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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Oh boy.  Martin is having a difficult time.  His wife took charge.  She feminized him.  She got him a sitter.  What’s next?  I’m afraid to ask.  But rest assured, Martin has a plan to escape this subjugated state his wife has put him in.  Freedom and manhood cannot be far away now!  Of course, there’s still the issue with his boss to fix too.  And the credit card thing.  And his changing body.  But I’m sure it will all work out.

This is Part Four of five in the series.  In this part, the changes really start to begin in Martin’s life and his body.  Meanwhile, Cassie starts to work out exactly what she wants from this relationship.  Expect more female domination... lots of it, panties, heels, possibly something to support his breasts, er, chest.  There might be a trip outside the house and lots and lots of growth, the kind that comes with hormones.

The feedback on this series has been amazing.  I’m getting tremendous compliments, so it must be pretty good.  If you agree, I’d love to hear from you (annmichelle@ymail.com) or just leave a review!  Those help me a lot.  As always, I hope you enjoy it!

With love,

Ann :)

Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter

https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website


Chapter One: “You Deserved It”

—o—

Martin rubbed his rear.  He stood before the mirror nursing his wounded pride.  Indeed, his pride hurt considerably more than his rear, though his rear was bruised from the paddling Tianna had inflicted.  It had been hot and inflamed too for a while, though that passed.  His pride, however, still stung.  He, a grown man, had been paddled by a mere girl with a hair brush.  That was the type of thing he never wanted his friends to know.  Even his wife knowing this embarrassed him, and she already knew all kinds of embarrassing things.  Somehow, this was worse.  Somehow, this confirmed all his fears; it told him he was not a man.

“You let her spank me,” said Martin unhappily.

Cassie pulled the earring from her right ear.  She giggled.  To her, this was amusing confirmation of her power.  It was also rather arousing, truth be told.  She glanced at Martin in her vanity mirror.  He still had the pink ribbon in his hair and had not yet removed the eye makeup.  His eyes were so attractive like this.  He had removed the lipstick and the blush and the babydoll, but not the wedges or her panties either.  The sight of him made her warm below.

“Ten times,” he whined.

She set the earring aside.  “You needed it.”

“Needed it!”

Cassie pulled the earring from her left ear.  She set both earrings into a small box.  “You shouldn’t have disobeyed her,” said Cassie with a laugh in her voice.  She had truly enjoyed seeing Tianna discipline Martin.  It did her good to see his sexism so humiliated; he rarely brought it out but it was there and it annoyed her.  Not to mention, seeing him in that pin-up girl pose had stirred her juices.

“I shouldn’t have had to ‘obey’ her at all,” shot back Martin.  “She’s a— a kid.”

“She’s not a ‘kid’.  She’s a college student.”

“It’s like having one of the secretaries at work paddle me!”

“That can be arranged, darling,” said Cassie with a sly snicker.  She glanced at him in the reflection in the mirror of her vanity again; a subtle smile played across her lips.  She loved watching those moments when her words embarrassed him.  He looked so deliciously helpless.

The color fled Martin’s face.  “Don’t you dare!”

“Then behave,” she warned him with a chuckle.  “Besides, she’s your sitter.  She’s entitled.”

“I don’t need a sitter.”

“Clearly, you do.  And I think it gets you off, so enjoy it.”

“It does not get me off!”

Cassie smirked.  “Judging by your erection, I’d say it does.”

Martin blushed.  What could he say though?  He reached down and pulled off his dirty panties.  He tossed those into the hamper and picked up the panties his wife had worn during the day.  They lay on the bed waiting for him.

“Seriously, Martin, let yourself enjoy it.  You wanted to be emasculated.  You wanted to be humiliated.  There it is.  Go ahead and get off on it.  I’ll even let you masturbate right now if you need relief.”  She waved her hand toward the bed to emphasize her offer.

Martin, however, was too embarrassed by the idea of masturbating in front of his wife to do this, not to mention confirming her statement.  So he ignored her offer, tempting though it was.

“I did not enjoy it,” he lied softly, in almost a pout.

Cassie rolled her eyes.  “Honestly Martin,” she said, watching him in the mirror again.  “You need to learn your place, honey.”

“‘My place’?”

