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Chapter 1

Almost one year has passed since the Equality for Woman Act swept across the nation. My life before this monumental moment in our recent history is starting to feel more like a fading dream than a life I used to know. No one could have predicted how quickly the societal shift would take place and how much everyone’s lives would be altered. Almost over night, the country as I knew it transformed before my eyes. I can still remember exactly where I was when the President gave her acceptance speech and announced the new direction our country would be taking with her at the helm.
Sitting on the couch in my wife and I’s condo on November 6th, 2040, we watched as President Cassandra Penelope spoke her first words as president elect. It had already become clear from the election results that she would have an overwhelming majority in the house and the senate when she took office. The months of gridlock over the balance of the supreme court was about to end with the filling of an empty seat and the introduction of new seats to take back the last structure that upheld systemic misogyny.
President Penelope ran a campaign based on and promising equity for those that have been beaten down and ignored through our country’s history. During a rally in Madison Square Garden, one week before the election, the President eloquently narrated the history of misogyny in the United States from the very outset of this country. Cassandra Penelope exited the stage that night to roars of applause and admiration from the newsrooms covering the event.
As the election night on November 6th drew to a close and any shadow of doubt regarding who the next president would be faded away, President Penelope took the stage in the courtyard of her home in Delaware. My wife and I eagerly listened to the TV as the new president, who we voted for, addressed the nation for the first time as President Elect.             
“My fellow Americans, I come to you today, not only as your commander in chief, but as a symbol for what you all have elected me to do. I am honored and overwhelmed with joy because this glass ceiling has finally been shattered. We have sent a message to every little girl in this country that you can do anything if you set your mind to it, you can even become President of the United States of America. I am humbled by the enthusiasm that has been shared with me and would like to thank each and every one of you that have made this possible. When I set out on this campaign, my father asked me, do you really think you can win in this boys club. I told him, it won’t be a boys club much longer.”
The crowd roared with laughter and applause as the president stood back and clapped with her audience. She stepped back to the microphone a few moments later.
“With the overwhelming majority in the house and the senate that you have so graciously given me, and the full support of the members of my party, we can finally introduce you all to the Equality For Women Act. On January 21st, we will sign into law legislation banning those assigned male at birth from participating in roles of power or leadership, until women are finally on equal footing. If you were assigned male at birth, you will be required to report to one of the many reintegration sites that are being built around this country before March 1st. At these locations, those assigned male at birth will be given a new function in our society that works best for them, as well as everybody else. With these changes, we can finally overturn the patriarchy that has held women down for so long. Over the millennia, woman have been excluded from owning property, leaving the house without their male guardian, and clothing themselves as they choose. Well now, the shoe will be on the other foot.”
President Penelope laughed with the crowd as they cheered and applauded.
“It is a new dawn and I am joyous to be your leader through this maiden voyage. Thank you.”
My wife and I sat back on our couch, confused with parts of the President elect’s speech. We had heard her campaign speeches and loved what she stood for in regards to equity for all and putting men and woman on equal footing, but this felt like it was taking a step further than we had previously understood.
“That was…Interesting?” I said still stunned.
“Yes…It definitely was.” My wife Athena answered back.
“I’m glad she’s following through with the guaranteed employment, I mean I still can’t believe it’s been a year since I was laid off because of those self driving bots. I should probably be grateful, but I just can’t believe she said men can’t leave the house without their woman?”
“Well, woman don’t belong to men, we are our own people.”
“But you know what I mean.”
“Yeah, I think she’s just trying to show everyone how mistreated woman have been through the years. I doubt it’ll last.”
“Yeah you’re probably right. It’ll probably just blow over after a few months. It is crazy how mistreated woman have been and that we’ve never had a female president until now!”
“Oh my god I know. And that boar was running at 50% approval up until a week before. If not for that brave woman coming forward, we might’ve had another 4 years of that shitshow of a president.”
“Can you imagine…”
“Sadly…yes I can.”
As the night drew to a close and the next day came, the lame duck President of the United States, who was the rival candidate to President elect Penelope, made his concession and promised to help Penelope begin her term immediately. Through the months of November and December, she put together her cabinet and advisors while construction of reintegration centers began across the country. With most of the construction being performed by bots, reintegration center’s were up and running well before January 21st when President Penelope officially took office. 
The lame duck President also helped President elect Penelope fulfill another campaign promise to update the current police bots and double the number of bots in every city. The newer models were painted blue instead of black and were given more rounded features to appear less threatening and more human like. The police bots now stood at 6’6 instead of 7 feet and were equipped with more non lethal weapons to subdue criminals. During the first year of the Policebot’s introduction, a system malfunction ended the lives of 24 citizens with many of them belonging to minority communities. Members of my community, as well as myself, were outraged that AI was now hunting minorities down on the streets. I was grateful to finally have a president who had my back and made changes to the algorithms guiding the police bots.
Although I knew that statistically speaking the new Policebots were much safer than a human hand behind the trigger of a gun, I couldn’t help still feeling anxiety when they approached. Something deep inside of me still felt a distrust with anything representing the boys in blue. However, with the lower funding that was being allocated to the neighborhood Athena and I lived in, I didn’t feel safe walking down the streets as they were anyway. 
When inauguration day arrived, Athena and I began noticing the effects of President Penelope’s policies in our neighborhood in Baltimore. The streets became cleaner and crime began to plummet. Policebots were now stationed at every corner on every block, which honestly made me feel uncomfortable at times.
On January 22nd, Athena and I decided to go out to our favorite steakhouse to celebrate Athena’s promotion at her office downtown. With myself being out of work for sometime, we typically stayed home most nights. But tonight, we needed a night out.
“I just can’t get over how quickly things have turned around.” Athena said to me as we walked into Ruth’s Chris.
“I know. I finally don’t feel like I need a bullet proof vest to leave our place. After what happened to my cousin…” I was cut off by Athena.
“Let’s not talk about that right now. We’re celebrating tonight!”
“I know, I’m sorry. It just pisses me off to think about it.”
“I know hunny, let’s just try to be happy tonight. It’s not everyday I get a promotion.”
“Yeah you’re right.”
“Obviously.” Athena chuckled.
I gave Athena a side eye before stepping up to the host behind the counter.
“How many will it be tonight?” The host asked.
“Just the two of us.” I answered.
“Ok great, follow me.” The host replied as they grabbed two menus.
We followed the host through the restaurant to a table in the back corner. A booth wrapped around the table in a U shape and was connected to the U shape booth next to it. We smiled at the couple next to us before taking our seats.
Athena leaned in close to me before she whispered, “Did you see the look that guy gave me, he totally just checked out my chest.”
“The one right next to us?” I whispered back.
Athena shook her head and peeked over the booth. “It was so obvious, I think his date even noticed.”
I took my turn looking over my shoulder to the table behind us. The man behind me turned toward me simultaneously. As our eyes met, I froze in place.
“What’s up?” The man asked.
“I uh…Um…Nothing.” I stuttered before turning back around.
I brought my right hand to my face and tried to shield myself from how embarrassed I felt. Athena glared at me before looking at the man next to us.
“Excuse me.” She said politely.
The man turned back around, “Yes?” He answered, sounding agitated.
“Does your date know that you gawked at my breasts?” Athena said sharply.
It was his turn to bring his hand up and shield himself from embarrassment.
“I told you.” Athena whispered to me. “That pig can’t even control himself in front the woman he’s trying to sleep with. Oh my god, why do men have to be so disgusting.”
“Can we just leave.” I replied while still holding my hand up to my face, as if I were invisible to the table right next to us.
“And let him get away with that?” Athena asked rhetorically. “No, we need to show him he messed with the wrong woman.”
“Oh my god, please don’t…”
“Excuse me!” Athena said loudly to the table next to us, getting the attention of both the members at the table. “Did you know your boyfriend checked out my breasts when we walked in?”
They sat stunned for a moment before the woman answered back, “Uh, he’s not my boyfriend.”
“Good for you. I’d run while you still have a chance.” Athena continued.
“I don’t think our relationship is any of your business…” The woman snapped back.
I grabbed Athena’s leg under the table and begged her with my eyes to stop. My wife ignored my pleas as usual.
“Were you planning on fucking him tonight?” Athena asked abruptly.
“Athena…” I gasped.
“Excuse me?” The woman asked.
“You ordered the surf and turf while on a date with a man that is clearly only thinking about sex. At the very least, he’s expecting a BJ after this.”
The woman’s mouth fell wide open at Athena’s comment.
“Oh that’s good, but you’ll want to hide those crooked teeth if you want him to stay hard. Although with how horny this asshole looks, he probably won’t care anyway.”
The woman closed her mouth and turned to her date, “I’m not dealing with this Bitch, I’ll wait for you outside.”
“You might want to get that…” Athena pointed to her top front tooth.
The woman put her hand over her mouth before walking toward the exit.
“What the fuck is wrong with you?” The man said still sitting next to us.
“You…” Athena said with a glare.
The waiter returned to their table a few moments later with their check. The man left cash on the table before walking out to find the woman who left.
“Have a lovely rest of your evening!” Athena yelled as he walked out. He didn’t bother to turn back and humor Athena anymore.
“Well, I feel better.” Athena said with a smile.
I buried my head in the menu, trying to distract myself from what just happened.
Our waiter walked up to our table and greeted us a few moments later.  “Hello, can I start you two off with something to drink.”
“Yes, why don’t you bring us a bottle of cabernet.”
“Would you like to see the wine list?”
“No, I trust your judgement.” Athena replied.
“Very well.” The waiter nodded before leaving us.
I was so embarrassed with the scene my wife just made that I pulled out my phone and began scrolling through social media. Athena tilted her head and gave me the look.
“Hunny, you know I don’t like when you sit on your phone during dinner.”
“And you know I don’t like when you make a scene.” I answered back while still scrolling.
“Oh come on, you know that asshole had it coming.”
“And the Uber driver on the way here had it coming too.”
“He told us a $20 tip was required to give us a ride. He can’t do that…”
“Why do you always find something to rip someone’s head off over? I can’t remember the last time I’ve gotten in a fight.”
“Yeah because you’re meek and ladylike. That’s what I love about you…” Athena said while bringing her hand up my leg.
“You know I don’t like it when you say things like that…” I said glaring at her.
“Hunny, can we just drop this. I thought we were going to have a nice evening.”
I squinted my eyes as I stopped on a news article. I opened it up and started reading intently.
“Hunny, come on, put the phone away.”
Her words flew past my ears as I read the article that had just been published by the New York Times minutes ago.
“Hunny…”
My gaze hung on the phone.
“WILLIAM.” Athena said, practically shouting at me.
“What, I’m sorry. I just…did you hear about this?”
“Hear about what?” Athena asked.
“The president is calling for everyone assigned male at birth to report to one of their ‘reintegration facilities’ before March 1st or face one year in prison. Can she do that?”
“She’s the president of the united states, she can do whatever she wants.” Athena added.
“It’s also saying that ‘those assigned male at birth will have to transfer ownership of all of their property to their wife, mother, or oldest living female relative before march 1st or face confiscation of all of their property.’”
“Well, both of our names are on the car title as well as the condo. So we’re probably ok then, right?” Athena said.
“I don’t know, but then it goes on to say that ‘guidelines on approved clothing will be provided in the next week’ and ‘anyone assigned male at birth will be required to follow the new dress code or face at least one year in prison.’ It also goes on to say that ‘starting March 1st, those assigned male at birth will not be permitted to leave their domicile without being accompanied by their female guardian.’ What do you think this all means?” I asked Athena.
“I don’t know? But I don’t think we’ll figure it out tonight.”
I kept scrolling though the news article, hastily reading through each line. Athena snatched my phone and set it on the other side of the table.
“What are you doing?  I was reading that…”
“I know, and you’re starting to panic and get sweaty. Can we just take a breather and enjoy our meal for now. You can read all you want when we head home.”
“But…”
Athena cut me off. “No, we’re going to relax and have a fun evening. Those articles aren’t going anywhere.”
I begrudgingly agreed but couldn’t keep my mind from wandering back to what I had just read.




