You can have copies of mine”, Caroline offered, “that is, if I can ever figure out how to get them printed from my phone”. “Ooh, me too, me too!”, Phoebe insisted enthusiastically. “How about I show you them now? Be a darling and fetch my handbag, Cindy”, her friend asked of the man who had been about to take away the tea tray, her command causing him to pause as he turned to his wife for guidance. The slightest of nods from Julia soon saw Carl doing as he had been instructed, with the male maid instinctively straightening his apron as he stood to his feet and headed swiftly out of the room. 

It was just as well that Caroline’s bag was so distinctive, Carl thought, as he returned holding it at arm’s length by its brown leather handles so as to avoid any accusation of having sullied it with his servant’s uniform. Standing by the side of the sofa awaiting further instructions, he watched as his wife’s friend rummaged around inside the bulky bag for a few moments before finally fishing out her phone. Carl found his attention drawn to the little device just as much as the other occupants of the sofa, with the women sitting alongside Caroline craning their heads in to see as she swiped her finger across its screen and launched into a running commentary on the photographs she was bringing them up. 

“And here’s the happy couple cutting the cake”. “That’s so romantic!”, Phoebe gushed. “And here’s another one of Vanessa in her dress. And another. And look, here she is again”, Caroline continued. “I don’t think she ever got to sit down, the poor thing, that dress had so many petticoats she could barely move”. Carl’s angle was such that he couldn’t see more than a brightly lit screen, but the way the women on the sofa were leaning in for a better look instinctively made him stretch forward too. It was a gesture that was not lost on Phoebe, who suddenly turned her attention from the pictures on the phone to the maid standing on the periphery of the group trying to steal a peek at them. 

“Did you get to wear a dress like this for your wedding, Cindy?”, Phoebe asked mischievously. It was a suggestion that elicited a snort of amusement from the woman sitting next to her, causing Carl to blush as he answered. “No, Miss”. 

“I bet you wish you had”, Phoebe continued. “Every girl dreams of wearing a dress like this”, she declared dreamily. “It would have put mine to shame!”, Julia laughed, adding indignantly, “The bridegroom isn’t meant to outdo the bride! 

Although I do seem to remember you wearing something rather special under that tuxedo of yours”. The memory made Carl’s face flush an even deeper scarlet as he recalled the lingerie in question, the silky snow white panties sealing his submission to his wife even before the couple had exchanged their vows. 

“Was it a corset, Cindy?”, Laura asked cruelly. “Vanessa said she was going to have 64

to take drastic measures if she was ever going to fit into that dress, but you can’t tell how tightly laced she is underneath”. “I assumed that she’d just dieted!”, Eleanor exclaimed with evident irritation at being mislead. “Well, whatever it was, it did wonders for her figure”, Caroline declared, continuing on to the next photograph. “Look, here’s a close up of her cleavage. You’re right, Laura, she must have been corseted, there’s no way that that’s natural”. 

Carl might have found himself straining propriety as well as his neck had it not been for a sudden admonition from his wife, with Julia’s scolding stopping him from staring at the screen along with the other ladies. “I see the tea tray is still on the table, Cindy”, she said scornfully. “Take it away and then go and make yourself useful somewhere else. I’ll ring if I need you here again”. “Yes, Miss”, Carl acknowledged submissively, turning away from the sofa knowing that the women sitting there wouldn’t give their servant’s departure a second glance when there were far more fascinating wedding photos to coo over. 

♥ ♥ ♥

When the last of his wife’s friends had finally been helped into their coats and the front door closed behind them, Carl found himself in the lounge once more, standing in front of the sofa on which a solitary woman now sat. The male maid could feel his heart pounding beneath his bra as he offered his wife the bowl she had told him to bring, the significance of the deep glass dish not lost on a man who hoped he was about to be rewarded for his evening’s service. Lifting his skirt as commanded, he kept the stiff black cotton held high as Julia lent forward and, balancing the bowl on her stocking clad knees, began to divest her husband of his own hosiery. It wasn’t long before Carl’s panties had joined his pantyhose around his ankles, but his attention remained firmly focused on his wife’s fingers as she started to slide them over his stiffening manhood. 

“The girls and I have been giving some thought to your situation”, Julia said, casually continuing her caress of her husband’s cock. “Well, it was Phoebe’s idea really, but all that talk of weddings earlier got everyone feeling quite romantic”, she went on, making little sense to the man she was masturbating. “Phoebe said that it was a shame that a maid should have to miss out on having her own special day simply because she was a man, and Eleanor says she’s got a friend who may be able to sort somewhere out, and well, I thought it would be fun to renew our vows with you wearing the dress this time. Even Laura said she was willing to be your bridesmaid, and you know how she is after her divorce”. 

Carl was still struggling to make sense of what his wife was saying, not helped by how her hand was working its way up and down his hardness with an inexorable 65

rhythm, every stroke bringing him closer to the edge of orgasm. “You can think of it as your reward for being such a good little maid”, Julia smiled, looking up at her husband from her seat on the sofa as she continued to lavish his cock with attention. “Caroline said that since you’ve served us so often, it’s only right that we should treat you to something special, so she’s going to have a word with a woman she knows who has this little shop”. 

“Anyway, the upshot is that you’re going to be a blushing bride for the day”, Julia beamed, her pumping palm now pushing her husband’s penis past the point of no return. “Walking down the aisle in a lovely white dress before becoming my wife in front of all the girls”, she grinned, suddenly withdrawing her hand so as to press the bowl up to her husband’s groin. “I see you like the idea too!”, she laughed, looking on as Carl’s spasming cock showered the inside of the glass with sperm. Only after his stiffness had started to subside did she bring her hand back to his dick, squeezing out the last dribble of semen from the slowly wilting organ before smearing its end against the side of the bowl. 

“You know, next time you’ll come will be our wedding night, Cindy. We’ll be wife and, err, wife, I guess”, Julia laughed, gesturing that her housemaid husband should take the glassware from her hands. “Be a good girl and go and dispose of that”, she instructed, considering the contents of the bowl with distaste. “Oh, and bring that little tube of yours with you when you come back”, Julia added as though as an afterthought. “You’d better brush up your chastity if you’re going to be wearing white”, she told the man now struggling to pull his pantyhose up, her implication lost in the immediacy of dressing as far as Carl was concerned. 

By the time he was flushing his sperm down the toilet, however, he knew that he was going to be feminized like never before - not as a mere maid, but a woman who was about to be married, with all that that entailed! 