“Yes, your place... SISSY.  You’re my little sissy husband now,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone.  “Deal with it, because I like our new relationship.  We’re not going back.  And I don’t think you want to go back either.  You act like it to protect your ego, but I see what’s really going on in your eyes.  I see your erections.  How many times have I caught you trying to masturbate?  What were you wearing when you did it?  Who picked out those clothes?  Who’s the one who told Tianna about you?  Who told Monica?  That’s not all either:  I see you playing with your nipples.  You think I’m not watching, but I see you.”  Her words shredded the myth Martin had wrapped around his manhood, and left him feeling very vulnerable.  Could he really be a sissy, he asked himself?  Could he?

“No,” he told himself forcefully.

“It’s all right, honey.  It really is.  I understand.  You’re not a real man.  But you don’t have to be.  I don’t have any problem with that.  In fact, I prefer it.  Just embrace it.  Give up trying to be the man you aren’t.  Accept that your place is to obey.  I’ll take care of you.”

Her words shook Martin as if they were body blows from a boxer, and they made his skin crawl.  Not a man?  Embrace it?  Stop trying to be a man?  Accept that his place is to obey?  What man could accept that?  Worst of all, how could she say these things so kindly, in such an understanding manner.  Why wasn’t she angry?  Why didn’t she mock him?  Somehow, that made it worse.  It made it shattering.  If he wasn’t a man, then she should be upset, not understanding.  He would be.  In fact, he was, he told himself.  He was a man.  He would not embrace it.  He would not obey.  Unfortunately, right now, he really didn’t have a choice, but he would soon.  Then he would show her, he was a man.  She was wrong about him.

“You didn’t have to let her spank me,” said Martin meekly but in protest, evading her point.

“You were disobedient.  She was correcting you.”

“She’s just a girl.  She shouldn’t be correcting me.”

“It’s no different than work,” said Cassie indifferently.  “Do you let the employees walk all over you?”

Well, that seemed to be a matter of some debate, but only because she made him wear panties!  “I’m not an employee,” he said sourly.

“No, you’re not, darling,” said Cassie.

Martin felt some measure of pride return at this concession.  It didn’t last though.

“You’re lower than that,” she said.

Martin furrowed his brow.  “Lower?”

“Yes, Martin.  Employees are people with rights defined by law and contract.  You don’t have any rights.  You are my submissive.  My servant.  My property.  My toy.  I’m your Queen.  Your master.  Your Mistress.  You are no longer in charge.  I am.  You no longer get to make decisions.  I do.  You don’t have any say unless I let you.  You are my pet.  Just be glad I don’t put you on a leash.”

Martin shuddered strongly at the image a leash brought.  He saw himself naked except for panties and heels, a leash tied to a collar on his neck, and Tianna leading him around the house as Cassie watched with an amused expression from her throne in the living room.  Incredibly, this turned him on something fierce.

He tried to shake it off.  “I’m still your husband,” he said.

“Yes, Martin, and I love you.  But I don’t obey you.  You obey me.”

Martin withered.  Again, it wasn’t even what she’d said that shook him – though it was, make no mistake, it was intensely emasculating – but she’d said it so kindly, as if she was comforting a child.  That made him squirm.  How did his wife see him?  Why did she not yell and scream and mock him for this?  He’d never felt smaller.  Yet, he’d also never felt more comforted.  And that feeling of comfort is what shook him.  What kind of man could be comforted by this?  Maybe she was right?  Maybe he should accept that he was some second class... inferior, and that his place was as a tiny man beneath her heel.

For the briefest of moments, he felt assured.

Then it passed.

“No,” he told himself.  “I.  Am.  A.  Man.”  She would see, he told himself.  He would free his paycheck.  He would toss off these feminine clothes.  He would stop the hormones, stop the breast pump, “fire” the sitter.  There would be no leash.  He would be a man again.  He just needed to get a new job before he sunk in deeper to dependence.  Then he would show her.  “I.  Am.  A.  Man.”

“As for Tianna,” continued Cassie, “I let Tianna spank you, Martin, because you forgot your place.  She is my guest and I asked her to take care of you, and you were rude.  Frankly, she handled you well.  I was impressed.  And I will have her back as your sitter with full authority to control you as she sees fit.  I suggest you learn to submit to her too or—”

“Submit to her?!  She’s just a girl!”

“And what are you?” chuckled Cassie, glancing at his panties and his high heels.

This was a sharp blow to his manhood, so sharp he was speechless.

