
        
            
                
            
        

    
What Is A “Blue Label” Version

Introduction by Ann

Chapter One: “Female Secretary”

Chapter Two: “Back To The Mall”

Chapter Three: “Every Woman Needs A Purse”

Chapter Four: “The Salon”

Chapter Five: “The Reward”

Chapter Six: “Marcia The Secretary”

Chapter Seven: “The Visit”

Chapter Eight: “Emasculated At The Office”

Chapter Nine: “They’re Real?”

Chapter Ten: “Going Out”

Chapter Eleven: “Girl’s Night”

Chapter Twelve: “Home Again”


Obeying Cassie

Blue Label Version

Part Five

by Ann Michelle

Copyright 2025.  All rights reserved.  This book may not be used to train or populate “artificial intelligence” programs in any way.  For mature audiences only.  All characters are above the legal age.  Don’t buy or read this book if you are under the legal age or anything you see herein is illegal where you live.  Don’t try any of this at home.

Please visit my website:

www.annemichellesworld.blogspot.com


AI has no soul

AI has no passions

AI cannot understand you

It is a blender feeding you words its programmer has stolen

I do not and will never use AI.


What Is A “Blue Label” Version

—o—

As many of you know, I specialize in forced feminization fiction.  While the degree of pressure required to feminize the hero varies in each of my stories, with some going quite voluntarily and others resisting to the bitter end, as a general rule, my heroes end up getting the girl.  Or maybe, it’s more accurate to say the girl gets them.

Sometimes though, the hero should maybe get the boy instead?  Or at least, spend some time with the boys.  This is what the Blue Label Versions are about.  Blue Label Versions are stories where the hero falls for another male after being feminized or the story just involves a strong dose of male-to-male contact.  To make these stories easier to find, I’m publishing them with blue labels on the cover and the “Blue Label Version” designation.  This story deserved a blue label version.  So here it is.

This Part Five is the Blue Label Version of Part 5 of Obeying Cassie.

To read the Blue Label Version of Obeying Cassie, read the regular red label Parts One through Four and then switch over to this Blue Label Version Part Five instead of reading the red label version of Part Five.  Then finish with the Blue Label Version of Part Six.  There are no separate Blue Label versions of Parts One through Four (there is a technical reason I can’t just put out a completely separate Blue Label story or I would).  Please email me if you need an explanation. (annmichelle@ymail.com)

Enjoy!


Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Things are getting tougher for Martin, if that’s even possible.  Not only has his boss demoted him to being a secretary for all the other employees to see, but apparently she intends he dress the part too.  How’s he going to do that without telling Cassie?  At the same time, Cassie’s control and independence seem to be growing, helped along by Martin having a sitter to watch him.  Things are growing on his chest, and other regions, too.  Indeed, changes seem to be happening everywhere.  If this keeps up, there might not be much of Martin left!  Can he escape his fate?  We shall see.  Oh, and there’s a new complication... why does he keep thinking of Darren?

This is the Blue version of Part Five of the series.  By this point, you know what to expect.  But here’s a refresher:  female domination, power exchange, power exchange, power exchange, gradual feminization, panties, bras and boobs, a sitter, and a lot of women who are finding the new Martin rather entertaining.  Oh, and breasts.  This part will also begin the male-to-male contact.

I hope you enjoy the story.  As always, let me know what you think and, please, leave a review.

With love,

Ann :)

Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter

https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website


Chapter One: “Female Secretary”

—o—

A female secretary.

Female.

His boss wanted him to dress like a female secretary.

Skirts or dresses no shorter than mid-thigh.  No longer than mid-calf.  Professional blouses.  Shoes with three-inch heels or higher.  Hair.  Nails.  Jewelry.  Women’s clothes.

Martin’s mind spun as he walked through the door to their house.  He wasn’t even sure how he’d gotten home, frankly.  Everything had been a blur after his boss told him what was expected of him.  He recalled walking back to his desk.  Erin smirked at him.  Did she know?  Did they all?  Hailey smirked.  Kelli, she laughed, he thought.  Or maybe it was his imagination.  No, these women knew already and they reveled in his emasculation.

He recalled collecting his things and walking out.

A female secretary.  There was no way he could do that.

He thought of the women embarrassing him.  He thought of the smug look on Laura Smith’s face.  He’d gotten erections as they lorded their new powerful status over him too.  Miss Erin.  Miss Hailey.  Even now, the thought of those words coming from his mouth shook him but made his penis start to swell.  And they could look down on him.  Martin.  No title.  No deference.  No respect.  Miss Smith had tossed him beneath their heels and they reveled in it.  He thought of Darren.  His assistant.  His inferior.  Now his superior.  Something about that made him feel so powerless, so strangely effete; it was an odd feeling, something in his stomach.  And handing him the invoices to finish them?  Driving home how the tables had been turned.  How their power had been exchanged!  What would he say seeing Martin in a dress?  Martin’s stomach quivered again.  What would Carl do when he saw him?  He recalled the look in Erin’s eyes, the look of triumph over a former superior.

He would never be her equal again. 

Never a man again.

Laura Smith.  This was her revenge.  She wanted him emasculated, and she had done it.  What was worse?  Most men would have told her to screw herself.  They would have laughed in her face and stormed out.  What did he do?  He got hard.  Not only had she figuratively castrated him in the office, it had turned him on.

He couldn’t allow this.  There was no way he was going back dressed as a woman.

What to tell Cassie though?

He’d thought about this as best he could on the drive home.  First, he considered not telling her at all.  That held a certain appeal.  Walter would come through for him and then all of this would be over; Cassie would never know.  Of course, the potential problem there was that it might take some time.  When his paycheck stopped coming, Cassie would start asking questions.  That could be problematic.

On the other hand, he could tell her that he got laid off.  She’d been expecting that already, or at least he’d told her it might happen.  So she should accept that fairly easily.  And she knows about Walter, so she might even be patient on this.  Then he could ask her to stop all this feminization stuff to get ready to interview with Walter’s firm.  That would be good.  Of course, if she knew he was waiting on Walter, she might interject herself into that to keep him from hiding his paycheck.  Maybe it was better to tell her nothing until he spoke to Walter.

Either way, the one thing he could not do was tell her about Smith’s demand.

Maybe it was best to tell her nothing...

—o—

“What are you doing home so early?” asked Cassie as he slipped through the door.  She wore a turquoise asymmetrical dress and black pumps.  She looked very professional.

Martin froze.  He hadn’t thought of this, seeing as how his mind was awash with all the fictions he might tell and the humiliations drumming through him.  Clearly though, he could no longer say nothing.  His brain stumbled through what to say.

“I— uh— she laid me off,” he blurted out.

His course had been chosen.

“That’s outrageous,” said Cassie, though there was something “off” in her tone.  Martin wasn’t sure what it was, but there was a disconcerting disconnect between her words and her tone.  He had no choice but to ignore it.

“I know.  It’s terrible.  She laid off several people,” he said, adding to his lie to protect his ego; after all, he didn’t want it to sound like he was the only one.  “But there’s nothing we can do about it.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that.”

Martin twisted his lips.  “What, uh, what do you mean?”

Cassie shrugged her shoulders indifferently.  “There are rules on what it takes to lay someone off.  We could call a lawyer,” said Cassie.

Martin tensed up.  A lawyer would want to send a threatening letter, but there was no layoff.  He was just walking away from the job.  He would need to tell the lawyer the truth or face a debacle.  Then Cassie would know the truth... and know he’d just lied to her.

“Actually, before we go that far, I think I should call her.  Woman to woman.  Try to sort this out,” continued Cassie.

Martin’s jaw dropped.  A withering feeling came over him and he started to feel the trap he’d laid for himself closing.  He shook his head.  “I— I don’t think that will work.”

“Oh?”

Martin shook his head again.  “She’s unreasonable.  Besides, I— I wouldn’t give her the satisfaction.”

“But if there’s a chance to save your job, then I don’t see the harm in trying—”  She trained her eyes on him in a look that screamed “got you” to Martin, and she said:  “—do you?”

Martin bit his lip.  The trap had closed.  “I—”

“It sure doesn’t seem like you want me calling.  You aren’t hiding something, are you darling?”  Her tone was scrupulously innocent; that made Martin worry.  Why wasn’t she more upset, more demanding?  Did she know something?

“M— me?  No.”

“Then maybe I should call, don’t you think?  In fact, why don’t I call her now?” she said.  She started toward the phone.  Martin followed her nervously.  His was sweating.  His mouth was dry.  He was trying desperately to think of some way to stop his wife from calling his boss.

“She— she probably won’t answer.”

“There’s no harm in trying.”

Martin licked his lips.  His wife reached the phone in the living room.  She placed her hand upon the receiver.  His heart raced.  Why had he lied to his wife again?  His ego.  That was the problem.  He swallowed hard.  How was he going to get out of this?  What could he say?

“There’s nothing you need to tell me, is there?” asked Cassie.

This was his last chance, and he knew it, but he couldn’t tell his wife.  It was just too embarrassing.  Even with everything else.  This would confirm his worst fears to her.  It would confirm that she was right.  He was a sissy or something.  He knew he needed to tell her, but that fear held him back.

He slowly shook his head.

Cassie suddenly smirked.  Her smirk made Martin’s stomach fall.

“Oh, did I mention,” said Cassie almost sarcastically, “Laura Smith called.  She said to make sure you wear heels of at least three inches tomorrow when you report.  She said she’ll measure.”

Martin shattered.  He was defenseless.  “She did?” he said softly.

“Yes.  She said it’s in the dress code for secretaries.”

Martin bit his lip.  He turned bright red.  “I— well—”

Cassie folded her arms.  “Go on.”

“I’m not going,” said Martin with meek defiance.  “I’m quitting.”

“Are you really?”

Martin nodded.  “I can’t do that—  I won’t do what she wants.”

Cassie tapped her foot angrily in its black high-heeled pump.  “And what are we going to do for money?  The house payment is due soon and you know that my income isn’t enough to cover it.  Without your paycheck, we will lose the house and possibly everything else.”

“W— Walter will help.  He’ll get me that job.  Then none of this will matter.”

Cassie nodded her head.  For a tiny moment, Martin thought she was agreeing with him, but then her nod turned into a shake.  “Nice try, honey, but Walter called while you were gone too.  He said they’re hiring someone else.  So there’s no job.”

Martin stared at his wife in shock.

Cassie shook her head dismissively.  “You lied to me, Martin.  Again.  Despite that, I do want to help you out of this.  But the problem is that I don’t see a way.  We need that paycheck.  We can’t afford to have you unemployed while you look for something else.  So you have no choice but to report to work tomorrow just as Laura Smith demands.”

Martin tried to speak, but nothing came out of his mouth.  He had images of himself standing before Erin and Kelli and Hailey... and Darren in the servant dress and the slippers with a raging erection pushing out the pleated skirt of the dress.  He would be utterly humiliated!

Cassie’s tone suddenly softened, though it remained firm beneath her attempt to sooth the impact.  “I’m sorry, honey,” she said, “but until you can find another job, you’re going to be a secretary.”

Martin shuddered.

Cassie’s tone softened even more and she smiled.  “The good news is that I spoke with her and she’s agreed to keep your pay the same.  Also, I will do my best to help you be passable as a woman.  That will help.  But there’s nothing else we can do.  So get your things; we’re going back to the mall.”

Martin was too stunned to respond.

Cassie started toward the door.  “Oh, and Martin, don’t lie to me again.”

He blushed.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”


Chapter Two: “Back To The Mall”

—o—

Martin squirmed as he tried to adjust his clothes without openly doing so as they walked across the parking lot.  Specifically, he was struggling with the corset.  Cassie had put him in it when he changed.  It squeezed his torso into the feminine hourglass shape at the cost of restricting the motion of his upper body.  It also compressed his breasts and lifted them upward, giving a much stronger appearance of womanly boobs, but without providing a cup to protect his nipples.  The result was that he looked like he had enormous (to his mind) breasts topped with nipples which rubbed distractingly against his cotton dress shirt.  It was like torture and he desperately wanted to hold them to calm their aggravation, but he could not – then everyone who saw him would know.  Instead, he kept them hidden beneath his jacket and he squirmed as they walked, trying to find some way to protect his nipples and adjust the tight corset to free his waist and hips.

His shoes were a problem too.

He wore the reddish loafers.  The women’s loafers.  They fit strangely, though.  In many ways, they annoyed his feet the same way his own broken loafers had, which was odd as these were new.

“It must be the higher heels,” he told himself.  An inch could make a difference, he thought.

Either way, the rest of what he wore was fine.  On the outside, he wore gray slacks, a dark blue dress shirt and a coat that matched the slacks.  He wore no tie.  Owing to the corset, he needed to tighten his belt several more notches than normal, making it look strange – his dress shirt looked large around his lower torso too – but no one would know the reason for the poor fit.  Beneath his slacks, he wore pink panties, black stockings and a white garter belt.  No one could tell what he wore beneath either.

He knew though.  He was very conscious of all of it.

Martin and Cassie walked through the doors and about twenty feet into the mall, where Monica was waiting.  She wore gray slacks, black spikes and a pink shirt.  She smiled evilly when she saw Martin.  Cassie still wore the turquoise asymmetrical dress and black pumps.  Her sharp heels clicked seductively off the hard mall floor, reminding Martin of his own feet at home.  That added to his insecurity.

“Why is she here?” asked Martin.

“Miss Monica is here to help.  Be thankful she was free,” said Cassie.

Martin ran his tongue over his teeth.  He didn’t like Monica.

Cassie and Monica embraced.  Monica then turned to Martin and shook her head.  She snickered condescendingly.  Each tiny chortle of her snicker burned his ego.  “Hi Martin,” she said.  “Joining the working girl ranks, are you?”

“You told her?” he gasped at his wife.

“‘Her’ is ‘Miss Monica.’  Now say it again,” snapped Cassie.

Martin glared at her.

“Or would you rather I made you walk through the mall with no jacket?”

Martin winced.  His breasts were still small, but he knew they were noticeable.  Going without the jacket would be humiliating.  It was bad enough they were here for what they were here for, but to have suggestions of breasts and hard nipples showing to everyone would make this incredibly embarrassing.  It was time to surrender... again.

“Sorry.  Miss Monica,” he said.

“No more pronouns for any of us.  From now on, it’s Miss Monica, Miss Cassie, Miss Tianna, do you understand?  And I want to hear you say ‘Ma’am’ to any clerk we meet.  If I hear a pronoun, I’m going to punish you on the spot.  Don’t think I won’t either.  And don’t think I’m not still going to punish you for lying to me about your job.  That was unacceptable.  We just don’t have time right now.”

Martin winced again.  He knew this was coming too.  “Yes, Miss Cassie,” he said softly.

“I’m been too lax with you, buster.  That’s going to change,” she finished.

“Yes, Miss Cassie.”

“Now ask to your question again and do it the right way.”

Martin glanced at Monica and saw a smug look of superiority on her face.  It made his skin crawl.  “You told Miss Monica?” he asked again, fully knowing the answer.

“Of course, I told her.”

Monica chuckled an amused chuckle.  “Demotion from manager to secretary, Martin?  And having a female dress code imposed?  Tsk, tsk,” she said chidingly.  It made Martin feel foolish.

“It happens,” said Martin sourly.

“I’m sure,” said Monica with a condescending laugh.

“So what I’m thinking,” said Cassie, returning to their purpose for being here, “is that we get him two outfits.  That will cover the rest of the week.  Then we can get the rest later in the week.”

“The ‘rest’?” asked Martin.

“Yes, Martin the rest.”  She didn’t explain.  She turned back to Monica.  “Let’s start over there.  There’s a suit shop.  They should have something for an eager young secretary, don’t you think?”

“I’m not an eager young anything,” protested Martin.

“But you are a secretary,” chuckled Monica.

Martin blushed.

Cassie started toward the store.  Martin and Monica followed.  As they approached, Martin noticed that the store was mercifully empty except for the single clerk.  He hoped they could go in, buy whatever it was they needed and leave without incident.

“Can I help you?” asked the young woman who greeted them at the door.

“We’re just looking,” said Cassie politely.

Cassie led Martin to a display of women’s suits.  Monica followed with a smirk upon her lips.  “I’ve never taken a man shopping for women’s clothes before,” she chuckled.

“I have,” said Cassie with a smile.

Martin shrank.  He wanted to flee the store and the mall, but he had no choice.  This was a mess he could not escape – or at least he hadn’t figured out a way to escape yet, so he would need to go along with it.  Besides, it was Cassie’s decision, whether he liked it or not.  Still, it was humiliating.  He must have been the only man ever whose wife took him shopping for women’s clothes, he thought, and that was emasculating.  Worse, he could tell that Cassie was actually enjoying this, not to mention Monica who was getting a kick out of it at his expense.

“Look at this, honey,” said Cassie, her face lighting up.

Cassie picked up a suit with a two-button jacket.  The suit was a brown tweed skirt suit with narrow lapels, the material had hints of yellow and orange in it making it a warm, feminine color.  The material was rich and heavy.  The buttons were a sort of brown-tinted mother-of-pearl.  They were large compared to those on men’s suits.  There were smaller buttons on the sleeves.  The skirt was short, not quite a mini but not much more, with knife-pleats.  It looked flirty and kind of cute.

“Can’t we get pants?” asked Martin nervously.

“The dress code doesn’t allow pants,” said Cassie.

Martin twisted his lips.  “Isn’t this too short?”

“It’s in line with the dress code.”

“But can’t we get something longer?”

Cassie snickered.  “I think you’ll look great in it.”

Martin licked his lips.  He would rather have worn an ankle skirt if he could, but it was clear Cassie had no interest in that, and she was the one calling the shots.  Unfortunately, to him, the skirt looked a little too feminine... too flirty... too slutty.  “How about something more professional?” he suggested.

“Professional?”

“Conservative.”

“You’re a secretary, darling, not an executive.  Secretaries don’t dress conservatively like executives.  Low-cut blouses, short skirts, open shoes:  it’s expected that they show some leg and some cleavage.  There’s a little sexy in every good secretary.  It comes with the position.”

“But that much?”  He pointed to the short, flirty skirt.

Cassie grinned happily.  “You’ll fit right in as a secretary.  Besides,” she added breathlessly and she leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek, “I like my husband looking hot.”

Martin bit his tongue.  “That’s not comforting,” he grumbled to himself.

“We’ll try this one on,” said Cassie.

At the same time, Monica came with a dress and two suits.  The suits were lilac and pink.  The dress was burgundy with a short mermaid skirt which flared out starting just above the knees into a ruffled hem, ending just below the knees.  Above it hugged the wearer’s shape tightly.  One suit had a pegged skirt which stopped tightly around the knees and the other had a leather pencil skirt, something Martin was rather familiar with, though he’d never worn one in leather.  None of these would grant him much mobility, he thought.

“Those will be too hard to wear,” he complained.

“I think they’re gorgeous,” said Cassie right away, dismissing his concerns.  She smiled coyly.  “Besides, it might be kind of exciting to think of you tottering around in these.”

To his surprise, Martin felt a moment of arousal and his penis started to grow.  Now was not the time for that, he told himself, and he tried to concentrate to keep his penis from growing any further.  It failed.  It grew.  A tiny bulge appeared in his slacks... and then a bigger bulge.

He blushed.

Meanwhile, Cassie found the clerk and asked to use the dressing room.  The woman agreed and unlocked the dressing room for her.  Cassie then bade Martin to follow her, which brought an odd look from the woman, which made Martin cast his eyes to the ground embarrassingly.  Did she know these were for him, he wondered?  No, how could she?  Well, why else would a man go into a woman’s dressing room?  Perhaps to see what his wife wore?

Sure... that was it.

He blushed even more.

Cassie led Martin into the stall and closed the door behind them.  She hung the suits and the dress on the pegs supplied as Monica continued to roam the store.  She took the tweed suit from the peg.

“Why are we here?” asked Martin suspiciously.

Cassie laughed.  “I think that’s obvious, darling.  Strip.”

Martin furrowed his brow.  “Strip?!”