♥ ♥ ♥

As the week drew on, Carl found himself wondering whether had been the victim of an elaborate wind-up on the part of his wife and her friends, having heard nothing more about getting married again in the days that followed. Were it not for how his cock was still kept in check by the stainless steel snugly locked around it, he might have forgotten such feminine fantasises entirely, too busy attending to business for a company that clearly didn’t deserve his devotions and a mistress who expected nothing less than his all. It was only when Julia suggested offhand that her husband would be spending the following Saturday in the company of one of her friends that Carl began to take the idea of becoming a bride seriously again, feeling his pulse race as his wife explained further. 
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“Caroline says she’s got everything sorted, and I trust her to take care of you”, she told her husband as he washed up after dinner one evening. “I’m sure it will be quite a surprise for her to see you out of your uniform”, Julia went on, wrapping her arm around the male maid’s apron strings, “but I want you on your best behaviour all the same. You’re to obey her as you would me, do I make myself clear? If you give her any trouble, you can be sure that I’ll hear about it”, she said sternly, before adding more softly, “Caroline wants to keep your dress a secret from me until the big day, but I’m looking forward to seeing you in white satin all the same”. “You’re going to make a beautiful bride”, Julia beamed, her words making her husband blush as he busied himself in the sink. 

Despite being dressed superficially as a man as he slipped in to the passenger seat of the strange car, Carl’s panties were accompanied under his clothes by the same pantyhose and slightly padded bra that he would have worn had he been on duty. He could feel the seatbelt crossing the stiffly wired cups that clung to his chest as he watched his wife waving farewell from the living room window, his heart skipping a beat as Caroline honked her horn before pulling off the drive. 

“Well then, Cindy, let’s go get you a wedding dress, shall we?”, she suggested, the appellation seeming incongruous to the man sitting alongside her in shirt and trousers until Carl realised that his wife’s friend had never seen him as anything other than the housemaid who waited upon her when she called. 

The older woman seemed perfectly comfortable with his presence all the same, having something of a matronly aura about her as she drove Carl into town. “I’m sorry to hear you’re having such trouble with work”, she said sympathetically, 

“though it seems to me like you should be moving on anyway. Things change once you’re a married woman. When’s your last day?”. “Friday after next, Miss”, Carl replied, finding himself reflexively adopting a respectful tone as he addressed the woman he had served so many times. “Well, that’s a convenient coincidence! 

Eleanor was talking about that weekend, but she was waiting for confirmation from her super secret venue. You can call me Caroline when you’re not in your uniform, by the way”. “Yes Miss!”, Carl answered before correcting himself. 

He found himself strangely at ease with the silver haired lady in the seat beside him, opening up to her far more than would have been appropriate had he been waiting upon her as a maid. As such, it seemed like no time before the car was pulling up alongside a parking meter in the centre of town, with Caroline getting out to feed the machine change leaving Carl to confront his nerves. The familiar pangs of anxiety that always accompanied wearing a bra in public were made worse by worries about where he was about to be taken, with thoughts of wedding dresses filling his mind with fear as he imagined being fitted for one. 

Why couldn’t the women wanting to treat him to a bride’s big day simply present 67

him with something suitable to wear just like his wife had his maid’s uniform, Carl wondered as he reluctantly left the car, closing its door behind him feeling as though he was condemning himself to his fate. 

Nevertheless, Caroline was adamant. “Come on, Cindy”, she chided as Carl lagged behind, “we haven’t got all day!”. Merely being called by such a feminine name in the street was enough to make the off-duty maid scurry to the side of his mistress for the morning, but the woman he was soon accompanying again didn’t seem to notice his unease as she continued their earlier conversation. “I’m so looking forward to seeing what Belinda will suggest for you. She’s been sorting out girls with gowns for as long as I’ve known her, so I’m sure she’ll be able to find the most darling wedding dress for you, Cindy. I think she sees you as something of a challenge, because she’s coming in specially on a Saturday”, Caroline chuckled, adding more sternly, “Make sure you say thank you!”. 

It soon became clear where she was taking Carl, with the bridal boutique they were now approaching making no secret of what it sold, its windows showcasing snow white wedding wares. Even from afar, the manikins caught his eye - not the man in the smart morning suit who seemed to be no more than another accessory, but rather the bride by his side, her long flowing dress drawing Carl into its spotless white satin as though the veiled figure was showing him a vision of his feminized future. The hypnotic allure of the gorgeous gown grew greater the nearer they approached, with Carl finding himself so enchanted by the delicate embroidery that adorned the dress’s décolletage that he was barely conscious of what Caroline was saying to him, instead imagining walking down the aisle in such wonderful white to offer himself unconditionally to his waiting wife. 

If the prospect of turning such fantasies into reality didn’t prove daunting enough, the drawn blinds and the sign on the door that apologised for Belinda’s Bridal Boutique being closed were all the more uninviting, causing Carl to lag behind as he and Caroline came closer still. His wife’s friend, however, chose to ignore such obvious indications of the wedding shop being shut, instead striding straight up to its entrance and walking through it as though she knew she was welcome. 

“You can’t stay out there!”, she scolded, holding the door open as she waited for Carl to join her. “Unless you want Belinda to bring everything out to you?”. The suggestion was enough to make Carl move his feet, hurrying in after Caroline only for her to close and lock the door behind him. 

Everywhere Carl looked, there were wedding dresses - whether hanging down from the ornate gilded architrave or modelled by manikins, their styles ranging from simple through sophisticated to sumptuous, all as white as the purest snow no matter whether they stopped at the knee or had trains that seemed to tail off into 68

infinity. Some were bejewelled with sequins that sparkled in the light, others were bedecked with luscious lace, their embroidered frills falling as chaotic waterfalls of white or else fluidly following feminine contours. A whole rail of dresses ran down one side of the room, gown after gown on hangers, each as girly and glamorous as the next, yet every one unique. All around the room there were associated accoutrements - diaphanous veils and puffed out petticoats as spotless as the dresses they would adorn, faux flowers cut from similarly silky fabric and even what looked like a wedding cake made out of white satin and lace, sitting on top of an antique table on which were scattered catalogues for still more in the way of wedding paraphernalia. 

In the face of such overwhelming womanliness, Carl found himself feeling faint, his reflection in the opulent mirror that occupied most of the wall in front of him that of a man completely out of place amidst such a formidable display of feminine finery. He might have been wearing all the underwear of a working woman beneath his clothes, but his slightly padded bra, opaque pantyhose and everyday panties did nothing to prepare him for the amazing array of apparel that the bridal boutique boasted. The sight of the shop’s contents was so staggering that Carl clung close to Caroline for fear of getting lost in all the lace, finding himself startled when a woman wearing rather more mundane attire suddenly stepped out from amidst the sea of white satin. 