Cassie now picked up her hair brush, the same one Tianna had used to paddle Martin.  Martin cringed at seeing her use it.  “She had you in the corner,” she chuckled humorously.  “The corner.  That hasn’t happened to me since grade school.  You looked so embarrassed!  My husband in the corner.”  Her face did not hide the mirth she felt at this.  Her lips became moist at the image.

Martin blushed.

“It was—”  He stopped talking.  He had nothing to say to that.  His face glowed red.  His erection pounded in his new panties, his wife’s used panties.

“I should use that,” giggled Cassie.

“Use what?”

“I should put you in the corner when you’re bad.”

Martin shuddered.

She ran the brush through her hair once.  Then she held it out before her.  “We should bronze this,” she chuckled.  “My little husband’s first paddling.”

Martin genuinely shrank.  He felt so incredibly small.

Cassie ran the brush through her hair several times more.  Martin watched in morbid fascination as she used the same brush Tianna had used to paddle his rear and obtain his submission.

“Shouldn’t you be getting dressed?” said Cassie into the mirror.

Martin sighed.  “Yes, Miss Cassie,” said Martin knowing he needed to say that.  Calling her “Miss” still burned his pride though.  It marked him as inferior to her, and saying it at times like this was like confirming that she had won their argument.  Right now, he wanted to feel bigger, not smaller, but it made him smaller.  It made him tingle too.  He really did need to masturbate, but he just couldn’t.  He thought about it though, her offer, but couldn’t bring himself to do it: asking for permission to masturbate was just too much.

He slipped into the babydoll nightie and what little masculinity he had left vanished.

Meanwhile, Cassie finished brushing her hair.  She rose to her feet and adjusted the silky pajamas she wore.  They looked like a girlish imitation of a man’s business suit.  They were dark blue.  She turned toward her husband.  A dissatisfied look appeared upon her face.  “We need to get you some new clothes.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “What kind of clothes?”

“All kinds.”  She came over and ran her fingers over the babydoll nightie he wore.  “Clothes for around the house.  You need something better, especially if people will be seeing you like this now.”

“People?!”

“Monica and Tianna.”  Then she smirked before adding, “And whoever else you decide to tell.”  She let out a small laugh.  “But yes.  I want you dressed better.  I’m seeing... something... more... professional, more like a servant should be dressed.  Something that shows respect.  Something that reminds you of your place.”  She let go of the thin nightie.  “You need new bed wear too.”  Then she smirked again.  “Maybe a flirty skirt for the yard,” she added before winking.

Martin felt a chill race down his spine.  “Now wait a minute.  Let’s talk about this—”

Cassie shook her head.  “No.  I want to grab a glass of wine and watch some television.  And you, little husband, it’s your bedtime.”

Martin furrowed his brow.  “My bedtime?” he said doubtfully.

“Yes, your bedtime.”

“You can’t be serious.  What grown man has a bedtime?” asked Martin incredulously.

“You do,” laughed Cassie.

She kissed him on the forehead and then started toward the bathroom.  “Lights out in ten minutes.  And we’ll be leaving the door open so I can hear what you’re doing.  No masturbating.”

Martin cringed helplessly.

She stepped into the threshold to the bathroom.  “By the way, honey, I called you ‘Martin’ twice and you didn’t correct me.  You know what that means: giggles and a little girl voice from now on.  Fail me again and I’ll put you in the corner.”

Martin bit his lip.  This was so embarrassing.


Chapter Two: “Dress Shopping”

—o—

Martin walked into the bedroom to find clothes laid out on the bed.  His dress pants, a golf shirt, a white garter belt, black stockings, and light-blue panties were laid out on the bed.  His loafers sat next to the bed.  Cassie was checking her hair in the mirror.  She had switched into a pair of wheat-colored slacks and a pearl-white top with a Mandarin collar.  Brown leather wedge sandals waited on her vanity.  A short pearl necklace encircled her neck.

“Time to get dressed,” said Cassie.

Martin raised an eyebrow.  These were men’s clothes... most of them at least.  Why did she want him wearing men’s clothes suddenly?  “Where are we going?” he asked, guessing this meant they were going out.

“We’re going shopping.”

“For what?”

“I told you.  You need clothes.”

“Today?”