Chapter 2

In mid February of 2041, a fuller picture of the new normal came to fruition. The President required all males to submit their measurements and DNA samples to the nearest reintegration center. We were then required to keep our measurements updated weekly on their database website. In order to have men feel what woman had been subjected to for thousands of years, a ‘mandatory dress code’ was instituted for everyone assigned male at birth in the country. A small population had become outraged with the new policies for those assigned male at birth and tried to protest under their constitutional right of privacy. But, as Athena and I saw in the news, they were tracked down quickly and arrested for their defiance. I had never been a trouble maker and decided to go along with everything required.
I felt my sense of personal identity slipping away as I was required to follow dress codes put forth by my female superiors. They tried to instill a sense of submissiveness and vulnerability for those of us assigned male at birth by requiring us to collect our newly issued feminine attire and discard any and all clothing we owned. I noticed immediately that every outfit that was issued consisted of either a skirt or dress with no option for shorts or pants. For those like me that lived in colder climates, tights and leggings were also issued, but could not be worn without a skirt or dress. All footwear consisted of a heel with at least three inches, but for younger males the heel height was higher.
I was shocked when I noticed panties and bras included with my newly issued attire. Although I, like many other males, didn’t have any cleavage, bras were required to be worn as a part of the mandatory dress code. I wondered how they would ever know if I was wearing a bra or not, but I figured I better go along instead of ending up like the defiant people on the news. The first time I attempted to put on my bra, I found myself fumbling with the clasp behind me and giving up. Athena graciously fastened my bra and gave me some advice on how to put it on myself. To say I was uncomfortable with the new arrangement would be an understatement.
I felt embarrassed to go out in my new outfits at first, so Athena offered to take my old clothes and dispose of them with the proper authorities. However, I knew I wouldn’t be able to hide out at our condo forever. All males were required to report to the closest reintegration center before March 1st for their new job assignment, or be subject to time in prison. Athena made me an appointment at the reintegration center on February 26th to make sure I would be in compliance.
On the morning of my appointment, I picked out the most comfortable outfit I had for leaving our condo. I laid out a set of black bra and panties on my bed before pulling out a white long sleeve blouse and black pencil skirt. Grabbing a pair of black pumps, I set them at the foot of the bed and stared at the clothes. I simply couldn’t believe that I would be leaving my condo for the first time in what I knew to be woman’s clothing. I took a deep breath before getting dressed and presenting myself to Athena.
“You know you do look kind of cute.” Athena said, trying to make me feel better. “With a little makeup and a new hair style, you might even pass as a woman.”
“That’s not exactly what I was hoping for…” I said begrudgingly.
“You might as well make the best of it. Everyone else is getting into it. Stacy at work said her husband already started doing his own foundation and lip makeup before going out. She said he still needs help with his eyes but he’s starting to get the hang of it.”
“I didn’t think we had to wear makeup though…”
“Not yet, but everyone else is doing it. You want to blend in when you go out don’t you?”
“I would rather just stay here forever…”
“You know that’s not an option Willie…I still want to have a life outside these four walls.”
I hung my head as I followed Athena to the bathroom and let her do my makeup for the first time. She made it as painless of an experience as possible by chatting and explaining what she was doing throughout the process. I’d never shown much interest with beauty products, but I appreciated her taking the time to run through everything.
“I may not be able to do this for you every day so try to pay attention as much as you can.” Athena ordered.
I nodded my head in agreement.
“You’ll want to start with primer. It’s really important to get the base right so that everything on top of it looks flawless. We have a similar skin tone so I’ll use my foundation for now, but I’ll pick up your own makeup after work tomorrow.”
Athena carefully applied a smooth layer of foundation over my face and down my neck. She let the liquid foundation dry before she began applying muted pink blush to my cheeks and dark eye shadow above my eyes. She carefully outlined each eye with a jet black eyeliner and finished up with extra volume mascara on my lashes. Athena kept me facing away from the mirror so that I couldn’t peek until she was finished.
“OH MY GOD! You look so cute, just stay still and don’t look until I come back.”
I sighed as Athena left the bathroom with me sitting on the toilet lid. She returned a few moments later with her hands behind her back. “Just close your eyes for one more minute.”
I sighed again before listening to her command. I felt her pull on my hair and slide a hair net over it.
“What are you doing?” I asked with my eyes still closed.
“You’ll see, just sit tight.” She answered.
Without any other choice, I tapped my foot on the floor while waiting for her to finish. I felt long curly hair brush against my neck as a wig was placed on top of my head. She carefully pulled a fastener around the back of my head and made sure it was snug, but not too tight.
“I just picked this up on the way home from work today, I hope you like it.”
Athena finished fixing the wig before stepping back. “Ok open your eyes.”
I blinked my eyes open before standing up and looking in the mirror. I almost didn’t believe the reflection I saw.
Athena did an extraordinary job with my makeup. The foundation evened out my skin and made it appear much more feminine and supple. My hazel eyes popped behind the thin layer of jet black eyeliner and the mascara Athena was so generous with. My lips were painted bright red and outlined my cupids bow with precision. Behind the thin layer of blush applied to my upper cheeks, my face was flushed from the embarrassment I was feeling.
Athena did an incredible job picking out a wig that suited my body and frame. Long, curly brown hair draped down my neck and fell onto my white blouse. I swiped the hair to the side every few seconds as I had to get used to the feeling of long hair hanging off of my head.
Looking down at the rest of my body, the black pencil skirt I was issued hugged my hips and accentuated the curves I was unaware of having. Being that it was just above freezing outside, Athena convinced me to slip on a pair of black opaque tights under my skirt. At the age of 29, I apparently just made the cut off for the five inch heel height on most of my shoes. Athena helped me take my first steps in my black pointed toe pumps that completed my outfit. I knew that these shoes would take some getting used to.
As my eyes scanned back up my body, I noticed that my black bra was showing through the white fabric of my blouse.
“Oh my god, you can see my bra.” I exclaimed.
“I never thought I would hear those words come out of your mouth.” My wife chuckled.
“Stop it. What am I going to do. I can’t go out and have people seeing that.”
“Just relax, you’ll have a coat on most of the time anyway. I guarantee you’ll be fine.”
“I’ll just go change my outfit and look for something less… revealing.”
“Willie, we have to leave to make your appointment.”
“I know, it’s fine. I’ll just hurry.” I said walking back to the closet.
“Willie…” Athena said calmly. I nearly tripped as I looked back at her. I was still getting used to the height of my new shoes.
“What?” I answered.
“Stop. You don’t have enough time, and I don’t want you to risk ruining your makeup.”
“It’ll be fine, I’ll just just change real quick and…”
“WILLIAM. I said no. Now get in the car, I don’t want you to be late for your appointment.”
I sighed loudly before responding, “Ok…” I meekly followed Athena to the door with my head hanging.
I hadn’t left our condo since my wardrobe was replaced, which left the white Honda Accord that Athena and I shared entirely in her hands. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I stepped out our front door and into our hallway on the third floor. My nervousness faded slightly when I saw that none of our neighbors were in the hall. Athena and I made our way down the stairs of our building without any interactions, thankfully. My wife noticed the trouble I was having in my new high heels and took my arm as we walked down the concrete stairs in front of our building. After helping me walk to our car that was parked in the street, Athena held my hand as I stepped into the passenger seat before closing the door behind me. I took a deep breath as Athena walked around the car and sat in the driver seat. After she started the car, we began driving to our destination.
As we proceeded to the reintegration center just a few minutes away, I was surprised by the emptiness of the streets at 6:00 in the evening. I was accustomed to seeing stop and go traffic along our stretch of Route 40 every night, but now there were just a few cars on the road.
“Wow, it’s really empty tonight.” I said as I stared out the window.
“What this? It’s been like this for weeks now.” Athena stated. “You really haven’t been out in a while have you?”
“I guess not…” I answered softly. “You’re sure everyone else is going along with this and wearing what they’re supposed to right? I don’t want to look like a clown when I get there…”
“Hunny, you look amazing. You’ll blend right in. Trust me.”
“It’s just, what am I supposed to do. I read about the reintegration centers on the news but it’s all really vague about what goes on. Some people say they are getting new jobs, other people are saying that they’re kidnapping people and locking them up. I just feel like I don’t even know what to believe anymore."
“Trust me hunny, you’re doing the right thing. Just because a few crackpots write something on the internet, it doesn’t make it true. I just talked to Stacy and she said that her husband was made a secretary for a prestigious law firm downtown. He’s making something like six figures now.”
“I don’t know if I could be a secretary…” I answered.
“It doesn’t mean you’re going to be a secretary, I was just saying that some people are getting great jobs, so you want to get in there before they’re all taken.”
“Haven’t people been going in for over a month now though.”
“Yeah, which is why I was telling you that you can’t miss this appointment.” Athena said as we pulled up to the front entrance.
“Give me a call when you’re done. They said it should only take a half hour at most.”
“Where are you going?” I asked.
“I’m just going to run to the store to grab a few things. I promise it’ll be quick.”
“Alright.” I said as I opened the door and stepped out onto the sidewalk.
I looked up at the five story building towering over me. As I turned my head from side to side, I could see that it was at least a mile in width. The white stucco outer walls were illuminated by lighting fixtures placed every thirty feet. I walked up to the main entrance where two glass revolving doors spun continuously on a motor. Taking a deep breath, I stepped inside the mysterious building.




Chapter 3

As I stepped inside of the reintegration center for the first time, I took in the vast openness of the front entranceway. White and grey tiles checkered the floors with large open ceilings stretching up to the top of the five story building. Fifty feet from the revolving doors, a large set of receptionist desks were stationed along the back wall of the lobby with several receptionists working at their computers. Two sitting areas with couches and chairs were set up on each side of the revolving doors where several woman waited patiently on their phones. As one of the ladies brought her gaze up and met my eyes, I became nervous and started walking forward through the lobby.
I was relived when I noticed that everyone walking through the lobby was wearing similar attire to mine. An occasional woman was wearing pants, but most people were in high heels with skirts or dresses. I took short small steps across the lobby to a line outlined with velvet ropes and metal poles. I walked through the queue until I came to the back of the line and waited for my turn with a receptionist.
Once my turn came up, a receptionist called me over to her desk. I scurried over as quickly as my heels would allow. I noticed that the receptionist was wearing a black blouse with a few buttons left open to make room for their full chest. The receptionist had long flowing blonde hair and natural looking makeup applied. I smiled as I walked up to the desk and greeted them. 
“Hello, I’m here for my appointment.” I said politely.
“What’s your name?” The receptionist asked with a smile.
“William Smith.” I answered.
“Ok, hold on one second while I pull up your file.”
The receptionist began typing as I noticed the name on their tag, “Gary Henderson?” I didn’t realize I read the name aloud.
“Yes, just one more second, I’ve almost got it.” Gary answered.
My eyes popped wide open as I didn’t realize they were actually a man, or rather they were most likely assigned male at birth.
I gulped as I waited for Gary to finish typing.
“Yes, here it is. I have here that you are supposed to report to room N121 for a consultation with Evelyn.”
“Oh…ok. Where is that?” I asked.
“Just walk over to that door and I’ll buzz you in.” Gary pointed at a door just to the right of the last receptionist desk. “Then just proceed down the hallway until you find room number N121 on your left. She’ll be right with you.”
“Ok, thank you very much.” I said before walking to my right and in the direction Gary pointed.
“It was my pleasure.” Gary said before going back to typing on his computer.
As I walked past the receptionist’s desks over to the alluring white door that blended in with the stark white walls, I couldn’t help but notice that every receptionist had what I thought to be a man’s name despite having long hair, cleavage, and varying amounts of make up. Had I not looked at the name tags of the employees working behind the counters, I would’ve never guessed that any of them weren’t naturally born woman. I pulled my wandering eyes back to my target as I approached the door being buzzed. Reaching my hand out to the bronze doorknob, I pulled the door open and stepped inside.
The hallway I stepped into felt second class to the front lobby. Energy saving lights glowed over the grey carpeted hallway with eggshell white walls on both sides. The hallway proceeded a hundred feet before a bend where it continued to the left. I noticed the first door on my left was numbered N101 whereas the first door on my right was N100. I walked down the hall until I finally came to room N121. The door was closed, as was every other door in the hallway, so I knocked before trying the knob. Being that it was unlocked, I stepped inside room N121.
The floor was carpeted with matching grey carpet to the hallway, but was painted with muted pink on each of the walls. A small table with a metal chair on each side was placed against the left wall when walking in. I stepped over to the chair closest to me and took a seat.
Tapping my foot against the carpet, I waited anxiously for Evelyn to come in. I began to have trouble controlling my breathing as nervousness consumed me.
‘What am I going to tell this lady?’ I thought to myself. ‘What are they going to ask? Would if they offer me something that I have no clue about. Or would if they don’t have any jobs for me? I mean, I don’t even know what I would be good at anymore. I haven’t worked since last February when JQ Logistics brought in those robots. I hope they have something related to driving…’
My thoughts were interrupted when I heard a knock on the door.
“Come in.” I said, as if they needed permission to enter.
“Hello.” Evelyn said while stepping in. “How are you this evening?”
“I’m good. How are you.” I responded.
“Oh good, just another night at the office.” She made her way over to the empty chair and sat down. From her appearance, it looked like she was in her thirties and an avid gym user. “So do you have any questions before we get started?”
I had a million questions, but when put on the spot, my mind went blank. “Um, I don’t know right now.”
“That’s ok, if anything comes to you, feel free to ask.” Evelyn said while pulling out a tablet. “Now we have a couple of questions here to get started. What is your current occupation?”
“Um…currently? I guess I’m unemployed right now.” I stated.
“Ok, and what was the last occupation that you held?”
“Well, I’ve been unemployed for about the last year. But before that, I was a truck driver.”
“Oh I’m sorry.” Evelyn said. 
“Yeah I guess with everything being automated now, there isn’t much use for guys like me.”
“If it’s any consolation, I’ve been hearing similar stories from a lot of others out there.”
“Yeah, I just didn’t see it coming.”
“I understand, can you tell me if there are any other skills you would like us to know about?”
“Other skills? I uh…I’m good with fixing things and working with my hands.”
“Oh that’s great.” Evelyn said as she typed on her tablet. “Let me just submit your answers and see what we have.”
I twiddled my thumbs as I waited nervously for the results. Evelyn’s eyes lit up as something flashed across her screen. “What is it?” I asked.
“Well, it looks like you have a job assignment as a…milk maiden.” Evelyn exclaimed.
“A milk maiden?” I asked. “What’s that?”
“It says here that your function will be to provide milk for the general population and to report to your reintegration center every day at 9 a.m.”
“Oh…ok? Even on weekends?”
“Well, it says here that’ll just be the first few weeks, then you’ll mostly work from your home. I have some instructions for you as well as a bag of supplies that you will need. Wait here and I’ll be right back.”
Evelyn left the room and returned a few minutes later with a black duffle bag. She set it on the table before handing me a paper with instructions.
“You’ll find everything you need inside the bag along with my card. If you have any questions don’t hesitate to call.”
“Ok thank you.” I said as I stood up.
“Have a lovely evening.”
“Thank you, you too.”
I made my way out of the room and back down the hall toward the lobby.
Upon walking outside, I found Athena waiting for me where she dropped me off. I walked over to the car and stepped inside.
“How’d it go?” Athena asked eagerly.
“Well, I got a job.” I said meekly.
“Yeah I figured that. What is it?”
“A…Milk maiden.”
“HAHA. A milk maiden? What the hell does that mean?”
“I don’t know, I bring milk to people or something. Can we just get out of here.”
“What’s all that stuff you got?” Athena asked.
“Supplies or something. I don’t know, I’m kind of annoyed right now.”
“Do you want to go back in and talk to them?”
“I don’t know what that would do. Can we just go home?”
“If you say so hunny.”
I kept silent through the ride home. Athena tried to lighten the atmosphere in the car with some harmless joking, but I was simply not in the mood. I was thoroughly emasculated over the last couple months and my new job title was the final nail in the coffin. I felt completely inferior to my wife and couldn’t bring myself to look her in the eye.
Upon arriving home, I rushed to the bathroom with my duffle bag and sat on the toilet with my head buried in my hands. After taking some time to process everything that happened, I opened up the bag to discover what had been given to me.




Chapter 4

I squinted with confusion as I noticed a double breast pump inside of my duffle bag. As I pushed around the contents of the bag, I found a few attachments to the breast pump along with several empty bottles and three bottles of pills. Pulling out the instructions I had received from Evelyn, I continued sitting on the toilet as I read through them for the first time.
My eyes nearly popped out of my head as I discovered what my job would entail. As I skimmed through the paper, I read the most shocking parts aloud, “Based on your blood type and medical records, you will take two testosterone blockers twice daily, two estrogen pills twice daily, two prolactin hormone pills three times daily…You will be required to pump each breast for 30 minutes every three hours until milk production begins. When milk production begins, pump each breast until milk is depleted every three hours…”
I was at a loss for words as I read the instructions on my lap. My hands ran through my hair as I proceeded to read the instructions a second time, then a third to make sure that I was understanding it correctly. They were expecting me, a male, to produce breast milk. I immediately pulled out my phone and began searching through google for answers. To my dismay, I found that it was not only possible for males to produce milk, but that some men had done it without the use of hormones. In extreme cases, some men breastfed their babies through infancy when their wives died prematurely.
As I learned more about the male anatomy, I couldn’t help but wonder why I was chosen for this job? The effects of Prolactin, along with the testosterone blockers and estrogen, would cause breast tissue to develop, hair loss all over my body, shrinking muscle mass, as well as many other symptoms. But, how could I be certain that my breasts would generate milk and why? I had to have some answers.
I pulled out the card that Evelyn gave me at the center and dialed her number. After a few rings, she answered.
“Hello this is Evelyn.”
“Hello Evelyn, it’s Willie.”
“Oh hello, did you think of some questions for me?”
“Yeah a lot.” I answered. “Is this for real? Am I really supposed to grow breast milk?”
Evelyn was silent on the other end for a few moments before answering. “Yes…”
“You realize how crazy this sounds, right?”
“I understand your concern, but this was the job you were assigned.”
“Isn’t there something else I can I do? Aren’t there any other jobs. I heard someone else got a secretary job or something. I could do that.”
“I’m sorry, that wasn’t your assignment.”
“I know, but can’t you change it or something?”
“I’m sorry, but there is nothing I can do.”
“Evelyn, please! You have to understand…”
“I said there’s nothing I can do. If you do not follow the instructions, you will be taken into custody and forced into compliance.”
“What does that mean?” I asked. 
“Trust me, you don’t want to find out. Just follow the instructions and be at the east entrance at 9 a.m. to report for your first day.”
“Evelyn…”
“Good night Willie.”
“Wait! At least just tell me what this is for…”
The line went dead before I could finish my sentence. I threw my phone at the door before burying my face in my lap and sobbing.
Athena must have heard the noise and came to check on me a few moments later, “Willie are you ok? I thought I heard something?”
I tried to pull myself together as I answered her, “Yeah…I’m…I’m fine. I’ll be out in a minute.”
“Ok sweetie. Just let me know if you need anything.”
After standing up, I stepped in front of the sink and faced the mirror. I took a few minutes to compose myself and process the situation. After a few deep breaths, I stepped outside.
“You were in there a while. Is everything alright?” Athena asked.
“Yeah I’m fine, it was just a long day.” I answered.
“Ok, you know you can talk to me if something is bothering you, right?”
“Yeah of course hunny, I’m fine.”
“Ok, I love you.”
“I love you too.”
Athena laid down on her side of the bed and rested her head on her pillow. I wanted to tell her about my conversation with Evelyn and what my new job apparently was, but I felt so embarrassed that I physically couldn’t bring myself to tell her. I took another deep breath before sliding off my pencil skirt, pumps, and black tights. After removing my blouse and bra, I put on one of my nighties before sliding into bed next to Athena. 
I spent the night with my eyes closed but my mind wide awake. I had to figure out what I was going to do when tomorrow morning came. After several sleepless hours, Athena woke up and morning had arrived.
“Morning sweetie.” Athena whispered.
“Good morning.” I said, pretending to be waking up.
“You better get up, you don’t want to be late for your first day of work.”
“Yeah you’re probably right.”
“I know I am babe, where do I need to take you again?”
“Just to the reintegration center.”
“Oh! You’re working there? That’ll be really convenient!”
“Yeah, right.”
Athena jumped out of bed and began running through her morning routine. I followed her a few minutes later and began showering and shaving. Athena had encouraged me to start shaving more of my body the last few weeks, but I had previously decided not to. Today, I decided to shave everything below my neck, as well as my face to have some extra time alone.
Sliding up my black tights felt like a new experience after lotioning my smooth hairless legs. I still didn’t love the idea of wearing clothes that had been considered taboo most of my life, but I was starting to grow accustomed to it. I finished dressing myself with a navy pencil skirt and black blouse before finishing my outfit with a pair of ankle strap stilettos.
Athena and I began developing a routine where I began to do some of my makeup while she helped me with the more difficult parts. After putting on my wig and making sure it was fastened, Athena and I shared a quiet breakfast. I couldn’t help feeling jitters as I waited to be driven to work for my very first day.
Athena blasted the radio over the very short drive down the street to the reintegration center. After alerting her that I need to go to the east entrance, she drove me around and dropped me off right out front. As I stepped outside, I noticed that the building was actually longer than it was wide. The center dwarfed any warehouse I had ever seen. Athena handed me my black duffle bag before blowing me a kiss. 
“When should I pick you up again?” Athena asked from inside the car.
“It says my shift ends at 6 p.m.” I answered.
“Ok I’ll see you here then. Have a great first day!”
I smiled and waved shyly back at Athena. Looking straight ahead at the sliding automatic glass doors, I put one foot in front of the other and waked inside.
The front entrance was one story and much more dreary than the main north entrance. The white ceiling panels were lit up by a dull glow from the energy saving light bulbs. The white walls made a small box about 30 feet in width and length. One receptionist stood behind a large wooden desk that faced the doors. Without any idea of what to do or where to go, I walked through the bustling room to the receptionist.
“Hello, I wanted to talk to someone about my job.” I said politely.
“Employee identification please.” The receptionist answered in a gravely voice that matched her rough appearance.
“I’m sorry? I don’t know if I have one?”
“Did you receive a job assignment?”
“Yes but…”
“Do you have your papers with the instructions?”
“Yes they’re right here…”
The old lady snatched the paper out of my hand and focused through her reading glasses. “Your employee identification number is listed right here at the bottom of the paper…W25634.”
“Oh I didn’t realize it was printed…” I was cut off yet again by the brash lady.
“As stated on your paper, you’re supposed to head down hall D and report to your lactation specialist in room D137.”
“But I need to talk to someone about my job assignment…”
“It says here that you’re supposed to go to room D137 and report to the lactation specialist.”
“I understand, I just wanted to talk to someone about this…”
“If you do not report to room D137 I will be forced to call security.”
“I don’t want you to call security, I just want to speak to someone.”
“If you do not report to your room, I will be forced to call security.” She said while reaching for her phone. 
“Stop, fine, I’m going.” I said before stepping away and walking to hall D to my right.
After opening the grey door marked with a D, I walked into a hallway that appeared very similar to the one I had been in yesterday. However, this one seemed to be more lively. I proceeded to walk down the hall and looked for the room marked D137.
Looking to each side of the hall, I read the numbers on the doors and noticed that they started in the low D100’s and worked their way up. As seen in the last hall, every door remained closed after someone walked in or out. Eventually I came to room D137 and turned the knob.
Inside, I found a small room with two metal chairs, a metal table, and a water cooler in the corner. I looked back down the hall, then at my room number to make sure I was in the right place. After confirming it a second time, I stepped inside and shut the door. I walked over to the table and chairs and pulled one out. After setting my duffle bag on the table I took a seat and waited for someone to come and speak with me. Eventually, my lactation specialist, Lindsey Peterson, knocked on the door.