“Yes.  You need to try these on.”

“You want me to try them on?!  Here?!”

“Where else would you try them on?” chuckled Cassie.

“At home.”

Cassie shook her head.  “Oh no.  We don’t have time for that.  We can’t take them home, hope they fit, and then exchange them if they don’t.  You need this in the morning.  We need to know now.”

Martin bit his lip.  There was logic to this.  And they were in a closed dressing room.  No one would see him.  Still, the idea of trying on women’s clothes in public made him very, very nervous, even if this “public” was private.  She was right though.  Martin licked his lips nervously and slowly stripped down to his panties, stockings, garter belt and the corset.

Cassie handed him the short tweed skirt.  It had a side zipper.

“Try this one first,” she said.

Martin’s heart beat faster.  What if the clerk asked what they were doing?  What if another customer broke in on them?  He forced down his fears and took the skirt from his wife.

“Do you know the best part of this?” she asked.

Martin raised an eyebrow.  There was a best part?

“You can dress like this all the time from now on,” continued Cassie, “since you don’t need to go back to boy clothes to go to work.  That means we can let your hair grow out and style it.  We can let your nails grow.  We can get you a whole new wardrobe.”

Martin’s face showed a building terror.  “But— but what about when we go out?”

“You’ll go out as a woman.”

Martin shook his head anxiously.  “I can’t—”

“Sure you can, darling.  You’re practically one now.”  She cupped his breast as she said this.

“I want to be a man still.”

Cassie smiled kindly and pecked him on the cheek.  “I know you do, darling,” she said in a tone lightly dismissive his desires without actually saying a word.  “Not put on the skirt.  Let’s make sure it fits.”

Martin’s skin crawled.  Was she serious?  She wanted him to dress like a woman all the time?  She couldn’t mean it, could she?  All the time?  It seemed impossible.  But now was not the time to address this, not half-naked and feminized in a dressing room at the mall.  He bit his lip anxiously and refocused on the skirt.  Slowly, he lifted his foot and slipped it through the top of the short skirt.  Then he stepped the other foot into it as well.  He pulled the skirt up to his waist.  It hugged his hips tightly, but below that, it was open and airy.  In fact, it gave him the naughty sensation that he was naked from the hips down.

Interestingly, as Martin pulled the skirt up his legs, Cassie noticed that he stood on his toes.  She didn’t know if he knew that, but she did.  She smirked to herself.  It was really working!

“High heels forever, darling,” she thought excitedly.

Martin blushed, seeing himself in the mirror.  The skirt was girlish despite its staid fabric and the fact it was meant as part of a suit.  Honestly, it was kind of flirty – girly, an exciting skirt.  It was the kind of skirt that would have caught his eye and made him hard.

Cassie smiled.  “That’s really cute!”

Martin blushed.

Cassie ran her fingers down his rear to the end of the pleats, where she rubbed the material between her fingers.  Somehow, the motion excited Martin and he started to grow hard.  Martin tried to think of something to stop the process, but it was too late... or too hopeless.  His penis grew and grew until it pushed out his panties and then the pleats in the front.

Cassie saw his erection and pursed her lips.  “That’s a problem.”

Martin shrank.  It was.

“If you do that,” she continued, “everyone will see it.  You’ll never pass that way.  And I imagine it would be pretty embarrassing for everyone to know you’re hard.  Make it go down.”

Martin glared at his wife.  “I can’t do that.”

“There must be some way.”

“It has a mind of its own.”

“What if you wore it out?” said Cassie.

“Wear it out?” repeated Martin skeptically.

“Yeah,” said Cassie and she jammed her hand beneath the short skirt and into his panties, where she grabbed his erection.  She started stroking it.  Martin was in shock at the speed of her motions and the invasiveness of her actions.  He reached down to stop her, but she slapped his hands away with her free hand and kept stroking him fast and hard.  Martin’s penis responded instantly.

He felt deeply embarrassed.  “What are you doing?” he asked through a significant blush.

“Trying to wear it out.”

“It doesn’t—”

Cassie put her finger to his lips to stop him.  “Shhh.  Let’s see if this works,” said Cassie.  She stroked a little faster.

“What are you two doing in there?” asked Monica from outside the door.

“Something’s, uh, come up,” said Cassie.

“Let me in.”

Martin shook his head desperately at his wife; he didn’t want Monica seeing this.  She opened the door, however, and Monica slipped into the changing room.  She glanced down, saw Cassie’s hand stroking furiously beneath the skirt, and giggled.

“‘Up’ is one word for it,” she said.

“We have to find a way to make it go soft again because he can’t really walk around like this.”

“I can get you pills for that,” said Monica.

Cassie raised an eyebrow.  “Really?”

Martin looked horrified.

Monica nodded.  She couldn’t take her eyes off her friend jerking off her husband in the skirt.  This was a fascinating sight.  It wasn’t even the arousal that caught her eye so much as the sheer display of control.  “Or we could snip him,” she continued wryly.

“Don’t you dare,” gasped Martin.

“Be quiet, dear.  Focus on coming,” said Cassie.  She turned her attention back to Monica.  “That does seem a little aggressive.  Let’s leave that as a last resort.”

“Cassie!”

Cassie raised an eyebrow at her husband and squeezed really hard, making her husband wince.

“Sorry.  Miss Cassie,” he said.  “But you can’t do that.”

“Why not?  They aren’t any use to you at this point, and all they’re doing is getting in the way,” she said.  She turned back to Monica.  “What about the pills?  What do they do?”

“There are different types.  Some female hormones can cause impotence.”

Martin shuddered at the word.

Cassie giggled.  She slowed her stroking and leaned in to kiss her husband.  Then she whispered in his ear:  “Would you like that, darling?  We give you a pill and you can’t get it up.  Imagine the fun we could have... me teasing you... and you can’t respond.  I’ll bet that would turn you on.”  It would turn her on too, she realized.  The teasing grin on her face glowed with mischievousness.

In a case of unfortunate timing, or perhaps something else, Martin realized that his penis had suddenly jumped to the edge of coming.  He clenched his fists tightly.  He held his breath.  His body shook.  And then his penis thrust into his wife’s hand.  It shot out load after load of hot, sticky come into her hand and his panties.

“I guess you like the idea,” said Cassie with a chuckle.

Martin turned bright red.  “I do not!” he gasped.

Cassie pulled her hand from his panties and from beneath the skirt.  She showed him her wet palm.  “Apparently, you do.”  She looked down now at the suit with traces of his come on it and chuckled.  “I guess we’ll have to take the suit now.  Good thing it fits.”

Then she smirked at his deflating erection.

“And like I thought, look what isn’t a problem anymore.”

Martin turned bright red.


Chapter Three: “Every Woman Needs A Purse”

—o—

“That was embarrassing,” said Martin as they left the suit shop and started down the hallway.

“It all happened in a dressing room,” laughed Cassie.  “No one saw.”

“Monica saw.”

“Yes, I did,” laughed Monica.

“It’s Miss Monica, darling, and that will be one hour in the corner,” said Cassie.

“For what?” demanded Martin.

“For failing to use her proper title of respect: Miss.  And I’m going to double it for your tone,” said Cassie.  “As for Monica, she’s allowed to see.  She’s your Mistress just like I am.”  She pointed toward a shop.  “That’s what we need next.”

Martin followed her finger.  She was pointing toward a purse shop.

“No way!” he gasped.  “I’m not carrying a purse.”

“Yes, you are.”

“I don’t need a purse!”

“All women need purses.  Now come along.”

A few steps later, they entered the shop.  It had a pleasant smell of leather and perfume.  The walls were lined with purses, bags, eyeglass cases, and wallets, as were the displays.  Some of these were for men, but mostly the store served women.

Cassie and Monica immediately spread out around the store as Martin hovered nervously in the middle, trying to look like he wasn’t a man in a purse store.  The two women grabbed any number of purses and started examining them.  As Martin waited, the clerk came to him.  She was an attractive middle-aged woman.

“Looking for something for your wife?” she asked.

Martin bit his lip.  What should he say?  He couldn’t tell the truth, that they were looking for him, but would Cassie be upset if he lied?  Her admonition not to lie again came to mind.

“Sort of,” he said noncommittally.  He prayed the woman didn’t follow-up.

“These are gorgeous,” said the woman and she steered him toward a selection of expensive designer purses on a tasteful display.  “They are a little pricey, but any woman would be proud to own one of these.”

Martin bit his lip.  “I’m sure.”

“Sir could always surprise his wife.”

Martin bit his lip harder.  “I— I think I’ll let her decide.”

“A wise choice.  But should you need a recommendation of which your wife will approve, these will always be appreciated.”

Martin nodded his head.  Then the woman slowly retreated to her counter.  He wondered what she would say if she knew that not only was the purse they were seeking for him, but he could buy nothing without his wife’s approval.  As he pondered this, Cassie neared.  She was holding several purses.  She held up a saggy brown leather bag with a strap toward his body.

Martin blushed and squirmed uncomfortably, knowing the woman was watching.

“Is our Marcia a hobo bag kind of girl?” asked Cassie.

Cassie eyed him, turning her head left and right and from an angle, before setting that purse on a convenient shelf and holding up what looked to be a brown briefcase with a thin strap.

“Or is she a messenger girl?” she giggled.

She was very excited.

Martin blushed.  He pushed the bag away and glanced around nervously for the clerk.  She was watching, though she tried to look as if she wasn’t.  “She is neither,” whispered Martin aggressively.

Cassie laughed.  “Don’t be a sourpuss, darling.  Get into the spirit.”

Then she thrust a quilted bag shaped like a large upside down, partially-open book into his hands.  It had a short strap which stood on its own and would just barely fit over his arm, but not up to his shoulder with any comfort.  Martin turned bright red at the realization he was holding a purse!

His penis shot through the roof!

Martin tried to hand it back to his wife, but she had stepped away to examine him from several paces back.  His frantic motions drew the attention of the clerk.  He suddenly filled with shame.  This would have been embarrassing at the best of times – men do not hold women’s purses, everyone knows that! – but this was instantly worse with him wearing the panties and corset beneath his clothes... and knowing this purse, or whichever they chose, was destined for him.

His mouth went dry.  “I— I don’t want a purse.”

“All women carry purses, darling.  You might want to accept that because you’re not avoiding it.”

“But Miss Cassie!”

“No, Martin, that’s how it’s going to be.”  She paused and raised an eyebrow when he didn’t answer.

Martin turned bright, bright red.  “But— but I’m Marcia, Miss Cassie,” he said in a humiliatingly girlish voice.  As he did, weakness spread over his body like a cold fever, making him shudder.  Then he did the required giggle.

“That’s just precious,” laughed Monica.

Martin shrank.

“Sometimes, Martin forgets himself,” said Cassie, “and he needs a reminder.”  She glanced at Monica’s hands.  “That’s it!” she exclaimed suddenly.

Cassie took the purse from Monica’s hand.  Martin withered when he saw it.  It was a patent black half-moon bag shaped like the bottom half of a circle with a flat top and a leather strap from which it hangs.  A golden buckle clasped the purse shut at the top.  There was no chance anyone would see this as anything other than a woman’s purse.  The messenger bag could perhaps have passed as a soft briefcase.  The hobo bag might have passed for a leather tote... if you tried to see it that way.  But this?  This was as bad as the classic handbag he still held, only more stylish.

He was doomed.

“That is so perfect for you!” gushed Cassie.

Martin turned bright red and squirmed.  “Miss Cassie, please.”

“No, Marcia, this purse is perfect.”

“But it’s going to be so embarrassing to carry a purse!  And this one— this is too feminine!”

“There’s no such thing as ‘too feminine’ when you’re a woman, darling.”

“But they know I’m not.  They’ll know I’m a man!”

“At work, yes, but no one else,” said Cassie.

Martin raised an eyebrow.  His danger sensor went off.  What did she mean?  What was there beside work?  He licked his lips nervously.  “What— what do you mean ‘no one’ else?  Who else is going to see me with it?”

Cassie rolled her eyes.  “Oh Marcia.  You still don’t get it, do you?  Now that you’re going to be a woman at work, we can make the transition full time.”

“Wh— what?”

“Think about it, darling.  To make you fit in, we need to do something about your hair and nails.  You can’t just take that off when you come home and we want to run to the store or something.  From now on, you need to live as Marcia full time.”

Martin shuddered and became dizzy.  He would need to live as a woman full time?  All the time?  He couldn’t be a woman all the time!  What would happen to his manhood?  What if people spotted him?  What about— what about their friends?  A chill passed over him.

“I— I can’t,” he said.

“You don’t have a choice.”

“You’re— you’re going to make me?”

Cassie let out a disbelieving laugh.  “No, Martin, but—  All right, darling.  I’ll tell you what.  I’ll take you out for dinner tomorrow night and you can decide if you want to go as Marcia or as Martin.  Agreed?”

Martin furrowed his brow.  That choice was easy.  “Agreed.”

“Good, now let’s pay for your new purse.  We have one more thing we need to do.”

With that Cassie took the purse and went to the counter.  She handed it to the woman, who told her it was an excellent choice and it would look good on her.  Cassie paid for it, again sending a hint of inferiority mixed with jealousy down Martin’s spine at seeing her freedom.  What’s more, the woman shot him a glance which said, “oh, your wife is paying... I wonder why?”  That made him blush.  He suddenly felt economically impotent again.

Meanwhile, Cassie took the purse and she turned to Martin.  “One more stop and then we’ll go home,” she said.  She held out the purse.

Martin stared at it as if it were a burning log.

“Your purse, darling,” she said.

“Miss Cassie,” he whispered.

“Your purse.”

Martin shuddered with humiliation.  He glanced at the woman whose eyebrow had shot up.  A stern look appeared upon her face.  She let out a sharp single laugh.  She had the measure of this “man” now.  Martin, seeing it was hopeless to say anything, took the purse from his wife.

His penis was rock hard.

—o—

“Put the purse over your shoulder, darling,” said Cassie.  She moved ahead as Martin slowed to a disturbed crawl.  She wanted him to carry it like a woman?  A purse?  In public?  Dressed like a man?  Monica came up next to him.

“I can’t carry this,” said Martin nervously.

“It is your purse,” said Monica.

“But I don’t want everyone thinking that!”

“Don’t worry.  They won’t.”

Martin raised a confused eyebrow.  “They won’t?”

Monica smirked slyly.  “No, they’ll just think you’re a eunuch husband who carries his wife’s purse.”

Martin winced.  That was almost worse.

“Here we are,” announced Cassie from ahead.

Martin looked up.  He saw an ice cream shop.  But then he realized, she meant the shop next to it.  Next to the ice cream shop stood a stylish, modern salon... for women.  Girly women.  This was bad.

“What— what are we doing here?” asked Martin cautiously.  His feet seemed stuck to the ground outside the shop.

“I told you.”

Martin shook his head.

“Sorry, honey, but this is unavoidable,” said Cassie.  “I can’t style your hair in any way that will look feminine.  It’s time to call in the pros.”

An icy chill came over Martin as he realized his wife intended for him to get a feminine hair style in this ladies salon.  He glanced down at the jacket and slacks he wore.  He shook his head.  They would know he was a man!

“I can’t go in there dressed like this!” he gasped.

“How would you prefer to be dressed?” said Cassie almost snidely.

“Something that doesn’t tell them I’m a man!”

“How?  Your head gives you away no matter what you’re wearing.  Now, we could go to the ladies room and you can slip into the dress we bought, but you’ll look like a man in a dress.  Or you can go in there and you’ll look like a man.  Either way, they’ll know.  There’s no avoiding it.”

“How about we don’t do it at all?”

“And go to work tomorrow in a dress and high heels with your own face and hair?  You’re going to look ridiculous.  At least, if you look like a woman, they won’t be able to say anything about that.  Sure, they might smirk that you were demoted and look at how you’re dressed, but you won’t be a laughingstock for how you look.  Not to mention, do you think Smith is going to like you coming half and half?  She’s trying to embarrass you, remember; turn the tables, show her you can be a woman and she can’t get to you.  Trust me on this, you looking like a woman will frustrate her plan.”

Martin bit his lip.  She made good points, but it was so hard to accept.  The idea of being seen dressed as a woman by all these people who knew him was just incredibly intimidating, but it would be easier than looking like a man jammed into a dress.  What’s more, she was probably right that if he looked the part, that was like a thumb in the eye to Miss Smith, who hoped to embarrass him by making him show up looking foolish and uncomfortable.

“The choice is yours, honey,” said Cassie.

Martin licked his lips nervously.  He knew the answer.  Slowly, he nodded.

Cassie leaned in and kissed him.  “Good girl.”


Chapter Four: “The Salon”

—o—

Martin was terrified, not at what the woman was thinking – though she clearly was not pleased to find a man in her chair – but at what they were about to reveal to her.  What would Cassie tell her?  Cassie told the woman who sold them the pencil skirt nothing.  She let the woman’s imagination fill in the details.  She’d told the two girls at the shoe store this was for a costume party.  All three ended up knowing – or guessing.  Each instance had been embarrassing.  Yet, each instance had been thrilling too.  That thrill seemed to lie within the barrier of ambiguity.  It let him lie to himself that they didn’t really know, and that saved his ego at the same time it erotically tortured it.  This— this might be a closer call, he realized nervously.  There really was no way to ask for a feminine hairstyle without giving away the secret.  Still, maybe Cassie could find a way to maintain the ambiguity.

He sat down in the chair.

The woman threw a pink smock over him and let it drift down onto his body on a cloud of perfumed air.  He saw bumps rise through the smock as it settled, gentle sloping hills.  On his chest.  Telling mounds.  Indeed, he’d hung his jacket up, leaving only his thin dress shirt to hide his breasts and nipples.  He could see their shapes through the shirt.  Now he saw impressions of them through the smock.  Did the woman see them?  Did she recognize them?

His heart beat a little faster.

“What can I do for you?” asked the woman indifferently.

Martin bit his lip.  He didn’t know what to say, so he waited for Cassie to speak.  He hoped his wife came up with something good.  He felt the nervous tension building.  This was surprisingly difficult.

“My husband,” started Cassie, “will be living as a woman for a bit and we need something done with his hair to help him look feminine.”

Martin’s jaw positively dropped.

His wife just told this woman that he was going to dress like a woman!  That is what he heard, right?  There was no pretense of a costume party.  No suggestion of a joke.  No barrier of ambiguity.  There was nothing to hide behind at all.  This woman now knew.  The end.  Martin cringed at how exposed he suddenly felt.  It was an amazingly uncomfortable feeling actually.  He was naked for the world to see... figuratively, of course, but that’s how he felt: pantied and displayed.

He froze in vulnerability.

The woman raised an eyebrow.  Martin followed it anxiously, waiting for more.  His very ego seemed to depend on her now.  Would she accept him?  Would she reject him?  Would she do something in between?  It was amazing how much her approval suddenly mattered to him.

She scoffed.

Martin winced on the inside.  His ego dangled by a thread.  He bit his lip and waited for the verdict.

“Sir is going to dress like a woman?” she laughed condescendingly.

Martin shrank, almost literally.  He burned with shame.

“I see,” she said, her tone disdainful.

Humiliation filled Martin.  Worse, helplessness filled him.  His stomach tied in knots.

“What we need is something to help him pass,” continued Cassie.  “I know his hair is not ideal, but we need a cut that will at least give him an androgynous sense so people don’t look at him and instantly decide he’s a man.  Can you do that?”

The woman, the stylist, glanced haughtily at him.  “His hair is very short.”

“You can’t do it then,” said Cassie dismissively.

“I didn’t say that,” said the stylist.

She ran her fingers through his hair.  They had long red nails.  She pulled his hair to one side and then the other.  She seemed to imagine the possibilities.  As she did, an evil smirk crossed her lips.  Martin could almost read her thoughts in her expression:  she had a man in her grasp now, a presumptuous one, one who dared to think he could pretend to be a woman... she was going to enjoy taking away his manhood.  He swallowed hard.  At the same time though, his penis grew, slowly tenting up the smock, creating a third mound.  The woman noticed and smirked even more sadistically; yes, she would enjoy this.  Martin shrank even more.  Pre-come poured out of his throbbing penis.  Finally, she pulled her fingers away.