“Why not?  With you being Marcia the rest of the week, now is the perfect time to get you new clothes.  Besides, I finished a project and I’m waiting for feedback from Karen, so I have time,” said Cassie.  She slipped her feet into the wedges.  “Get dressed, darling.”

Martin pensively watched his wife latch the buckles on her shoes.  He did not want to buy women’s clothes for “Marcia.”  Nor did he want to leave the house.  To the contrary, he needed Cassie to leave so he could make some phone calls; not only did he need the privacy, but he needed to swipe his phone from where she kept it hidden in her nightstand.  He was down to four days.  He couldn’t waste a day going out to buy women’s clothes!  What did he need women’s clothes for anyway?  Wasn’t it time she let him be a man again?

“Do we really have the money for this?” he asked.

“We don’t have the money... I do.”

Martin shuddered at her mention of his economic impotence.  “I mean, should we be spending money on this?”

Cassie raised a smug eyebrow.  “That’s not your decision anymore.”

“I know, but—”

“There’s no ‘but’.  It’s my decision, not yours.”

Martin pursed his lips.  “I don’t want to go.”

Cassie recognized his continued defiance and decided to take him down a notch.  He still wasn’t really obeying her in the way she thought he should, but she had a way to rectify this.  “Is that so, Martin?”  She said his name clearly and obviously, as if making a point of it, which of course, she was.

Martin got the point too.  He bit his lip.  This was going to be embarrassing, but the last thing he wanted was to stand in the corner the rest of the afternoon.

“My name is— Marcia,” said Martin, choking on the name.  “It’s not, Martin, Miss Cassie.”  The words came out.  They came out wrapped in the obvious strains of humiliation.  They came out in Martin’s approximation of a little girl voice.  It sounded childish and effeminate.  That made the humiliation worse.  Then came the worst part:  the air-head giggle.  Giggle, giggle.

He’d done it, and he felt dirty doing it.

“Are you done?” asked Cassie, meaning his defiance.

Martin hung his head.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

“Then get dressed.”

“Yes, Miss Cassie.”  Martin reached for the hem of the babydoll he still wore.  As he did, he realized that his fingernails were still painted red.  Seeing them suddenly panicked him.  “What about my nails?”

“What about them?”

He held them up to show them to his wife.

Cassie smirked.  She wondered if he would go out in public with those nails if she ordered it.  She doubted it.  He was submissive and craved emasculation, but that seemed like a lot to ask.  Maybe at some point, she thought, but not yet.  Besides, she wasn’t sure she was entirely ready for that either.  So she grabbed the nail polish remover and she tossed it to him.

“Take them off.  But the polish goes back on when we get home,” she said.

Martin breathed an intense sigh of relief.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

“Leave the toes though.”

—o—

Martin had never felt so nervous entering the mall.  What if someone realized what he wore beneath his male clothes?  What if his wife did something to embarrass him?  What was she going to buy for him anyway?  One thing was for sure: he’d never been shopping for women’s clothes before and this was nerve-wracking.  He felt as if everyone knew why he was here.

Interestingly, with his wife in heels and Martin finally out of them, he felt small next to her.  That awkward feeling added to his sense of diminished status.  He found he struggled to meet the eyes of any of the young women they met.

There were no men.  This was not a domain for men.

Cassie led Martin down the main corridor until Cassie came to a woman’s dress shop.  The shop had a number of displays of various types of dresses all set out tastefully in subdued lighting that gave everything a pleasing golden glow.  A well-dressed woman in a figure-showing black dress and black pumps seemed to be the only employee.  She approached them.

“May I help you?” asked the woman.  She had an authoritative voice.

“We’re looking for a nice black dress,” said Cassie.

“For yourself.”  It wasn’t a question.

Martin tensed up, hoping his wife would not expose him.  Would she do that?

She did not.

“No.  For a friend.”  Cassie didn’t elaborate.

“A gift,” suggested the woman without expecting an answer.  The woman suddenly seemed to notice Martin standing somewhat apart from Cassie as he had slightly fallen behind.  “Excuse me for a moment,” she said to Cassie.  Then she addressed Martin:  “Can I help you, sir?”

Martin blushed.

“Oh, that’s my husband,” said Cassie.

“Oh, I see.  What type of dress were you thinking?” asked the woman, turning her focus entirely to Cassie.