“So this is the bride to be?”, she enquired brightly, addressing Caroline even as she looked Carl up and down before turning her attentions to the stunned man more directly. “Don’t worry, honey, you’re hardly the first man I’ve fitted for his big day”, she continued, holding out her hand as she sought to put Carl at ease. 

“I’m Belinda, and I’ve heard so much about you, darling. I can’t wait to help you find the right dress!”. “Cindy”, Carl stuttered, conscious of how limp his hand was in the effusive woman’s enthusiastic clasp. His meekness as a maid was nothing compared to how he was melting into submission now, feeling no more than a little child as he stood beside the two grown women who would decide his fate. 

Even the manikin in the morning suit was more of a man than him, the plastic groom standing tall while Carl felt himself shrink even smaller under Belinda’s gaze, the shop owner clearly assessing him from head to toe. 

“I know your wife gave Caroline your sizes, but I always like to measure girls myself to make sure. Let’s have you out of your clothes so I can see what I’ve got to work with, yes?”. With that, Belinda headed towards a corner of the room that was closed off by a plush curtain, pulling the latter back on its track to reveal an alcove containing yet another large mirror, its gilded rococo frame as ornate as the similarly styled chair and clothes hooks that accompanied it. “We’ve got the shop to ourselves this morning, but you can use the fitting room to undress if it 69

makes you feel more comfortable”, Belinda suggested as she gestured towards the recess, her soothing tone such that Carl found himself following along as though in a trance. 

Soon the curtain had been drawn closed behind him, leaving Carl alone in the luxurious little room. Slipping out of his clothes one by one, he took pains to hang them up properly, but even the padded hangers provided for the purpose put him to shame with their femininity. Even when he had stripped down to just his underwear, Carl was conscious that the plain white cotton of his panties and bra was but a pale shadow of what was waiting for him outside, the pretty but practical garments no match for even the thick velvet curtains that were all that separated him from the women discussing wedding dresses on the other side. 

After failing to find the courage to step outside completely, Carl sheepishly stuck his head through the curtain, clutching its sides closed so as to shield his shame as he stood there with his pantyhose covered legs pressed painfully tightly together. 

Belinda took his shyness in her stride, showing consummate professionalism as she waited with a tailor’s tape measure and little notebook in hand. “Relax!”, she said softly. “A lot of girls get nervous when they’re nearly naked, but you’ll feel fantastic once we’ve got you in a gown. Caroline, if you wouldn’t mind waiting outside while I measure the bride to be?”. 

Soon Belinda was inside the curtain with Carl, running her tape measure around his body with practised proficiency. The fact that he was a man wearing a bra didn’t seem to faze her as she slipped the plastic ribbon over the slightly padded cups that clung to Carl’s chest, Belinda making a note of the resulting measurement before doing the same again beneath. Waist and hips all got similar treatment, the latter seeing the woman busying about Carl’s body drop down in front of him. Was it the bulge between his legs that made her tut? Standing there in only women’s underwear, Carl was acutely aware of the little lump that was the last vestige of his manhood, the cruel steel of his chastity device keeping his cock in check as effortlessly as it had over the preceding week. 

It seemed that his worst fears were confirmed when Belinda finally spoke, standing to her feet as she started to roll her tape measure up again. “Well, we have a teeny tiny problem”, she said, her comment causing Carl to blush with embarrassment as he assumed what the shop owner must be talking about, but it soon became clear that Belinda was addressing his body more generally. “I’m sorry, Cindy, but I’m going to struggle to find a dress to fit you. You’ve got no hips to speak of, your waist is hardly womanly, and you’ve not really got a big enough bust for that bra, let alone anything more”, she declared somberly before suddenly brightening. 

“So we’re going to have to cheat a little!”. 
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“You’re hardly the first girl to need a helping hand. Sometimes they’re too fat, sometimes they’re too flat, sometimes they’re just a bit more boyish than a bride would like to be”, Belinda continued. “Either way, I soon fix them up. Bra off, honey, and let’s give your body a bit of a boost”. With that, she was slipping out of the curtain, leaving a stunned Carl to slowly reach his hands up behind his back and unclasp the garment in question. By the time Belinda returned, the bra that he had been wearing since before breakfast was neatly folded up on the chair in the corner of the fitting room, soon forgotten in the face of what the returning woman was now carrying in her hands. 

“We don’t normally stock these in such a large size, but something told me I might need them for you, so I got a pair in specially”, Belinda declared as she deposited a couple of white cardboard boxes beside Carl’s bra on the chair. The mysterious boxes were not the only thing she had brought, however, with the shop owner lifting up what looked at first glance to be no more than a mass of white satin, but soon turned out to be two separate garments - a second bra, far silkier than the one it would be replacing around Carl’s chest, and a short corset that Belinda was even now in the process of straightening out. “We’re going to trim your tummy with this waist cincher”, she explained as she held the imposing foundation garment out for him to see, “and then give you a bit more of a bust”. 

“Let’s have your arms away from your body”, Belinda directed. 

Carl did as he was told, standing perfectly still in no more than pantyhose and panties as the shop owner wrapped the waist cincher around him. Soon Belinda was bringing its busk together down the centre of his body, clicking a series of steel studs into place as she asked casually “Have you ever worn a corset before, Cindy?”. “No, Miss”, Carl replied, conscious of the crush around his chest even before Belinda had turned her attentions to its back. “No, not many girls have these days. This one’s steel-boned, so it’s a bit severe, but you know what they say - no pain, no gain!”, she chuckled cheerfully, giving the corset’s laces a tug sharp enough to take Carl’s breath away. 

“I’ll leave it a little loose for now”, Belinda suggested as she tied off the cincher’s cords in a knot, “but on your big day, make sure to get one of your bridesmaids to close the back completely. That way, you’ll take five, maybe six inches off your waist, which you’re going to need if you want to look your best in your wedding dress”. It was all Carl could do to nod in response, with the thought of being laced any tighter in the crushing corset one that he didn’t care to consider as he struggled for breath, but Belinda had already turned away to fetch a further feminine garment - the bra that had been sitting on top of the boxes, its silky white satin soon held up by its straps for Carl to see. 