“I can do it,” said the stylist.

Cassie smiled.  “That’s great!”

“I’ll give sir a Pixie cut.”  She put a sort of sharp, sarcastic punch on the word “sir” that made it come across like “this sissy boy.”  She continued.  “Short, flirty, playful and feminine.  It will work.  And the more it grows out, the more feminine it will look.”

Martin started to panic; what about when he wanted to appear as a man again?  “Can’t we just get a wig?” he asked nervously.

“A wig will never work,” said Cassie.

“But if I need to go on an interview or something as man—” said Martin.

“Sir can brush this back for a more masculine look if needed,” responded the stylist, cutting off this sissy boy’s concerns.  There was such disdain in the word “sir.”

Martin bit his lip.  He felt a little better about this, though not much.

“Perfect,” said Cassie happily.

The other shoe was about to drop.  “But,” added the woman as she flashed another cold, evil smirk at Martin – she would not let this man get away so easily; if he wanted to pretend to be a woman, should would give it to him in spades, “if you really want sir to imitate a woman, you’ll need to do more.  His nails.  His lips.  His eyebrows.  We can do lip plumping treatments—”

“Like a filler?”

“Not exactly.  Fillers go beneath the skin and will last six months—”

“Six months!” gasped Martin.

The woman shot him a glare that said, “I wasn’t talking to you.”  Then she turned back to Cassie.  “They’ll last a couple weeks.  They’re external.  They work by increasing the blood flow to make the lips appear fuller.”

Cassie rubbed her chin.  “That might help.”

“It will be essential.”

Cassie seemed to consider this.

“The rest too.  A simple hairstyle change will not be enough,” said the woman expertly.

Cassie nodded her head.  “All right.”

“We can do a light laser treatment too to remove his stubble.”

“Isn’t that permanent?” asked Martin cautiously.

The stylist ignored him this time and answered to Cassie directly.  “This is not a full laser like dermatologists use.  The effects are short term.  Most women come in and touch it up weekly.”

“And it would remove his stubble?” asked Cassie.

“It would give his face a smooth, hairless appearance for several days.”

“That would be convenient,” agreed Cassie.  She smiled.  “Let’s do it!”

“Cassie!” gasped Martin, though more for the fact she was taking his transformation seriously than at any sort of fear of permanent change.  After all, it sounded as if none of it would last more than a week, if it even worked.  Martin knew that many of these home-use products did little more than a massage would do, and that few of the topical creams and potions had any real effect.  Still, the idea of doing any of this was emasculating.  And letting a woman who clearly did not like him do them was unnerving.  Hence, he objected.

“Not now, Martin,” said Cassie.

Martin bit his tongue.  She had just figuratively castrated him in front of this woman.  It was clear now to this woman, if she needed more, that this was indeed his wife’s idea and he was following her orders.  What must she think of him?  His penis swelled.  He hung his head helplessly.

“Would you like a drink while you wait?” asked the stylist.

Cassie smiled.  “Sure.  But I was thinking I might get a mani-pedi while I’m here.”

“Me too,” said Monica, who had watched Martin’s emasculation with great enjoyment.

The stylist nodded and called over another employee.

And so it began.

—o—

As the woman mixed a bowl of something and stirred it with a brush, Cassie and Monica took seats in these large, comfortable chairs with foot-baths.  Both removed their shoes and dipped their feet into the warm bath water.  Both exhaled sensuously.  In the meantime, the stylist ran her fingers through Martin’s hair.  Then she began attaching small sheets of aluminum foil to his hair in various places.

“What are you doing?” asked Martin cautiously, who had never experienced anything like this.

“Adding highlights,” said the woman.

“I’m fine without that.”

“Your wife says otherwise, sir,” snickered the woman.  The word “sir” still carried a sarcastic contempt.

“Do we have to do this?” Martin asked his wife, who was only a few feet away luxuriating in the footbath.  He tried to formulate this question without needing to say “Miss” or being punished for not saying it; it was enough that this woman knew she called the shots, he didn’t want to add that he was subservient too.

“You’ll look great, darling,” said Cassie.

“I’m not sure—”

“It’s not up to you, sir,” said Monica with a disdainful chuckle.

Martin blushed.

“So I’m thinking I may need to call this Smith woman,” said Cassie to Monica.

“What?!” gasped Martin.

“Women are talking, darling.”  Her tone was superior and chiding, but not unkind.  The message was clear though, and Martin blushed and held his tongue.

“About what?” asked Monica.

“I want to find out why she’s doing this and try to talk her out of it.”

Martin didn’t like the sound of that.  Not that he wanted to go to work dressed like this or as a secretary, but he doubted Laura Smith would be responsive.  To the contrary, he assumed she would probably get even more vengeful after such a call.  How much worse could it get?  He didn’t want to find out.

“Didn’t Martin try that?” asked Monica.

Cassie shrugged her shoulders.  “I’m sure he did,” she said and she waved her hand toward her husband whose hair was being dyed femininely as if to say – see my point – and she added, “Obviously it didn’t work.”

“What are you going to do if she doesn’t change her mind?”

“We’ll see if we can find him something else.  But in the meantime, he has no choice but to continue as a secretary.”

“A female secretary,” said Monica with a chuckle.

“A female secretary,” agreed Cassie.

“That must really be humiliating,” said Monica with a kind of raw sexual energy in her tone, just beneath the surface.  “He was a manager and now he’s a secretary.  That’s bad enough; the other employees must be laughing their butts off over this.  And to think, now he’s going from man to woman as well!  I’ll bet he’s an utter laughingstock over there.”

Martin shuddered with humiliation.  It was true, and somehow it was worse that Monica knew this... or at least spoke so openly about his shameful demotion.  He didn’t know why Monica bothered him so much, but she did.  Maybe it was the sense she enjoyed devaluing his manhood, or maybe it was the opposite: he saw his manhood as having more value and she seemed to rise above him now.  Maybe it was the sense they seemed in competition for Cassie’s attention.  Maybe it was just his fear that she said what other women were thinking about him.  Either way, her little emasculating barbs stung the worst.

“I’m sure,” agreed Cassie.  “Fortunately, he seems to like that.”

Martin shrank beneath his towel.  He did not enjoy being emasculated!  Why did she say that?

Monica laughed.  Her laughter stung.

Meanwhile, the stylist finished brushing the pasty cream onto his hair.  She layered the aluminum foil patches correctly and then made Martin lean back.  She then took a steamed towel and wrapped it over his face in a swirl.  He could see nothing, but the towel felt very relaxing.

“Enjoy the warmth while everything sets,” said the stylist.  “Some other ladies will be along to do some other things.”

“Like what?”

The stylist didn’t bother answering.  She turned to Cassie and exchanged banter with her for several minutes.

Martin sighed.  He could do nothing more.

—o—

As Martin lay there beneath the warm, moist towel in the comfortable chair, his mind began to wander.  “This wasn’t so bad,” he told himself.  It was actually kind or relaxing.  He could see why women liked this.  There was something calming about it.  Something pampering.  Something feminine.  He was a man though and he didn’t want any part of this, he told himself.  Did he?  No... but what could it hurt?  It was a nice break.

Suddenly, he felt a woman’s hand upon his.  “Hello?” he asked.

“I’m here to do your nails,” said a woman’s voice with a slight accent he couldn’t place.

“My nails—” Martin started to object.

“Be a good girl, Martin,” warned Cassie from across the way.

“But Cassie!”

“Let the girl work, Martin.  Just sit back and enjoy it.  I’ll give you a nice reward when we get home.”

Martin pursed his lips, though no one saw it beneath the towel.  He didn’t want a “reward.”  He wanted normal, manly nails.  But he also knew he wasn’t going to get that.  At least whatever she did, he could take off – he knew how now.  And honestly, a reward did sound like something he wanted.  In fact, the idea made his heart skip a beat.  So he lay back deeply in the chair and he let the young woman, who he could not see, take his hand and start working.

She began by pushing back his cuticles.  Martin knew this.  He’d done it himself.  Then she swabbed his nails with cleaners.  He’d done that too.

He suddenly blushed – though again, no one could tell – that he knew what this young woman was doing.  It was embarrassing to think he had this kind of knowledge.  That thought triggered his penis to start unfurling within his panties.  It slowly, lazily grew stiff beneath the smock.  That added to his embarrassment and he hoped the young woman didn’t see this.  But a moment later, he heard a giggle.  That made him wince.  Then the woman whispered softly in his ear.

“Don’t worry.  Lots of men get hard when I do their manicures.”

He felt deeply embarrassed.

A moment later, another woman walked up to him.  From the sound of it, she wore wedges.  The fact he recognized this – and could probably tell the style and maybe even the height, embarrassed him once more.  How could he know so much about being a woman?  Worse, he knew what it felt like to wear them.  He shrank a tiny bit, though his erection grew.

The new woman lifted part of the towel exposing his lips.

“Pucker up, please,” said the woman.  Her voice was soft and luxurious, like warm honey.  It embarrassed him even more that such an alluring woman would see him like this... do to him whatever she was doing.

He pursed his lips.

“Pucker, not purse.”

Martin blushed.  “Sorry.”  He did and the woman touched them.  Then she told him to un-pucker.  Then he felt her fingers trace his lips.  A moment later, she spread a cream upon his lips with her fingertips.  The cream was warm, or at least seemed to make his lips warm.  It didn’t burn exactly but his lips felt alive somehow... tingly.  She spread it carefully all around his lips making sure not to apply even a trace to areas she did not want it.

After a minute or two, she replaced the cream.  Then she removed it.

She left.

Martin’s mind drifted as the remaining young woman switched sides.  He saw Miss Smith.  She stood before him in her spikes and the pencil skirt.  He wore his pinstripe pencil skirt and the slippers.  He seemed smaller than her.  This was perhaps, a feeling of inferiority, he noted, or just a reaction to how she made him feel trapped like this.

His penis swelled again.

He recalled the smug look on her face when she first mentioned that she knew he was wearing panties.  “Thongs don’t leave panty lines, Martin” she had said.  He shuddered.  Then he thought of the seductive way she had made her offer:  “Or would another position suit you better?  Perhaps something... lower.”

He shuddered.

Did this excite him?  Crazily, yes.  Laura Smith was a gorgeous woman.  And she certainly fit his fantasies of the kind of woman he wanted to submit to.  She seemed perhaps a tad cruel, but that edged the excitement.

His penis began to throb, slowly, lightly, but it definitely marked his growing arousal.

“I don’t even like her,” he told himself.

And he didn’t.  But that wasn’t the question; the question was if she turned him on.  And the answer to that, against all of Martin’s better judgment, was that she did.  Indeed, if she had asked him to get on his knees and kiss her feet, it was a close call if he might not just do that.

He tried not to think of it.

Unexpectedly, he imagined Darren.  He saw himself standing before Darren in a dress and Darren smiling evilly as him.  A strange, warm, uneasy feeling came over him, not horror or shock, and he grew hard as a rock.

Suddenly, Martin snapped back to reality as he felt the woman pressing something against his nails.  He bit his lip nervously at what he’d just imagined.  He tried not to think of it and focused on the woman.  He wasn’t sure what it was the woman did, as he’d never done that when he did nails, but she pressed each one firmly.  At the same time, another woman arrived.  She replaced the warm towel with another but left his jaw exposed this time.  Without a word, she spread a cool jell over his lower cheeks, his jaw and his chin.  She did something.  Then he felt a spot of warmth near his chin.  A moment later, another spot came.  This must be the laser, Martin realized.

“That’s not permanent, right?” he asked again to be sure.

“Sadly no,” said the woman.  “But it will clean things up nicely.”

Martin nodded and let her do her thing as his mind returned to what this other young woman could be doing with his nails.  It had felt strange, though now she seemed to be painting them.  What had the pressing feeling been though?  Was there such a thing as a nail massage?

“Oh, I like that color,” giggled Cassie.

“I do too,” said Monica.

“They must be talking about their pedicures,” thought Martin.  He suddenly blushed at the thought Cassie wanted him to start doing her nails.  How embarrassing for a husband to become a personal servant for his wife like that.  He was thankful she hadn’t mentioned that in front of these ladies.

Finally, another woman came.

She removed the towel from his eyes.  He started to sit up, but she stopped him.  It was best the wax she held did not roll down his face.  She smiled briefly at him.  Then she painted the wax on his face around one eyebrow.  When it was in place, she laid a thin white strip of paper over it.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m cleaning up your brows.  This might hurt a little,” said the young woman.

She ripped up the paper.  It hurt a good deal actually.  Martin winced, but did his best not to show any weakness; he’d shown enough weakness already.  He wasn’t going to show any to this young woman.

“It will hurt less the more you do this,” she said.

Martin bit his tongue.  He had no intention of doing this again ever!

The young woman applied more hot wax.  She added more paper.  Then she yanked it up, pulling more hair.  She did it again.

“That feels like a lot of hair,” said Martin suspiciously.

“It’s less than it looks.”

Somehow, this did not assure Martin.  Either way, a moment later, the stylist returned.  She let the young woman do two more patches.  Then she made Martin sit up.  She intended to wash and rinse his hair before styling it.  When he sat up, however, Martin was stunned to see his hands.  The nail girl, who had just finished, had glued fake fingernails over his nails!  They were long, extending almost an inch past his fingertips.  They were square cut on the ends.  They were dark red with white French tips.  They were terribly feminine... and utterly humiliating.

He gasped.

Monica and Cassie laughed.

“Don’t worry, darling.  You’ll get used to them,” said Cassie.

“It’s all part of being a woman, Marcia,” said Monica smugly.

Martin glared at them, wanting to be angry... but he couldn’t.  Despite everything, these crazy nails turned him on, and that tempered his anger.  Still, the idea of having nails like this was too emasculating.  He shook his head at them in frustration.

“I— I can’t have nails like this!” he said nervously.

“Too late,” laughed Monica.

“Remember, darling, this is about defying Smith’s plan to make you look foolish.”

Martin held up his hand to show the nails.  “How does this not make me look foolish?”

“They make you look like a girl – a secretary – which is what you are now.  You look the part.  You would have looked strange without them.”

Martin didn’t buy that, but what could he do?

“Look, Cassie—” he started.

Before he could say another word, however, the stylist tipped him back into the chair where she had pulled a basin.  She began to clean out his hair of the foil and then she rinsed out the cream.  Finally, she washed his hair with a floral smelling shampoo.  When she was done, she made him sit up and she toweled him dry.  She then grabbed her scissors and attacked it with a vengeance.

The way Martin was pointed, he could not look into a mirror.  This had likely been done intentionally, he thought.  Whether it had or had not, however, he was becoming rather desperate to see himself.  All he could do was wait.


Chapter Five: “The Reward”

—o—

Martin stared into the mirror in horror.  He could not believe what he saw.  It wasn’t possible.  This could not be him!  He recalled thinking that external treatments did not work.  He recalled thinking that a home-use laser could not achieve much.  He heard the young woman say, “I’m cleaning up your brows...  It’s less than it looks.”  This was not less than it looked.  He heard the stylist say, “You can brush this back for a masculine look if needed.”  You couldn’t brush this back and make it look masculine.  Martin turned his head from side to side as he stared at his reflection.

His lips—

—they were gorgeous and feminine.

Somehow, the woman had swollen them to make them plump and soft.  They were shaped like women’s lips too.  They had a beautiful puffy curve in the center, top and bottom, and tapered off to points on either end.  They were voluptuous.  Or was it the lipstick they had applied to finish?  Was that what made his lips look like something out of a magazine?  Or was it his lips...

That wasn’t all either.

His chin was hairless.  Not just shaved, but hairless.  There was no hair and no sign of roots.  His skin appeared, and felt, smooth like a woman’s.  It hadn’t looked this way since he was a boy.

Then there were his eyebrows.  The young woman had done far more than “clean it up.”  She had reshaped his eyebrows to narrow them far more than a man’s eyebrows and she had managed to give them a slight curve which men didn’t have.  The end result was that it changed the whole shape of his face.  His face looked narrower, higher and more delicate now.  It looked vaguely non-masculine.  Add the pouty feminine lips and he looked like a woman.

“This is insane,” he said for the hundredth time.

There was something worse too.  Indeed, he realized there was no way to take this off.  He would look like this no matter what he wore.  Makeup or no.  Male clothing or no.  Even a hat would not help – if anything, it would make him look more feminine to see feminine eyebrows and pouty lips peering out from beneath the hat’s brim.  These womanly lips, these feminine eyebrows would look womanly and feminine no matter what he did.  How could he look like a man with these?

His hair was bad too.

She’d said it would be a flirty cut.  It was.  She said it would be a feminine cut.  It was that too.  It was all uneven and Peter Pan-ish.  No man had hair like this.  And then she’d added the highlights:  little hints of blonde and light brown mixed among the rest.  It made his hair seem light and delicate and just a little bit magical.  There was no way to comb this back into a masculine cut.

No way.

Martin examined himself.  He felt so... girlish.  He recalled the moment he first saw himself in the mirror.  It had been such a shock.  He’d never expected himself to look so feminine, so girlish.  It really was if he was looking at a different person.  It was him, but it wasn’t.  It was his face, but it wasn’t.  He looked like a girl, like the female version of him.  He was shaken.  This wasn’t supposed to be possible.  Men could not be made to look like women.  He could not be made to look like a woman.  And yet, it was a woman staring back at him.

Then the stylist had chuckled.  “Sir no more,” she said smugly.

That made him tremble deeply.

Then Monica laughed hard.  Even Cassie snickered.  His ego was crushed.  How was he going to do interviews?  He couldn’t even go out as Martin anymore, not without everyone looking at him like there was something feminine about him.  He didn’t know what to do.

Meanwhile, Cassie paid for the service and led him to the car.  As they went, everyone looked at the man in the male clothes but with the woman’s face.  The looks seared him with embarrassment.  He actually wished he’d worn a dress.  That would make it easier.

Now they were home.

Cassie changed into a simple house dress.  It was white with a red, green and black floral pattern involving roses.  On her feet were brown wedge-heeled sandals.  She said they were comfortable despite their heels; Martin understood now.  He was naked except for panties, the bra, and his own wedges – wearing them reduced the soreness his feet felt after the long day at the mall.  The bra cupped his breasts which felt sore, as if they’d been tugging downward all day, and his nipples.

“You look amazing,” giggled Cassie.

“I— this is insane,” said Martin, still shocked.

Cassie kissed him on the cheek on her way to the closet.  “Well, I think you’re pretty.”

Martin didn’t respond.  He didn’t know what to say.

Cassie pulled some items from the closet and laid them out on the bed.  To the right were his night clothes.  For this, she had bought him a light-blue cut-off t-shirt with a stuffed bear on the front.  The shirt was essentially a short, tight t-shirt that would stop above his belly button and would show his nipples prominently.  For below, she bought him white tap pants.  These would let his erection roam and would really show it as it swung back and forth against the silky soft material.  Next to the bed were the impossible slippers.  She liked seeing him tap around in those; it turned her on.

On the left, on the bed, were his clothes for the following morning.  There, Cassie had laid out the tweed skirt suit, a white blouse, his white garter belt, tan stockings and some jewelry.  On the floor, next to the slippers, were the black open-toed pumps.  This was to be his uniform of humiliation.

Martin shuddered as he saw this.

Could he really wear that to work?  Before Laura Smith and Erin and Hailey and Kellie and... Darren?  He shuddered again as he imagined each of them looking him over with mocking eyes.  And again, he imagined Darren staring at him with a strange look on his face, this time with an erection bulging out his pants.  He suddenly felt panicked!

“Can’t I wear pants?” he said nervously.

“Secretaries don’t wear pants,” said Cassie.

“I could be the first.”

Cassie shook her head.  “It violates the dress code; Smith will fire you.  Besides, you’d look ridiculous in pants.  You would look like Martin in drag rather than Marcia the secretary.”

“I’m fine with that.”