Chapter 5

“Hello!” How are you doing today?” Lindsey said in her overly bubbly voice. The small blonde woman gently closed the door behind her and eagerly sat down in the chair next to me.
“Hello, I’m good. ” I answered back, feeling taken off guard by her personality and enthusiasm.
“Good! I know this is our first day and it can be kind of weird to expose yourself to someone you’ve never met, so I want to do whatever I can to make this as comfortable of a process as possible. Does that sound good?” Lindsey said with a more serious tone.
“Yeah I guess so?” I answered back.
“Great! So can you tell me if you started taking any of your pills yet, it’s totally normal if you felt overwhelmed and didn’t know what to do.”
“Uh yeah…I wanted to see if I could talk to someone about that or skip that part?”
“I’m sorry.” Lindsey said while biting her lip. “But those are going to be a must. It’s totally fine you haven’t started yet, we can kick that off right now.”
Lindsey opened my bag and pulled out the three bottles pills. She began opening the containers and taking out the correct dosages for each medication. After grabbing a cup and water from the water cooler, she placed everything in front of me.
“We’ll just need you to take your dosage before we get started.”
I looked Lindsey in the eye before responding to her, “Isn’t there anything we can do about this.”
“I’m sorry, no.” Lindsey said while gritting her teeth. Using her eyes, she pointed me toward a camera placed in the corner of the room to our right. I looked Lindsey in the eye and pleaded with her through my gaze. I could feel from her expression that she wanted to help, but this was over her head.
Not wanting to experience whatever security would do to me, I took a deep breath before swallowing the pills one by one. I opened my mouth for Lindsey to check after gently wiping my painted lips. Lindsey smiled brightly.
“Thank you. I know how hard that can be for some people. I want you to know that you did the right thing.” Lindsey assured me.
“Yeah whatever.” I answered.
“Ok, let’s just have you lift your shirt and remove your bra so that we can get started.”
I reluctantly pulled my shirt up and slid the bra straps off of my shoulders.
“It’ll be better if you take it off completely.” Lindsey added.
I rolled my eyes before reaching behind me. Although I’d been wearing a bra for a while now, I still struggled to remove it while seated. I stood up from my chair and spun the bra around before removing the clasps.
Sitting back in my chair, Lindsey began pulling out the breast pump and prepping it for me.
“As you can see, these new ones are really quite simple. You just need to turn it on here, then attach it to your breast. With this attachment, you can do both at the same time.” Lindsey held out the pump and two suction cups for me to grab. I meekly took them from her hand and held them in front of me.
“Ok so let’s go ahead and put the right one on first, you’ll want to make sure that you get a good suction.” Lindsey informed.
I stuck the cup to my chest and pushed firmly. Lindsey gently pulled at the cup to test its strength.
“Ok that feels good, now let’s attach the left one.” Lindsey ordered.
I followed her instruction and pushed the left cup firmly onto my chest. After checking that the left was also attached, Lindsey pressed a green button on the pump. I flinched as I felt the pumps sucking at each of my nipples.
“Whoa, that’s weird.” I exclaimed.
“Yeah, it’ll take just a little getting used to. You might also notice your nipples becoming sensitive.”
“Oh, ok.”
“So you can go ahead and go on your phone if you would like. I'll check back on you and let you know when your half hour is up.”
“Alright, what do I do afterward?”
“Well, you’ll just be hanging out until your next pump, then we’ll do this again. After your third pump, we’ll send you home.”
“So I just sit in here all day?”
“Yeah, its a pretty cush job isn’t it?” Lindsey said while giggling. “I’ll see you soon, I’ve gotta go check on some of my other patients.”
I waved to Lindsey as she stepped out the door and closed it behind her. I was left alone with two pumps sucking for milk that was not in my chest…yet.




Chapter 6

When my first pump had finished, a timer beeped to alert me. I immediately pulled at the cups to remove them, but proceeded slowly when I felt the sensitivity in my nipples. Slowly peeling each cup off, I set the pump on the table and went back on my phone. Three hours later, Lindsey knocked on the door again.
“Are you ready for the second pump?” She asked eagerly.
I sighed before nodding my head. I still didn’t understand why they thought this would work.
Lindsey grabbed the bottle of prolactin and took out the next dosage as I attached the breast pump to myself. She grabbed a cup of water and held it out for me.
“Thank you.” I said as I took the cup and pills. 
Lindsey smiled as she watched me gulp down the next dose. “After this pump, I’ll bring your lunch. We have a vegetarian dish with mushrooms, and without.”
“I guess with mushrooms?” I said.
“Ok great, I’ll be back in just a little bit.” Lindsey said as she exited the room.
I left my phone on the table as the pumps continued working. After spending nearly three hours on a screen, I felt like I needed a break. I began paying closer attention to the feelings being stimulated by the machine attached to me. It didn’t feel like milk was going to be produced anytime soon, but I was noticing greater sensitivity as time went on. I readjusted myself in my seat every few minutes as I watched the timer tick down to zero. I felt like this day could not end soon enough.
Like clockwork, the timer beeped and Lindsey returned with my steaming lunch a few moments later.
“Perfect timing!” She shouted upon entering my room. “You can go ahead and remove those while I set this here.” Lindsey said.
She set down a tray in front of me with silverware, bread, butter, and a plate full of stir fried vegetables. My mouth began watering from the aroma that overtook the room.
“This would be a good time to go over your homework.” Lindsey said while taking a seat. “During your last pump here, we’ll make sure your last dose of medication is taken, so all that you’ll really need to do is keep pumping every three hours.”
“Even at night?” I said with my mouth full of stir fired peppers, onions, and mushrooms.
“Yes at night. I know it can sound daunting at first, but it is important you keep to your schedule. If for any reason you miss a pump, you have to let us know immediately so that we can mark it on your chart. We will be able to tell if you miss your pumps so be sure to tell us before we find out, understood?"
“Mhm.” I said while covering my mouth.
“So we started your first pump at 10 a.m., then your next one was at 1 p.m., so your next one will be at 4 p.m. which means that you should pump again after you get home at 7 p.m. and continue your pumps at three hour intervals. I’ll mark your schedule down on a sheet that you can bring with you. Now do you have any questions?”
“Um…How long do I have to do this?” I asked.
“That’s really not up to me. We’ll see how you progress and I’ll let you know if I find out. Why don’t you finish your food and we can talk again in a few hours during your next pump.”
“Uh ok.” I answered.
Lindsey scampered out of the room and left me alone with my lunch. I finished my food twenty minutes later and pulled out my phone to kill the rest of the afternoon.
Eventually, 4 p.m. came and Lindsey knocked on my door again.
“Are you ready for your last pump?” She asked.
“Yeah I guess so.” I answered.
After getting myself set up again, Lindsey sat across from me at the table.
“So while you’re finishing up this last pump, do you have any questions before you go home?"
“Um, I can’t really think of anything?” I answered.
“That’s ok, you’ll have my card in your bag if you need anything, and I mean anything, just give me a call, ok?”
“Ok thank you.”
“Well then, once your pump is finished, you can leave whenever your wife gets here.”
“My wife was supposed to pick me up at 6.” I informed her.
“Oh, that’s ok, we’ll just have to keep you here until your wife has arrived.”
“It’s only a few blocks home, I can just walk.”
“I’m sorry, but without your female guardian, you cannot be out on the streets.”
“Are you serious?”
“Yeah, but you wouldn’t want to walk home in this weather anyway. And in your shoes…We’re doing you a favor.”
I sighed loudly over the sound of the breast pumps doing their work.
“We have the make, model, and license plate of your wife’s car, I’ll make sure to let you know when she is on the property.” Lindsey informed me.
“Ok whatever.” I responded.
“Alright, I’ll let you know as soon as she has arrived.” Lindsey said before stepping out of my room. I stared at the wall while the muffled sound of the breast pump continued working on me. I could not wait for this day to end.




Chapter 7

The hour leading up to 6 p.m. was the longest I had ever experienced. I had scrolled through social media for hours and exhausted all of my interest in the games that I liked to play. Eventually, I found myself staring at the wall and checking the time every five minutes.
Finally, Lindsey knocked on my door.  “I just heard that your wife is on the property, you may go home now.”
“Thank god.” I muttered as I stood up and grabbed my duffle bag.
“I will see you tomorrow.” Lindsey said with a little less enthusiasm than earlier. I could tell that the work day had taken its toll on her as well.
I followed Lindsey out and walked with her back to the main lobby. I remained quiet until we parted ways near the entrance.
“See you tomorrow.” I said in a monotone voice.
I pulled my coat tight as I stepped outside into the brisk night air. Athena was parked next to the curb on her phone. I hurried over to the passenger door and stepped inside.
“Hey hunny. How was your first day of work?” Athena asked pleasantly.
“I don’t know, I’m just kind of tired.” I responded.
“Was it that bad?” She asked.
“It wasn’t great.”
“That’s ok, I’m sure it’ll get better!”
I took a deep breath before answering, “I guess.”
Athena sighed before putting the car into drive and pulling out. She blasted the radio on our short drive as she usually did. Athena parked in the street and we headed up to our condo. I remained quiet as we passed by a few neighbors on our way up.
“So do you want to tell me about your day?” Athena asked after we stepped inside the front door.
“There’s not to much to tell, I just sat around most of the day.” I responded.
“Well did you learn about your new job?”
“Yeah, I guess that was all I did.”
“Well that’s something. Do you know your schedule or what you’re going to be doing on a daily basis?”
“Yeah, I need to go in every day at 9 a.m., but they said I’ll get to work from home eventually.”
“Oh? Well I guess that’s good you’ll get to work from home!”
“Yeah that’s true.” I said while bringing my hand to my face and rubbing my cheek.
“Are you sure there isn’t anything you want to tell me? It seems like there’s something on your mind.”
I paused for a few moments before answering her. “Yeah…No everything’s fine.”
“Ok.” She answered before making her way to the kitchen to begin prepping dinner.  As I walked to our bedroom, I noticed that it was getting close to 7. I checked around the corner and saw that Athena was occupied, so I slipped off my high heels and tip toed to the bathroom before locking the door behind me.
I pulled out the breast pump and turned the machine on. After securing each cup to my chest, I began pumping. Athena left me alone in the bathroom for most of the thirty minutes, but knocked on my door with five remaining.
“Hey Willie, dinner is almost ready!” Athena shouted.
“Alright I’ll be right there!” I responded.
“You’ve been in there a while, are you alright?”
“Yeah I’m fine, my stomach just doesn’t feel very good.”
“Ok let me know if you need anything.”
I let the pump finish before ripping off the cups. I put everything back in the duffle bag and slid it underneath the sink. After putting my bra and top back on, I walked out to the kitchen.
Although Athena made spaghetti and meatballs which I loved, I mostly picked at the food and didn’t eat much. After a quiet dinner, I helped Athena with the dishes before we retired to the bedroom. Athena went through her nightly routine as I did the same. Once we were ready for bed, we slid beneath the sheets and enjoyed some much needed time together.
Despite everything in my life making me feel like less than a man, Athena managed to bring out the last part of my masculinity. After a few years of marriage, we had learned how to push each other’s buttons and bring each other to the edge very quickly. As we played with each other beneath the sheets, she managed to bring me to the edge fairly quickly. However, I found myself unable to cross over it. After fifteen minutes, Athena had long climaxed as I kept trying to find my own.
Every time I felt like a climax was approaching, I found myself thinking about my next pump. I tried to block those thoughts from my mind, but nothing I tried was working. Eventually, I decided to cut my losses and just be happy that Athena was satisfied. We kissed each other goodnight and Athena was asleep earlier than usual.
After checking my phone, I noticed that my next pump was due. I crept to the bathroom and pulled out my equipment. Scrolling through social media, I pumped for a half an hour before setting alarms for one, four, and seven a.m. to make sure that I stayed on schedule. After rubbing my eyes, I returned to bed and strapped in for a long, sleepless night.
Athena was in a deep sleeper and managed to stay asleep through my coming and going from bed. With each pump, I felt fatigue taking a greater hold. After my 4 a.m. pump, I didn’t know if I would wake up for the next one. Thankfully, I managed to pull myself out of bed for my seven a.m. pump and keep to my schedule. Athena woke up not too long after I finished pumping in the bathroom and started her morning routine.
“Good morning. How’d you sleep?” She asked as I returned from the bathroom.
“Oh, ok I guess.” I answered.
“Well you better get ready, you don’t want to be late for work.”
“I’ve been working all night.” I muttered under my breath.
“What was that?”
“Oh nothing.”
While getting ready, I decided to pull out another button up blouse for easy access to my chest throughout the day. I paired the navy blouse with a long black skirt and leather stiletto boots. After doing my make up with Athena’s help and securing my wig in place, I joined Athena for breakfast.
Athena ate her usual yogurt and fruit while I did the same. We enjoyed another quiet breakfast before taking off for work. The butterflies and anxiety I had previously felt before leaving the condo were still present, but now it was because of the duties waiting for me at work.
After a short ride to the reintegration center, Athena dropped me off for another long day.
“Ok I’ll see you again at six!” Athena said as I stepped out.
“I can actually leave earlier now, closer to five.”
“Oh really, well I won’t be back in the area until at least 5:30, can I just pick you up then?”
“Yeah whenever you can get here.”
“Ok I’ll see you later. Have a great day!”
“Thanks…” I said before closing the car door and marching to my room.