“We need something sort of formal,” said Cassie.  “Professional, but elegant.  More in line with something a greeter might wear at a high-end restaurant, or a desk clerk at a high-end hotel perhaps.  Whatever the female equivalent is of a butler.”

“What does your friend do?”

Cassie shot a knowing glance at Martin.  “She’s sort of a personal servant.”

Martin blushed.

The woman nodded.  “I have just the thing.”

The woman led them to another part of the store where they saw a collection of suits and dresses.  Among them was a charcoal-gray dress with a fitted-bodice, long sleeves, a funnel collar, a pleated skirt with a just-below-the-knee hem.  It looked formal, yet surprisingly playful, elegant, yet smart.  Would it fit Martin though?  The skirt certainly would.  It was loose and flirty and would dance around his thighs.  But the bodice was tight.  It was designed for a feminine shape too.  Martin had a masculine shape.  Without trying it on him, they might not know.  But Cassie had ideas about that too.

“I love it,” she said.

She picked up the dress and examined it.

“This would look wonderful with a nice pair of shiny pumps.  Perhaps something open-toed,” said Cassie.  She checked the tag.  “Do you have this two sizes larger?”

“Let me check the back,” said the woman and she slipped away to the back of the store.

Cassie smirked evilly at Martin.  She pressed herself against him and kissed him on the lips.  As she did, she reached for his crotch and grabbed his penis, which was undeniably erect.

“I thought you’d be hard,” she chuckled.

“You grabbed me.”

“You were hard before that.  Admit it, the dress turns you on,” she snickered.  “This excites you, secretly shopping for women’s clothing.  Talking about a dress right in front of that woman without her knowing you’ll be the one wearing it.”  She kissed him again.  “Thinking about how you’re going to feel tottering around in it, serving our guests.”

She was very wet.

Martin shook his head, but truthfully, she was right.  Despite telling himself how horrifying this experience was, it had rather turned him on.  There was something exciting about it.  Still, he couldn’t admit that to his wife, even if she knew.  “It’s not true,” he lied.

“Yes, it is,” she said and she squeezed his erection.  “I’ll bet you’re wet.”

“Wet?”

“Wet.”

She’d said this before and it made him squirm on the inside.  “Wet” was a word used for women, not men.  He wasn’t a woman.  He didn’t get wet.  But in point of fact, he was.

“Can we not do this here please?” he asked with some embarrassment.

Cassie looked deep into his eyes, making him nervous.  Then an evil smirk appeared in her eyes.  She glanced around to make sure they were alone.  “Do you know what I think?  I think you want me to expose you to her.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  “What?!”  He turned bright red and his erection throbbed in her hand, even through the panties and the slacks.

Cassie’s eyes grew wider.  “You do!”

Martin shook his head anxiously.

“Ha!  You do!” laughed Cassie.  She started squeezing him and releasing her grip in a rhythm, seeing if she could make him come.  His body responded immediately.  She saw his chest start to heave.  His penis seemed to throb or pulse in her hand.  His lips wavered between sternly telling her this was not the time and clearly wanting this to happen.

“Call me ‘Miss Cassie’,” she said breathlessly.

Martin turned bright red.  “I can’t.  Not here.”

“Call me ‘Miss Cassie’ or I’ll tell her.”

He shook his head.

“I’ll tell her the dress is for you.  I’ll tell her you’re my sissy.”

Martin shook his head nervously.  Then came a rustle from the back.  The woman had found the dress and was clearly coming toward the front of the store.  She would emerge from the back any moment.  His heart was racing.

“Do it, sissy,” said Cassie firmly.

Martin swallowed hard.  He closed his eyes.  He dug deep for strength.  “Miss Cassie,” he said.  As he did, his body seemed to release and his penis gave a mighty throb, a throb that might have resulted in him coming, only Cassie had squeezed him tightly in the exact moment.  Whatever was meant to happen, didn’t... until she slowly relaxed her grip.  Then he felt a warm sensation as hot sticky come slowly came out of him like toothpaste oozing out of a tube.  His panties were soaked, but he received no relief.  To the contrary, he became very horny suddenly.

“Good girl,” laughed Cassie softly and she kissed him again before pulling her hand away and pretending to look at a white dress just as the woman returned.

“We do have it in that size,” said the woman.