Cassie ignored him.

Martin returned his gaze to the mirror.  This wasn’t just a problem for work.  To a degree, his wife was right about work.  If he looked like a woman rather than Martin in a dress, then the others would eventually just accept it and leave him alone... he hoped.  But how could he go around looking like this?  If they went to a restaurant or grocery store or something, everyone would notice and they would wonder why this man had women’s features!

“What are we going to do?” he asked hopelessly.

“About what?”  Cassie had moved to her vanity and was brushing her hair with the brush Tianna had used on Martin’s backside.

Martin waved his hands up and down his body.  “About this!  I can’t go out like this.”

“You can as a woman.”

Martin furrowed his brow as if to say, “That’s not funny.”

“Face it, honey,” said Cassie.  “You have no choice now.  You’re a woman full time from now on.”

“I can’t.”

“You can.”

“I won’t.”

Cassie laughed.  “Is that so?  All right, then.  Do you still want to go out for dinner?” she asked slyly.

“How?!” said Martin grumpily.  As he did, he got her point.  He blushed deeply as he realized he was stuck as a woman until these things wore off or could be removed.  Going out as Martin would be sheer humiliation.

“Don’t look so sad!  It could be fun,” giggled Cassie.

“Will you be serious?”

“I am serious.”

Martin put his hand upon his hip, a feminine motion he had adopted since he started wearing the corset because it was one of the few ways his range of motion was not restricted.  He wasn’t wearing the corset now, but this had become habit.  “What are we going to do about interviews?”

“You don’t have any,” said Cassie.

“I will soon.”

“You might soon.”

“And when I do?”

Cassie shrugged her shoulders.  “We’ll deal with that if it happens.”

“When.”

Cassie grinned slyly.  A thought had hit her and it excited her.  She glanced at Martin out of the corner of her eye.  “Remember... I haven’t even said you could change jobs yet.”

A chill raced down Martin’s spine.  She wouldn’t would she?  “But Miss Smith—”

Cassie’s smile grew all the more sly.  “Maybe I like you working there.  Maybe it excites me.  Maybe I like my baby tottering around in dresses and heels at work,” she said breathlessly.

Martin winced, but his penis grew.

Cassie set down her remaining earring and moved to her husband.  She pushed him backward toward the bed.  He had much better balance in the wedges than he’d had in the past, but still not enough to resist – not that he resisted in any event.  She backed him up to the bed and pushed him over onto it.  Then she climbed on top of him, resting her body right over his thighs.  His erection in his tented panties stood up like a saddle horn before her.  She pulled down the wet panties and brushed his shaft leisurely with the backs of her fingers.

“It kind of gets me hot to think of what you must be feeling being the little woman at work after being the big man.”  She brushed his erection again at the word “big.”  Then she continued.  “Imagine all those people you used to boss around giving little sissy Marcia orders now.”  She scrunched her face and half-giggled:  “How humiliating!  I’ll bet your little clitty will be dripping all day long.”

She pulled her finger along the length of his shaft right up through the crease at the back of the head of his penis.

“Of course, it might be fun too to stop you working.  Make you my little stay at home wife,” she giggled.  “What would your friends think of that?”

She leaned over and kissed him.

Martin throbbed.

Cassie pulled back slightly, leaving more space between her and the saddle horn.  She took her husband’s hand, with its long feminine nails, and she pulled it to his erection.  She pushed his fingers around his shaft so that he gripped it.  His long nails completed the encirclement.

“Do you remember the reward?” she asked.

Martin raised an eyebrow.  He did.

Cassie leaned forward and whispered in his ear.  “Masturbate for me, Martin... I want to watch.”  She then leaned back and watched his feminine hand.

Martin felt a moment of guilt and shame.  Despite everything, he still struggled with the idea of masturbating in front of someone else, especially a wife who would not let him see her masturbating.  In fact, he wasn’t one hundred percent sure he could do this.  It might be too much... even if he wanted to come very badly.  But then, his wife was ordering him, was she not?  And he had no choice, right?

Martin slowly drew his hand up his shaft.

And then down.

It felt good.  And it wasn’t his choice, right?  She had ordered this, he told himself.

He did it again, taking care to keep his long, sharp, womanly nails from touching his flesh.  In fact, thinking about the nails excited him.  They were like another form of bondage, he thought, as he adjusted them around his shaft.  The nails were so long and so awkward having square tips that they interfered with everything he had done so far.  Undoing a button was impossible, or a zipper.  Picking things up required a different hand motion.  He needed to be careful not to snag a nail on his stockings or his skirts.  And getting his fingers near his nipples or his penis was now dangerous.  In a way, his wife had bound his hands.  The thought made him oddly horny.

He stroked faster.

Cassie’s heart raced.  This was so exciting to see Martin masturbate for her.  She wasn’t sure why, but making him do this was thrilling.  Perhaps it was because she controlled what turned him on, or maybe because she controlled how he got off.  Either way, it was amazing.  And making him do it, without her involvement made her feel so powerful.  She excitedly watched his hands work his shaft.  His nails were incredible.  They were so fussy!  So girly!  They made her giggle.

“That’s a good boy,” said Cassie.  “Faster, darling.”

Martin blushed at his wife instructing him how to masturbate.  He closed his eyes and tried not to think about it.

“You looked so cute at the salon today.  I’m sure you’ll be a hit tomorrow.”  She ran her fingers along the flesh of his thigh near his balls, sending warm, erotic tingles along his body.  “We’ll find something new for you soon though.”  She slipped her hand under his balls and held them.  A smirk came to her face.  “Maybe I could loan you out to our friends and you could clean their homes.”

Martin jolted at the shocking idea, though this was only teasing right?  The idea made him glow with its humiliation as he saw himself prancing around in the serving dress and slippers cleaning their homes.

“They have women who do that, you know— clean homes in bikinis and heels,” continued Cassie as she played with his balls as he stroked himself earnestly.  “You could be the male version of that:  ‘Sissy Maid On Call’,” she snickered.

Martin felt his erection grow a tiny bit stiffer at the idea... as fantasy, that is.

Cassie squeezed his balls gently and then lifted them, bouncing them in her palm.  This made him feel vulnerable, a powerful sensation to add to the embarrassment of masturbating for his wife’s entertainment.

“I’ll bet Katie would love it.  Danielle too.  Maybe even some of the boys, who knows?  Charles maybe.”  She giggled.  “You could even do their nails once Tianna finishes teaching you.  The girls, not the boys, that is.”

Martin shuddered deeply at the idea of being seen by the husbands.

“Oops, I felt your balls jerk.  Are you getting close, darling?” chuckled Cassie.

Martin was too deep into this to respond, however.  His breathing was labored.  His heart raced.  His penis throbbed in his hand.  Cassie could feel his body pulsing.  She saw his erection throb in his hand as his red nails worked their way faster up and down his stiff shaft.

“Almost there, darling.  You can do it.”

Martin burned with embarrassment at her encouragement.  It was so difficult to masturbate under supervision and it was far worse to be told this.  Nothing would stop him though.  He needed to come.  He had too much aroused stress built up from their trip to the salon and seeing himself in the mirror.

Did his lips really look like that?  How would he ever be a man again?

“Keep going.”

Martin winced at her encouragement.  He knew how to masturbate!  His erection started to fade at her cheering him on.

“A little faster, dear.”

This was so embarrassing to be encouraged— instructed.  He stroked faster though.  His erection felt uncertain, yet come was leaking out of his swollen penis now, coating his fingers and the long, womanly nails.  The nails:  his erection stiffened up at the thought.

“Almost there.”

Martin held his breath.  His back arched.  His penis reached the edge of climax.  His face tightened.

“Almost—”

His heart nearly leapt out of his chest.  His whole body pounded.  His fingers flew.  Her encouragement held him back though.  Then he imagined the womanly red nails surrounding his shaft, looking like a woman stroking him.

And then he erupted.

Hot sticky fluid shot out of him into the air like a fountain before his aroused, giggly wife.  It crashed down on his feminine hand.  Two more dollops followed.  His nails dripped with his come.

“There is it, darling.”

Cassie leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek.  “Good work, darling.”  Then she climbed off.  “Make sure you clean everything well.  It’s almost your bedtime.”

Martin was both relieved and never felt smaller.


Chapter Six: “Marcia The Secretary”

—o—

Martin fidgeted nervously.  It was starting to annoy his wife.  She needed him to hold still so she could get his makeup right.

“Hold still,” she warned him.

He stopped fidgeting.  She pressed the lipstick against his plump lips.  It felt pasty to him and sticky.  She drew it across his lips in small dabs.  Then she pulled it away.  His lips looked so perfectly feminine, so pouty.  It tickled her below.

“You’ll remember how to do this, right?” she said, holding up the lipstick.

“Yes.”

“Check it every hour or so and after you eat or drink.”

Martin nodded.

“How’s your dick?” asked Cassie.

“How’s my what?” asked Martin with surprise.

“Are you hard?”

“What kind of question is that?”

“One your mistress is asking,” said Cassie.

Martin blushed and hung his head.  “Yes, it’s hard, Miss Cassie.”  And it just got harder.

“Are the hose helping?”

Martin blushed even deeper.  When he got dressed this morning, his wife had an idea.  Rather than put him in stockings and a garter belt, she put him into pantyhose because they added strength to the panties and she thought they might keep his inevitable erections from tenting up his skirt.  So far, it seemed to work, but just barely as only minor bumps appeared in his skirt.  Martin, however, had no confidence they would stop an erection at a critical time.

“Not much,” he said.

“Well, try not to get hard.”

Cassie ran her fingers through his hair and fluffed it.  She couldn’t believe how cute his hair had turned out.  It was really quite exciting.  Was it enough?  Well, not for people who knew him as a man, that was for sure.  They would know who he was.  But it might stop anyone who didn’t from recognizing him, especially combined with the rest.  And even those who knew who he was could slowly forget they were looking at a man.  It was possible at least.

“Do your best today, Martin,” said Cassie.  “You need to keep this job until you find something better.  And you don’t get to quit no matter how they treat you.  ‘Yes, Ma’am.’  ‘No, Ma’am.’  ‘Yes, Sir.’  ‘No, Sir.’  When you feel that little bit of pride welling up inside you, telling you that you were once these people’s superior, you remember that’s not true anymore.  Just remember you are their inferior now.”

“How am I supposed to do that?”

“Just remember how you licked your own come from my shoe.  That should do it,” said Cassie.

Martin grimaced at the idea of seeing that imagine whenever he saw his coworkers, but she was right, that would stifle any outbreak of pride or masculinity or ego.

“If you get fired, Martin, I’ll stand you in the corner for a week and I swear I will loan you out to our friends to clean their homes to make up your lost salary.  Got it, mister?”

Martin wasn’t sure if this was a joke or not.  He nodded.

“Good sissy.”  She kissed him on the cheek.  “And Martin,” she said, “I know this will turn you on, but be good.  I give you permission to masturbate if you need to to keep your dick soft.  But don’t do it for pleasure.”

Martin blushed.

—o—

Martin got out of the car.  His legs were shaking.  His ankles wobbled in the tall open-toed pumps.  Cassie had driven because she wasn’t sure he would go to work if she didn’t take him.  He turned to face the front door of the building.  An icy chill ran down his spine.

“Don’t forget your purse,” said Cassie.

Martin took it and slung it over his shoulder.  This was going to be the hardest thing he’d ever done, but he had no choice.  He brushed the short, flirty suit flat and he started out.  He tried to focus on the building.  The sound of his high heels echoed off the dull concrete.  The wind gently brushed his penis through the panties and the hose.  The purse tapped against his hips.

He reached the building.  He walked through the door.

“Will you take a look at that!” laughed Kelli as Martin approached the secretarial station.

He hesitated.  His fear morphed into terror.

“Look at that purse,” chuckled Kelli.

His terror morphed into shame.  He kept going though; he had no choice.  Then Martin heard a whistle.  The women rose and approached, forming a sort of gauntlet through which he needed to travel to his chair.

“Look at him walk!  In those heels?!  That’s years of practice,” added Kelli.

The women snickered.

Hailey touched his jacket as he passed.  “What a pretty suit!”

“Very girly,” said Kelli.

Erin moved to block his path.  “Good morning, Martin.”  There was something goading in her use of his name.

Martin swallowed hard.  “Good morning, Ma’am.”

She looked him up and down.  Her eyes burned him with shame, as did the smirk on her lips as she slowly examined his made-up face, his breasts, his short skirt and finally his painted toenails sticking out his shoes.  Her eyes said, “Incredible.”

“I see you’re within the dress code,” she said finally.  “We didn’t think you were going to show up.  Miss Smith said you might.  We doubted it.  ‘Martin show up in a dress?  Never.’  I guess we were wrong.”

“Look at his hair,” giggled Kelli softly to Hailey behind him.

“His ears are pierced,” responded Hailey incredulously, noting the pearl earrings in his ears.

“Now that you’re here, girlfriend, it’s time to get to work.  You left a pile of invoices for us to finish last time.  Fortunately, we have a new stack.  Since you left us the last ones, you will do these today.”

“That’s not a wig,” whispered Hailey.

“There’s no way this was all overnight.  He must have been dressing like this for years,” countered Kelli.

Martin withered at the suggestion.  He wasn’t a cross-dresser!  This was his wife’s doing... though he wasn’t sure if that was actually better, or all that true anymore for that matter.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Martin.

“If you need help, remember that Hailey is your mentor.”

Martin blushed even more.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good.  Now get to work.”

—o—

Cassie sat at her desk at work.  She wore a tight skirt and tall heels today.  Her legs were crossed and she was wiggling her foot excitedly.  She was on the phone with Monica.

“He’s at work,” said Cassie.

Monica laughed.  “In a skirt?”

“And heels and makeup and the rest.  Did you ever think you’d see the day?  I certainly never imagined my husband going to work as a woman, much less as a secretary,” snickered Cassie.

“How embarrassing.”

“How exciting.”

“For him or for you?”

“Both,” giggled Cassie.  “He says he hates it, but it absolutely turns him on.  And for all his talk, he doesn’t really resist it.  I mean, we need his paycheck, but I’m guessing he could have found something else if he really wanted to.”

“Are you going to make him keep this job or is this just to teach him a lesson?” asked Monica.

“He’ll have to keep going until he finds something else.”

“Any nibbles?”

Cassie shook her head even though she was on the phone.  “None.”

“Maybe he needs to look for something different?” suggested Monica.

“Like what?”

Monica smirked.  “He’s a secretary... there are plenty of those.”

Cassie laughed.  “Sure.”

“So, have you considered the trip?  Are we agreed?”

Cassie sighed.  She still struggled with the idea of leaving Martin behind.  “I don’t know.  I feel bad leaving him behind.  Especially now.  He’ll need to stay a woman the whole time.  With his lips and eyebrows, there’s no way he can pass as a man.  That will be hard on him.”

“You mean it will make him hard.”

“That too,” said Cassie as her nipples rose at the thought of Martin.

“Look, Martin always refused to go to this place.  He won’t miss it.  There’s no reason you can’t go without him.”

“But—”

“As for him being a woman,” said Monica, cutting her friend off, “we’re women.  We survive on our own as women, so can Marcia.  Besides, he has a sitter.  Ask her to watch him.”

“I know, but—”

“But you think a wife wouldn’t leave her husband, right?  Well, a mistress would, Cas.  He’ll probably get off on it.”

Cassie nodded.  That was true.

—o—

It had been a difficult morning for Martin.

Martin struggled with the idea of being seen dressed as a woman.  Interestingly though, the staff didn’t seem to know.  The secretaries knew, and they wasted no chance in letting this former manager who had been known for keeping such a tight grip on the staff – at Miss Smith’s behest, but still – know that the tables had turned.  They were in charge now, and his feminization seemed to symbolize that to them.  But beyond them, no one seemed to know.  This was rather shocking to Martin.

How could they not know?

What did that say about his manhood?

When he looked in the mirror, he saw himself feminized and emasculated.  It was his face and his body.  Sure, his face was covered in makeup and his hair had been re-styled, but he saw it.  And his body, while pulled tightly into an hourglass by the corset, his breasts made real by the bra, and his legs stretched femininely in the heels, was still too male to be seen as female... wasn’t it?  It kind of bothered him that none of the others seemed to recognize him.

At first at least.

Indeed, the more that everyone else came by without realizing he was a man, the more insecure he felt – the women seemed to have the same thought as they giggled whenever he went unnoticed.  But then something funny happened.  It was tiny at first, but it slowly grew.  As each person came by without realizing who he was, he started to get a tiny little thrill from it.  That thrill made him feel naughty.  That naughtiness made him horny.  Soon, he worked with a smile on his face and an erection beneath his skirt at the thought he was getting away with it.

“This isn’t so bad,” he told himself.

In fact, it was kind of exciting.

He slipped his hand down to squeeze his erection, an easy reach beneath the short skirt.  His penis was hard but the hose had redirected it from pointing straight up into his skirt to running down his thigh.  He ran the backs of his fingers along his stiff shaft, making sure to keep his sharp nails from snagging his hose, sending tiny throbs of pleasure through it.

It felt good.

He stroked it again.  Again, it felt good.

And honestly, this actually was kind of exciting.  Oh, he would never tell his wife.  He didn’t want her getting ideas after all, but this really was a little thrilling.  This reminded him of the first mall trip in a way, where they got away with playing this kinky game right in front of people.

His penis swelled.

He rubbed it gently with his fingertips, again making sure to avoid contact with his nails and his hose.  He felt so naughty.  He rubbed it again.  The other secretaries didn’t notice.  He felt exhilarated.

“Miss Smith wants to see you, Martin,” said Erin suddenly as she came around the corner.

Martin thought he would swallow hard at this news, but honestly, he didn’t.  He had found something thrilling and exciting in all of this.  Smith’s attempts to humiliate him had failed.  Cassie had been right.  He smiled to himself, rose, and confidently tottered off in the tall heels to see his boss.

“I am woman, hear me roar,” he chuckled to himself.

He was starting to feel the same euphoria.

—o—

“Well, look at you,” said Laura Smith smugly when Martin walked into her office.

“Yes, Miss Smith.”

Smith smirked.  “Very submissive.  I like it.”  She glanced down at his feet.  “No need to measure your heels... or your skirt.”

Martin tingled on the inside.  His penis swelled.  It was still trapped by the pantyhose and pointed down one leg.  It was hard, but held in place just enough by the strength of his hose not to poke the skirt out, and the skirt was just long enough to hide its tip.

“I am surprised, Martin, but not really.  The moment I saw you wearing panties, I knew the kind of ‘man’ you were.”  She took a few steps closer, right up against him.  Her hand found his thigh.  Her fingers drifted up his thigh toward his trapped erection, making Martin writhe.  “I am surprised though that you had the nerve to show your face dressed like this.”

Martin’s chest began to heave.  He was highly turned on.  His penis throbbed.

“Have you reconsidered my offer?” she asked.

“No, Ma’am.”

“So you like coming to work as a sissified secretary?” said Smith with a doubtful chuckle.

Martin didn’t particularly like the idea – though he was finding it rather arousing, but he no longer feared it.  He had seen the worst of it and he had actually found it kind of exciting.  She, therefore, no longer had any power over him.  “Yes, Ma’am,” said Martin defiantly.

Smith chuckled as if to say she saw through his act.  “Dismissed.”

Martin turned and left.  He had beaten her.  He swelled with pride.

—o—

“Let’s do it,” said Cassie.

Monica had called back after sending Cassie the proposed itinerary for the trip to Paradise Island.  It would be a week-long trip, and was something Cassie had wanted to do for years.

Monica smiled.  “I’ll book it.  What about Friday night?”

“The girl’s night?”

“Yes.”

Cassie had a moment of doubt, but then, flush with having taken this step toward true Mistress-ness by agreeing to go to the island without Martin, she suddenly swelled.  “Yes, let’s do it.”  Then she smirked and added with a giggle, “I’ll get Martin a sitter.”

“And maybe some panty liners,” chuckled Monica.

Cassie felt a hint of wetness.