Chapter 8

My second day of work at the reintegration center passed as slowly as the first. Lindsey was as bubbly as ever, but put on her serious face when it came time for me to take my medication. After my third thirty minute pump, I waited in my room until Athena was on site to pick me up. As soon as Lindsey gave me the ok, I raced to the exit as quick as my stiletto boots would allow me.
After hopping into the car with Athena, we made the short trip home while listening to Athena’s favorite radio station. I remained aloof with Athena regarding my day at work, because I still didn’t know how to tell her that the center was attempting to extract milk from my breasts through medication and breast pumps. I knew that I couldn’t keep this secret forever, but I couldn’t bring myself to break it to her yet.
Upon arriving at our condo building, we parked in the street and made our way up the concrete stairs to the entrance. As we walked through the front door of the building, a familiar face passed by and walked toward the street.
“Do I know her?” Athena whispered to me. Athena’s voice must’ve been loud enough for the woman to hear. The woman glanced over her shoulder at us before whipping her head back around and glaring in our direction.
“I’m sorry, do I know you.” Athena asked.
“You’ve got to be kidding me…You two seriously live here?” The woman asked abruptly.
“Yeah? Is there a problem?” Athena asked.
The woman shook her head and stormed off down the street. 
Athena and I looked at each other before shrugging and walking inside.
“Do you know who that was?” Athena asked me on our way up to our apartment.
“I don’t know, but she seemed like she was pissed at you.” I answered.
“Can you think of anyone that might not like me?” Athena asked.
A giggle escaped me before I could hold it back. Athena had made plenty of enemies throughout the years. I couldn’t begin to list all the people we’ve had a run-in with.
“Is something funny?” Athena asked looking irritated with me.
“No, it’s just…I don’t know. It could be anyone.”
“Thanks a lot.”
Athena gave me the cold shoulder as we walked into our apartment and removed our shoes. I followed Athena to the kitchen, figuring I better not let this go too long.
“I’m sorry ok. I don’t want you to be upset with me.” I said.
“Why do I feel like I’m the only one that sticks up for us. You’ve only been wearing a skirt the last couple months, but it feels like you’ve been wearing one your entire life. Don’t you ever feel like you should be the man and defend my honor?” Athena replied.
“I’m sorry. I’ve just never liked confrontations. I would prefer to just get along, you know?”
Athena bit her lip before responding, “I know, I guess I knew that when I married you, I just thought that maybe eventually you’d grow a pair.”
I hung my head in embarrassment from Athena’s comments. She could sense that I didn’t want to fight and came in close to me. She put her arms around me and gave me an embrace.
“It’s ok, I don’t want to fight either. I'll just make dinner and let you know when it’s done ok?”
“Ok. I love you.” 
“I love you too sweetie.” Athena responded.
I walked out of the kitchen and made my way to the bedroom. As I approached the door, an alarm rang on my phone, alerting me that it was time for the next pump. I rolled my eyes before sneaking to the bathroom and closing the door.  After finishing my thirty minutes of pumping, I snuck back into the bedroom and waited for Athena.
Although Athena was upset at me, she did her best to brush it off and have a pleasant dinner. She had prepared a spaghetti squash with tomato sauce that we both really enjoyed. Athena updated me on the office gossip around her work while I told her about Lindsey and Evelyn from the center.
“Oh my god, Evelyn sounds like such a bitch.” Athena blurted.
“Yeah I really didn’t like her, but I don’t have to talk to her much thankfully. Lindsey is really sweet, but she’s so bubbly that it drives me crazy sometimes.”
“Your Lindsey sounds like my Steven. He’s blonde, blue eyed, dumb as brick, and the nicest guy in the office.” Athena laughed.
“What does he do for you?” I asked.
“Oh he’s my secretary, I’ve told you about him?”
“Oh…yeah I probably forgot.” I responded.
“You’re not turning into a ditz too are you? What is it about putting men into a skirt that makes them turn into an airhead? You should come to my office and meet Steven sometime.”
I laughed uncomfortably, “uh yeah, maybe sometime.”
Athena giggled to herself before taking another bite of her meal.
After finishing our meal and doing the dishes, we made our way to the bedroom for another intimate night. To my dismay, I couldn’t manage to bring myself to a release. I’d only had the problem a hand full of times in my life, but now I was experiencing the problem seemingly daily.
Athena managed to orgasm twice in fifteen minutes which made me feel marginally better. ‘At least I could still make her happy.’ I thought to myself.  Athena slept through the night soundly as I dragged myself out of bed every three hours to perform my duty.





Chapter 9

My days started to blur together over the following weeks. Without any break from the reintegration center on the weekends, everyday felt like the beginning of a new work week. I began to forget what day it was or why it mattered. Everyday, I would get up and run through the same routine: wake up and pump, go to work and pump, come home and pump again. My entire life revolved around my developing breasts and pumping them continuously. To my shock, the effects of the daily medication started to present itself quicker than I anticipated.
I began noticing an increasing sensitivity to my chest as small mounds started to appear one month into treatment. As my breasts began filling out, I found my bra needing more room to accommodate the growing breast tissue. Exchanging my bras for new ones was a painless process at the reintegration center where I spent every day of the week. However, it was becoming increasingly difficult to keep everything a secret from Athena.
Trying to shield Athena from what was happening, I kept a bra and top on at all times around her, even when becoming intimate. I tried to find the right moment to tell her what was happening, but every time I worked up the courage to say something, my heart would beat uncontrollably and I would run out of breath. Trying to protect Athena from what I was going through, I did my best to act normal and follow our usual routines that we had developed over the years.
We continued to remain sexually active, even though I was having an increasingly difficult time climaxing. Our sex life became a routine of nightly climaxing and pleasure for Athena while I remained frustrated and longing for a release. I would pretend to orgasm every few nights to make sure Athena didn’t become concerned, but orgasming continued to feel just out of reach for myself. I just kept hoping that one night, it would finally come.
What eventually broke up the monotony of my daily routines was a change to my body that I will never forget. On April 19th, my breast began dripping milk for the first time. My mouth fell wide open as I watched white droplets appear from my nipple. Lindsey celebrated when I showed her what had happened while I panicked on the inside.
I knew with heavy doses of hormones that any man would be able to develop boobs, but I had told myself that they were crazy for thinking I could produce milk. Now I felt like the crazy one as I watched my breasts begin producing milk and increasing their supply daily. Once I was past the initial hump of producing my first milk droplets, it felt like the floodgates had opened and production began to increase rapidly.
As the weeks continued passing, I found my breasts steadily increasing their milk production and size. Three weeks after the first droplets appeared, I worked my way up to ten ounces of production in a day. After another three weeks, I began generating twenty ounces in a day. When my milk production reached twenty five ounces two weeks later, I had jumped from just under an A cup when I started to a healthy D cup.
Lindsey informed me that with my sustained levels of milk production, my transition to working at home could begin. I would keep pumping everyday, but now I would only come in on Mondays and Thursdays for observation and consultation. On my off days, I was given instructions to store my milk in a refrigerator until I brought it to Lindsey at the center.
Leading up to each pump, my breasts began to feel heavy and uncomfortable. Aching to release the milk that was inside of me, I began counting down the minutes before each scheduled pumping session during the day. When I would finish at home, I would hide the bottles of milk in the back of the refrigerator and make sure to keep them buried behind other bottles and containers so that Athena wouldn’t notice.
Although the changes to my body were incremental and it was difficult to notice anything different from day to day, the cleavage that I had developed was becoming impossible to hide from Athena. Even though she didn’t ask me about my growing chest, I found her eyes lingering on it more frequently as time passed. Something must have come over Athena when she decided to walk in on me in the bathroom one morning. As I was bent over shaving my legs in the shower, Athena walked in and pulled the shower curtain open abruptly. I couldn’t remember the last time she saw my chest without a bra and top covering it and jumped when seeing her.
“Hey, what’s going on?” I asked while standing myself upright to face her.
Athena stared at my chest unblinking.
“Are you going to the center today?” She asked in a monotone voice.
“Yeah, it’s Thursday.” I answered.
“Ok, I was just checking.” She said while looking my body from head to toe.
I began to get nervous from her silence and intent scanning, “Is everything alright?” I asked.
“Yeah, I just haven’t seen you naked in a while.” Athena said while tilting her head to the side and continuing to scan my body.
“Of course you have, we’ve been having sex like every day for five years now.”
“Yeah, I guess I just haven’t noticed…” She trailed off and began staring at my chest again.
“Haven’t noticed what?” I blurted out nervously.
Athena brought her gaze to my eyes before responding. “Uh, nothing. You better hurry up, we have to leave soon.”
Athena closed the shower curtain as abruptly as she opened it and left the bathroom.
I felt my breathing quicken as I felt anxiety rush over me. It felt obvious that Athena knew something was happening to my body, but I hadn’t explained to her what it was that was happening. I didn’t feel like I even knew what was happening as I looked over my body that had changed dramatically over the last few months.
The medication I had been on was having other affects aside from the growth of my breasts and milk production. My muscle tone had slowly but steadily shrunk in my arms, shoulders, and legs, while my hips widened and my features became much more feminine. Hair was now much thinner and more spread out around my body, but my daily shaving had mostly concealed that effect. Seeing the small changes every day, it was difficult to notice what had happened until you stood back and looked at the whole picture.
I stood in the shower for a few minutes, feeling confused and wondering what was going through Athena’s mind. I couldn’t hide the changes to my body anymore and I knew that I had to come clean with what had been going on. I just needed the right moment to break the news.
I finished washing off and stepped out of the shower to dry off. I slid into my bra and panties before working on my makeup in front of the mirror. After months of practice, I had become proficient in doing my own makeup in a natural looking appearance. The hair on top of my head had started to grow out to to my shoulders, but I still felt more comfortable with my brown curly wig to complete my look. Once I was finished in the bathroom, I tiptoed into the bedroom before picking out my outfit.
With the warm air and summer approaching, I put away my tights and leggings and started wearing the flowery dresses I had been issued. Over top of my knee length short sleeve dress, I put on a denim jacket. Although I used to leave the house comfortably without a coat on a 60 degree day, I found myself becoming cold easier now. I slipped into a pair of wedge sandals and made my way to the kitchen where Athena was waiting.
Athena had already finished half of her breakfast before I sat down next to her. She remained silent as I kept looking for the words to tell her what was on my mind. Every time I worked up the courage to bring up my job, something inside of me would hold me back. We finished our yogurt and fruit without a word being shared between us.
As we left our condo and made our way to the car, I still couldn’t work up the courage to break the silence between us. Athena dropped me off at work and forced a smile before waving goodbye. I smiled back before walking into the reintegration center.
The work day passed slowly as I counted the minutes for Athena’s return. I rehearsed my conversation with Athena in my head, explaining everything I felt from the first day of my job to when she looked at me in the shower like she didn’t even recognize me. My words felt eloquent and emotionally weighted as I thought through everything she might ask. However, when the time came for Athena to pick me up, all I could feel was a panic attack about to overtake me.
I held my stomach while slightly hunched over as I stood at the curb of the reintegration center. After Athena pulled up and parked the car, I stepped inside.
“How was your day?” Athena asked.
“It was…Good.” I responded.
Athena sighed before putting the car into drive.
Usually Athena would play the radio to and from work. But today, Athena held a somber look as she kept her hands on the wheel and eyes on the road. We arrived back at our building a few minutes later. I stepped out with my duffle bag while Athena slowly made her way out of the vehicle. We walked up the sidewalk to the front door of our building before Athena stopped abruptly.
“Oh shoot. I…I forgot…I need to run to the store. You go ahead, I’ll be back in a little bit.” Athena informed me.
“What? Are you sure you don’t want me to come with?” I asked while turning around from the door and watching Athena walk back down the sidewalk.
“Yeah, I’ll be fine. I’ll be right back.”
I dropped my duffle bag at the front entrance and followed Athena to the car.
“Athena wait…” I said.
She continued walking toward the car.
“Athena…” I said again a little louder.
She opened her door and stepped in without acknowledging me.
“Athena, wait a minute!” I yelled.
I stood at the curb and watched as she slammed her door. I crossed my arms as I watched her start the vehicle and drive off with tears running down her cheek. She didn’t have to know everything to know that I had been keeping a secret from her for far too long.
I wiped a tear from my eye as I watched Athena drive down the street without looking back. I took a deep breath and looked up to the sky, knowing that I had missed my opportunity to come clean. She had to know what was happening and I knew I had to tell her immediately when she returned. I took another deep breath before turning toward the building and walking up to the front door.
As I approached the glass door at our entrance, I noticed something strange. The duffle bag was not where I left it. I looked around the sidewalk and checked inside the door, but it was no where to be found. As I started to panic, I heard a whistle come from the stairway. The woman Athena and I ran into a few months back was holding my bag while standing halfway up the first set of stairs.
“Hey!” I yelled with my voice cracking. “Give that back.”
The woman smiled before taking off up the stairs.
I followed behind the woman as fast as I could. With my high heels and extra weight in my chest, I struggled to keep up with the woman running away from me. Crossing my arms over my chest to hold the weight from bouncing back and forth, I chased the woman down the hall of the second floor of the condo building. She opened a door halfway down the hall and smiled at me before stepping inside. I slowed down to a brisk walk as I approached the door. With my next milking almost due, my breasts were feeling extra sensitive from the pressure building up. I crossed my arms over my chest and held it tightly as I continued my pursuit.
I slowly approached the doorway and peeked into the condo. All of the lights had been turned off and I could only see the outlines of a few pieces of furniture. I took a deep breath and tip toed into the dark room. Suddenly, I heard a noise behind me and felt a thump on the back of my head. After a few painful seconds, darkness engulfed me.




Chapter 10

I awoke to a throbbing headache. My eyes felt heavy as I struggled to open them and regain consciousness. While laying on the kitchen floor of this strange woman’s condo, she stood over me with a devious grin. 
“What’s happening?” I asked while rubbing my head. I could feel a small bump underneath my wig. “Who are you?”
“I can’t believe you still don’t remember me…I’m sure that bitch you were with would remember my ‘crooked teeth’.” The woman responded.
“What?” I said while continuing to rub my head. “I don’t know what you’re…” I stopped myself mid sentence as my memory flooded back. My eyes fell wide open as I remembered our night at a steakhouse months ago.
The woman leaned down over me as I laid on the floor. “For your information, the man I was with was my gay brother and had absolutely no interest in your wife. We went out for his last night here before he was supposed to go back to LA when…” Tears began welling up in her eyes as she struggled to finish her sentence.
“Look, I’m sorry about what happened, we weren’t trying to ruin your night…” She cut me off before I could finish.
“Shut the fuck up.” She said with her temper flaring. “If we hadn’t left our dinner early, that car wouldn’t have sideswiped us, and my brother would still be alive.”
“What? Listen, I’m really sorry about your brother, we didn’t want anyone to…”
“You’re not sorry…” She said while stepping over me, “But you will be.”
As she put one foot on each side of my head, I could see up her dress and the absence of underwear. I put my hands out and tried to protest as she squatted down over my face. Her bodyweight was too much for me to fight as she sat down with her thighs on each side of my head.
“Your wife had her fun, now it’s time for mine.” She whispered down to me.
Putting my hands on her legs, I continued fighting against her and attempted to throw her off. But, the more I struggled, the tighter she clenched my head between her thighs. I began slapping her legs as I was having trouble breathing. After a few moments, she released her grip slightly and allowed some air into my nostrils.
With the fat tissue that developed and replaced my chest muscles with boobs, as well as the profound muscle loss throughout my body, I was completely helpless to this woman who was sitting on my head. She grabbed my wrists and planted them on the ground as she began rocking back and forth.
“Now listen, I’m going to enjoy this until I’m finished. The harder you fight, the harder I’ll squeeze.” She informed me. 
I was only able to get out muffled moans as a response.
I felt outside of myself as this woman had her way with me in her kitchen. There was nothing I could do to protest, and I was afraid of what she might do to me if I tried. Her thighs felt rock hard and easily held my head underneath her. If she had wanted to, she could have killed me.
I moaned and sobbed as I did what I was told by the woman on top of me. After what felt like an eternity, I could hear the woman’s breathing become heavy and an end approaching. Finally, she came to a climax and slinked off of my head.
I laid on the floor motionless as I was having trouble processing what just happened to me. Feeling a throbbing headache, a fishy taste in my mouth, and a violation of my personal space, I slowly picked myself up off the floor. Seeing my duffle bag next to the refrigerator, I picked it up and slowly made my way to the door.
“Tell your wife I said thank you!” The woman shouted at me as I opened her front door. 
Tears ran down my cheeks as I stepped out and began walking up to my condo.
I was having trouble controlling my breathing and tear ducts as I dragged my feet up the stairs. Walking down my hallway, I passed by a couple of neighbors who gave me confused looks. I stepped up to my door and opened it up to find Athena waiting in our kitchen. She still looked upset, but her countenance changed to concern quickly.
“What happened to you?” Athena asked.
I sniffled as I walked over to Athena and embraced her. I simply couldn’t get any words out.
“Willie…What’s going on? Why does your face look like that?” She asked.
I felt like a panic attack was coming and held her tight for comfort.
“Here, come sit in the living room, I’ll get you some water.”
Athena helped me to the couch in our living room and sat me down. As she filled a cup, we heard a knock on the door.
“Just sit right there, I’ll get it.”
Athena walked to our front door and swung it open. Standing in the doorway were two policebots and the woman who just violated me. The woman had tears running down her face and slowly brought her hand up to point at me. I shook with fear as I saw my oppressor standing at my door.
The two police bots marched over to me in unison and reached out their metal hands that resembled that of a human. Each bot took one of my wrists and lifted me off the couch with ease.
“Hey! What’s going on?” Athena yelled.
The police responded in a modular voice. “We’ve had a report of a disturbance at the domicile of Kate Green. Willie Smith will appear in front of a court and stand accused of rape. You may attend the sentencing in room L102 at the reintegration center.”
Athena stood baffled at the allegations while I tried to protest to no avail.
“It’s not true! She raped me! I didn’t do anything!” I yelled as they escorted me forcefully from my condo.
“Wait! Stop!” Athena yelled. The police bots stopped just outside of our door. Athena walked up to me and stood face to face.
“Willie, be honest with me. What happened.” Athena asked.
“She attacked me! I swear I didn’t do anything.” I answered.
Athena’s eyes fell from mine. Her head turned to the side as she noticed something on my chest. 
“Willie, your chest is soaked.” Athena said. She pulled at the collar of my dress and peeked down my shirt. “Willie, why the hell is there milk oozing from your breasts…”
It was well past my scheduled pump and with the altercation that just preceded, I couldn’t control my body. I began sobbing as I looked Athena in the eyes. She stepped back from me and watched as the policebots took me away.