Martin seemed to watch everything at a distance suddenly.  His mind was elsewhere.  It was as if he had been lost in this strange world where these women decided his fate and he was “kept” by his wife.  Insignificant.  Submissive.  He was a plaything and that somehow brought him comfort.  It was an unreal feeling, but a pleasant one, a seductive one, one he wanted to lose himself in.

“Isn’t that right, Martin?” said Cassie snapping him back to reality.

Martin’s eyes focused.  “What?”  He almost called her “Miss Cassie,” but caught himself; that near-mistake made him grow hard again and caused him to blush.  It almost made him giggle.  That was strange, he thought.

“Don’t you think we need a pencil skirt too?”

A giggly sense of surrender came over Martin.  He smiled warmly.  “Yes,” he said.  He wanted to agree to anything right now.

Cassie raised her eyebrow at his soft tone.

Meanwhile, the woman nodded.  “An excellent choice,” she said.  She stepped over to another display and picked up a black, pinstriped pencil skirt in the same size as the dress.  She held it to her body to show it off.

“Perfect,” said Cassie.  “We’ll take them both.”

Cassie took her still-entranced husband by the hand and led him to the counter, where the woman rang up the clothes.  She pulled out her credit card and handed it to the woman.  Martin blushed as she did and tingled as thoughts of his economic impotence made him feel even more “kept.”  The woman ran the card and handed it back.  Then she put the dress and the skirt into a shopping bag marked with the store name.  She handed it to Cassie.

“I hope your friend likes the dress,” said the woman.

Cassie smirked, she felt incredibly mischievous suddenly.  “I’m sure he will,” she said and she positively flooded with erotic energy.  Then she handed the bag to Martin.  “Come along, darling.”

To his utter shock, Martin responded:  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

And he came.


Chapter Three: “The Shoe Store”

—o—

Martin could not believe what he had done.  It had been shocking.  Those words came out of his mouth right in front of the woman:  Miss Cassie.  She had looked shocked too.  That shock fueled the sense of euphoria he felt right now, a euphoric high that seemed to make everything possible and had him reveling in exposing himself as his wife’s submissive.  It was the most unbelievable feeling... anything seemed possible and he wanted to do it all.

Naturally, he was hard as a rock.

Indeed, the euphoria was entwined entirely with the naughtiness of doing the forbidden, revealing his secret submissive status to the disapproval and judgment of the woman.  He was hard because he had humiliated himself before her and he suddenly craved more; it was a good thing none of their friends were there right now.  He wanted to come so badly too.

At the same time, though, his rational mind was trying to break through his euphoria and warn him that this was not wise.  After all, he did not want the world knowing that his wife had made him a sissy or that she dominated him.  That would embarrass any man and he didn’t want to be known as emasculated.  Of course, the odds were that he would never see anyone here again, but still, the idea of some chance encounter was troubling, not to mention, how would he ever go back to being the man of the house if his wife had memories of him acting like her sissy?  This needed to stop, he told himself.

Right now, though, his rational mind was losing.  The euphoria had taken control.

Cassie too was feeling euphoric.

She had not planned to expose Martin in any way.  When she had, it had simply come to her on the spur of the moment and in response to his tone.  Moreover, it came from deep within as a desire to express her power over him, and it had been rewarding.  The look on that woman’s face was seared into her consciousness now.  It was a look of shock, arousal and jealousy.  She could see that woman would have given anything to trade places with her just for a few moments, to see what it was like to control a man so completely, and that was exciting.  There was something intense about exhibitionism, and even more intense about the thing exhibited being forbidden power over her husband.  She felt like the most powerful woman in this mall... if not the world.  It excited her even more that Martin had responded as he did.

That made her intensely horny.

It satisfied her too.  She didn’t see this as his submission or anything – that was yet to come – but she saw it as proof that she had been right.  He wanted to submit.  He wanted to put himself under her thumb.  That was affirming.  It made her happy... and wet.

She glanced at Martin as they made their way through the mall.

“I wish I had that leash,” she chuckled.

Martin turned bright red.  He didn’t say no though.

—o—

“Come along, Marcia,” said Cassie just loudly enough to make Martin worry that others might have heard it.  His heart raced in response.  His penis throbbed.  But fortunately, no one was near enough to hear.  Sad.

“Where are we going... Miss Cassie?”  It was so incredibly hard to say that, and yet rewarding.  Indeed, Martin was terrified saying this aloud in public, yet when he did, he was hit by another wave of the giggly euphoria.

“You need shoes.”