“We’ll look at lingerie more seriously later, but I want to get a feel for what those 71

forms will do for you, darling”, Belinda declared as she brought the bra up towards Carl’s body. “I assume you usually wear just an A?”, she enquired as she slipped its straps up his arms, bringing a pair of cups that were anything but that size to rest upon Carl’s chest. Looking down at the forlorn flaps of fabric that drooped down thanks to having nothing to fill them, the feminized man was left in no doubt as to the difference as he felt the familiar tension of a bra being fastened behind his back. “Yes, Miss”, he answered, feeling as though he could confide further in the woman now fussing with the bra’s little buckles. “I think I’m only a double-A naturally, but my wife likes me to have a little padding when I’m working for her”, Carl admitted self-consciously. 

“Well, she’ll love this!”, Belinda declared brightly, standing back to admire her handiwork. “It’s a double-D, or it will be once I’ve got it filled”. She turned to the boxes on the chair as she continued. “To tell you the truth, I’ve never needed to use such large forms before. Usually, I’ll just choose a bra with a bit of an extra boost to it, and perhaps have the girl slip a couple of silicone pads in for good measure”, Belinda admitted, lifting from the first of the boxes what looked like a woman’s breast save for its slightly plastic sheen. “But I know you’re going to be just fine!”, she continued cheerfully. 

“Have you got someone taking care of your make-up for you?”, the shop owner enquired as she inserted the silicone form into one of the cups of Carl’s bra, its presence causing the silky fabric to stretch into a curve. “I think so”, Carl answered, far from confidently, as he looked down at what was clearly an engorged nipple, complete with areola, protruding through the satin. “Caroline would know for sure”. “In which case, let them know that they can blend the silicone of your breast forms into your skin with a little foundation”. She might as well have been speaking double Dutch as far as Carl was concerned, but the feminized man nodded all the same as Belinda filled out his other side. “I’ll give you some glue so you can stick these in place on your special day, but we won’t bother with that for now - not with a full cup bra like this”. 

“There! Now, let’s see what a difference that’s made to you, darling”, Belinda declared, reaching for her tape measure once more. This time, Carl could barely feel the plastic ribbon as she wrapped it around his chest, looking down with disbelief at how the tape stretched taut across his newly augmented bust. After making a note of the now significantly larger size, Belinda dropped down to do the same to Carl’s waist, her smile making it clear that she was satisfied with the results even before she stood up again. “Much better!”, she said brightly. “Shall we go and see how Caroline’s getting on with choosing a dress for you?”. Not waiting for an answer, Belinda pulled back the curtain that had until then concealed Carl, revealing that the woman she had just been speaking of was waiting expectantly 72

outside. “Wow!”, Caroline exclaimed as she saw Carl. “You’ve gone and got curves, Cindy! I knew there was a reason we came to you, Belinda”. 

“Doesn’t she look great?”, Belinda grinned. “Have you found anything you like in the way of wedding dresses?”. “Plenty!”, Caroline declared, before admitting slightly sheepishly, “Actually, there are so many gorgeous gowns that I’m feeling a bit spoiled for choice. Call me old-fashioned, but I was thinking of something with a really full skirt and plenty of petticoats”. The older woman gestured to a manikin that was modelling just such a garment, the dummy’s plastic waist even more tightly cinched than Carl’s before its wedding dress flared out into a fat cone of frothy lace whose base spread several feet across the floor. “You know, fairytale princess kind of thing. I don’t know if Cindy’s got the body for something like this, though”, Caroline wondered aloud, the daring strapless bodice evidently giving her pause for thought as she looked back and forth between Carl’s chest and the provocative cleavage of the lifeless figure. “Perhaps with a bit more material on top?”. 

“Ah!”, Belinda laughed with a knowing smile. “You want a meringue! Yes, I was thinking something similar myself. Plenty of petticoats to help with the hips and hide any unfortunate bulges”, she grinned, glancing down at Carl’s groin. Despite being the subject of the conversation, Carl found himself standing in silence, lost for words as the two women discussed what kind of wedding dress he should wear. 

What could a man, even a man in a crushing corset and bulging bra, contribute to such unmanly matters? Belinda continued as though he was no more than one of her manikins. “But you’re right, that strapless style simply isn’t going to cut it. We might manage a bit of cleavage with the right bra, but a chest like Cindy’s will need rather more coverage”. The shop owner stopped to think for a few moments. “I think I know just the thing”. 

With that, Belinda had scurried off down the shop, stopping halfway along the rail of dresses and beginning to flick through the hanging confections of satin and lace. Soon she had found what she was looking for, carefully lifting the gown out from among its sisters before holding it up high. “This will need a few alterations, of course, but you get the idea”, Belinda declared, bringing the dress back with her. Carl found himself mesmerised by the ghostly bride coming towards him, lost in the lovely satin bodice that peaked in short puffy sleeves like an archetypal princess’s before petering out into lashes of lace. “Would you like to try this on, Cindy?”. Carl’s open mouth spoke volumes, such that he soon found himself accompanying Belinda back to the fitting room with the dress, continuing to stare at it as she went off to fetch him petticoats. 

“You’ll want to put the little one on first”, Belinda instructed him as she returned with her arms laden with lace. “That’ll fill out your hips a little so we can start 73

on your petticoats proper”, she declared, handing Carl a mass of frothy white netting that seemed substantial in itself. Soon it was shrouding his lower body, but that marked only the start as Belinda held open the stiff material of the second petticoat for the feminized man to step into. Any hint that Carl might be a man beneath the billowing white clouds was long lost by the time the shop owner brought the petticoat’s elasticated waistband to rest around his cinched in torso, with even his legs disappearing from sight as she fetched down the dress that would add still more bulk to his bottom half. 

Helping girls into gowns was obviously second nature to Belinda as she set about unzipping the slender back of the satin before bunching its bulky skirt up in her arms. “Arms forward as though you’re about to dive into the dress”, she directed, waiting for Carl to comply before slipping the mass of material over his head. For a moment, the feminized man felt like he was drowning in a sea of silky white, struggling to come up for air even as Belinda pulled the wedding dress down his body, but the bottom of its bodice soon found a natural home on Carl’s hugely enhanced hips. Now he was having his arms guided through the gown’s sleeves, looking down at the luscious embroidery that Belinda was pulling up over the curve of his chest. “I don’t know how well this is going to do up”, the shop owner cautioned as she busied behind his back. “We may need to take in your corset a couple more inches”. Nevertheless, she eventually managed to work the little zipper all the way up to Carl’s neck, albeit having to bend forward while doing so to avoid standing on the dress’s voluminous skirt. 