Chapter 11

After being falsely accused of doing what had been done to me, I was escorted to a police car waiting outside of my building. The policebots secured handcuffs around my wrists before placing me in the backseat of the vehicle. The self driving car took me down the street and parked outside of the south entrance of the reintegration center where another two policebots opened my door and removed me from the vehicle. I was taken up the concrete sidewalk, through a set of automatic sliding glass doors. In the small lobby that resembled the east entrance, the policebots brought me to hallway L and escorted me down the carpeted hallway. Fifty feet down the hall, we stopped and turned to a door marked L102. The policebots opened the door and brought me inside.
I stepped into a courtroom where a panel of judges sat behind a long bench. Two policebots were stationed at each side of the bench and stood motionless. A small desk was twenty feet from the judges bench where the accused would plead their case. There was no prosecution and no defense lawyer. It was only the accused and the panel of judges.
The police bots marched me to a line that formed at the right side of the room along the wall. I stood behind two others who were also being held in place by policebots. As I stood looking around, I heard the judge in the center of the bench yell, “guilty!” before pounding their gavel. The next person accused was marched to the defense desk and was asked to plead their case.
I became nervous as I listened to the accused stumble on their words and try their best to explain themself. “I was just walking down the street when…”
One of the judges cut him off. “Without your legal guardian?”
“Yes, but she was supposed to meet me…”
“You said that you were walking on public streets without a legal guardian present when the policebots picked you up?”
“Well yes, but I was about to…”
“You realize that the charge against you is for using public streets without a legal guardian and you’ve just admitted to breaking that law.”
“I know, I was just trying to explain…”
“I’ve heard enough, you have been found guilty!” The judge in the center shouted.
“But that’s not fair!” They shouted back.
“You are hereby sentenced to one year of house arrest. If you leave your domicile for any reason, you will be subject to ten years in prison. Do you understand."
The accused shook their head yes before they were escorted out of the room.
After the next person was taken to the defense table, I became next in line. I started thinking through what I would say or how I would disprove the allegations. But, all I had was my word against hers. Surely they would have to believe me.
As another guilty verdict was given, I took a deep breath and prepared for my turn. The policebots marched me to the defense table and stood me facing the panel of judges.
“You stand accused of raping Kate Green and fleeing the scene of the crime. How do you plead?” The judge in the center asked.
“I didn’t do it. She forced herself on me.” I responded.
“Are you pleading not guilty?” The judge asked.
“I’m saying that she should be on trial, not me!”
“You must answer the question, do you plead not guilty?” The judge asked again.
“No! I didn’t do anything!” I shouted.
“Why don’t you tell us what happened in your words. We already have Mrs. Green’s statement in front of us.”
“I was walking into my condo building alone when she took my bag and ran to her condo. I followed…”
“Why were you alone. Where was your legal guardian?” One of the judges asked.
“My wife dropped me off out front and I was going back to our condo…”
“So you were in public without your legal guardian?”
“Well not really, I was at our condo building…”
“You may proceed but you are on thin ice.” The judge informed me.
I swallowed my saliva before continuing. “So, I followed her to her condo then everything went blank. I just remember waking up and her sitting on me.”
“According to Mrs. green, that was when you attacked her.” The judge in the center added.
“I didn’t attack her. I would never do that.” I responded.
“We have been seeing emotional outbreaks and aggressive behavior from those assigned male at birth. I’m not so sure you know what you are capable of…”
“You have to believe me, I didn’t do it!” I said cutting off the judge.
The judge’s face became fiery as she stared at me. 
“I could send you to prison for ten years right now, but I don’t think that would teach you the lesson that you need to learn.” The judge continued. “To teach you how to control yourself I hereby sentence you to five years of house arrest. However, for the duration of your sentence, you will be fitted and locked into a chastity belt and collar with GPS tracking. If you leave your house for any reason, other than to report to the reintegration center for work, you will be tracked down immediately and put in prison for the duration of your sentence. If you have even one slip up, I will not hesitate to bring the full force of the law down on you.” The judge ordered. “Do you understand?”
I swallowed my saliva before responding, “Yes.”
“Take him away.” The judge finished.
The police bots escorted me through a door in the back and brought me through a narrow hallway. I was taken to a small room where I was sat down in a metal chair.




Chapter 12

I was shaking as I sat with my thighs against the cold metal chair placed in the center of the ten foot by ten foot room. I faced the door we walked through while the two police bots stood in the corners behind me to my left and right. I pulled the skirt of my dress down to my knee and crossed my legs as I waited.
After a few minutes had passed, a knock on the door preceded a woman who stepped inside of the room. I remained seated as the brunette woman closed the door behind her and smiled at me. Her makeup looked natural and complimented the grey pantsuit and flat shoes that she was wearing. She was carrying what looked to be the chastity belt that the judge mentioned as well as a collar.
“I know you must be ready to get out of here, so as soon as we have you fitted into your belt and collar, you will be escorted home.” The woman said. “Go ahead and stand up and remove your underwear.”
I looked down and sighed before doing as I was ordered. I reached under my skirt and modestly pulled down my underwear so that she couldn’t see my privates under my dress.
The woman rolled her eyes before setting down the collar and holding out the the chastity belt in front of me. A loop made of leather and reinforced with steel went around the waist, while another loop made in the same manor attached at the front of the chastity belt and came down through the legs before attaching on the back of the belt. As I stepped into the leg holes, I noticed a small tube attached on the inside of the chastity belt.
As the woman pulled the chastity belt up my legs, she stopped just below my hips. I watched her hands as she lifted my dress and grabbed my most intimate of locations. My eyes went wide as she pushed my member into the chastity belt’s tube and made sure that I was firmly tucked into the tube which pulled my member down and behind me. After everything was in place, she pulled the belt up the rest of the way.
As the woman tightened the chastity belt at the waist, I could hear the inner locks clicking with each centimeter it came in. Once it was snug without digging into my skin, the woman inserted a key into the back center of the belt and turned it. My chastity belt was now frozen in its position.
I was in a daze as the the woman ran her fingers around the waist band and under loop of the chastity belt to make sure I couldn’t slip out. Feeling that everything was to her satisfaction, she grabbed the collar from the floor and opened it up. I stood motionless as she ran the collar around my neck and began tightening it. I could hear clicks from the inner locks as she fitted it snugly around my neck. The woman pulled at my collar before turning me around and inserting a key into the back of it. After turning the key, my collar would not release or tighten any further.
“Ok, how does that feel?” She asked.
“Uh…Tight?” I responded.
“Ok, but does it hurt or pinch anywhere?” She asked.
I pulled at my collar before reaching under my dress and putting my finger between the belt and my skin.
“I mean, it doesn’t really hurt I guess?” I answered.
“Ok then. As you already know, there is a tracker in the collar and the chastity belt. Both trackers are waterproof so don’t be afraid to shower or do everything you would normally do. You will need to be careful to wipe everything down and remove as much water as possible after getting wet though. If you leave it moist for too long, you may run into problems.”
“Um ok…How am I supposed to…relieve myself?” I asked meekly.
“Well, there is a hole in the back which could get messy sometimes, but you can clean it easily. And the tube you’re tucked into runs out beneath you.”
I felt underneath my dress after hearing her answer. As she stated, I could feel two openings underneath me. The first opening which was connected to the tube that my member was stuck inside was too small for my finger to fit inside, but the second opening between my cheeks felt wide enough for two to three fingers to fit through.
“If you have any questions, you can call the help line at the reintegration center. They have operators who can answer any question you might have.” The woman stated. “The bots will escort you home now.”
After the woman nodded to the bots standing in the corner, they each marched over to me in unison and stopped on my right and left. The woman attached a small chain leash to my collar and handed it to the policebot on my left.
I slid my panties back up my legs as the woman left the room. The police bots waited a few minutes before alerting me that it was time to leave. As we walked down the sidewalk outside of the south entrance, I couldn’t help but feel embarrassed that I was being escorted with a collar and leash around my neck like an animal. I hung my head and tried to ignore the people passing by.
The police bots brought me to a police car waiting at the curb and opened the door for me. After being helped into the backseat, I looked out the window through the short trip home. Upon arriving at my condo building, a policebot escorted me from the car to my front door by my chain leash. After a few knocks on the door, Athena answered.




Chapter 13

“Willie? What the hell is going on?” Athena asked.
“They put me on house arrest for few years.” I answered with the police bot still holding my chain leash.
“Do you accept Willie Smith into your domicile?” The policebot asked in a modular voice.
“Well it doesn’t seem like I have a choice.” Athena answered while taking the leash from the police bot.
“Thank you ma’am. Let us know if you have any other disturbances.” The policebot said before turning and walking down the hallway.
Although I was standing at the door of my condo, I felt like I needed permission to enter.
“Well, come on.” Athena said while motioning for me to come in.
I meekly followed her order and stepped through the door. With the leash attached to my collar, I couldn’t step more than two feet away before meeting resistance.
“Are you going to finally tell me what the hell is going on. I feel like I don’t even know who you are anymore.” Athena stated.
“I don’t know. When I look in the mirror, I don’t even recognize myself anymore.” I answered.
“I don’t either, and I know you’ve been hiding things from me for months now, and then you get hauled off by the police for raping the neighbor downstairs? Who are you!”
“I’m your husband!”
“You don’t look like it. The man I married would’ve never kept secrets from me. We used to tell each other everything and now I find out you’ve been sneaking around behind my back and altering your body without my knowledge or permission. How could you think you could get away with that and not tell me?”
“I don’t know! I wanted to tell you but I could never find the right time.”
“The right time? How about anytime over the last couple months? You could never find ‘the right time’ when we ate breakfast, drove to work, had dinner, or…made love…” Athena started to shed a tear and let go of the chain leash.
“I’m sorry! I was just so embarrassed and didn’t know what to say.”
“You don’t think I was embarrassed when I watched you get hauled away by the police in front of all our neighbors? Everyone thinks I’m married to a pervert or a slut and I don’t even know which one you are.”
“Neither!” I shouted.
“I don’t even know what to believe from you anymore. All you do is lie and keep secrets from me. If you truly loved me, you would’ve at least been honest.”
“I never meant to hurt you. I just wanted to do what I thought was best for both of us. I promise, no more secrets.”
Athena took a deep breath before responding. “Was that really milk coming from your chest?”
I paused before answering. “Yes.”
“How long has that been going on?”
“I don’t know, maybe a couple months now?”
“A couple months?” Athena asked. “What have you been doing with it?”
“I take it to the reintegration center and drop it off with Lindsey.”
“Why?”
“I don’t know?”
Athena sighed and turned away from me.
“I swear I don’t know! They don’t tell me anything. They just make sure that I’m taking my medication and make me pump every three hours. You can’t think I wanted this!”
“You seem to be enjoying your new body. I’m starting to think you like touching your own breasts more than mine.” Athena exclaimed.
“What are you talking about!” I responded.
“Whenever we make love, you’re always grabbing your breasts and holding them while I sit on top of you. I tried ignoring it for a while, but its become too obvious that you enjoy that more than anything I do for you. Do I even make you orgasm anymore?”
“What?” I said defensively.
“You heard me. When is the last time you orgasmed because of me and what I was doing to you?”
“Athena you don’t understand…”
“Answer the question.” She demanded.
“I don’t know how.”
Athena stared at me with her eyes unblinking.
“I don’t know ok.” I answered.
Athena’s face turned somber at my words.
“Ok” She responded. 
“Wait, you don’t understand…”
“I don’t understand? That’s all you keep saying. Why do you think I’m such an idiot?”
“You’re taking this the wrong way!”
“No, I’m just finally seeing who you’re turning into.”
“Athena.”
Athena walked out of the kitchen and made her way down the hallway to our bedroom. I stood motionless for a few minutes before following after her.
“Athena!” I yelled as I walked to the bedroom.
I heard the bathroom door slam across the hall. Following the noise, I walked to the bathroom door and continued pleading my case.
“Athena, please just talk to me!” I yelled.
The water began running in the bathtub with no response from Athena.
“Athena, please…”
There was no response.