“Speaking of Martin, do you want me to order the pills I told you about?”

Cassie blushed.  Should she or shouldn’t she?  “Yes,” she said.

—o—

Martin walked out of Smith’s office still feeling triumphant even if his triumph was oddly backward.  He could be a woman here.  It was not a problem.  In fact, it might even be kind of exciting in a sort of way.  He could certainly handle it until he found another job, which had to be soon, right?  Either way, he felt good.  He had beaten Smith at her own game.

He turned the corner.

His heels clicked off the floor as he did.  They were tall heels which struck the ground with a sharp, feminine sound.  Those strikes sent waves back up through his body owing to the force of striking on such a small surface as a heel.  It made his body shake a little, especially his rear.

He took another step.  His heel struck.  CLICK!

Something jiggled on his chest.

Something jiggled on his chest.

It was inside his bra.  No, it was inside his chest.  Not inside, but outside his chest-chest yet beneath his flesh.  The flab.  It jiggled as the shockwave of his heel strike passed through his chest.

Something jiggled on his chest.

Martin froze in shock.  He turned bright red with shame and a little white with fear.  He had been worried about the things on his chest.  Were they growing as the women insisted or not?  Did they look feminine or not?  Could the hormones really do anything or not?

Up to now, there had been no proof.

Sure they looked a little bigger, but it could have been anything – the angle, the power of suggestion, that terrible machine making them swell.  Up to now, there had been no proof.

Now there was.

He was turning into a woman!

This wasn’t just dressing like a woman.  This wasn’t some gimmick with his lips which would fade in, what had she said—a week?  This wasn’t a haircut he could shave off.  This wasn’t even his feet feeling more comfortable in heels.  This was a real change within his body.

He was turning into a woman!

Martin scurried back to his desk for sanctuary.  He wasn’t sure why that would help, but at least it would get him out of the hallway where everyone could see him jiggle.  He even wrapped his arm around his breasts – his breasts – to keep them from jiggling again.

As he turned the final corner to the secretarial station, he ran straight into Carl.  Carl from the shop.  Carl who had always given him problems.  That Carl.  Martin froze in terror as he crashed into Carl’s arms.

“Whoa!  Whoa!” said Carl.

For a moment, they stood like that, Martin wrapped in Carl’s arms.

Martin’s penis snapped to attention.  Martin blushed brightly at this and a feeling of utter humiliation filled him.

“Where are you goin’?” laughed Carl.

Martin tried to back away, but Carl was too strong.  And in the heels and corset, Martin was too immobile to pull away himself.  He stood there helplessly in the arms of a man who had been the cause of his demotion... erect.

“I— I need to get back to my desk,” said Martin meekly.

Carl smiled.  “You’re the new girl, huh?”

Martin cringed at being known as the new girl or any sort of girl.  But right now, it was better than telling Carl who he really was.  His penis began to throb.  Why was it throbbing?  What was wrong with it?

“Y— yes.”

Carl smiled hungrily.  Suddenly, Martin felt the man’s hand touch his bottom.  The hand grabbed his cheek and squeezed it.  This man was squeezing his butt!  And that made his penis surge!  It was incredibly hard!  What’s more, a strange warm feeling raced through Martin.  He didn’t know what it meant, but normally... normally, it meant he was horny.

Carl leaned forward to plant a kiss on Martin’s lips.  Martin was helpless to stop it.  He watched in fascinated horror as Carl’s lips neared.  What would it be like to kiss a man?

“Hands off the employees, Carl,” said Laura Smith dryly from behind Martin.

Carl seemed to consider this and then let Martin go.  Martin felt the firm hand pull away from his butt at the same time.  He was free.  Martin stumbled back, stunned that he had been so helpless, horrified at the things he had felt and thought.  He instinctively folded his arms insecurely over his breasts and his erect girly nipples.  His penis stayed hard as a rock beneath his skirt.  His panties had a wet spot.  He was confused.

“Considering my offer?” chuckled Laura Smith as she walked past the shaken sissy.

Carl winked at Martin and turned and followed Smith.

Martin stood there, watching them both disappear down the hallway.  He was stunned how vulnerable he suddenly felt.  Worse, his nipples were rock hard and he had an erection.  Worse yet, he had come... down the leg of his pantyhose.  He glowed red with humiliation.  There was no way he would tell Cassie about this!


Chapter Seven: “The Visit”

—o—

Tianna was on the couch.  Cassie on the recliner.  Cassie still wore her work clothes, being a knee-length black skirt, tall black pumps, and a silvery blouse with long sleeves.  Around her neck was a pearl choker.  Her nails glowed red.  Tianna was dressed more casually in a yellow romper with brown wedges.  It was early evening.  Martin had changed into the pinstripe pencil dress and the impossible slippers.  He also wore a loose white blouse with long sleeves.  The blouse had buttons which were open just far enough to show a hint of his blue balconette.  His nails were red and long.  He was still struggling to get use to them with household chores.

Martin offered Tianna her drink.  “Your lemonade, Miss Tianna.”

“Thank you, Martin,” said Tianna.  She smiled happily.

Martin blushed.  He couldn’t believe he was serving this girl.  And yet, it felt remarkable comfortable at the same time.  In fact, when compared to his terrifying, humiliating day at work, this could almost be called “desirable.”  He turned to leave the women to their discussion.

“How was your first day, Martin?” asked Tianna before he could leave.

Martin twisted his lip.  He wasn’t going to tell her.  He hadn’t told his wife either.  It was just too embarrassing that Carl had held him or grabbed his rear... and that he had gotten hard in response.  Even worse, how would he explain orgasming from the man’s touch?  It was best, he thought, if that was never mentioned.  Thus, when Cassie saw the mess down his hose, he lied and told her he had needed to masturbate.  She was aghast he had come down his hose, but he explained that he couldn’t take them off at the time.  She accepted it, though she had embarrassed him over it several times now.  He would gladly pay that price though rather than tell her what really happened.

“It was fine,” he said softly in response to Tianna, his eyes cast to the ground.

“Don’t lie to her, silly,” chuckled Cassie.

Martin blushed even more.

“Martin had quite the day.  From the sound of it, everyone wanted to come see the new girl and they all rubbed it in.  I almost feel sorry for him, only you know what happens when he gets embarrassed.”

Tianna smirked and blushed.  She sipped her drink.  “He gets excited?”

“He masturbated.”

“Did he?!  I thought he wasn’t allowed to masturbate.”

“Oh, he can with permission, and I gave him permission to relieve his stress.”  Cassie leaned forward and chuckled even as she put a sour expression upon her face.  “Unfortunately, the silly girl didn’t think to pull down his pantyhose.”

“He didn’t!” laughed Tianna.

“All down the thigh of his hose,” said Cassie as she waved her hand in the air in mock-horror.  “A total sticky mess.  I made him hand wash the hose when he got home.  He won’t be masturbating at work again either, let me tell you.”

“Lost your privileges, did you Martin?” chuckled Tianna.

Martin blushed.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang.  Martin looked nervously from one woman to the other.  Cassie stared back expectantly.

“Are you going to answer that?” she asked drolly.

“Like this?” he asked anxiously.

“This is the new you, darling.  Now answer the door, Marcia.”

Martin licked his lips nervously, but knew he had to do it.  This was how things were now.  So Martin tottered to the front door, his heels tapping off the hard floor surface and slapping off the soft flesh of his soles.  When he reached the door, he stopped.  He brushed the front of his skirt smooth, though there was no need as the skirt was too tight to really form wrinkles, and he grabbed the doorknob.  He saw his hand with the long, square red nails turn the knob.  This made him feel so funny on the inside.  Then he opened the door.

Max and Logan stood on the other side.

Martin’s jaw dropped.

He hadn’t thought about what to expect as he came to the door – probably the mailman with a package – but the last thing he ever expected was to see his two friends at the door!  In fact, he hadn’t thought about them in some time.  And now he was dressed like this... and they were here!  Panic set it and he froze.

Both men seemed surprised.

Martin tensed up even further waiting for the hammer to fall.

“Is— is Martin home?” asked Logan.

A tiny glimmer of hope appeared within the storm of fear and shame raging in Martin’s mind.  If they were asking for “Martin”, then perhaps they didn’t realize he was Martin.  How could they not recognize him?  Had the hair and makeup made such a difference?  The lips?  Did they just not expect to find him in a skirt and heels?  Either way, this was his chance.  He would tell them “no” and they would leave.  That was his plan.  He prayed it would work.

Only, Cassie appeared in the hallway behind him before he could speak.

“Who is it?” she asked.

Martin stared at her helplessly.

Cassie walked past him.  “Hello, boys,” she said.  “Come on in.”

To Martin’s utter horror, his two friends walked into the house.  Cassie then led them to the living room, where she introduced them to Tianna.  She then sat down in the recliner as they sat on the couch next to Tianna.

Martin followed reluctantly.  His feet weighed a thousand pounds.

“What can I do for you two?” asked Cassie.  She noticed Martin hovering near.  She smirked.  “Oh, where are my manners.  Can I offer either of you a drink?”

Logan nodded.  “Sure, a cola please.”

Max refused.

Cassie turned to her sissified husband.  “Marcia, get Logan a drink.”  It came across clearly as an order, which made Martin feel even smaller.  If she told them who he was, they would remember this order.  Not to mention, how humiliating to serve his friends dressed like this!

Still, he did his embarrassing curtsey and he disappeared to the kitchen with a shaky “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

“So what can I do for you?” asked Cassie again.

“We wanted to see Martin.”

“I see.”

Martin returned with the soda a moment later.  He went to Logan to hand it to him.  Every step felt like an execution.  Indeed, the closer he got, the more he realized that his risk of discovery increased.  He handed Logan the drink, however.  As he did, their fingers touched.  Embarrassingly, his penis started to grow at this touch despite all his instincts.  He retreated nervously next to Cassie, hoping she didn’t notice his arousal and that she would end this fast.

Max’s eyes seemed to follow him, but to Martin’s shock, there was no suspicion in his eyes, no sense of recognition.  Instead, he watched his friend look him up and down, checking out all the parts a man normally examined on an attractive woman.  He thought Martin was a woman!  Martin suddenly felt a quiver in his stomach.  His penis grew even harder.  Had this excited him?!!

Martin blushed brightly and slowly filled with warm shame.  He was a man.  Max was a man.  How could he grow hard at exciting another man?!

“We sent him some texts to see if he could go to a game with us this weekend, but he never responded.  I tried to call him too, but it just went to voicemail.  So we thought we’d drop by.  Is he here?” asked Logan.

“Martin has been busy,” said Cassie.

Cassie suddenly reached out, ever so casually, and stroked the back of Martin’s thigh.  It was a shock to feel her warm touch – it took tremendous effort and luck not to lurch forward away from her hand.  His penis spit pre-come into his panties; he almost came actually.  Martin now shuddered helplessly with pleasure, but his mind raced with worry.  Would his wife touching “the maid” make his friends suspicious?  He tensed up, but her touch melted him and he stood there defenseless.

“Is he home?”

Cassie brushed Martin’s rear rather than respond.

Martin watched his friends’ eyes in fascinated terror and arousal.  They were watching Cassie’s hand intently.  In fact, their eyes were glued to it as if they were watching the most fascinating thing ever.  Would they figure out who he was?  Even worse, he noticed knobs forming in both of their laps, little bulges against their jeans like the bulge in his skirt:  his friends had gotten hard.

That feeling in his stomach returned.  His shame grew.

“When did you say this game was?” asked Cassie indifferently.

She stroked his cheek, his lower cheek.  The boys’ erections seemed to grow.

A chill raced down Martin’s spine.  Was she teasing them?  Worse, was she considering “letting” him go to this game?  His panic grew!  How could he go out with them with girly hair and womanly lips?  They would figure out who he was.  They would remember this scene Cassie had put on where they had gotten so turned on they became distracted and they would know he had been the woman that had made them erect!  He had been the servant woman in the skirt!  He bit his lip and trembled.

“It’s— it’s— Saturday,” said Logan, losing his concentration.

Cassie slowly drew her fingers across Martin’s rear.  He shuddered erotically as her nails scraped his flesh through the skirt.  It felt so good.  If only he hadn’t been so terrified.  More pre-come spilled into his panties.

“Uh— Saturday,” added Logan as if he’d forgotten.

“Sunday,” corrected Max.

“Yeah, Sunday,” agreed Logan.

Both boys were blushing red now.  Both were obviously erect, even sitting down.  Both were breathing hard.  They were deeply aroused.

Martin held his breath.

Cassie smiled slyly, seductively.  “Oh, that’s too bad.  Martin will be busy Sunday.”

Martin breathed a huge sigh of relief.

The boys, on the other hand, looked disappointed, but barely.  They were too busy watching this one attractive woman seemingly toying with the rear of another attractive woman; Martin was forgotten.  Neither even responded except to nod their heads and sort of murmur sounds like disappointment.

Cassie smirked coyly.  “That’s too bad then.  I’ll be sure to tell Martin you came.”  She then pulled her hand from her husband’s skirted rear.  “Show the boys to the door, Marcia.”

Martin was bright red and dripping hard.  He managed a “Yes, Miss Cassie” though and he led his friends to the door.  When they were both outside, both turned to look him up and down once more as if there were some fleeting sense of recognition.  Neither noted his erection pressing into his skirt, but both noted his hard nipples pegging through his blouse.  He, in turn, noted their erections, which very clearly pressed out their pants now... and that made him feel funny.

They left.

Martin caught his breath and regained his composure.  He returned to the living room to find Cassie laughing.  She was so wet.  He felt deeply embarrassed at being seen feminized by his friends, deeply ashamed that he had made his friends hard, and deeply aroused.  In fact...

“Miss Cassie—”

“Yes, Marcia.”

He blushed.  “May— may I masturbate?”

Tianna’s jaw dropped.

Cassie smiled triumphantly.  “Yes, dear.  Tonight.”

—o—

Martin was in the bedroom.  Cassie and Tianna were still talking in the living room, but Cassie had sent Martin to bed.  It was his bedtime after all.  She said she would see Tianna out when the time came.  It had embarrassed him to let Tianna find out he had a bedtime, but at the same time, he was relieved to get away after the day he’d had... going to the office as Marcia, the jiggle, the near-kiss from Carl, the erection, coming down his stocking, the way the girls treated him, the way Cassie used him to tease Logan and Max, that strange feeling in his stomach, another erection.  Martin needed time alone.  Besides, he needed to explore his breasts, something he had not had time to do while serving Cassie.

Did they really jiggle?

Martin stood before the mirror staring at his body.  He was transfixed.  He wore the bra because it protected his nipples.  He wore the panties out of habit.  He wore the wedges because they were comfortable.  Indeed, they were far more comfortable than the pumps or the loafers and they were definitely more comfortable than going barefoot... troublingly.  This limited attire gave him a clear view of his new curves and the other changes.

He examined his right breast with his fingers.

It filled the cup on his bra.  In fact, it looked to be on the verge of overflowing the bra.  That was disturbing.  When had that happened?  He pulled the bra down, exposing the whole breast.  It was more rounded on the bottom, very much globe-like and the top still sloped.  Though, the top was starting to round out too to look more like the bottom.  The nipple was the same... or was it bigger?

It was erect.

He hadn’t felt the jiggle again except for the one time, but his breasts had definitely changed.  They felt different.  There was a kind of weight to them now.  There was an apartness to them too, in the sense that they were part of him but somehow separate.  An arm, for example, felt fully integrated to a person, but these things felt like they were hanging out in front of him.  Sure, they were under the skin and connected, but they seemed to have a presence of their own.  They moved on their own.  They stood on their own.  The jiggle was an example of this.  His torso didn’t jiggle.  His chest didn’t jiggle.  His breasts had.  And when he leaned forward, they seemed to fall forward as if rolling off him.  It was a strange feeling.

The jiggle was a worse feeling.

He could recall every second of it.  It had shocked him.  All the material in these two globes hanging off his chest had shaken, like jello, and wiggled, before going still once more.  As noted, he had not experienced it again since, but the memory burned in him, terrified him that this was significant... that it might happen again in front of his wife or Tianna or Erin or someone.

“Men don’t jiggle,” he told himself.

He did.  That was humiliating.

Worse though, it was exciting too.  Part of him actually wanted to feel it again.  Did women get to enjoy that sensation all the time?  He blushed at the thought and reminded himself he was not a woman and did not want to be.  But maybe just feeling it again...

Martin cupped his breast.  That felt good.  It felt comfortable.

Then he slipped his fingertip across his breast, being careful not to touch his nipple with his long emasculating nail.

His penis grew.

Martin slowly moved his finger around his areola.  That felt really good.  His nipple got very stiff, as did his penis.  A dirty little thought occurred to him.  He bit his lip.  Should he?  He knew he would.  He glanced over his shoulder.  Cassie wasn’t there.  He could still hear her talking.  He then turned his eyes to his breast.  He slowly moved his finger, letting the nail scrape the edge of his nipple.  A sharp pain tingled from his nipple to his chest inflating his penis and sending a wave of breath-sucking pleasure throughout his body.

He pulled his nail away.

Pre-come dripped into his panties.

Suddenly, he heard the sound of high heels in the hallway.  Before he could pull his hand away, however, Cassie tottered into the bedroom.  She was smiling until she saw him.  Then part of her smirked and part of her looked outraged.  Her pussy became wet at seeing her husband fondling his breast.

“Toying with yourself I see,” she said smugly.  Then a more upset expression took over her countenance.  “Why aren’t you in bed?”

Martin blushed.  “I— I was getting ready.”

“Nine o’clock means nine o’clock, Marcia.”

Martin burned with embarrassment that his wife had given him a bedtime, and an early one at that!  His penis throbbed at the indignity, but he wasn’t going to challenge her; he needed to masturbate after all!  “Yes, Miss Cassie.  Sorry, Miss Cassie.”

“Get the hairbrush.”

Martin winced.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

Cassie moved to the center of the room, passing the hairbrush on the way, a knowing gesture to make Martin fetch it.  He got it and brought it to her.  Cassie looked at the small silver watch on her wrist.

“You’re fifteen minutes late,” she said.  “Bend over.”

Martin bit his tongue.  The man in him told him not to do this.  Do not let his wife paddle him.  Do not let her dominate him like this.  But the man was too weak, lost in doubts about his own masculinity, arousal from his feminization, and buried in silks and satins.  He bent over and placed his hands upon his knees.  His breasts tipped forward as he did.  His nipples seemed to hang in the air on the very tips of these falling globes.

“One per minute,” she said.

Cassie raised the brush.  She was very wet.  It turned her on to feel so in control that she could paddle her husband with impunity.  How many wives ever got to do that?  She spread her legs slightly, feeling the wetness drip down her thigh a tiny bit.  She adjusted her balance.  She raised the paddle.  And she swung.

Whooooooosh!  SMACK!

The paddle cut through the air and then landed hard on her husband’s pantied rear.  It hit hard enough to cause ripples to pass through his soft, rounding cheeks, and to make his balls jolt within the panties.  Had they been free, they would have swung back and forth.  An instant later, the shockwave of the strike reached his chest.  Martin felt this as a shove almost and his hanging breasts swung forward before coming back.  He’d never felt this as a man before.

He was stunned.

SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!  SMACK!

Fourteen more blows landed.  Before it was over, Martin was in shock.  His breasts, breasts he thought were too tiny to be anything more than annoying bumps of flab, were gently swaying back and forth.

This was incredibly emasculating.

“Bedtime means bedtime, darling,” said Cassie.  “But since you’re out of bed, undress me.”

Cassie moved to the vanity and sat down so Martin could remove her shoes.  She always felt like a queen when she made him do this.  He was her little servant, her little husband, and his role was to dress and prepare his queen as she saw fit.  Seeing him on his knees removing her shoes and stockings, stripping off her dress or panties, always made her feel so regal.

Martin felt the opposite.  He felt servile.

The thing is, both were turned on by what they felt.  Martin didn’t want to admit it, but this was indeed his place.  Cassie knew that already.  Martin still struggled to accept it.