“There!”, she proclaimed proudly. “How does it feel?”. Once again, Carl found himself lost for words, looking at his reflection in the mirror yet seeing no more than a man’s head above the body of a woman about to be married. “Take the time to make it yours”, Belinda suggested, fussing with the frothy lace of the skirt, but Carl could do no more than stand there and stare at the sublime confection that now surrounded him in silky white. As a maid, he wore a dress every day for work, but such plain, practical garments didn’t deserve the name when compared to a gown like this - a fairytale dream fit for a princess, its femininity so overwhelming that Carl wondered whether he could ever be a man again. “Shall we see what Caroline thinks?”, Belinda asked, drawing back the curtain to the fitting room to allow his wife’s friend to join them. 

“Oh my word!”, Caroline exclaimed, her jaw dropping open just as Carl’s had as she caught sight of the stunning vision in white. “I believe we have a winner here, Cindy”, Belinda laughed. “Why don’t we take your wedding dress for a little walk?”, she continued, taking Carl’s arm. “Let’s pretend we’re heading down the aisle and your wife is waiting for you at the door to the shop, shall we?”. 

With that, she turned Carl away from the mirror and began to lead him out of 74

the fitting room ever so slowly, leaving Caroline to follow along behind. Even the tiny steps that Carl now took were enough to cause his petticoats to make their presence known, the layer upon layer of voluminous fabric coming together to weigh heavily upon his legs despite their ethereal lace, leaving him feeling as though he was walking through treacle - a strange, rustling treacle that was soft and surreal as he padded along in his stockinged feet amidst manikins wearing similarly gorgeous gowns, all brides together. 

Carl might have been lost in a dream, but Belinda remained businesslike as the impromptu wedding procession slowly returned to where it had started. “We still need to sort out a veil, of course, and I would imagine Cindy will need some shoes?”, she enquired, continuing when it became clear that Carl was incapable of answering. “I suggest you stay in your dress and spend a little time getting used to it while we look at some catalogues together”, the shop owner proposed, leading her little retinue towards the ornate table Carl had observed when he had first entered the shop, something that now seemed like a lifetime ago. “After all, you’re going to be wearing it for quite a while on your big day!”. 

“And of course, every girl needs some lovely lingerie to wear underneath”, Belinda laughed as a picture of a well-endowed woman wearing a bridal basque caught Carl’s eye from the top of a pile of glossy pamphlets. “Let’s start from the skin up, shall we? Our choices are a little limited because Cindy needs a corset, and we need to find something that’s as suitable for walking down the aisle as it is for the wedding night”, she continued with a grin, giving Carl a gentle nudge to leave him in no doubt as to what she was talking about. “Still, I’m sure we can find you something that’s sexy enough for your wife to look forward to unwrapping it”. 

Did the woman who was now flipping through pages of pretty girls flaunting their feminine charms in silky skimpies know how Carl’s penis was imprisoned beneath his panties? Even if she didn’t, the man standing helplessly beside the shop owner couldn’t help but be aware of the growing discomfort beneath his wedding dress as Belinda discussed bras, panties and stockings with a candour that made it clear she saw him as just another girl. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Carl found himself confronting the same predicament a couple of weeks later as he sat on a little stool in his lingerie, being fussed over by three women who had insisted on dressing him up like a doll. Save for cleaning, the chastity device that constrained his cock hadn’t come off for almost a month now, but its increasingly uncomfortable presence was kept out of sight by the shorter of the two petticoats he would be wearing with his wedding dress - something that Laura 75

had insisted upon before letting her friends move on to Carl’s make-up. She, like Caroline, was already dressed for the occasion, the two women wearing matching bridesmaid’s dresses that had apparently served them for Vanessa’s special day, leaving only Phoebe remaining casually dressed as she bent over Carl and began the painstaking process of feminizing his facial features with the entire arsenal of cosmetics she’d brought specially for the occasion. 

As Phoebe patiently patted powder over the layer of foundation she’d already spread across Carl’s face, the feminized man found himself wondering what his wife would be doing. He hadn’t seen Julia since the previous evening, with the same group of women who were now seeing to him having taken him out on the town for what they insisted on calling his hen night to anyone who cared to ask -

not to mention many who didn’t. Still recovering from leaving drinks with his now former colleagues the night before, Carl had taken things easy, but that hadn’t stopped the rest of the group running up a hefty tab that they expected him to take care of, nor from commenting all too loudly about what the bra wearing man would be doing the following day. Laura had been distinctly the worse for wear when he’d come down for breakfast having spent the night in her spare room, insisting that Carl make himself useful by washing up while they awaited the arrival of her friends. “You can sort out your sheets, too!”. 

Soon, however, the tables had been turned. From the moment he had stepped out of the shower still smelling of sweetly perfumed depilatory cream, Carl had found himself the centre of attention. Although the sight of the stainless steel snuggling in his crotch had caused Laura to pull a face, that hadn’t stopped Caroline from helping Carl into the pair of exquisitely silky satin panties that she and Belinda had picked out for him, with the woman who had offered overnight accommodation getting her revenge when it came to lacing his corset. Taking wicked delight in cinching Carl’s waist so tightly that he was sure he would swoon at any second, Laura hadn’t stopped until the steel-boned stays were completely closed, insisting that the criss-crossed cords running down Carl’s spine were as short as could be before knotting them securely. 

A pair of silky smooth stockings had followed, their deep lace tops swiftly secured to no fewer than six snow white suspender straps that Carl was sure hadn’t been there in the bridal shop, then the petticoat that Laura insisted was the price to be paid for her continued cooperation while there was such a “distasteful protrusion” in his panties - underwear now held in place by the prison of elastic straps stretching over it. The baton had then been passed back to Caroline, who had made quite a meal of getting Carl into his bra, insisting on fastening the feminized man into its luxurious lace simply to get a feel for where his breast forms should go before taking it off again. Only once the twin mounds of silicone 76

were firmly affixed to Carl’s chest did he find himself brassièred again, the feminine garment lifting the false breasts in a manner that even now mesmerised him in the mirror opposite as Phoebe moved down from his face to continue her application of foundation to his chest. 

The difference between skin and silicone was soon disguised, as were the last remaining hints of Carl’s true sex as Phoebe continued to deepen the illusion. 

Subtle eyeshadow, mascara and lipstick all came together to transform his face, leaving Carl looking far more ladylike than he ever thought was possible. By the time Phoebe finished things off with a gratuitous spritz of perfume, there was only his boyishly short hair that seemed out of place atop the head of a blushing beauty, but even that was soon disguised with a long blonde wig whose curly ringlets fell as golden rivulets upon Carl’s shoulders, shrouding his silky white bra straps before dropping down still further to cover his newly acquired cleavage. 