Chapter 14

Athena was upset with me. Being married for over five years, I had learned how Athena would act at different stages of anger. We had our share of arguments and fights, so I knew that usually we would get out what we needed to and make up with sex later.  However, on a few occasions when Athena had become exorbitantly upset with me, she would shut me out and give me the silent treatment for days. If she didn’t want to speak, I knew that I was best to give her some personal time.
Seeing that my dress was a mess from the leaked milk, I decided to change my outfit and clean myself up. I walked into our room and peeled off my clothes. As I unclasped my bra, I began feeling intense pressure in my chest. Although I leaked some milk onto my dress, there was still much more milk stored up and waiting to be released. I had completely missed my last scheduled pump and was now coming due for my next one. I pulled out my breast pump and attached the cups to each breast. After turning on the machine, I let out a sigh of relief as pressure began relieving from my boobs.
My pumping session went over by a few minutes, but I figured that was normal considering the circumstances. As the last few drops made their way out, Athena emerged from the bathroom with a towel tied around her. I felt like a deer in the headlights watching her walk in on me while I finished my pump. I quickly undid the cups from my breasts and set them to my side.
“You don’t have to hide it anymore. I know what you’re doing.” Athena informed.
“I know, I just thought you might be weirded out.” I said while moving my eye contact to Athena’s feet.
“I thought about it for a while in the bathtub and honestly, it did weird me out at first, but you’re still my husband and I’ll…try to get used to it…”
I brought my eyes back up to Athena’s, “It took me some getting used to too, but now it mostly just feels like a chore.”
“Well I bet, how much do you have to do it?” Athena asked.
“Every three hours.”
“Every three hours? So that’s why you’ve been getting up so much at night, I just thought you were having a problem with your prostate…”
“No, everything is…fine there.” I answered hesitantly.
“Did something happen?”
I stumbled through my sentence. “No…it’s just…they locked it up in this…chastity belt thing.” 
“A what now?”
“The judge ordered that I wear a chastity belt because they think I can’t control myself.”
“That’s what you're wearing? I thought it was some weird new thick underwear or something.” Athena put her hand to my middle and felt the steel plate encasing me inside. Being my wife, she felt comfortable sliding her hand down underneath me until she felt the two holes beneath the belt.
“Do you pee and…go number two out of these?” Athena asked.
“Yeah…” I answered.
“But where is it?”
“It’s stuck in some sort of tube or something.”
Athena stared at me with her mouth open. She was having a difficult time understanding what I was telling her. Although, I was having a hard time understanding it myself.
“How long do you have to wear this for?” Athena asked.
“They said like five years…” I answered.
“Five years? You have to wear this for five years? That’s insane!”
“I know! Everything has been so fucked up recently!” I exclaimed.
“What are we supposed to…I mean, how are we supposed to…you know, do what we always do?” Athena exclaimed.
“I don’t know, I can’t really touch it or move it at all.”
“This is…just ridiculous.” Athena said while looking over and to her left. 
I could tell her mind was racing as she stood in front of me. A large part of our marriage was about to be placed on hold for five years while this chastity belt was locked onto me. I knew that I was stuck, but I wanted to do what I could for Athena. 
“We could try using…adult toys?” I suggested.
“What, you mean like a dildo?” Athena asked.
“I don’t know, if you want to.”
“I don’t know, I never really liked those…” Athena could see that I was upset and continued, “But…I guess it’s better than nothing. I’ll see if I can find something.” Athena said as she turned and sat next to me.
“Ok, I’m willing to try whatever I need to to make this work.”
Athena crawled up the bed and turned on her phone. “I’m glad hunny.”
“So are we good?” I asked.
“Yeah were good.” Athena answered.
“Good, I love you.”
“I love you too.”
After the worst day of my life, I showered before laying down and finally resting. Although my sleep was broken up by pumping every three hours, I finally felt at peace with Athena. After sharing what Kate had done to me, I felt her loving support and embrace to comfort me. I didn’t have to hide anything from my wife and I promised myself I never would again. We were both upset that Kate had abused me and made me pay the consequences for her crime, but we knew that we had to fight back in the right way.
On the following Monday, Athena took the day off of work and accompanied me to the reintegration center. Arriving at my usual room, D137, Athena stepped inside with me and waited for Lindsey. After a few minutes of waiting, Lindsey appeared in the doorway.
“Well hello, we have a visitor today?” Lindsey said.
“Hi, yeah my name is Athena, I’m Willie’s wife.” Athena started.
“Oh hi, you must be a lucky woman.” Lindsey responded.
“Yeah, the luckiest…Look, Willie was brought in the other day and they put him in this chastity belt thing and I need someone to take it off.”
“Oh, I’m sorry, that’s not my department. You would need to talk to someone else about that.”
“Well who can I talk to?” Athena asked aggressively.
“Probably someone over in the south quarters. I just deal with everything pumping and milking related.”
“Ok, well that brings me to another question, what the hell are you doing with his milk?”
“Oh, Willie didn’t tell you? It was written in his job description. He produces milk for the general public.” Lindsey informed.
“But why?”
“So we can faze out cows and save what’s left of the ozone.” Lindsey said as if Athena was crazy for asking. “You don’t watch the news much do you?”
“Not as much as I used to. I knew they were reducing the populations of cows, I just thought they figured out a substitute for the dairy they produced.”
“Well they did…” Lindsey informed.
“Yeah apparently, are we done here?” Athena asked.
“Well, usually we keep willie for the day to observe him and make sure everything is going alright, but since you’re here, we’ll let him leave early this one time.” Lindsey said.
Athena and I left the room and returned to our car. We drove around to the south entrance and found another parking spot. After walking into the south lobby, Athena started looking for someone to bring our grievances to. Although Athena was on a mission and believed that she could make things right, I did not share the same opinion. Over the last few months, I felt my will being bent constantly. I wasn’t in control of what I wore, where I could go, or what happened to my body.
Athena found a desk near the entrance and marched up to the receptionist. In my flowery dress and wedge high heel sandals, I followed behind Athena meekly. I tucked the chain leash into my dress behind me, but there was no hiding the collar around my neck.
“Hi, I wanted to talk to someone about a problem we have.” Athena said with a forced smile.
“Yes, what can I help you with?” The receptionist responded.
“My husband here was brought in and accused of something terrible. But, instead of hearing him out, they took this horrible woman’s word over his. Now he’s locked in some insane looking underwear that he’s supposed to wear for FIVE YEARS. It feels like someone made a mistake and I would like to get this resolved.” Athena said.
“I understand your concern, but unfortunately when a judge makes a ruling, it is final. If you would like to file a complaint, you can do that online on the reintegration center website.” The receptionist responded.
“I don’t want to write a fucking complaint on a website. I want to speak with someone NOW.” Athena said while raising her voice.
“I understand that you’re upset, but we have rules that we have to follow.”
“Fuck the rules, I want to speak with someone!” Athena yelled. 
“If you do not calm yourself down, I will be forced to call security.”
“The hell you are. I want to speak with someone who knows what’s going on!” Athena continued.
I pulled at Athena’s arm as I saw the receptionist reaching for her phone.
“It’s fine, you don’t need to get in trouble too.” I informed Athena.
“It’s fine? Willie, just stand up for yourself once in your life!”
“You don’t know this place like I do. This is not the time for a lesson.” I said while looking Athena in the eyes.
Athena bit her lip as she continued breathing heavily. She was still upset, but she realized that this was a dead end. Athena turned away from the receptionist’s desk and stormed out of the lobby. I followed a few steps behind her all the way to our vehicle. After a short ride home, we spent the rest of the day together in silence.




Chapter 15

Although there weren’t anymore secrets between Athena and I, sexual tension began building over the weeks following my sentencing. Athena tried to mask her frustration, but her tossing and turning in bed at night was making the problem apparent to me. When I would tap her shoulder or ask if anything was wrong, she would assure me that “everything is fine”. I knew that she was upset and wanted to make love like we used to, but there was nothing either of us could do about it.
Although Athena was having a difficult time transitioning to a sexless relationship, I found my share of difficulties as well. My sex drive was no where what it used to be with the high doses of medication, but the occasional boner that tried to pop up provided very uncomfortable with my chastity belt.
Allowing my thoughts to wander toward anything sexual was now completely off limits. However, while laying in bed and halfway between awake and asleep, my control of my thoughts was weakened. I curled up and contorted my body to try and ease the discomfort I felt when waking up in the middle of the night.
After a few weeks of built up frustration and swelling of my member, Athena brought home a large black strap on dildo after work. The first time I laid my eyes on it, I became uncomfortable. It was slightly wider than my member and at least a few inches longer. Athena looked just as uncomfortable as I was, but I could tell she was coming to the end of her ropes and had become desperate.
After an early and silent dinner, Athena washed the dishes while I performed my scheduled pump. Once the pressure was released in my chest, I went into my closet and tried to find something sexy to wear. I pulled out a black lace bra and slid it around my chest. After clasping my bra, I pulled out a short black dress that revealed most of my legs. My chest shrank slightly after my pump, but my bust was still on display under the low cut of the dress. I slipped into a pair of five inch stiletto pumps and checked myself in the mirror.
I added some extra mascara to the natural look that I wore through the day and used some brighter red lipstick on my lips. After applying some blush, I fixed my long brown curly wig. Taking a twirl in front of the mirror, I took one more look from head to heels. I looked incredibly sexy. Not as a masculine man, but as a feminine woman.
After living with the changes that had happened to my body for months, I had begun to embrace my new look. If I couldn’t pass as a man anymore, I would do my best to look as sexy as possible with what I had. I just hoped that Athena would appreciate the effort I put in.
I laid down on the bed and crossed my right leg over my left. With one hand holding the chain attached to the collar around my neck and my other hand holding my head up, I waited for Athena to find me in the bedroom. After a ten minute wait, she appeared in the bedroom doorway.
Athena was shocked with the image she saw. Her husband was done up with foundation, eye shadow, eye liner, mascara, blush, lip liner, and plenty of lipstick. My wig hair fell down to my shoulders and partially exposed breasts. My skin was hairless and smooth. The muscle that used to be present in my arms, legs, and shoulders had disappeared and now looked slender and feminine. My high heels only accentuated my feminine calves further while the bump in my middle had disappeared with the chastity belt. Athena’s jaw dropped as she stared at me on the bed.
“I figured I would dress up since we were going to try doing something tonight. Do you like it?” I asked.
“It’s…you definitely outdid yourself.” Athena responded.
I stood up from the bed and walked over to Athena. She was holding the strap on and dildo in hand as she watched me approach her.
“Do you want to lay down while I put it on?” I asked.
“Sure.” She said slowly.
I gently took the dildo from her hand and began loosening the straps for the strap on.
Athena walked over to the bed slowly and paused before sitting down. I opened up the leg holes for the strap on and held the door frame while I put one leg through at a time. After pulling the strap on up to my waist, I pulled the loops in the back and tightened it. It felt strange having an appendage hanging off my middle that wasn’t mine, but I tried my best to ignore the discomfort.
Athena sat on the bed and turned toward me. Her face began to appear even more confused as she watched me walk over while wearing the strap on that she had purchased.
“Ok, do you want to lay face down or do it like we used to?” I asked trying to remain optimistic.
“I guess, I'll just lay down.” She said as she turned and put her face in the pillow.
I helped Athena pull her pants and underwear down before crawling on top of her. Grabbing a condom from our nightstand beside the bed, I slipped the condom onto the dildo before bending down and gently guiding myself toward Athena.
“Wait, wrong spot.” She alerted.
“Oh, I’m sorry.” I replied. “I’m not used to this thing yet.”
“Yeah…” she said while taking a deep breath. 
I used my hand to guide the dildo to the right hole and began pressing forward. 
“Did you use lube?” Athena asked.
“There’s some on the condom, want me to use more?”
“Yeah please do.” Athena replied.
I reached toward the nightstand again and pulled out some water based lube. After squirting some on the dildo, I tried moving forward a third time. The dildo pressed against her and slowly made its way inside. Athena let out whines and whimpers as it slid in.
After pressing all the way inside, I slowly pulled it back out before rocking back and forth gently. Without any feeling attached to me, I did my best to mimic the motions I had made when we used to have sex. After a few minutes, I felt like I was getting back into the rhythm of it until Athena alerted me to a problem.
“Uh hunny…” She said.
“Yeah, does that feel good?” I said while still pumping back and forth.
“Well, its just that…”
“What is it?” I said while continuing.
“I think it fell out?”
I stopped rocking and looked beneath me to see the dildo laying on the bed. As I checked my harness, I saw that the loop came undone and allowed the dildo to fall off. I felt like an idiot.
“I’m sorry, I'll put it back on and try again.” I said.
“You know…it’s ok, I think that’s enough for tonight.” Athena responded.
“Are you sure, I thought we were just getting started.”
“Yeah…I just never really liked these things after experiencing the real thing.”
“I guess I understand. I just know that you’ve been frustrated with this thing I have to wear and I know I’ve been aching for a release.”
“Well we don’t have to let the whole night go to waste.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“I mean, we could switch positions.” She suggested.
“You mean like I lay down and you’re on top?”
“Yeah and I’ll wear the dildo.”
“What? But, why would we do that?” I said shocked.
“A lot of guys can cum just from anal stimulation and you have a big opening in the back of the belt.”
“Yeah but I’ve never done that before…”
“If you don’t like it we can stop. I just figured I’d suggest it since you said you were swelling up.”
“It has been really uncomfortable the last few days…” I informed.
“Here…just slide this off…”Athena said while turning over and pulling the strap on down my legs. “And lay down like I was.”
I reluctantly did as Athena suggested after she removed the strap on from me. She reattached the dildo and pulled the strap on up her legs. After pulling the straps tight and making sure the dildo was placed at Athena’s middle, she crawled on top of me and lifted my short dress.
“Here, just relax.” Athena said while squirting some lube into the opening of my chastity belt. “I’ll go extra slow for you.”
I laid with my face to my right side and my butt pointed up toward Athena. She pulled off the used condom and replaced it with a new one before guiding the dildo toward the second opening of my chastity belt. There was just enough room for it to slide through and press against my opening.
“Oh whoa! Uhhhh…” I started as the dildo began spreading my cheeks, “That’s pretty big.”
“Yeah, that’ll just make it easier for you to cum.” Athena said.
“Yeah but…Whoa!” I yelled.
“Just relax, it’s almost in.”
I swallowed the saliva in my mouth as I felt myself being penetrated for the first time. I put my face into the pillow and brought my hands underneath as I braced myself for the final push. Athena pressed herself against me until the large dildo was entirely inside of me.
“See that wasn’t so bad.” She said as she began pulling out. “Just relax, if you tense up you won’t enjoy it.”
“I don’t know if I’m…AHHHH!” I yelled as she pressed all the back in a second time. The pressure was still intense, but it subsided slightly.
Athena began rocking back and forth slowly and pressing the dildo all the way in with each push. After a couple minutes of sliding back and forth, I began feeling sensations building behind me. The pressure and discomfort that I had been feeling were disappearing and being replaced with tingles to my middle.
I began to whimper as I felt my member try to grow hard from the stimulation that I was receiving. Biting my lip, I pressed my face against the pillow and tried to ignore the discomfort coming from my middle. After a few minutes, my member quit trying to grow and began building up a release without getting hard. Athena could tell that I was starting to approach the edge and began pumping harder and faster at the sound of my moans.
My whimpers turned into screams as Athena pounded me as hard as she could manage. As my member began tensing up before an apparent explosion, I involuntarily started whining, “Harder!”. Athena obliged and used all her strength to bounce up and down against me. All at once, the release I had been waiting for had finally arrived.
I lost my breath as I felt the pulsating in my middle. Without any stimulation to my member, it was leaking its pent up juices through the tube it was stuffed into. Athena continued pumping in and out slowly as I found my breath and the last few squirts made their way out. She slid the dildo out and stood up from the bed.
I laid on the bed a few moments as I attempted to regain my composure. I felt shivers running down my spine and an aching feeling down below. I turned over to my back and sat up in bed. Looking down, I could see a puddle of white liquid that had formed beneath me. I swallowed my saliva and turned toward Athena. She stood beside the bed with the dildo pointing straight out from her.
“It looks like you enjoyed yourself.” Athena exclaimed.
“Yeah…I didn’t know I could do that.” I said.
“I didn’t know you could do that either.”
“It did feel…good.”
“Well, Obviously…” Athena added.
“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.
“Yeah kinda. I guess I wanted a release too.”
“Do you want to try again?” I asked.
“No, I’ll be ok tonight. I’m just glad you finally got to.”
“Well thank you. Maybe next time we can change positions or something?”
“Next time?” She asked.
“Well yeah, or…was this just a one time thing?” I asked.
“I guess I didn’t really think about it.”
“Oh…well, I guess you can think about it then.”
Athena undid the strap on and brought it to the bathroom. I followed behind her and washed it off before putting it away in a drawer. Athena remained quiet as she washed her face and got ready for bed. After a long day, we laid down and rested.