Martin pulled off his wife’s pump.  It was still damp from her sweat and warm from her body heat.  He set it aside and pulled off the other one.  It too was warm and damp.  Would she put her sweaty toes in his face... for a moment, he hoped she would.  He blushed that he’d had the thought and he picked up her shoes and took them to the closet.

“By the way, darling, we’re going out Friday,” said Cassie.

She took the brush she had used to paddle him and gently ran it over her hair on the right side.

“Where are we going?” asked Martin cautiously.

She brushed the left side now.  “Not we, darling.  Monica and I.  You’re staying here.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  This was unusual.  Why was she telling him this?  He set her shoes into the closet.  “Where are you going?”

“Just out.  A girl’s night.  Dinner, dancing.”

Martin’s eyebrow rose even further.  “Dinner and dancing?”

“Yes.”

Martin tingled strangely.  “And you’re leaving me here?”

“Don’t worry, you won’t be alone.  I’ll call the sitter.”

Martin shuddered and blushed bright red; grown men don’t have sitters!  “You’re leaving me with a sitter.”

“Yes.”

“And you’re going out without me.”

Cassie chuckled.  She could tell this emasculated him.  She could see the tension in his eyes too, a tension between wanting to be a man, the bold husband taking his wife out on a date, and being the little sissy who got off on staying home as his wife was out having a good time.  She could tell his horniness and his ego were evenly matched.  That excited her.  It made her feel powerful... and horny.  She rose to her feet, came to him and threw her arms around his shoulders.  Her breasts pressed into his.

“Monica and I are going out to have a good time, and you dear husband, will stay home as the good little sissy and wait for me to return.”  She smirked before adding, “And I’ll bet that makes you hot, doesn’t it?”

It did.

She kissed him.

—o—

Martin had the strangest dream that night.  He imagined the scene again where Max and Logan came to the house.  This time though, when he opened the door, they knew it was him.  They didn’t seem bothered either.  They came in and asked to speak to Cassie.  As Martin tottered down the hallway to lead them to her, one of them touched his butt, as Carl had.  Martin instantly got hard and giggled.

Giggled.

When they found Cassie, she laughed that they were seeing him like this.  He blushed.  When he turned to see their reactions, he realized neither was wearing any pants!  He turned back to Cassie, but she was pointing at Logan’s penis and told Martin to... well... suck it.

Martin was stunned.

But then he slowly fell to his knees.  Logan’s penis was right in his face.  He then leaned forward and planted a kiss on it, leaving a lipstick print.  He started stroking himself at that point, reaching beneath his dress.  Then he leaned forward to take Logan’s penis in his mouth.

Martin woke up at that point.

He was breathing hard.  He felt... awkward.  The dream had been unsettling, but why hadn’t the dream bothered him more?  Why hadn’t he resisted in it?  He felt unsure.  Then he realized that his panties felt sticky.

Martin filled with shame.

What did this mean?


Chapter Eight: “Emasculated At The Office”

—o—

Martin was at work again.  It was nerve-wracking to be sure.  With his breasts doing such feminine things suddenly, he felt guarded and spent the morning trying to hide them.  This was rather difficult however, as women tended to show off their breasts, and their clothes were designed for that very purpose.  He wore the lilac leather pencil dress, a tight white blouse showing his nearly-too-small bra in light-blue shadow, and the tall open-toed pumps.  His red painted toenails poked out their fronts, showing how complete his feminization was.

Fortunately, no one knew about the “manscaped” heart.

So far, Martin had been lucky that he had not run into Carl.  He had no idea what Carl would do if he saw him, much less if Carl found out who he was; he dreaded an actual kiss, or worse, an embarrassed, upset Carl.  The other employees still didn’t seem to recognize him either.  That was good, but what if word got around?  That prospect kept him on edge.  The secretaries – the girls – seemed to take no end of pleasure in torturing this captive male.  All of this added to his stress.  It was about to get worse too:  he had been summoned to the office of Darren, his former assistant.

Darren, who would now see him in a dress.

The thought made him sick to his stomach.

But he had no choice.

Martin started to rise from his chair, but then an urge hit him.  He didn’t know why the urge hit him, but he knew it would comfort him somehow.  He lowered himself back to his seat.  He opened his desk and took the mirror he had hidden in his top drawer.  He held it low, beneath the line of his desk, so the other women could not see it.  He checked his hair and makeup.  Why?  He didn’t know, but it felt important.  Sure enough, he saw a faded spot on his lips.

Martin glanced around at the other women.  They were busy.

He cautiously pulled out the lipstick Cassie had put in his purse.  He pulled off the cap and unfurled the stick, raising it slightly.  He glanced at the women again.  They were still busy.  He pressed the lipstick against his lip and filled in the faded spot, finishing everything off with a strengthening swirl.  Then he quickly put the lipstick back and hid the mirror in his desk again.

He felt foolish, but was glad he had done this.  He felt more complete somehow.

—o—

Martin felt so weak tottering down the hall in the tall heels to his former assistant’s office.  It would get worse too, he knew.  He needed to call this once underling “Sir” and follow his orders.  Worse, Darren had been away this week and had not yet seen him dressed like this... though he was aware.  That made this all the more awkward, though “humiliating” was probably the right word.

Martin’s feet became very heavy as he approached the door.

It was open.

He knocked.

Darren looked up.  He smirked.  “Well, well, well.  Nice and prompt.  I like that in a secretary.”

Martin shuddered.

“Come in,” said the once assistant.

Martin bit his lip.  He entered the office.

“Hello, Martin,” said Darren smugly.  He was looking Martin up and down with a snicker in the corner of his eye.

Martin blushed.  “Hello, Sir,” he said and he burned with humiliation.  He used to order this little man around!  “And it’s Marcia now.”  His voice was soft.

“Did you get the invoices done, Marcia?”

“Yes, Sir.”  He set the invoices on the desk.  The “Sir” stung.

“Nice nails,” said Darren snidely.  “I think my last girlfriend had nails like that.”  He leaned back in his chair and looked Martin up and down.  Martin felt vulnerable and observed.  “I wonder, were you wearing panties when you used to order me around?”  He chuckled.

Martin shrank with embarrassment... but also felt himself growing.

Why was he growing?!

“Thinking about maybe rushing home to slip into something that made you more comfortable,” continued Darren.  He glanced at Martin’s feet.  Martin wanted to hide his high heels, but there was no way.

“If— if that’s all, Sir,” said Martin.

He was turning bright red.  How humiliatingly this table had turned.

His penis throbbed.

Darren flashed an evil smirk.  “No... not all.”  He leaned forward as if to pick up the invoices.  As he did, he shifted one finger and pushed the pile off the edge of the desk to the floor.  They fell everywhere.  “Oops.  You shouldn’t have put them on the edge like that,” he said calmly, pointedly.  “Would you get those for me?”  It wasn’t a question, it was an order, and Martin knew the point of it.  But he also knew he could not refuse.  He was mere staff after all, and Miss Smith would never believe his version of the story.

“Yes, Sir,” said Martin, still burning with shame at having to call him “Sir.”

He tried to crouch down, but the leather pencil skirt made that really difficult.  It took holding on to the edge of the desk to pull it off.  When he was down, he ran into another problem:  his long nails made this difficult as they struggled to get beneath the sheets on the slick floor.  He tried though.

As he picked up invoice after invoice, sometimes taking several tries with his nails, he could feel Darren watching him.  He could sense Darren’s eyes on his butt and slowly drifting along his stocking-covered thighs and his high heels.  He felt so very small.  But what else could he do?

Martin reached for one invoice that did not want to come up.  It was so difficult between the nails that would not slide beneath the paper and the concentration it took to remain balanced crouching down.

“This is taking too long,” said Darren.

Martin bit his tongue.  “You try it in a skirt and these heels and with these nails!” he thought!  “Yes, Sir,” he said.  He tried for the paper again but still could not get it to budge.

“Try it differently.”

“How, Sir?” snapped Martin.  He was blushing with embarrassment.

Darren smirked.  “On your knees.”

A chill went down Martin’s spine.  This was too close to an erotic order for comfort, but he knew he would never get all these invoices at this difficult angle.  So he slowly, reluctantly lowered himself to his knees.  He could sense Darren growing behind him at having emasculated his former boss like this.

Martin’s nipples strained into his blouse.

He blushed.  How could this arouse him?

Martin started scrambling to pick up all the papers as quickly as he could.  His face burned with hot shame.  As he did, Darren rose from his chair.  Martin could almost feel his former assistant’s eyes slowly moving along his butt and then drifting along his stocking-covered thighs and his high heels.  He felt so very small.

Darren stepped in front of him.  His crotch was at Martin’s eye level.  Martin could see the man’s penis pressing hard into his slacks.  This made Martin blush and feel tiny.

“How does it feel to be a secretary... boss?”

Martin swallowed hard.  He scrambled to grab more papers.

“To wear a dress... boss?”

Martin grabbed another.

Darren then drifted behind him.  Martin tensed up as he lost sight of him.  What was he doing behind him?  He heard Martin crouch down right behind him.  He tensed even more.  He braced himself for Darren’s hand upon his rear.  Then he sensed Darren move forward.  His heart stopped.  He clenched his rear.  He knew it was coming.

Only, it didn’t.

Instead, Darren handed him one of the invoices over his shoulder.

Martin took it, grabbed the other remaining two, pressed them against his chest and shot to his feet.  “Anything else, Sir?” he asked, his voice cracking, his chest heaving, his penis throbbing.

Darren chuckled.  “Nothing today.”

Martin turned and scurried off in his tall heels and his tight skirt.  He was crazy erect.  It was so utterly humiliating to cause another man to have an erection – to be erect for another man... Martin burned with shame.  He was flush too like a young girl with a crush.  This was terrible!  Worse, he was jiggling again, both breasts with each scurried step.

—o—

As Martin let the breast pump suck on his nipples that night, he thought about the office; actually, he thought about Darren.  Martin wore the see-through babydoll, panties and wedges.  Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  The machine tugged on his nipples... his penis swelled.  Phooooooooooo.  The sucking relaxed.  His penis relaxed.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Why had he gotten hard when he went to his knees before Darren?

Was he excited?

What else would make him hard?

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Going to his knees had humiliated him, he told himself.  Like it or not, humiliation turned him on.  So that had to be it!  It couldn’t be anything else.  That was why he thought Darren would touch his butt too: Darren wanted to humiliate him.  It wasn’t that he wanted Darren to touch his butt, he just thought he might.  And he didn’t feel disappointed.  If anything, he— well, he was reacting to not being further humiliated.  That was what that feeling was.  Simple.  It had nothing to do with any sort of attraction to Darren.

Martin nodded his head in agreement with his own conclusion.

But was it true?

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Was it possible he wanted Darren to touch his butt?

“Ridiculous!” he said dismissively.

And yet, the disappointment.  And yet, the thought lingered too.  Why linger if he didn’t secretly want it?  He blushed.  Could there be just a little truth in it?  He recalled the feeling of Carl’s hand against his.  That had been... awkward.  He tingled.  His penis seemed to grow just a tiny bit.  Now he imagined Darren holding him instead of Carl... felt Darren’s lips on his.

Phooooooooooo.

Martin shuddered away the thought and shook his head.

“No!  That’s preposterous!”

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

He saw the lump in Darren’s pants again.  He’d seen that in his mind all day, kept thinking about it, wondering...

Why?

A tiny thought crossed the back of his mind like a thief in the night.

“No!” he told himself.  “I don’t like men!”  And that was true, he told himself harshly.  He wanted nothing to do with men!  How could he even think any of this could even possibly in some remote way be true?  He had been Darren’s boss.  Now he was demoted.  That made Darren a symbol of his own humiliation.  That was all.  Humiliation turned him on.  He knew that.  Humiliation, not men.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

His mind went back to the bump again.  His penis swelled.

“No.  I’m not— it’s not—”

He imagined himself back on his knees as Darren came behind him.  He recalled that vividly.  His heart had raced earlier; it raced now.  He had been so sure Darren would touch his butt.  He had been nervous, scared, horrified.  That’s how it had been.

“I wasn’t excited,” he told himself.

Though he had been.  And he was now.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Martin bit his lip.

Even as he told himself he had been nervous, he remembered his heart pounding excitedly.  Not from fear.  He remembered the sick feeling in his stomach... the horny feeling.  He remembered being hard.  He remembered it feeling so good.  He remembered when Darren passed him the paper... he remembered for the tiniest of moments feeling disappointed.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Martin bit his lip even harder.

Had he wanted Darren to touch him?

A strange sensation came over him suddenly.  Where it came from, he did not know.  What it meant, he did not know.  His whole body seemed to melt in a quivering, naughty mess.  He blushed like a school girl.  His penis grew and, this time, did not relax when the machine let go.  Could it be?

“No,” he told himself.

And yet, he blushed.  It was true, wasn’t it?  His dick was wet.

Martin bit his lip one more time.  This was bad... wasn’t it?


Chapter Nine: “They’re Real?”

—o—

It was time for Martin to perform the most humiliating part of his duties: delivering coffee.  Every morning, this once manager needed to make coffee for all the office staff and bring it to them like some sort of servant girl.  That’s what the low-girl did, and he was the low girl.  So now, he made coffee and took it to people he once managed.  It was truly embarrassing.

Today would be worse too.

Martin was making coffee for Darren.  He wore the pinstripe pencil skirt, a white blouse and the tall black open-toed pumps.  Between the clothes, his hair, his makeup and his nails, he very much looked the part of a sexy secretary.  Behind him, the women were chatting about something or other they had seen on television the night before.  They paid him no attention.

Martin picked up the coffee-filled cup and started toward Darren’s office.  He had again checked his lipstick before he went.  He wasn’t sure why.  He had even fluffed his hair.  He felt oddly girly doing that and grew an erection.  It had subsided by now, however... thankfully.

Martin made his way to Darren’s office.  He was very conscious of all that was feminine about himself, from his perfume to his nails to the sound of his heels, the restrictive feel of his skirt and the bouncing of his breasts.  He felt embarrassed by all of this, but tried to project confidence.

He came to Darren’s office and knocked.

“Enter, Martin,” said Darren, emphasizing Martin’s male name to drive home their swapped roles.

Martin shuddered with embarrassment and stepped inside.  “Your coffee, Sir,” he said meekly.  He blushed at seeing Darren in his dark suit.  A strange thought went through his mind:  had Darren always been so handsome?  This thought filled him with confusion and distracted him.  Suddenly, Martin misstepped on the tall heels, buckling his ankle, and the coffee splashed all over his blouse, right on his breast.  His blouse was soaked right down to his bra.

“Arg!” exclaimed Martin.

Darren looked up and laughed, making Martin feel even smaller.

Martin set down the dripping wet cup and looked down at his blouse.  The blouse was soaked right over his breast.  It was wet enough that the material had become somewhat translucent and his light-blue bra showed right though, as did the feminine shape of his breast.  His nipple, fortunately, remained tucked away in the damp bra.

“Look at that,” he said unhappily.

Darren smirked.

He rose from his chair and came to Martin with a handful of napkins he had pulled from his desk.  Martin tried to blot the coffee with these, but it was too much; the blouse remained damp and see-through.

Darren watched this, laughing at how weak and sissyish his former boss had become.  It felt like the best form of revenge he could imagine.  Then suddenly, his eyebrow rose.  He had spotted something strange.  He reached out his hand and took the front of Martin’s blouse in his fingers.

Martin froze, unsure what to do or not do.

His penis started to rise sharply, however.

As Martin watched in horrified fascination, Darren unbuttoned Martin’s blouse and pulled it off his shoulders.  He slipped his finger to the bra and examined it with the backs of his fingers.  It was wet too.  Martin’s nipples strained inside the bra.  His penis throbbed.  His breathing became harder.

“What— what are you doing?” asked Martin shakily.

“They’re— they’re real,” said Darren.

Martin’s penis discharged pre-come into his panties.  Martin blushed brightly.

“I thought they were breast forms.  The rest makeup and padding,” said Darren almost more to himself than to Martin, “but they aren’t.  They’re real.  You’ve got breasts!  You really are turning into a woman.”

He pulled Martin’s bra down, exposing his breasts.  Then he put his fingers upon Martin’s exposed breast and lifted it.  His touch sent a warm, erotic feeling coursing through Martin’s chest.  Martin turned really, really red.  This was incredibly emasculating.  Yet, at the same time, it made him very, very hard.  To be felt up, examined, by his former assistant – and a man to boot – was somehow arousing in every sense of the word.  His heart began to race.  His erection throbbed intensely beneath the restrictive skirt.

Darren fingered his round breast in utter fascination.  His fingers felt its weight, traced its curvy shape, and squeezed its firm mass.  He did this without a word of seeking Martin’s approval or permission, and Martin was too intimidated and/or excited to stop him.

It was true: he was turned on.

“This is wild,” said Darren.

His fingers now circled the areola, making Martin shudder helplessly.  More pre-come released into Martin’s panties.  His breathing became harder.  His heart beat faster.  His chest began to heave.  His penis throbbed.  His mind was awash in insane imagines of him on his knees before Darren with Darren’s zipper down and his penis hanging out of the hole.

Darren slipped one finger to Martin’s nipple.  He touched the tip.

Martin felt an electric tingle race through his chest and his penis swelled.  It throbbed.  He suddenly realized he might come.  What would happen then, he wondered pensively.

“This is like a woman’s nipple,” said Darren.

He pressed it, trying to press it down into Martin’s breast, but it popped right back up erect.  Then he pushed it left and right, making Martin shiver with excitement.  Darren chuckled.

“I was sure these were fake,” he said.

Darren put his fingers on the nipple and vibrated it.

Martin’s penis shook.  More pre-come.  He was closer to an explosion.  He trembled expectantly.

Darren’s eyes suddenly glowed.  His lips curled into a smirk.  Without warning, he leaned forward and kissed Martin’s nipple!  Martin’s penis almost came.  His whole body shook with humiliation and something else... excitement.  A tingly feeling came over Martin.  His body seemed to yearn.  His mind wanted.  It wasn’t focused, it was just want.  Then, without even realizing his was going to do it, Martin slowly lowered himself to his knees.  He had no idea what in the world would make him do this or what he was thinking, but little by little, he watched Darren grow taller and taller as he sank down to his knees.

Darren smiled wickedly down at him.

Martin’s heart ran like a jackhammer in his chest.  His penis pounded away in his skirt.  But he felt oddly calm, almost detached, but excited.  He pulled his eyes from Darren’s and focused on the bulge in Darren’s pants at his eye level.  He saw two hands with long, red, feminine nails set themselves on the zipper of those pants.  They were his hands, he realized, and he could feel something hard beneath the slacks.

Martin slid his fingers to the zipper.

He licked his red lips, tasting the filmy lipstick he wore.  His was breathing hard.  He still had no idea what he planned, though he seemed to know.

His fingers took the zipper, which wasn’t easy because of the long nails.  Then he slowly started to pull the zipper down.  He could sense the throbbing monster on the other side, yearning to get out, just as his own penis swelled and throbbed and strained inside his own panties.

Before the zipper got halfway down, however, Darren’s hands appeared and pulled his fingers away.  He didn’t let go of Martin’s hands, either.  To the contrary, he held Martin’s hands and used that subtle pressure to keep Martin on his knees.  He let out a snicker, or was it a chuckle.  The look in his eyes said he was savoring this moment.  This had been the ultimate triumph.

After what felt like an eternity, Darren let go of Martin’s hands.

Had Martin been rejected?  Martin felt incredibly humiliated.  He had made a fool of himself.  He felt incredibly exposed, shaken.  Why had he done this?  He slowly rose to his feet.  He cautiously buttoned his blouse and shamefully retreated to the door.  He felt deeply humiliated.  Emasculated.

Just as he was about to slip out, Darren spoke:  “Oh, and Martin—”

Martin turned bright red.  “Yes, Sir?”

“Wear the short skirt next time.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  He slipped away.