“There!”, Phoebe exclaimed. “As pretty as a princess!”. 

In a daze, Carl found himself helped to his feet, his reflection seeming alien to him as an alluringly busty blonde followed his every move in her virginal white underwear. As Phoebe steadied him with a firm hold of his elbow, Caroline turned to the dress that had hitherto lain on the bed behind him, lifting the gorgeous gown up before slowly lowering it down on the floor such that its skirts became a puddle of pure white. “We can’t slip it over your head like we did in the shop without smudging your make-up”, she explained, “so you’re going to have to step into it instead”. “Very carefully!”, Laura said sternly, the woman who had until then taken something of a back seat in proceedings now stepping forward to take Carl’s other elbow. Together, she and Phoebe guided the feminized man forward, holding him firmly in place as Caroline began to pull the silky white wedding dress he had stepped into over his stockings, then steering Carl’s arms into its sleeves as it came up over corset and bra in turn. 

“Tummy in!”, Caroline grinned as she slowly pulled the dress’s little zipper up the length of Carl’s spine, leaving it to her two companions to keep the long blonde locks of his wig out of the way as she headed towards his neck. Looking down, Carl watched as the sleek satin stretched taut over the curve of his chest, its delicate embroidery enhancing the gorgeous gown’s quintessential femininity as the sumptuous silky fabric followed the line of his figure before flaring out into frothy lace - the latter about to be filled out still further as Caroline turned her attention to the second, larger petticoat. “Let’s have the skirt up, ladies!”, she laughed as she lowered the voluminous netting for Carl to step into, and for a moment, the feminized man found himself forced to show off his stockings again before they were shrouded in still more fabric. Only when Caroline had pulled the petticoat in place around his waist did the two other women release their hold 77

on his wedding dress, allowing its skirt to fall softly down around the mass of material that now rustled about his legs. 

Now Caroline was fussing with the waterfall of lace that showered down from around Carl’s waist, fluffing out the snow white fabric so as to add to its size still further. Soon she had dropped to her knees in front of the feminized man, but her companions stayed by his side, supporting Carl’s elbows as their friend lifted his skirt just enough to slip her hand underneath with a shoe. As he had in the bridal shop, Carl found himself wondering why on earth a woman would want to wear heels when no-one could see her feet, but he was powerless to prevent Caroline strapping him into the same pair of pumps she had chosen from Belinda’s catalogue - their white satin as spotless as the rest of his bridal attire, the criss-crossing straps studded with rhinestones that Carl could only imagine sparkling as Caroline fastened them around his invisible ankles, forcing him to stand on tiptoe to accommodate their four inch heels. 

When, in the wedding shop, he had expressed doubts about the height of the heels, feeling unsteady enough in his stockinged feet even before considering walking down the aisle in such feminine footwear, Belinda had merely winked at him. Her suggestion that he might stay in such shoes on his wedding night long after he’d slipped out of his dress painted a picture that had proved painful to his imprisoned penis, with the shop owner compounding his discomfort by pulling up a page of naughty little nightdresses for after the nuptials. Even now, the memory of coy coquettes modelling diaphanous negligees that left them next to naked was enough to stir the vestiges of his sex, but the slight bump between his legs that was all Carl’s chastity device allowed his thwarted organ was completely lost beneath the billowing lace as he wondered when his wife would let him take the shoes off. It was hardly as if he could slip out of heels himself, not considering the mass of material that would come between him and the firmly buckled ankle straps should he so much as try to bend over. 

No sooner had Caroline finished fastening Carl’s shoes, however, than she was standing up again, turning back to the bed for the last of his bridal wear. The woman dressing him was forced to stand on tiptoe as she reached up to mount Carl’s veil on the hair that wasn’t his, allowing its gauzy gossamer to shroud the feminized man’s face as she secured the jewel-studded tiara from which the folds of snow white netting fell. In an instant, Carl’s word became indistinct, with the man looking out from beneath the bridal veil knowing that no-one would ever suspect his sex. Indeed, he might even doubt it himself, looking over the shoulder of the woman still fussing with the veil’s frilly lace border to see what looked for all the world like the reflection of a bride and her bridesmaids in the mirror beyond. This is how his wife would see him as he walked down the aisle, more 78

feminine and more submissive even than when he was her maid. 

♥ ♥ ♥

With everyone’s talk of walking down the aisle, Carl had somehow assumed that he would renew his vows in a church, surrounded on all sides by centuries old stone and antique oak pews just as he had been when the couple had first tied the knot - albeit with him heading to the altar wearing a wedding dress rather than waiting before it in a morning suit this time. It came as something of a surprise, therefore, when Phoebe pulled her car up at the doors of a hotel, the sophisticated glass entrance with its smartly dressed doormen putting Carl in mind of festivities rather than ceremonies as Caroline hopped out to open the passenger-side door for him as though he were a princess. Spurred along by the somewhat impatient Laura behind him, Carl shuffled slowly along the seat on a sea of petticoats, welcoming Caroline’s helping hand as he set his unsteady feet down on the pavement. Standing by himself would have been impossible - as it was, it took a woman in front of him and a woman behind him to see Carl out of the vehicle, all the while making sure his voluminous dress and veil didn’t get caught as the unlikely bride to be braved the outside world. 

With a bridesmaid on each arm and a bouquet in his hands, the feminized man found himself escorted towards the door with regal slowness, unable to move any faster thanks to the mass of material that rustled around his legs with every step. 

He could feel the faces of passersby falling upon him as they turned to watch the procession, Carl being acutely conscious of how he was the centre of attention as the two doormen moved in unison to open the glass entranceway in front of him. 

The uniformed figures bowed as they bid him entrance to the hotel, but as Carl was about to cross the threshold, a loud honk from behind caused the feminized man to almost fall over his heels - turning his veiled head, he saw that Phoebe was pulling away from the curb. Her cute little car had come into its own, its spotless white bodywork with the bubble style that Laura always scorned now adorned with broad ribbons to suit the delivery of a bride, yet not disappearing without its driver wishing him well in her own unique way as she sounded her horn in a happy rhythm. 