Chapter 16

Athena remained distant in the following weeks and kept her words select and few. I had felt relieved after what she had done for me, but as time went on, I began swelling and aching for another release. I was too embarrassed to bring up the fact that I wanted her to peg me again, so I began dropping hints subtly.
Although we weren’t talking much, I tried to start conversations and work intimacy into the dialogue. Athena stayed aloof and clammed up anytime love making was even referenced. I couldn’t be sure, but I started to think that she really disliked our last night of love making. Although I would admit that my first time with the strap on was not my best performance, I did offer to try again and work out the kinks. It was her idea to switch places which is why I didn’t understand why she wouldn’t want to try either part for a second time.
After years with Athena, I had learned to give her space when something was on her mind. So, that is what I did. As the weeks progressed and fall arrived, the weather began shifting to warm days and cool nights. With the arrival of the new season, I was issued a fall wardrobe which included tights and leggings again.
I turned in my flowery dresses and short skirts after receiving long dresses, form fitting sweater dresses, knee length skirts in muted fall colors, and long sleeve tops to match my skirts. I was able to hold on to my blouses in their white, black and dark blue colors. However, when my size changed, I had to exchange the parts of my wardrobe that didn’t fit my changing shape.
In late September after several months of pumping and milking my breasts, it felt like my boobs finally leveled off with their size. My bust filled out to a full DD cup and remained consistent throughout the month of October. My shoulder, arm, and leg muscles were long gone from what they used to be and my hips and butt had never been rounder or fuller. As my hour glass figure popped behind the outfits I wore, it became apparent that my breasts and behind had become slightly larger than Athena’s. This only heightened the tension that was building between us as Athena began making comments about my figure when I wore tighter form fitting clothes.
When I would catch Athena staring at my breasts as we ate or watching my behind sway when I walked, I would ask her what was on her mind. Her answer remained the same, “Oh nothing, I’m fine.” The perpetual silence and absence of intimacy between us was starting to get to me. In early November, I decided that it was time to spark our love life again.
While I was at home on the first Friday afternoon of November, I decided to finally do something with my hair that had grown to my upper back. I had heard Athena make comments about blondes over the years and decided to die my hair a light blonde color to surprise her. I spent the morning hours applying the bleach and die to my hair and letting it sit for forty five minutes. Once the timer was up, I rinsed the die and bleach from my hair and checked the mirror for the results.
I was shocked at my new appearance. I had been wearing a long brown curly wig exclusively for months and had grown accustomed to my look. Even at home when I knew I wouldn’t be seeing anyone else, I still did my makeup and wore my wig because it felt more comfortable than not doing so. Staring at my reflection in the mirror, I moved my head from side to side and took in the flowing blonde hair running past my shoulders.
After brushing my hair and performing my scheduled pumping session, I began focusing on my makeup. I started with the usual base layer of foundation and some light setting powder. With my base finished, I spent nearly an hour working on my eyes and creating a dark smokey look. Once I felt like it was to my satisfaction, I began applying blush lightly to my upper cheeks. To finish my look, I applied dark red lip liner and lipstick to my lips.
As the afternoon came, my next pumping session was due. I attached the cups to my breasts and did my duty while thinking about an outfit. I had a few long dresses that I hadn’t worn or shown Athena yet, and I couldn’t decide on my long red gown or my dark green mermaid dress. After going back and forth in my head for the half hour pump, I eventually landed on the long red dress that matched my nails and had a slit up the side.
I slid on a black lace bra and sheer black tights before slipping into my long red dress. I picked out a pair of red pointed toe high heel pumps before stepping into my shoes for the evening. As I stepped in front of our full length mirror, I looked over myself to make sure everything was perfect for Athena.
I pulled my hair to my right side as I looked my image up and down. As far as I could tell, everything looked in order. After double checking then triple checking my hair and makeup, I walked to the kitchen and took a seat in one of the chairs. Being that it was 5 p.m., I was expecting Athena home within the half hour.
As 5:30 came and went without Athena arriving, I started to worry. I texted Athena and asked if everything was alright, but she didn’t respond. I waited until 6 p.m. to text her again and asked when she would be home. At 6:30, she finally responded.
“I’ll be home in 15 minutes. I ran into a couple of problems at work. I’ll explain when I get home.”
I responded “Ok” and eagerly awaited her return.
Just before seven, I finally heard footsteps approaching our door. I hopped up from my chair and stood facing the front door to our condo. I put my hand on my hip and smiled as I saw Athena emerge from the door. My smile faded as I noticed another person with my wife.




Chapter 17

Athena laughed as she stepped into our condo with her friend from work, Steven. They had been joking with each other as they walked in and didn’t realize that I was waiting in the kitchen. I stared at the blonde haired, blue eyed man that was accompanying my wife and didn’t break my gaze. After they closed the door, Athena finally noticed me standing with my arms crossed over my chest.
“Oh…Hi Willie? You went all out for a day at home.” Athena said while still giggling.
“Yes, you sure make yourself look beautiful.” Steven said with an eastern European accent. 
I was dumbfounded with why her friend from work was in our place, but I tried to play it cool.
“Did you dye your hair?” Athena asked.
“Yeah, I just felt like going a little extra today…”
“I’ll say, your hair is almost as light as Steven’s.” Athena said.
“Yes, but it looks better on you.” Steven added.
“Well, thank you…” I said uncomfortably.
Although Steven was wearing a skirt and a blouse in compliance with the dress codes for males, he looked like a man’s man behind his outfit. His shoulders and chest were clearly visible through the thin white fabric while a bulge in his skirt was nothing less than obvious. Even his high heels accentuated his defined calf muscles.
Steven caught me staring at his figure and raised an eyebrow toward me. I began to feel uncomfortable and turned my attention toward Athena.
“Um hunny, can I talk to you in the bedroom for a moment?” I asked.
“Can it wait? I need to help Steven with a few things.” Athena responded.
“I guess? What do you need to help him with?” I asked.
“Just a couple bags of clothes he brought over. He’s going to be staying with us for a little while.”
“He is?” I asked.
“Yeah, his mom just died and he doesn’t have any other female relatives. If he doesn’t find a place to live, he’ll be sent to the reintegration center to live there indefinitely.” Athena informed.
“Oh, you know I work there and it’s really not that bad once you get used to it.” I explained. 
“If I am not welcome, I can go.” Steven added.
“Willie, we’re not going to let that happen to Steven. We have an extra bedroom, it’s fine.” Athena said in her serious tone.
“Can we talk about this in the bedroom?” I asked Athena.
“No, if you have anything to say about Steven, you can say it in front of him. We want to be honest remember?”
“With each other, but this seems like…” Athena cut me off in my sentence.
“You know what, I really don’t want to hear it right now. Don’t you have to go milk your breasts?” Athena asked.
My scheduled pump was due, but I didn’t appreciate her bringing it up in front of Steven like she did. I bit my lip before leaving the room. I marched to the bedroom and pulled out my pumping equipment. I was so furious that I had a hard time attaching each cup to my breasts.
“I can’t believe she asked someone to move in without asking me first. Who does she think she is? Now this strange man is going to be living here and I’m just supposed to be ok with it?”
I continued fuming to myself as I turned on my pump and began draining the milk from my breasts.
“This is ridiculous. The Athena that I know would never do something like this. I feel like I don’t even know who she is…”
After my half hour was finished, I detached the cups from my chest and put my bra and dress back in place. I fixed my chest before marching out of the bedroom and to the kitchen.
Sitting at our table, Athena and Steven were enjoying a pizza. They were laughing and joking to themselves while paying no attention to me. I finally caught Athena’s attention when I walked over and sat at the table.
“Oh hey, you can grab a piece if you want.” Athena said with her hand in front of her mouth. “You might want to grab a plate and silverware so you don’t ruin your makeup.”
“Yes, it look like you put lots of effort into pretty makeup.” Steven added.
“It’s ok, I’m not really hungry.” I answered.
“Are you sure? I know that pumping takes a lot out of you.” Athena said.
“I’m sure.” I replied abruptly.
“Ok suit yourself. Steven was just telling me about something that happened at work and it was hilarious!” Athena exclaimed.
“Oh it was nothing.” Steven said modestly.
“Oh come on, tell us again what happened.” Athena pushed.
“Ok ok.” Steven obliged. “I was taking paper to copier and making copies for Athena when Carol stopped me and asked what I was doing. I told her I was making copies like I always do. But she asked why I have so many today. I told her…because you keep being idiot.”
“Oh my god I still can’t believe you told Carol that!” Athena laughed.
“What’s wrong with carol?” I asked.
“She is such an idiot. She’s literally the reason I have to write memos to the ‘whole office’ but really they’re just for her.” Athena explained.
“Yes but they don’t want anyone to feel bad.” Steven added.
“Yeah exactly, so we have to make a million copies and put one on EVERYONE’S desk instead of just hers. I wish I could just fire her.” Athena asserted.
“That would make things easier.” Steven added.
“So you two work together a lot at the office?” I asked.
“Yeah I’ve told you this. Steven is my assistant and helps me with whatever I need.” Athena’s gaze turned seductively toward Steven as she answered me.
“Yes, she rides me hard sometimes, but she is good boss.” Steven said.
Athena and Steven’s eye contact lingered longer than what was comfortable for me. I felt like I had enough and decided to wait for Athena in our bedroom so we could talk alone.
“I’m going to turn in for tonight. Good night Steven.” I said abruptly.
“Goodnight and thank you.” Steven said.
“Goodnight Willie, I’ll see you in the morning.” Athena informed me.
“In the morning? You’re not planning on sleeping?” I asked.
“It depends on if Steven lets me.” Athena said while smiling at Steven. 
“What?” I said dumbfounded. “You’re sleeping with Steven?” 
“Yeah. And you know what, I think we’ll take our room, so you might want to spend the night in the guest bedroom.” Athena added.
“I’m not sleeping in the guest bedroom so you can bang some guy in our bed.”
“Fine, sleep on the floor in our room. Just don’t complain if it gets noisy.”
“What the hell?” I exclaimed.
“Yeah I prefer not to have audience.” Steven added.
“His dick is all locked up so he can’t do anything anyway.” Athena informed Steven.
“Oh…ok?” Steven said.
“Well now it does sound weird. Willie, you’re sleeping in the guest bedroom and that’s final.”
“Whatever, have fun with your new toy.” 
“Oh I will!” Athena yelled.




Chapter 18

Moaning and grunting could be heard across the hall from the guest bedroom where I laid. I was in such distress from how the night turned out that I hadn’t changed or cleaned my face of my makeup. As I laid on the guest bed listening to my wife experience an orgasm for the first time in months, I tried my hardest to fall asleep and make this day end.
After a long sleepless night, I awoke to the sound of crackling bacon from the kitchen. I sat up from the guest bed and made my way out to the kitchen. Standing in a nightie that barely covered anything, Steven was hard at work fixing breakfast.
“Good morning. You like eggs and bacon?” He asked.
“I’m ok, where’s Athena?” I asked.
“She’s still resting from last night.”
His words burned inside of me. I turned from Steven and walked to the bedroom Athena and I used to share.
I carefully opened the door and stepped inside. Athena was still in a light slumber, so I tip toed over to the closet with my heels in hand before carefully removing my dress. After hanging it up and putting my high heels away, I grabbed a black pencil skirt and navy blouse. Feeling chilled this morning, I decided to leave my tights on. After sliding the pencil skirt up my legs, I put on the blouse and stepped out of the closet.
As I made my way to the door, I could hear Athena rolling over and waking up.
“Willie?” She called, “is that you?”
“Yeah.” I responded.
“What are you doing?”
“I had to change and get some clothes since you kicked me out of MY room last night.”
“Yeah, I’m sorry about that. I was just going a little crazy and needed a night to clear my head. You can sleep in here again tonight.”
“Oh…ok? Does that mean you’re done with Steven?”
“Well…He doesn’t have anywhere to go and he was so good to me last night, I think I’ll let him stay in the guest bedroom since you won’t be using it."
“So…he’s just going to live here from now on?” I asked.
“Yes…” Athena responded.
“Does that mean you’re going to keep fucking him?”
“If I feel like I need to. And you have to be ok with that.” 
“I have to be ok with you fucking someone else in our bed?” I asked with my temper flaring.
“No, we’ll do it in the guest bedroom.”
“Because that makes it so much better.”
“If I’m feeling in a better mood, then maybe I’ll fuck you too. I know that’s why you got all dressed up last night.”
My lip quivered as I tried to find the words to respond. “…That was before I saw that…shithead…step through the door…”
“You do not call him that. He says nothing but nice things about you.” Athena snapped back.
“That just makes this even more fucked up. What the hell is wrong with him?”
“I think there’s something wrong with you. When you decide to get your head on straight and be civil, you can join us for breakfast.”
I stared at Athena as she walked by me out of the bedroom.
While clenching my fist and tensing my stomach, I let out a scream of frustration. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I was supposed to just accept that my wife was sleeping with someone else in our house while I waited for her in bed. How was I supposed to accept that and move on?
I paced back and forth in the bedroom as I tried to process what was happening in my head. ‘I’m on house arrest and can’t leave the condo without my legal guardian, Athena. If I leave, the police will take me to the reintegration center where I’d be stuck in some sort of prison. I can’t kick Athena out because she is the one who actually owns our place and everything in it. I am completely helpless and have no say in who lives at our place or where I sleep. At least she isn’t kicking me out of our place or even our bedroom, what else can I do but go along with it and hope that she gets bored.’
After spending some time alone, I took a deep breath and walked out to the kitchen. Athena and Steven were enjoying breakfast and offered for me to join. I accepted their request and fixed a plate of eggs and bacon. I still felt uncomfortable with the current situation, but I decided to make the best of it.
As we chatted over breakfast, I did my best to put my emotions aside and remain civil as Athena suggested.
“How do you like the eggs?” Steven asked.
“They’re actually pretty good.” I answered.
“Yes, see the trick is to cook them lightly. All you Americans overcook everything.” Steven responded. “And don’t get me started on mayonnaise.”
“Oh my god just stop.” Athena said while laughing.
“What are you talking about?” I asked.
“Steven is always giving me a hard time about how much mayo I put on my turkey sandwiches…” Athena said.
“You drink the mayonnaise!” Steven asserted.
“Do not!” Athena snapped back.
“I would actually have to side with Steven here. You do use a lot of mayonnaise.” I added.
“You guys are crazy.” Athena said defensively.
“You crazy about mayonnaise.” Steven said jokingly.
“You two enjoy the rest of your breakfast.” Athena said as she arose from the table. 
“Athena!” Steven and I yelled in unison.
We looked at each other and laughed nervously.
After breakfast, Athena helped Steven get settled into the guest bedroom. Aside from the few outfits that Steven was issued, he did not possess much. He did have his phone and computer that were provided through work and a few pictures of his family and childhood home, but that was it. Athena helped him put his pictures up to make his room feel warmer and more like home while I stayed out of his space.
We made a rule that Steven and I would stay out of the other’s bedroom while Athena would come and go freely from either. I preferred Athena stay out of Steven’s bedroom, but I knew there was nothing I could do about it. After Steven finished unpacking, Athena welcomed him to the house with a second round of love making. I did my best to ignore the cries and moans of pleasure, but it was no use in our small condo.
As I tried to block out the noises coming from my wife, my alarm alerted me to my next scheduled pump. I was almost glad to distract myself with a pump and eagerly pulled out the equipment. After attaching the cups, I turned on the machine and began draining myself of the built up milk. I began focusing on the dull noise from the breast pump and blocking everything else out around me.
After fifteen minutes of pleasure for Athena, she returned to our bedroom with me in mid pump. With her hands behind her back, she grinned while creeping toward me. She slowly pulled her hands around in front of her to reveal the dildo and strap on in hand. I became nervous as she slowly stepped into the strap on harness and began tightening it.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
“What do you think I’m doing.” Athena answered.
“Wait, I need to finish pumping first.”
“Shut up and bend over. I know you’ve been waiting for this.”




Chapter 19

After detaching the breast pump from my boobs, I could feel some milk leftover and the extra weight it provided. I slipped my black lace bra back on as Athena walked over to the side of the bed. Athena grabbed the chain leash attached to my collar and used it to pull me to my feet. I hadn’t seen her like this in years.
Athena used the leash to pull me around to the foot of the bed and pointed at it.
“Put your face down and point your ass up.” Athena ordered.
I did as she ordered and leaned over the bed. Using my hands to brace myself, I put my head on the comforter while leaving my legs straight and my butt in the air. Athena grabbed my skirt and pulled it up until my behind was revealed.
“You looked really pretty last night.” Athena said as she put a condom around the dildo. “And I loved what you did with your hair.”
“Well, thank you. It took forever.” I said with my face on the bed.
“I know, and that’s why I wanted to show my appreciation.”
Athena pressed the dildo through the opening of my chastity belt and continued applying pressure until I accepted it. I squealed as I felt the pressure behind me and tensed my butt and legs. Athena gave me a sharp slap on the cheek before grabbing my bottom and holding it with both hands.
“Don’t tense up!.” Athena ordered.
“I’m sorry, it’s just so big.” I squealed.
“Just relax.” Athena said as she finished pushing all the way in and began pulling it back out.
After the first insertion, my behind started to accept the dildo moving in and out of me. As I had experienced the first time, the pressure and discomfort in my behind began subsiding as feelings of pleasure started to build.
While Athena began rocking back and forth harder, her body began forcing mine to bounce back and forth with hers. As my torso rocked, my boobs that hadn’t finished milking started swinging with the motion. Feeling discomfort from the weight of my chest bouncing back and forth, I grabbed my chest and left my body weight on my head and neck.
“Are you playing with your chest?” Athena asked.
“They’re just sensitive.” I informed.
“Oh really?” Athena let go of my hips and reached around my torso to my chest.
As she continued pumping back and forth behind me, she slid my hands away and began caressing my boobs. The sensations from Athena’s touch sent shivers down my spine as I put my hands on the bed to brace Athena’s weight as well as mine. Her fingers ran around the curves of my bust and poked and prodded my nipples through the thin lace fabric.
As my breathing became heavier, Athena started to squeeze my chest and hold it tightly. While Athena pumped back and forth harder, she pushed and pulled at my boobs for extra leverage. The sensations running through my body started to overwhelm me as a release was now imminent.
I yelled and screamed as Athena slammed into my back end with everything she had. Clenching the sheets with my fists, I braced myself before going over the edge. With each thrust from Athena, pulses started producing white liquid that ran out of the tube of my chastity belt. Athena continued rocking back and forth slowly until the dripping ceased.
As Athena let go of my chest, I collapsed on the bed in utter bliss. I kept my eyes shut tightly as I came back from the island of pleasure I just visited. Athena stood back and admired her work. 
“Was that everything you were waiting for?” Athena asked.
“Oh my god yes.” I answered while still breathing irregularly.
“Well I’m glad. Maybe you’ll actually enjoy the new living arrangement.”
“This definitely helps.”
“Good. Steven and I are going to run out on a few errands. We’ll see you a little later ok?”
I swallowed my saliva and responded, “Ok…Thank you.”
“No problem hunny.”