—o—

Martin spent the rest of the day swinging between elation, terror and embarrassment.  He wasn’t entirely sure what had happened and he certainly wasn’t sure what Darren meant, nor did he understand why it had all affected him so.  Why had he dropped to his knees and tried to— well, that?  Why would he do that to a man?  What did Darren mean by telling him to wear the short skirt?  Did this mean he wanted to, uh— continue?  Was it just another means of humiliating him?  Martin didn’t know.  He thought he did.  He hoped he knew.

Yes, hoped.

As much as Martin wanted to tell himself this had been an illusion, some terrible nightmare where he acted insanely and it could now all hopefully be forgotten, he knew what he was feeling and what he hoped Darren meant.  It was hard to accept though.  His mind was running a mile a minute spinning thoughts he wanted no part of.  His heart was racing.  His penis was throbbing.  He felt like a young girl with her first crush, but utterly ashamed and horrified at the same times:  Darren was a man!  How could he want that from him?

He felt sick.

He giggled.

He blushed.

What would happen on Monday?  Interestingly, he didn’t tell himself he needed to find a way to escape this.


Chapter Ten: “Going Out”

—o—

“Zip me, darling,” said Cassie.

It was Friday night.

Martin stepped behind his wife and pulled up the zipper on her little black dress.  The dress tightened perfectly, showing her exquisite shape.  She fluffed her hair with her fingers and moved to the vanity to check her makeup.  Martin stood by watching, feeling rather helpless.  His wife was going out with Monica, without him, and there was nothing he could do about it.

He felt jealous.

He felt small.  Part of him felt like a child watching its parent go out for an adult night.  Part of him felt like a helpless husband.  His whole body was on edge from these feelings.  He wanted to tell her that she couldn’t go, but he knew that would be futile.  Cassie’s independence had grown beyond his control.

Worse, Monica was watching.  She had come early and now sat on the edge of the bed in her own little black dress.  She watched Cassie dress with a smirk upon her face.  She was enjoying this.

“I’ve never seen a man dress his wife before,” she said smugly.

“It’s wonderful,” replied Cassie.  She brushed back a stray hair.

“I bet.  It seems like having a husband for a slave is all around rather nice.”

Cassie blushed as her lips curled into a smile.  “It is.”

Martin blushed.

“All the things he can do for you, and no power to say no.  That’s how men should be,” said Monica philosophically.  “Someone should invent a spray or something to make men helpless servants of women.  Imagine what kind of perfect world that would be.”

“Sounds great, doesn’t it darling?” chuckled Cassie.

Martin blushed even more.

“Most men would hate it, naturally, but not our Martin.”  Monica reached out her stocking-clad foot and ran it up his thigh to his erection, which tented out his babydoll nightie.  He didn’t resist, though her touching him like this made him shudder helplessly.  He was very hard.

Cassie checked her makeup.  “Marcia’s a good little husband.”

“I’m sure.  Like I said, think of the things you can do, and there’s nothing he can say about it.  Like tonight.  Other wives don’t just get to go out with a pat on their husband’s heads telling them to be good.  ‘I’ll be back when I get back.  Clean the house while I’m gone.  Ta ta.’”  She giggled.  She stroked Martin’s erection with her warm toes, toes in stockings which were slightly damp from being trapped in her high-heeled pump for the past hour.  He was clearly, embarrassingly aroused.  “What do think of that, Martin?  Does it turn you on that your wife can go out, do whatever she wants, and there’s nothing you can do about it?  Do you still feel like a man knowing she could be out there flirting with other men as you stay home... the submissive little wife?”

Martin blushed.

Cassie suddenly shifted her hips.  She seemed uncomfortable.  She turned to examine her rear in the mirror.  She turned from side to side examining it and then brushed it with her fingers.

“Get my blue thong, darling,” she told Martin.

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “Why?”

“Because I want it.”

“Yes, Martin, do as you’re told,” added Monica with a smirk.

Martin blushed bright red, but did as he was told.  He went to his wife’s panty drawer and pulled out a dark blue thong.  It had a tiny black bow on the front and lace along its edges.  It was very decorative.  He gave it to his wife.

Cassie slipped her hands beneath her dress and pulled it up slightly as she took her strawberry-red panties on each side and pulled them down to her knees.  “These just aren’t comfortable,” she said.  “Besides, they show.”  She got them to her knees and let them drop to the floor.  Then she took the blue panties from Martin and pulled them into place.  As she did, Martin picked up the others from the floor.  “Why don’t you wear those tonight?  I wouldn’t want Tianna thinking I let you roam around in dirty panties, even if that’s your place.”

Martin shot a nervous glance at Monica and blushed.  He wanted to refuse:  not in front of Monica, he told himself!  But she had seen too much already.  Indeed, she blushed herself at the idea Martin would wear his wife’s dirty panties and she swung her leg excitedly; she was aroused.

Martin reached beneath his babydoll nightie and pulled down the white panties he had been wearing and he replaced them with the red panties.  These were tighter and smaller and they pulled on his penis.  In the meantime, Cassie worked the blue thong up beneath her dress and into place.  When she was done, she examined her rear in the mirror, turning from side to side, and smiled.

“Much better.  No panty lines.”  Cassie saw him frown.  “You disapprove?”

“Aren’t those a little decorative?” asked Martin.

“Decorative?”

“Yeah, for just going out with Monica.”

An evil glint appeared in Monica’s eye.  “Worried?”

Martin glanced at her.  “What do you mean?”

“Are you afraid Cassie will meet some man... maybe take him somewhere... show him her ‘decorative’ panties?”

“Of course not,” said Martin defensively, though his penis grew even harder at the taunting.

“Then why does it matter how decorative her panties are?  Trust me, Martin, if he sees her panties, then I don’t think the decorativeness of her panties will be the issue,” snickered Monica.

Martin blushed.  He had no answer.  “I just— I thought they looked uncomfortable.”

Cassie rolled her eyes.  “Darling, do you think I went to the trouble of turning my husband into a woman merely to go out and find another man?”

“You can,” said Monica.  “He can’t stop you.  And he’s obviously not a man anymore; he’s more a girlfriend, really.  You would be well within your rights to find another man... maybe one for both of you.  It could be one of the perks of having a sissy for a husband.”

“But why would I want to?”  She grabbed Martin’s balls in his panties and held them up, letting everyone see what she was doing through the see-through nightie.  “I have everything I need here.”  She bounced his balls as if weighing them.  Martin felt very meek at this display of her power.

Just then, the doorbell rang.

Cassie laughed.  “Saved by the bell, darling.”  She kissed him on the cheek and started toward the bedroom door.  “Fetch my shoes, dear, and bring them.  The black pumps.”

Martin glowed with embarrassment.

Monica rose from the bed and followed Martin to the closet.  She came up behind him and put her hand upon his soft behind; it was much softer than it had been.  Martin froze.

“Do you know what I think?” said Monica.

Martin bit his lips but didn’t respond.

Monica moved her hand along his cheek, sending shocking little waves of pleasure through him.  He grew even harder.  “I think you like the idea,” she said.  Her hand moved slowly toward his hip.  “I think it turns you on.”

Martin shook his head in protest, but she cut him off.

“I think it does.”

She slipped her hand around his erection from behind.  Her fingers squeezed it.  Her grip was much more gentle than he expected, almost teasing, and her fingers were softer and warmer.

“I think you’re turned on by the idea she might go pick up some man.  Is that it, Martin?” she whispered in his ear.  “Do you want her to humiliate you like that?  Find a man to take care of the needs her sissy husband can’t?”  She purred.  “Maybe even tell him you’re home in heels and panties as she takes him to bed?”

Martin shrank, and grew.  Martin certainly did not like the idea, but the idea this woman thought he did was humiliating, and that turned him on, even as he resisted the idea.

“No,” he said shakily.

Monica stared at him doubtfully for several seconds.  Then she smiled coldly.  “Your wife is waiting for her shoes... sissy.”

Martin pulled himself away and crouched down.  He grabbed his wife’s shoes.  He started toward the door.  She stopped him with her hand

“By the way, Martin, I’m changing your medication.”

Martin froze.  “What do you mean?”

“I’ve got Cassie something new.  A little gift from me to her.”

A chill ran down Martin’s spine.  “What— what’s different about it?”

Monica smirked.  “Not much,” she said coyly.  “Really only one thing.”

“What?”

Monica’s smirk grew.  “Let me put it this way... when you start feeling a little wet, think of me.”

Martin had no idea what this could mean.  He wasn’t sure what could make it worse than growing breasts anyway.  And as for being “wet,” if that meant what his wife meant when she told him he was wet, then he wouldn’t mind that at all.  He turned and left the bedroom without another word.

Out in the living room, Cassie was talking to Tianna: his sitter.

Martin approached them in the babydoll and wedges.  He carried Cassie’s high-heeled pumps.  Tianna watched him approach with an enormous grin upon her lips.  Today, she wore what appeared to be a school girl uniform, complete with short skirt, and high-heeled loafers.

“Hi Martin,” said Tianna.  “I brought my nail kit so we can continue your lessons.”  She held up a small leather bag.

Martin cringed.

“Martin has a bedtime of nine o’clock,” said Cassie to Tianna.  “Please make sure he’s in bed.  If I need him when I come home, I’ll wake him up.”

“Sure thing,” said Tianna.  She winked at Martin, making him feel very small.

“And leave the door open to watch him.”

“Will do,” said Tianna.

“If he misbehaves, you are free to punish him as you see fit.”

Tianna giggled.  “It’s so strange.  I’ve never gotten to punish a grown man before.”

“I’m sure,” chuckled Cassie.  Then she grinned.  “It is kind of fun!”

Both women giggled together.

Martin shrank with embarrassment.

Cassie recovered and turned to her husband.  “I want you to be a good little husband tonight, darling, and do what Miss Tianna tells you,” she said with a sly grin and a hint of wetness.

“Yes, Miss Cassie,” said Martin sourly.  He was flush with embarrassment... and his sour tone was meant to hide the fact he was hard as a rock and throbbing.

“I don’t want to hear about any trouble.”

Martin blushed deeper.  “No, Miss Cassie.”

“She has my full authority to punish you if needed.”  Cassie smirked, recalling finding Tianna paddling him the last time she left the two of them together.  Part of her hoped to find something similar this time when she came home.  That had been so exciting.  She’d made herself come more than once thinking of that scene.  She wasn’t sure why, but it was clear to her that having the power to subject her husband to that was thrilling.  “I don’t know what time we’ll be back, but that’s our concern.  You go to bed when Tianna tells you.  If I need you, I’ll wake you.”

Martin felt very small.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

Monica snapped her fingers as she remembered something.  “Speaking of going out,” she said, “have you told her about the trip yet?”

“Not yet.”

“What— what trip?” asked Martin.

Cassie smiled at him.  She grabbed his balls through the babydoll night and held them again.  This made Martin feel smaller yet.  “Monica and I are going to Paradise Island in two weeks.  Isn’t that wonderful, darling?”

“How long will you be gone?” asked Martin.

“One week.”

“A week!”

“And we’ll be surrounded by men,” added Monica slyly.

Cassie rolled her eyes playfully.  “Don’t listen to her, darling.”

“It’s true.”

“Be that as it may, don’t worry, darling.  I’ll have Tianna watch you while we’re gone.”  She looked at her watch.  “We should be going.  Our reservation is in thirty minutes.”

“Where are you going?” asked Martin at hearing they had a reservation.

Cassie smiled.  “That’s big girl knowledge, darling.  You just stay here and don’t worry your pretty little head about anything.”  She turned to Monica.  “Are you ready, Mon?”

“Absolutely.”

Cassie let go of Martin’s balls.  Then she kissed him on the cheek.  “Be good.  Do as Tianna tells you.”  Then she grabbed her purse before addressing Tianna.  “If Martin wants to masturbate tonight, you may let him if he’s been good.  Just be sure to watch him.”

Tianna blushed with embarrassment.  “Will do,” she giggled.

Martin’s jaw dropped.  He would never...

Then Cassie and Monica linked arms and walked out.


Chapter Eleven: “Girl’s Night”

—o—

“Look at this,” said Monica.

They had finished dinner and were browsing some of the more interesting stores in the less-traveled part of the mall.  This particular store had games and tacky knickknacks out front and a very different section in the back.  You had to show ID to go in the back.

They were in the back.

“What is it?” asked Cassie.

She moved to Monica and let out a laugh.  On the wall before her were a collection of penis-shaped objects of various sizes, some operated by batteries, some not.  Some were meant to be worn on straps.  Monica was holding up an eight-inch long device made of black plastic.

“You should use this on Martin,” laughed Monica.  “Make him the girl of his dreams!”

Cassie giggled at the thought, but could not deny there was something interesting about it.  She felt the first traces of wetness down below.  She shook her head though.  “I don’t think Martin is ready for that yet.”

“Then how about this one?”  Monica held up a much smaller one.  This one in pink.

“That’s more his speed,” snickered Cassie.

“This one would have been more fun,” said Monica of the black one.

Cassie smiled shyly.  “Maybe one day.”

Monica returned the penises to the wall.  “I got those new pills, by the way.”

“Oh good.  Will they work better?”

“They have fewer side-effects for the most part, though they do add one or two you might like,” said Monica slyly.

“It won’t make him impotent, will it?”

“No, not these.”

“Good.  I love seeing him struggle with an erection.  There’s something so erotic about seeing a stiff dick beneath a pair of panties or a skirt.  I don’t know what it is, but it makes me feel... just strong somehow.”

“I can imagine.  But it could be just as fun to see him impotent.”  She smiled coyly and ran her fingers up her friend’s arm, sending warm tingles through her.  “Imagine taking away his manhood.  Imagine seeing the realization in his face that he can’t do the one thing that makes a man a man, and you are the one who took it from him.”

Cassie smiled despite herself.

Monica continued, while taking the big black penis from the wall and holding it toward her friend.  “Can you imagine when he can’t get it up and you show up with one of these.  You have the only functioning dick in the house.  You want to feel powerful, there it is.”

“I’ll consider it,” said Cassie evasively with a blush.

Monica smirked.  “Or how about one of these?”  She pointed to another shelf.

Cassie followed Monica to a section of the store that contained chastity devices.  The particular ones Monica pointed to were shaped like flaccid penises.  Most were silver, some where pink.

“I like having access to his dick,” said Cassie.

“What about when we’re on the trip?”

Cassie raised an eyebrow.  “To keep him from touching himself?”

Monica smirked evilly.  “I was thinking you could give the key to Tianna.  She could let him out with your permission, after he begs her,” she laughed.

Cassie blushed and quietly took one from the shelf.  The idea was certainly intriguing.  But then something caught her eye across the store.  “Look at that!”  She moved across the store with Monica in tow until they came to another display clearly meant for women.

“He will lose his mind,” laughed Monica.

Cassie smiled slyly.  “And more.”

“Do you think he’d really wear it?”

Cassie nodded.  “And do you know the best thing?  Now that he’s a woman full-time, I can make him wear it all the time too.  There’s no need to take it off.”

Monica raised an eyebrow.  “You’re serious?”

Cassie nodded.

“What if someone recognizes it?” asked Monica.

Cassie was wet now.  “What if they do?”

—o—

Martin was on his knees.  His erection tented out the babydoll.  The wedges pointed out behind him.  His breasts felt heavy.  For the first time, the babydoll caught his nipples.  They looked like little pegs from which the babydoll hung.  It was embarrassing.  He hoped Tianna didn’t notice, but how could she not?  Apart from the embarrassment, it was uncomfortable too.  For as silky as the babydoll was, it felt like sandpaper against his increasingly sensitive nipples.  It actually made him wish he had worn the bra, but he had stupidly refused when his wife offered.

Tianna sat before him on the couch.  She was looking through her bag for the nail file.

“Normally, you wouldn’t be on your knees in front of someone to do this.  To do hands, you sit across from each other at a table.  To give a pedicure, which is what you’re about to do, you would sit in a chair and I would have my legs up – that’s the salon method.  Or you might sit on the couch and I would have my feet in your lap.  That’s the boyfriend method.”  She pulled the nail file from the bag.  “But seeing as how Cassie likes you to be submissive, I figure this is the best method to teach you.  Let’s call it the Sissy Martin method.”

Martin blushed.

She handed him the file.  The polish remover was already next to him on the floor.  “The principle is the same as when you do your own.  Remove the polish.  Then use the file to make sure all my nails are nice and pretty.  When that’s done, you paint.  Got it?”

Martin bit his tongue.  He got it, but he certainly didn’t like it.  The last thing he wanted to do was paint this stupid girl’s nails.  How could Cassie leave her in charge of him?  His pride swelled.  His resistance started to grow.

“I got it,” he grumbled.

“Miss Tianna, Martin.”  Her tone was playful, but firm this time too.

He glared at her.

“I’ll call your wife, Martin.  Or I’ll make you stand in the corner all evening.”

Martin’s resistance nearly held, but he knew he was lost.  He sighed.  “Yes, Miss Tianna.”

“Next time, I won’t give you a warning.”

Martin furrowed his brow.  Again, he wondered who this young nothing could be in charge of him, but again, his resistance broke.  “Yes, Miss Tianna.”  It was time to get to work.  He looked her legs up and down.  She had gorgeous legs below her short school-girl skirt.  That didn’t make this any easier.  Indeed, there was just enough attractiveness about her to excite him in some ways, which made his submission all the more shameful.

Why her?

Martin glanced at her feet.  She still wore the tall black loafers with the four-inch heels.  They looked a bit like oxfords actually only with tall, thick feminine heels.  He hesitated.

“Well?” she asked.

“Your shoes are still on.”

“Take them off.”

An embarrassed shudder went through Martin.  Indeed, there was something embarrassing about removing this young woman’s shoes.  It reminded him in too many ways of the subservient things Cassie had made him do to her feet and shoes... the almost fetish-like way she had made him love them.  The idea of touching this girl’s feet suddenly brought that out and made him feel vulnerable.

“Go on,” said Tianna enthusiastically.  She’d never had a man give her a pedicure and she was curious how it would feel.  Would it be different than her girlfriends?  Would it feel more sexual?  Weirder?  “Don’t make me put you in the corner, Martin.  Remember our deal.”

“Yes, Miss Tianna,” grumbled Martin.

The deal had been that if Martin did a good job without causing any problems, and he finished a few chores she had laid out, then she would give him free time afterward.  He saw that as a valuable opportunity to look for a new job, something he really had not had time to do the past week.

Of course, the price was to be this girl’s sissy.

He would pay it though, so he swallowed his pride and he reluctantly took Tianna’s right foot in his hand and pulled off her shoe.  The musky smell of leather mixed with Tianna’s sweaty food instantly wafted to his nose.  The tight leather of the shoe had wrapped around her foot making it sweat and trapping the smell, which now escaped.  This smell, in the past, would have repulsed him.  This time, it embarrassingly made his erection throb.

What had Cassie done to him?

Tianna spotted his erection and giggled.  “Excited?”

Martin blushed.  “No!”

She knew better.  A mischievous smile appeared upon Tianna’s lips, mixed with the shy smile that seemed to dominate her control over Martin.  She slowly moved her toes forward until they touched the tip of his erection through the babydoll.  Then she wrapped her toes around it.

Martin turned bright red.  This dumb girl was holding his erection between her toes!  How embarrassing... how arousing!  He was thankful Cassie couldn’t see this.  She would know why he was blushing so badly.

“Do you mind?” he said and he brushed her toes away.

Tianna laughed.

Martin ignored her and pulled off her other shoe.  He was determined to get this over with as quickly as possible.  Tianna, on the other hand, swelled with her adventurous touch.  She had gotten away with it.  The world seemed to change ever so slightly.  She crossed her legs now, swinging one foot near his face.  She planted the other on his thigh, very near his throbbing erection.

“Cassie says her feet turn you on,” said Tianna.

Martin blushed.  “Miss Cassie is exaggerating.”

Tianna snickered.  “I don’t think so somehow.  I think you love every piece of this.  You probably even love the fact she left you with me while she went out.”  She wiggled her toes.  She built up courage... “Do my toes excite you too?”