Carl didn’t have time to watch her go, already being guided still deeper into the hotel. It wasn’t long, however, before the trio were leaving the building again, with Carl’s two bridesmaids leading him out of the back entrance into a formal garden whose blooming flowerbeds were bordered by precisely clipped hedges. A length of red carpet left the feminized man in no doubt as to where he would be going, drawing his eye down towards an arbour which grew closer even as he 79

stared at the crowd of people waiting there for him. Every one of the chairs laid out in front of the canopy where the ceremony would obviously take place was occupied, the beautifully beribboned seats all taken by women who now turned to watch his slow procession as, seemingly out of nowhere, an organ announced his arrival. 

To the solemn strains of the Wedding March, Carl continued his slow advance, finding himself glad of his veil as all eyes turned towards him. The hint of blusher that Phoebe had applied to his cheeks would surely be superfluous, with the whispered gasps of astonishment that accompanied the music causing Carl to redden as he approached. Nevertheless, he was left with no choice but to go on, looking forward past the sea of faces to see his wife standing waiting for him, her mouth falling open for a moment along with all the others as her husband came closer before broadening into a smile. 

Julia was wearing a silky evening dress whose inky black satin seemed to flow like liquid over her figure, her hair done up into a beautiful fancy bun that was adorned with black roses, whereas her face was made up immaculately with deep, dark colours that might have been deliberately chosen to contrast with her husband’s more modest make-up. While nowhere near as elaborate as Carl’s wedding dress, her outfit nevertheless conveyed a similar femininity, capturing his attention so absolutely that he was barely aware of the besuited woman standing by her side

- Eleanor, acting as officiant in more formal black. 

Caroline and Laura brought Carl up to his wife just as the music was coming to an end, such that a hush fell upon the crowd as Eleanor began to speak. “Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today to witness the love that Julia and Cindy share for one another as they renew their wedding vows in the most special of ways, marking the momentous occasion of becoming woman and wife”. Pausing for a moment, Eleanor turned to face Julia. “Do you, Julia, take Cindy to be your wife, cherishing her obedience, nourishing her devotion and promising to give her the guidance she requires with love?”. Carl found his heart skipping a beat as the meaning of the words hammered home, but his wife wasted no time before answering, looking her husband clearly in the eye as she answered. “I do!”. 

Now Eleanor turned to face Carl, the force of her gaze such that he found himself looking down the lace of his dress as she addressed him. “And do you, Cindy, take Julia to be your wife, leaving behind your past life to worship and obey her in all things, giving yourself entirely to her in body, mind and soul with the respect that a woman deserves?”. It was all Carl could do to summon the courage to answer, conscious of the countless women watching his every movement as he looked up at his wife. “I do”, he stuttered, rewarded for his effort by the sight of Julia’s 80

smile for no more than a second before Eleanor continued with the ceremony so smoothly that she might have been marrying off submissive men every day. “It is now time for Cindy to offer herself to her wife. Will everyone please stand for her show of submission?”. 

From behind Carl, there came the sound of the assembled throng getting to their feet, with each and every one of the women who were watching now standing as he dropped to his knees in front of them and his wife. Doing so was no mean feat considering the sheer volume of silky lace that surrounded his legs, but Laura and Caroline were there to lend a hand such that Carl soon found himself face to face with his wife’s chest, his heart racing as Eleanor handed him the key that had kept him chaste for almost a month. No sooner than she had slipped it into his hand than he was proffering it to the woman standing in front of him, struggling to remember the words he had practised so many times in secret with his wife’s friends - words they had had him say again and again until they were sure the feminized man wouldn’t forget the one time that really mattered. 

“With this key, I give you my body”, he stammered, his hands trembling as Julia took the sliver of silver metal from him, his wife secreting the little key away before bringing her hands to her husband’s head and lifting back his veil. “With that key, I accept you as a woman”, Julia responded, now presenting the finger on which her wedding ring rested. That was the sign that Carl should continue, the feminized man now bowing his head forward as he recited the second part of his pledge. “With this kiss, I give you my heart”, he declared, bringing his lips down onto the diamond that he had bought his wife so many years ago and proffering a submissive smooch. “With that kiss, I accept you as my wife”, Julia acknowledged, looking down lovingly into the eyes of the man now looking up at her as the crowd behind them erupted in tumultuous applause, the countless women cheering and clapping as Carl was helped back to his feet by his bridesmaids. “I now pronounce you wife and wife!”, Eleanor proclaimed, but it would be a wonder if anyone beyond Carl and Julia could hear her over the noise. 

Despite now being a married woman, there was one last part in proceedings that Carl still had to play. Taking the bouquet that Caroline had held for him while he was renewing his vows, he turned his back to the crowd of women who had now left their chairs in favour of jostling for position in front of the canopy, then tossed the bundle of flowers over his shoulder. The feminized man turned around just in time to see an astonished Phoebe catch the bouquet, his wife’s friend evidently not expecting the flowers to make it so far as she sought to take pictures of the scrum with her phone. “Looks like you’re next, Phoebe!”, Julia laughed as her friend faced the frustrated faces of the women she’d inadvertently outdone. “If only I was as lucky in love as you!”, Phone said with a sigh. “Perhaps I’d be better 81

off looking for a wife like Cindy”. 

Whoever had made the cake that Carl found himself cutting hand in hand with his wife had topped the tiered creation with two figurines - one a buxom bride, decked out all in white, the other a stereotypical maid in a familiar black uniform and frilly apron. Nor was that the only indication of Carl’s new line of work, with every plate on which a piece of the cake was placed bearing a flyer for his services. “What better way to wish you well with your new job than to introduce our favourite maid to all our friends?”, Caroline asked as she helped herself to a slice. “Of course, you’ll be working for us for free”, Laura added. “Don’t think that we’ve arranged all this for nothing!”, she said sternly. “Well, you couldn’t go back to being a businessman now, could you?”, Julia said with a grin. “Wives don’t wear suits and ties!”. 

Soon the wedding guests were milling about the hotel garden, engaging with small talk with one another as well as coming up to wish the happy couple well. 

Carl was forever being distracted by women who wanted to fuss over his wedding dress, with many making it clear that they didn’t believe he was a man. Short of lifting up his skirts, there was no way to prove them wrong, with Julia proving no help as she promised her maid’s services to everyone who expressed an interest. 

Nor was Carl the only one acquiring clients - from his place by his wife’s side, he could see Belinda handing out business cards, the wedding shop owner revelling in the interest as women expressed their astonishment for what she’d managed to do for the bride. “If she can do that for a mere man, who knows what she could do for a real woman?”, one wondered in his earshot before being shushed by a friend. “I thought they were a lesbian couple?”, another asked with evident confusion. “Well, I’m going to hire Cindy to do my housework and find out for sure! I wonder when she’ll be back from her honeymoon?”. 