Chapter 20

Although my living arrangement was not exactly what I imagined it might be a year earlier, I was starting to grow accustomed to it. Athena and I both found a way to receive the pleasure we needed while remaining together. As I started to get to know Steven, I could see why Athena enjoyed his company. He was simple and sweet. He went along with the flow and never made any trouble.
As the month of December ended, President Penelope announced that every district and every town would have a celebration on the anniversary of her first year in power. Everyone, whether living at the reintegration center or under house arrest, would be allowed to attend the festival in their town. Being that I hadn’t left my condo in months, except for work at the reintegration center, I became excited for the celebration on January 21st. Athena and Steven were not as eager to attend the festival, but they decided to go anyway. Everyone was encouraged to dress in their finest clothes available as they attended the event, but those assigned male at birth were issued a special outfit just for the occasion.
On the morning of the big event, I pulled out my dress that I had received two weeks earlier. The dress was made of white velvet and reached the floor even with five inch heels being worn. The material was form fitting to my hourglass shape and had a slit halfway up the right leg. Covering both my arms with long sleeves, the dress came up to a short turtle neck. Being that it was January, I wasn’t sure if the dress alone would keep me warm through the night, so I decided to wear my fleece lined tights underneath my dress. Pulling out a pair of five inch high heel pumps, my outfit was set.
I spent the morning hours wearing my white lace bra in front of the mirror while doing my hair and makeup. With some help from Athena, I curled my hair and put it up to match the formal look of my dress. Working on my makeup between pumps, I spent most of the morning and part of the afternoon applying and reapplying my makeup. My favorite look to go with involved a base layer of foundation and light setting powder, along with dark smokey eye makeup, blush, and dark red lipstick. I worked tirelessly to make sure that it was flawless for the big night.
Being that today was no ordinary day, Lindsey from the reintegration center gave myself and everyone else a pass on our milking schedule. We were allowed to milk however much we desired on this day only. I decided to milk as much as possible during the morning and afternoon hours leading up to the festival to make sure I felt comfortable. Once 4 p.m. came, I put the breast pump away and had Athena zip my dress up to the back of my neck. 
When I stepped in front of the mirror for my final check up, I couldn’t believe the reflection I saw. Less than a year ago, I wouldn’t have believed that this would be my image. I hadn’t been the biggest or strongest looking male, but I used to be far from a feminine female. With my round hips, full behind, DD breasts, blonde curly hair, slender arms and legs, dress, high heels, and makeup, the man I once was had vanished. The only thing left that marked me as having been assigned male at birth was securely locked up between my legs.
Athena stepped next to me and checked her hair and outfit in the mirror. She was wearing a black dress with one sleeve and a large hat on top of her head. Her dress was floor length like mine and flowed out toward the bottom. Athena kept her makeup more natural looking, but went with dark red lipstick that matched mine. As we stood in front of the mirror, I reached over and held her hand.
“You look beautiful.” I said while looking at Athena through the mirror.
“Thank you, you look beautiful yourself.” Athena replied.
“Thank you, can you see the collar and leash through the dress? I know it’s tucked in behind me but I don’t want that being the center of attention.”
“The turtle neck covers the collar pretty well and the leash is tucked into your bra so I can’t really see it.”
“Are you sure?” I asked.
“Willie, with your figure, no one is going to pay attention to a collar or leash tucked into the back of your bra.”
“Well, thank you. I just can’t stand it sometimes.”
“I know. I’m going to go check on Steven and see if he’s ready.”
“Ok, I just want to check my makeup again.” I said.
“You look great Willie. Don’t stress so much.”
I took a deep breath before turning from the mirror and making my way out to the kitchen. Athena and Steven appeared a few minutes later.
Steven was wearing a long white dress that matched mine except for the turtle neck. However, his masculine frame showed through the fabric and his bulge was as unmistakable as ever. Athena attempted to apply some makeup to Steven, but it didn’t make him look more feminine. He just looked like a man in a dress, high heels, and makeup.
Athena, Steven, and I made our way out of the condo and took our car down the street. The festival was taking place outside of the reintegration center with tents set up all around it. After finding a parking spot, we walked to the main gathering area. 




Chapter 21

As Athena, Steven, and I walked into the main square, I was shocked at how many people were in attendance. Large white tents were set up around a large center square in the reintegration center parking lot. The tents were closed in, but had entranceways leading to and from the center square. Each tent was filled with people who were enjoying food and beverages that were provided by the local city government. Heaters were placed throughout the center square and inside each of the tents. Between the great amount of heat being produced by the heaters and large crowd of people, I managed to stay warm wearing my dress and white puffy coat in the frigid night air.
Athena suggested grabbing some drinks at one of the tents which Steven and I eagerly agreed to. As we stepped inside the closest tent to us, I was amazed at how many people could be accommodated inside.  Tables and chairs were set up throughout the tent with a large bar area located on the opposite side of the entrance. We made our way to the bar and called over to one of the busy bartenders working that evening.
They were serving a few different beers, but most people were enjoying the mulled wine that was offered. Athena and I ordered a mulled wine while Steven drank one of the lagers that was available. We made our way through the tent looking for a place to sit and enjoy our beverages.
It felt like every table and chair was taken with people dressed in similar fashion to Athena, Steven, and myself. Everyone at the festival was wearing either a long white dress or long black dress while the servers and bar tenders wore a dark red blouse and skirt. As we passed by several tables, I began noticing that those assigned male at birth were wearing white while those assigned female at birth wore black.
After walking through the tent without finding a table, we decided to walk to another tent and keep looking. In the next tent over, there were still many people drinking and laughing in tables and chairs that were set up, but we were able to find a few tables sitting empty. With the large crowds of people and the noise that came with it, we were having trouble hearing each other when we spoke. Athena pointed to a table before we made our way over and sat down. As I sat in the folding chair, I looked around and marveled at what was set up.
Matching the tent we just left, the tent we were sitting in had lights that were wrapped around poles running from the ground to the top of the tent. Tables and chairs were set up throughout the tent with another bar set up in back. Each tent looked like it could hold upwards of two thousand people and maybe more if it was packed tighter. With dozens of tents set up around the center square and more places to stand and sit inside of the center square, there was plenty of room for anyone who wished to visit the festival.
As I looked outside of our tent from my seat, I could see carnival games being played across the center square as well as entertainers making their way through the crowds. After sitting for twenty minutes, I noticed food being brought out and set up on tables next to the bar area. I grabbed Athena’s attention and pointed at what was coming out. 
“Whoa, is that prime rib and turkey?” Athena yelled over the crowd noise.
“It looks like it!” I responded. “I haven’t had a steak in forever!”
“Oh let’s eat, I’m starved!” Steven added.
We made our way over to the buffet and took our place in line. After grabbing a plate and silverware, we fixed our plates full of steak, turkey, mashed potatoes, gravy, and fresh vegetables. We each grabbed a second drink before making our way back to our table and feasting.
I was careful not to ruin my makeup, but I couldn’t help getting a little messy. Meat had disappeared of the shelves for months and I was not going to let this go to waist. After finishing my plate, I joined Steven for seconds at the buffet. Eating until we couldn’t possibly have anymore, we laughed and drank the night away. 
As the evening began to wind down, an announcement was made that President Penelope would be bringing a message to the whole country. A large projector with speakers was set up against the reintegration center where everyone could see from outside of the tents. Athena, Steven, and I made our way to the center square and stood with the crowd as we awaited the message. After a few minutes, everyone quieted down as images began appearing from the projector onto the white walls of the reintegration center.
We watched as an American flag waved across the screen to the national anthem. Everyone in the crowd brought their hand to their chest as they listened and sang along to the song of our nation. At the end of the anthem, images of clean streets, laughing children, and the President hard at work flashed across the screen to patriotic music. After pictures of green fields and lush forests faded, a camera zoomed in on President Penelope sitting in the oval office.
“Good evening fellow citizens and thank you for joining me on this day of celebration. Looking back over the last year, it is difficult to put into words everything we have accomplished. From cleaner waters, forests, and streets, to the equity of pay and power between men and woman, we have put the building blocks in place to create a county that is finally fair to all of its citizens. I know this road hasn’t been easy and some of us have had to endure our share of challenges, but I assure you that progress will continue. I am honored to share with you a few stories from working people over the last year. From Sharlene in Oregon, ‘My entire life I have been overlooked for promotions by the patriarchy. Because I am a woman, I was told I am too emotional to be a manager. Thanks to the initiatives put forth by president Penelope, I have risen through the ranks and become CEO.’ From Barry in Idaho, ‘I have struggled to find a job after automation took it over. I was worried I would go hungry and lose everything. Thanks to President Penelope, I have a good paying job and a roof over my head.’ From Michelle in Pennsylvania, ‘my husband used to be the only income in our home and hold it over my head. He would monitor my credit card statements and we would fight about our budget constantly. Thanks to President Penelope, I am making more than my husband ever did and now I set the budgets for our household. We are as happy as we have ever been.’ These are just a few of the stories from citizens we’ve touched with our policies, and we hear from more everyday. In the end, what really matters are citizens like you, who I work for tirelessly everyday. It brings me joy to continue this work for the next three years and continue the fight from there. As we celebrate this historic evening, I want to leave you all with the words of my grandmother, ‘equity can only be accomplished when we all come together for the common good.’ Goodnight and thank you for joining me on this historic journey.”
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His New Toy
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing everyday for the man of your dreams? Have you ever wished that your lover would bound, gag, and completely dominate you?
Let me introduce you to a sissy that is about to explore every little sissy's dreams in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with woman, this sissy decides to branch out and look for someone who will encourage his crossdressing. The sissy not only finds someone ok with his crossdressing, but someone who encourages crossdressing daily. With a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras and panties, this sissy has everything they ever fantasized about. Follow the story as this sissy tries to break through the tough exterior of their new lover and learns what it means to be completely dominated. The sissy learns to accept chastity as well as being plugged at all times; But, the one rule that surpasses all others is submitting to complete and total feminization. Watch as the sissy becomes unrecognizable to the male that they once were and learns just how far the world of tie ups and gags can go. You may want to buckle up for this one, this sissy is about to get what she deserves.
Maid to be Mine
 
Have you dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Have you wondered how a man can go from a couch potato to the sissy maid everyone wants in their house?
Maid to be mine explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After her boyfriend tells her about his little secret, she decides to give the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns how exciting and empowering it is to have a sissy maid that cooks, cleans, and does anything she asks. Having your own sissy maid doesn't come easy though, she learns that the secret to controlling your sissy is with chastity and complete control of his body. Once he is locked away, he will do anything for one more release. Watch as this sissy learns that sissies are maid to be shared. Join this sissy as they find out just how hard it can be to serve their masters.
Sissy Maid Camp
 
Have you ever wondered about being trained as a sissy house maid? Have you fantasized about going to a camp where you're trained to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Summer Camp’ our protagonist learns exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friend’s from work, this sissy learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. While they’re at camp, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules are instilled in the sissies which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will be a sissy maid forever and there is nothing that they can do about it. Nothing is off the table when it comes to sissifying the campers, even breast augmentation. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.

Black(E)Mail
 
Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? Have you ever thought about what you would do to keep your friends and family from knowing what you look at on the internet? 
In ‘Black(E)Mail’, a sissy finds themself on the other end of a hacker who is blackmailing them. With access to their internet browsing history and webcam footage, the protagonist finds themself following orders so that their secret doesn’t come to light. Still living with his parents who are very conservative, the sissy protagonist finds himself doing increasingly strange things to keep the blackmailers happy. Having to throw out all of his underwear and begin wearing panties and a bra is only the tip of the iceberg. The protagonist soon finds himself getting waxed, having his hair, makeup, and nails done, and walking around his local mall in a dress and high heels to practice looking feminine. As the protagonist follows the orders being given to them, they can only hope that everything will work out when it is finished. Enjoy this fast paced story that takes a secretive young man and turns him into a feminized sissy. 

The Girl of His Dreams
 
Have you ever had sissy dreams when you fell asleep? Have you ever wished that those dreams of crossdressing, wearing makeup, and walking around in high heels would come true?
When a young man who is hiding the sissy inside has a strange encounter, he is told that all of his dreams will start to come true. After falling asleep and dreaming of having his nails done and painted bright pink, he wakes up to discover that his nails have become bright pink and painted in real life. When he dreams of having a large set of boobs, the dream manifests before his eyes. As the story progresses, the dreams completely feminize the young man until he is no longer recognizable as one. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight back against his female dominator. Will the sissy convince her dominatrix to reverse the changes that are happening or will the sissy have to learn how to live as the woman that they have always dreamt of being?
My Body Swap With Candi
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to swap bodies with an escort for a week? Have you wondered what it would be like to leave your male body behind and inhabit a sensual and sexy woman's body?

In 'My Body Swap with Candi', our stubborn protagonist meets up with an escort at a motel. After visiting the motel numerous times and having plenty of 'sessions' with different ladies, he meets a very special lady named Candi. As he is 'getting to know' Candi, our protagonist starts to learn that this is no ordinary girl. He believes she is becoming delirious as they make love in her room. After they finish their session, he realizes that he has made a huge mistake and tries to escape. While trying to process what just happened, the protagonist receives a phone call that will change his life. As the story unfolds, our protagonist learns that he has fallen into a situation more complex than he could possibly imagine. The protagonist's consciousness is placed into Candi's body while her consciousness inhabits his body. He must learn to follow the rules and live out Candi's life while fulfilling her duties. Will he do as he is told and return to his male body, or be stuck as Candi forever?
Cat and Mouse
 
What happens when you lock two sissies in a room together and shut off the lights? How would you react to a mob boss's daughter taking you under her wing and turning you into her personal play doll?

Let me introduce you to the next title in forced feminization stories 'Cat and Mouse.' Bona is down on his luck and has just been accused of being a rat against his mob family. Before he is "disposed of", he is taken under the wing of the mob boss's daughter. He loses all control of his body and his will as Elaina turns Bona into her little sissy play toy. Little does Bona know, he is not the only play toy that she owns. Bona has to learn to get along with his new roommate and potential lover as he is tied up and completely feminized. Follow the story as Bona is trained by this 19 year old girl and is completely humiliated in front of his old co workers and boss. Forced to wear the highest of ballet heels, Latex dresses, Makeup, collar and leash, this sissy is going to have to learn what it means to be Elaina's little sissy toy. When it comes to altering this sissy's body and chest, nothing is off the table for Elaina. Will our sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they're told, or will they try to fight and run away?
Past the Point of No Return
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be a sissy slut? Have you ever fantasized about dressing up as a sissy maid, doing your make up, wearing a wig, and high heels? Have you thought about meeting someone who would tie you up and do what they wanted with you?
In Past the Point of No Return, the main character finds out exactly what it is like to be tied up and completely changed into a feminized sissy slut. Our protagonist makes the mistake of responding to a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix. After meeting up and letting his guard down, he finds out that he can never go back to his old life again. He will now be made to wear the highest of heels, stockings, matching pink panties and bra, and form fitting latex dresses for the rest of his life. As the sissy progresses, he is hypnotized by his masters until he becomes a full fledged sissy bimbo that obeys every command. The story explores Forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, bondage, and much more. If you are still reading this and haven't been scared off, this may be the book for you.
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