Martin furrowed his brow and glared at this young woman.  There was no way he would admit that, not that it was true in any event, he told himself.  Nothing about this girl turned him on.

Nothing.

Well... except that... and that... and that.

Tianna put her elbow on her knees and leaned forward to cup her chin in her palm.  She looked Martin right in the eyes.  “Do you want to come on my toes too?” she asked.  She felt a giggly nervousness being so bold.

“No,” snapped Martin.

Tianna, however, sensed something in his protest along the lines of me thinks thou doth protest too much.  She smiled.  “If you’re good, I might let you.”  She felt so giggly that she’d said that.  It felt like she had sailed over a boundary to her and conquered more strength in the process.

“Do you mind?” said Martin as his face turned bright red.  “I thought you wanted a pedicure.”

Tianna smirked.  “Sure, Martin, sure.”

Tianna dropped the issue and Martin started the pedicure, yet Martin felt oddly exposed.

—o—

Cassie and Monica sat in a bar.  It was a chain restaurant-bar, the type with lots of fruity drinks done with umbrellas and other accessories.  Pop music played and televisions showed sports events.

“I have to say that I’m really impressed,” said Monica.

“With what?”

“How you handle Martin.”

Cassie raised an eyebrow.  “Really?  Why?”

“Most women wouldn’t have the nerve to take charge and they certainly wouldn’t have the nerve to tell a man what to do.”

Cassie shrugged her shoulders.  “It’s kind of fun actually.”

Monica raised an innuendo laden eyebrow.  “Fun?”

Cassie blushed.  “Ok, exciting.”  She sipped her drink.  “I don’t know, there’s just something— liberating about having a man under heel.  It’s not like I ever felt trapped or anything, but the idea I can just go where I want, do what I want without his permission— it’s an amazing feeling.”

“Not to mention ordering him around.”

Cassie blushed even more.  “There is a certain sense of power that comes with that,” she said shyly.

“Do you know what I would do if I had a man under heel?”

“What?”

Monica’s face glowed into a grin.  “I’d get another—”  Cassie started to object, but Monica raised her hand to cut her off.  “I’d get another sissy.  A bunch actually.  I’d have a harem of sissy boys.  They would clean my house, dress me, treat me like a queen.  And for those moments when I wanted a real man, I’d go out and find one.”

Cassie laughed at the image.  “A harem of sissies.”

“Sure, why not?”

“Men are a hassle, that’s why not.”

“I’d still want them all.  Think of seeing all those little dicks all stiff in their panties.  I’d line them up, make them all raise their skirts—”

“No pants?”

“Pants are for women, darling,” said Monica in her best know-it-all voice.  “They’d lift their skirts and I’d walk up and down the line, teasing each of their dicks.  They’d be so horny and I don’t think I’d ever let them come.  One a month, maybe.  They’d be desperate to please me,” she laughed.

Cassie laughed too.  “Well, I’m happy with Martin.”

Monica looked at her watch.  “Do you still want to go dancing?”

Cassie shrugged her shoulders.  “Not tonight.  We’ll go next week.”  Then she smirked.  “I’m thinking of bringing Martin.”

Monica laughed.  “That will be worth the price of admission.”

“He’ll have to learn.  I can’t always rely on a sitter.”

Monica snorted a laugh.  She nodded to the bag next to Cassie’s chair.  “Are you really going to make him wear that?”

Cassie smiled.  “Yes.”

“People will figure it out.”

“Good.  It’s time he was proud of what he is.”

“And what is that?”

“Mine.”

—o—

Martin pulled the brush along Tianna’s toenail.  The nail turned pink as it passed.  His penis was rock hard, both from the subservience of doing this young woman’s toenails and from holding her foot itself.  Despite his earlier denial, there was something in him now that did want to come on her toes, if nothing more than to prove how far he had fallen.  He tried to ignore it, but it whispered at him constantly and it kept his penis on edge.

“You know,” said Tianna, who insisted on talking to him as he worked, “I’ve never met a man before who lets his wife or girlfriend or whatever order him around, and certainly not to the level Cassie does you.”

Martin blushed.  Why couldn’t she just read a book?

“I’ve never had a boyfriend either who wanted to be pushed around.  I don’t know any males like that.”  She chuckled.  “Except you.  I could probably do anything to you I wanted and you would actually like it.”  An embarrassed, blushing grin took over her face.  “Do you know how crazy that is?” she gushed.

“Hold still,” said Martin, when her foot wiggled excitedly in his lap.

It touched his erection, sending another wave of pleasure through him.  That was embarrassing.

“I’m serious,” continued Tianna, not aware she had touched his penis.

“I’m glad you approve,” said Martin sourly.

“I feel like—  I don’t know how to describe it even.  I feel like I should do something just to prove I can.”

Martin furrowed his brow.  “Like what?” he asked even more sourly.

“I don’t know.  Maybe make you bow to me or something... kiss my feet.  Cassie talks about you wanting to play with yourself.  I’ve never seen a man play with himself.  I should make you do that.”

Martin glared at her.  “No.”

“But that’s the thing, little Martin, I can make you if I want to.”

Martin shuddered deeply.  She was kind of right.  Cassie had near absolute power over him at the moment and that meant he needed to do what Cassie wanted.  If Cassie wanted to let this girl make him masturbate... well.  He felt incredibly weak suddenly.  He licked his lips nervously.

“I— I don’t think Cassie would like that.”

“Miss Cassie,” said Tianna firmly.  As she did, she poked him with her foot.  The thing is, where she poked him, her sole scraped against his erection.  And as she let her foot settle down, it came down right on his erection.  His suddenly began to throb at the feeling of her warm, soft, dominant foot.

She didn’t seem to realize this, however.  She seemed to think it was his thigh.

“And I don’t think she would mind, honestly,” continued Tianna as if it were any other intellectual problem.  “She gave me power to let you play with yourself so long as I watched.”

She shifted slightly, making her foot move along his shaft and causing him to throb even more.  To his horror, he realized that his penis had started a sort of rhythm which could end in terrible embarrassment.

It throbbed.

“That means, I. Can. Do. What. I. Want,” she laughed.  With each emphasized word, she shoved her foot into him like playful pokes.  This was like stroking him and Martin’s penis went wild.  It came dangerously close to coming.  In fact, his breathing became hard.  His chest heaved.  His mind became completely distracted by this and by images of Tianna jerking him off with her foot and it getting covered with come.  He told himself this was horrifying.  It was the last thing he ever wanted.  This was humiliating.  He needed to stop it.

And yet...

She laughed.  “That’s a lot of power.”

Martin bit his tongue.  His breathing got even more labored.  He was getting closer.  This was going to be humiliating.  He suddenly wondered if she would feel it.  Would it soak through his panties and the babydoll and make her foot wet?  That would be horrifying... and exciting, he had a vision of himself licking her sole clean and he cringed in repulsion even as he throbbed more in excitement.  Why was this so exciting?  What was wrong with him?

He tried to force it out of his mind by trying to paint her next nail, but his hands were too unsteady.  The brush hovered over her toe.

“So you better be good to me,” finished Tianna with a wink.

As she winked, she gave one final push.  Martin’s penis throbbed massively.  He braced himself for the humiliations to come: the squirt, the soaking through, the realization what he’d done, the taunting and finally the cleaning.  This was horrifying... and yet, he wanted it so badly suddenly!  He wanted this dumb young nothing to take him and make him her toy... her plaything... put him beneath her.

But then she withdrew her foot from his lap, pulling it back just an inch or two – a motion done without conscious thought or knowledge of its effect.  It nestled back in its place upon this thigh.  Its touch gone.  The catalysts disappearing.  His penis slowing.  And then it passed.  He would not come.  Instead, he filled with a terrible desire to come, to finish the job and intense embarrassment that he wanted that and even deeper shame of the things he had imagined.

He blushed brightly.

Slowly, shaken, he applied the brush to her nail.  His panties filled with pre-come.  His mind filled with a new weakness.

—o—

Martin had painted Tianna’s nails, both her toes and fingers.  He had also dusted, vacuumed and generally cleaned; Tianna wanted to be sure Cassie returned to a nice clean house that night.  With all of his duties finished, Tianna told him he could have free time, as promised, but not before another comment about being allowed to masturbate so long as she got to watch.

“Cassie said you could,” she said.

Martin shuddered at the idea.  It was hard enough masturbating in front of his wife; he could never do it before this young woman.  Never.

“It could be fun,” she teased.

“No.”

“It looks like your little guy could you use it,” she said in a sing-song chuckle.

Martin blushed.  “My ‘little guy’ is fine.”  He shuddered at the description of “little,” and even more that this young woman now felt bold enough she could discuss his penis with impunity.  How the mighty had fallen.

“All right, but if you change your mind, I’ll be around,” said Tianna with a snicker.

Martin shrank.  “Fine.”

He immediately went to their computer.  His plan was to send out as many resumes as possible.  Well, actually, it was a little more embarrassing than that.  He’d already sent out resumes to the dozen or so jobs like his in the past week, but he hadn’t gotten so much as a nibble.  Hence, he had decided to try for a slightly lower position.  He was going to try for assistant manager rather than manager.  This embarrassed him, but desperate times called for desperate measures, and it was still better than “girl secretary”... better than staying near Darren.

He read over his resume to make sure there were no errors to hold him back.  Then he went to the online job site he liked.  He started looking through the postings.  He found several and he noted them.  He was just about to start filling in the details for one of the positions when Tianna spoke; she had been sitting on the couch behind him reading a book.

“Wrap it up.  It’s bedtime,” she said.

“What?!”

“It’s bedtime.”

Martin glanced at the clock.  It was indeed 9 pm.  He shook his head.  “You can’t be serious!”

“Of course, I’m serious, silly.  Miss Cassie wants you in bed by nine.”

“Miss Cassie isn’t here.”

“That’s no excuse.  Now finish up.  It’s bedtime.”

“But I was just about to—”

“No exceptions, Martin.  Cassie was clear.  Bedtime at nine.  It’s nine.  So bedtime.”

“She wouldn’t mind if I did this.  I’m looking for jobs.”

Tianna raised an eyebrow in her best glare.  “She gave no exceptions.”

“But—”

“No.”

“Why don’t you call her?”  He was sure she’d give an exception for this, right?  Although, thinking about it, she really hadn’t given him an exception to bedtime for anything... she said she liked her alone time at night.

“I’m not going to disturb her night out.  Now go to bed.”  Her tone became a tiny bit more firm.  When Martin still hesitated, it became more firm yet.  “Do you want to stand in the corner?  Do you need the hair brush?”

Martin shuddered.  “No.”

“No what?”

“No, Miss Tianna.”

“Then come with me.”

Tianna marched Martin to the bedroom.  Once there, she made him remove his shoes and put them away.  Then she made him crawl into bed.  She covered him, noting that he was hard as a rock as she did.  She snickered.  “The idea that a grown man has a bedtime is just so silly.  It makes me feel— I don’t know, so adult.”  She snickered again.  “Nine o’clock too.  That’s so early!  And to think, I’m the one enforcing it!  Ha!  Oh Martin, Martin, Martin,” she laughed.

She moved to the door and turned out the lights.

“Don’t play with yourself, young man... unless you ask first,” she added with a chuckle that sounded like a wink.

Martin was in bed.


Chapter Twelve: “Home Again”

—o—

Cassie walked into the bedroom.  It wasn’t really that late, but Martin was asleep.  She had noticed recently that sending him to bed had actually caused him to fall asleep earlier and earlier, despite his protestations to the contrary.  She sat down on the edge of the bed.  She still wore her little black dress.  She had dropped her pumps on the floor by the closet.  Martin could put those away in the morning.  Her shopping bag lay next to her on the floor.

Cassie looked at Martin and smiled.

With his highlighted hair cut in a feminine style, his pouty feminine lips, and his long red nails, he looked very much like a woman even without makeup.  She pulled back the cover just enough to see his chest.  It moved up and down slowly as he slept.  His no-longer-so-little nipples were hard.  They always seem to be.  His breasts were round and pretty.  These had stopped being man-boobs or anything like that a few weeks back.  They were breasts now... boobs.  They were still small, perhaps B-cups, but they were growing.  And with the new pills, they would grow even faster.  She wanted big ones now, ones he could never hide, ones that stopped him ever going back.

“You’re going to need a bigger bra soon, Martin,” she said softly.

A sly smile crossed her lips.

Cassie cautiously slipped her hand upon one of his breasts.  It felt soft yet it had strength.  This was definitely a breast, not a lump, not fat.  His nipple was so cute too.  The nipple itself was much wider than a man’s now and even the areola had stretched as the breast formed.  She touched it through the silky babydoll with her fingers.

Martin moaned and shifted.

A bump slowly appeared beneath the cover where his penis should be.  Cassie smiled at this.  She licked her fingertip and ran it over the top of the nipple, making him writhe in his sleep.  The bump seemed to grow.

Cassie spread her fingers and ran them along the curve of her husband’s breast.  Her heart was racing.  She was so amazingly turned on.  He had breasts and she had given him these!  She had given him boobs.  She had made him a woman.  She tickled his nipple again.

Again, he moaned.

Cassie giggled softly.  This was amazing.

She carefully pulled down the cover until she could see his erection tenting out the babydoll nightie.  It looked so hard, so ripe.  She thought he might come if only she touched it.

She slipped one hand to his crotch.

She held out a single finger and imperceptibly touched the base of his erection.  She saw his breathing increase as she did.  She smiled to herself.  It felt amazing to manipulate him like this.

“I wonder what my little husband is dreaming,” she said.

Then she slowly ran her finger up the underside of his shaft.  She saw his chest heave as she did.  His nipples seemed to stand even higher.  His penis moved or shook as if it were throbbing.

She giggled.

She concentrated on his breasts now.  She ran her fingers in a broad circle around his areola.  His chest heaved even more.  She slowly shrank the circle until her fingers ran along the outside of his nipple.  She gave it a very gentle squeeze.

He moaned again.

She smirked.  Then she slipped her hand back to his shaft.  She wrapped her fingers around it and slowly pumped it.  She could feel it throbbing.  She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips.  As she did, she gave his penis a tiny squeeze.

It was enough.

A moment later, a dollop of come shot out of his penis into the silken wall of the babydoll.  She left go and watched his penis pump out two more loads, which ran down his head and his shaft.

“You’re welcome, darling,” she whispered.

Then she pulled his panties back into place.  After that, she stood up and replaced the cover.  Then she pulled a small, silver item from the shopping bag.  She placed it on the nightstand next to his head.  She leaned over and kissed him again.

“Because you’ve been such a good little husband,” she said softly.

Morning would be interesting.

To be continued...

The End of Part Five

—o—
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Becoming Georgia (Blue Label Edition)

Poor George.  George and his friend Oliver never meant to break the widow, but they did.  Even worse, George's pesky stepsister Emma saw the whole thing.  Now they would learn the price for her silence... and it included dresses.  That’s just the beginning too.

This is the tale of how George goes from average young man to feminized servant of his stepsister, to feminized maid for his ex-girlfriend and for the handsome boy who stole her from him, to finding himself going to the dance in the arms of another boy.  Nothing will ever be the same for George again.

This was my first Blue Label Edition story.  It is an alternate version of the original Becoming Georgia.  This story is a little more graphic than the original because I think that’s appropriate in this instance.  It’s different too, even as I tried to keep the original spirit of Becoming Georgia.  Indeed, while this story starts the same and begins with only subtle changes, it slowly goes its own way to tell this story properly.

This is all four parts of the story in one volume.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 115,000 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, male-to-male contact, bi, oral, spanking, and so much more!

March 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminization Island (Part Three) (Blue Book Edition)

In parts one and two, Walter was tricked into going on vacation at an island resort where he was feminized according to his wife’s wishes.  His “vacation” is now coming to an end, if you can really call it a vacation.  It seems more like a job interview for a new position his wife is looking to fill: sissified husband.  Either way, before things end, Walter is in for some major surprises.  There’s the rest of his training, the bachelor party, the wedding... that ring thing he forgot about.  Good times!  Do you think Jackie will make Walter wear a tux to the wedding after all?  Probably not, right?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,957 word part is the third and final part of Walter’s story.  This is the Blue Book version ending to the story. This follows the regular Parts One and Two (so read those first) and then finish with this.  Things get really kinky now.  This part includes forced feminization, female domination, hormones, bondage, maybe-not-so-forced bi, chastity devices, power exchanges, a wedding dress and still more surprises!  Walter’s vacation pictures are going to be something special, that’s for sure!

May 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminization For His Wife’s Lover (Blue Book Edition)

George wants his wife Selena to sleep with another man. He doesn’t understand why he wants this, but he knows the idea turns him on. Selena loves her husband and will do anything to make him happy, even this. But if she’s going to do it, then she’s going to do it on her terms. One of those terms involves George wearing a dress and panties while she dates this other man. This is the story of George and Selena’s journey into cuckolding. If that bothers you, don’t read it. If it doesn’t, I think you’ll find this to be highly erotic.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 33,500 word story includes female domination, power exchange, denial, cross-dressing, cuckolding, male to male contact, and so much more.

September 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Improved By His Mother-in-Law (Part 3) (Blue Book Edition)

Victor has been caught by his wife Meredith dressed as a maid and, apparently, giving a party to show off his fussy maid uniform. That was quite the surprise for Meredith, especially as her boss was with her. What’s worse, her mother seems to be the person behind it. What will Meredith do now? Read on and find out!


This is Part Three of Three. It is also the Blue Label alternate ending for the series, meaning it contains male-on-male contact. In this final part, Regina decides it’s time to teach Victor a lesson, though she may be surprised how that lesson turns out. Part of this includes making Victor jealous by dating her boss. Only, she’s starting to realize she may be more interested in him than she thought. Apparently, so is Victor. What will Meredith do?


For Mature Audiences Only. This 35,100 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, male-on-male contact, cuckolding, maid uniforms, erotic humiliation, domestic discipline, feet, a chastity device, and so much more.

August 2024 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Our Little Secret (Parts 1-3) (Blue Book Edition)

A young couple. A wife’s secret desire. A suggestion involving panties. That’s how Hollie and Miles’ story starts. Before it ends, nothing will ever be the same again for the two lovers. This will be a three book set. In this first volume, Hollie and Miles explore the idea of dressing Miles in secret, as a kinky way to play games before their friends and coworkers and everyone else. It doesn’t take long before Miles realizes he likes this way more than he expected.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes cross-dressing, female domination, power exchange, male-to-male contact, denial, and so much more.

April 2024 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Some Side-Effects May Occur (Parts 1-4) (Blue Book Edition)

Frank is an impulsive guy. One day, he learns about an experimental shot that is supposed to give him an extra inch down in the, uh, manhood department. Frank’s wife Martha is a doctor who knows that anything making that kind of promise is probably not going to be safe. She absolutely forbids him to do it. But Frank, well, Frank does it anyways. Soon the changes start... but they aren’t the changes Frank expected. Frank’s wife is not amused. This is the story of how Frank grew an inch, but lost his manhood in the process.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This four book series includes hormones, breast growth, cross-dressing, female domination, power exchange, denial and so much more.

February 2023 - March 2023 No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Training Him (Part 3) (Blue Book Edition)

The end of Charlotte and Jackson’s story has come! Both Charlotte and Jackson have come a long way from that first moment Jackson tried to manipulate his ‘mousy little wife’ into dominating him in bed. Much to Jackson’s shock, Charlotte has found a dominant side she didn’t even know she had and has pushed him further into submission than he ever expected. She’s not done yet, either. This is the Blue Label conclusion too, which means Jackson’s in for an even bigger surprise. But first, we need to find out how Charlotte handles catching Jackson using his little toy on himself as Marsha watched. There are some interesting times ahead. Will Jackson find a way back to being the man of the house or will he forever become her ‘good little husband’? Read on and find out.


This 42,930 word story includes cross-dressing, female domination, power exchange, male-to-male contact, chastity devices, denial, a sex toy, maybe a spanking, and so much more. This is the Blue Label finish for the series, read it after the red-label Parts 1 and 2. For Mature Audiences Only.

July 2023 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

——
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