♥ ♥ ♥

“Do you think this was meant for you or for me?”, Julia asked later that evening, examining the dildo that one of their wedding guests had deposited anonymously among the pile of presents the couple were now unwrapping in the comfort of their hotel suite. Carl had long since been divested of his gown but, as Belinda had predicted, had kept his heels on while he and his wife had made love - along with the corset and bra he was still wearing, his lingerie only barely covered by the diaphanous negligee he’d slipped into for a more intimate celebration of their marriage. “I bet Phoebe’s had a hand in it, it’s just her style. Still, she is a sweetie, so I’ll forgive her”, Julia laughed as she put the phallus down on top of the hotel room table in favour of turning her attentions back to the real thing. 
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“You know, I could get used to you wearing a bigger bra”, she told her husband as she snuggled up alongside him on the bed. “How about we use those lingerie vouchers the girls gave us to go and get you something more suitable for cleaning in?”, Julia proposed, silencing Carl with a kiss. “I’m thinking black, because beautiful as that white is, it’s going to show all the stains!”. 
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Feedback

No matter what you thought of this book, your feedback is always welcome! 

Whether you’ve been inspired to try some of these ideas yourself or care to share your own story, I’d love to hear from you. Perhaps you’d like to let me know what worked well for getting you in the mood, or maybe you’ve spotted a typo that should be fixed for the next edition. Either way, your comments and criticism are greatly appreciated, not only encouraging me to write more but helping to shape future books for the benefit of you and other readers. Why not send me an email and let me know your thoughts? 

emily @ brassiered.com
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At brassièred, we believe that men benefit from expressing their feminine and submissive sides - as do their wives and girlfriends! That’s why we offer helpful how-to guides on topics ranging from erotic feminization and lingerie discipline to male chastity and men as maids, as well as exciting erotica that sets a good example. Whether you’re looking for tried and tested advice on how to transform your own relationship or searching for sexy stories about loving couples that are as plausible as they are passionate, you’re sure to find something at brassièred for you! 

On the following pages, we offer a selection of other books that you might like, all of which are available in both paperback and electronic formats. For the full range and news about the latest releases, check out the brassièred website at: www.brassiered.com
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Are you a man who dreams of dressing up in women’s clothes and showing a more submissive side? If so, you may be a sissy - but what does that mean for you and those you love? That’s what this book explores, covering everything you need to know in order to come to terms with being a submissive crossdresser. 

It’s packed with thought provoking questions and illuminating insights that’ll give you a deeper understanding of your desires, addressing the emotional, sexual and interpersonal aspects of wanting to feel feminine and submissive. 

Examining the psychology behind popular stereotypes such as the sissy maid, slut, baby and bimbo, as well as explaining why fantasies featuring forced feminization, public humiliation and permanent chastity are so powerful, Help! I think I’m a sissy! also addresses the more practical problems sissies face - how to share your secret, stay safe and shop successfully are just some of the topics covered in this essential guide to all things girly. 

www.brassiered.com/helpithinkimasissy/
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Letting himself be dressed in lingerie is just the start of a man’s submission when he becomes his wife’s pet, as the husbands in these stories about erotic animal roleplay are about to find out! Whether his mistress wants to turn him into a puppy or a pussy, you can be sure she’ll make him look pretty, pampering her plaything with satin and lace before having him perform for her pleasure. 

Nothing demonstrates a sissy’s surrender more keenly than adopting the role of an adorable domestic animal, all dolled up in dainties as he accepts his place at the feet of his owner! From the discipline of dog training to the leisurely life of a collared cat girl, there’s no doubt as to who’s in charge of these house pet husbands when they’re turned into sex kittens and kennel hounds for the amusement of their wives. Feminization and pet play come together to make for exciting stories of sissies who worship the women who own them, kept on a leash and in lingerie as crossdressing creatures. 

www.brassiered.com/crossdressingcreatures/
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Lingerie is powerful stuff, no matter who’s wearing it! When a man finds himself fastened in firmly feminine foundations to please the love of his life, you can be sure he’s in for a rollercoaster ride of sexual submission. There’s no doubt who’s in charge when a husband wears panties and a boyfriend wears bras, as the heroes of these stories about male feminization discover when they learn just what it means to wear lingerie like a lady - with all that entails! 

Regardless of whether the garments in question are everyday women’s underwear or more old-fashioned corsetry, there’s nothing more submissive for a man than feeling feminized from the skin up. From forming a deliciously naughty means of courtship to wearing it as often as any woman, lingerie has its place for these men both in and out of the bedroom. Indeed, such sexy underwear is so seductive that it ensures they remain right where they ought to be - in loving relationships made stronger by silky satin and luscious lace. 

www.brassiered.com/firmlyfemininefoundations/
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When it comes to enhancing the wearer’s feminine curves, the lightweight lingerie of a modern woman pales in comparison to a proper panty girdle and longline brassière. Such figure-hugging foundation garments have a devastating effect when they’re worn to tease a man with a penchant for old-fashioned underwear, but these wives don’t stop there, insisting their husbands dress up for them too. 

From open bottom girdles to bullet bras, you can be sure such stern elastic will shape more than just a man’s body, effortlessly enforcing a submissive state of mind that’s perfect for further feminization. 

Corselettes and control panties come back into style in these stories about men made to wear vintage shapewear, supporting fully fashioned stockings for full body discipline under both trousers and skirts. Such traditional undergarments ensure a man stays right where his wife wants him, there being no question of her husband going anywhere else when she’s got him in the grip of his girdle. 

www.brassiered.com/inthegripofhisgirdle/
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You can be sure that a man's attitude wil match his attire when
he wears women's clothing For his wife - especially when it's one
of the very special outfits Featured in these stories about sissy
husbands getting ginly. Forced To adopt supremely Feminine roles
as a result of ther clothes, these crossdressing men are
stripped of every last trace of manliness, developing a submission
that their dominant wives are only Too keen To toke advantage

of!

+

Wnether he's working as a secretary For a Female boss or waking
down the aisle in a big, white brdal gown, dressing the part
leaves a submissive husband in no doubt about his place - one
that's ordnarly Just For grls! From being transformed into a
busty bimbo to performing as a pretty ballerina, each of these
sissies finds himselF learning womanly secrets dong the way.

Bmbo, secretary, balerina, bride - whichever their wives choose
to dress them up as, these Feminized men are sure to Fall under

the spell of the clothes they wear!
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