“I have shoes.”

Cassie’s lips curled into a half smirk.  “Not like these.”

Martin thought of the dress they had bought and his wife’s mention of shiny new pumps.  He wasn’t sure if that’s what she had in mind, but his rational mind told him this was a waste of money and he didn’t want to wear women’s shoes.  In fact, the idea of building a wardrobe of even two pair sounded objectionable.  But with the euphoria still lingering, he found the idea exciting – surreptitiously buying women’s shoes without the clerk knowing what they were doing... or maybe giving a hint as they left, like the last time.  It made him shudder excitedly even if he didn’t want more shoes.  At the very least, he was enjoying the danger aspect of waiting to see what his wife did that might threaten exposure.

They entered the store.

Martin’s heart pounded excitedly in his chest.  His adrenaline was running high.

There were two girls working here, one young and one older, though both were fairly young, likely in their twenties.  Both were attractive.  They were the kind of women who turned Martin on, which seemed to add to the thrill.  Did he want women he would in the past have pursued seeing him dominated by his wife?  The idea rubbed at his ego and made his penis swell.

Then came a burst of fear.

“Maybe we shouldn’t do this,” he thought suddenly.  Should he tell his wife?

It was too late.

“Can we help you?” asked the older girl.  She was blonde with large, firm breasts.  She wore slacks, mid-heeled sandals and a blouse with cowl sleeves.  The other wore a mid-calf skirt, black tank top, and strappy high-heeled sandals.

“We’re looking for some shoes,” said Cassie.

Martin started to reach out to touch his wife’s arm.  His courage had failed.  It was time to stop.

“They’re for my husband,” finished Cassie.

Martin’s jaw dropped.  Had she really just said that?  All the color fled from his face.  “I— I—” he stammered, but nothing came out.

“We only carry women’s shoes,” said the young woman politely.

“I know.”

Martin’s heart stopped.  His breathing too.  A terrified icy chill raced down his spine.  Had his wife really told them that she wanted to buy women’s shoes for her husband?!  He opened his mouth to protest, to explain, to say anything... but nothing came out.

The two women exchanged looks.

Cassie felt insanely powerful right now.  Everyone in this room hung on her next word.  With the wrong word, she could destroy Martin for the next few minutes.  She could utterly humiliate him in front of these two young women who, she was fairly sure, would revel in the opportunity.  Or she could save him and make this all go away.  Either would probably turn Martin on.  But she could also lift him up, give him something he would forever cherish, whether he recognized it or not.  That was power.  But she would need to be subtle.  She could not betray his trust, and right now, he trusted that she would only tease his secret.  That it would remain theirs except in little erotic hints.

“We’re going to a costume party,” said Cassie calmly.

Martin nearly collapsed in relief.  His wife had not given away his secret.  Yet, she had interestingly set him up for exactly what he craved – playful humiliation.  He felt intense love for her at that moment.  His erection felt like it had doubled in size and was threatening to break through his pants. 

The women both smirked and then laughed.

“What’s he going as?” asked the younger one, a red head.

“I haven’t decided,” said Cassie, dropping the first clue which both women caught according to their raised eyebrows:  she was making the decision, not him.  “Either a sissy maid or a powerful corporate executive.”

Sissy maid?  Martin squirmed.

“I was thinking I might just put him in a bikini,” continued Cassie, “in which case, I’d just need some wedges.  But his manhood makes that rather difficult.”  She leaned closer as if sharing a secret.  She whispered: “He gets so hard in the bikini and I doubt our guests will be too thrilled to see it bobbing around.”

The girls giggled.

Martin was mortified.  She just told them he got so turned on in women’s clothes that he could not wear a bikini because of his erection.  Shudder.  Not only did this suggest he had already cross-dressed, but it suggested it excited him.  She had just crushed his manhood under her heel and there was nothing he could do about it... and that excited him incredibly.

“A sissy maid,” giggled the one girl, casting him a glance.  “I’m sure he’d be a hit in that.”

Martin turned bright red with shame.

“So are you looking for a pair of pumps?” asked the girl.

“I was thinking a pair of open-toed pumps.  Something with a small platform.  Tall heels too.”

“Tall?”

“Five or six inches.”  She chuckled.  “Maybe teach him what women go through for beauty.”

The two girls snickered conspiratorially.

“I have just the thing,” said the blonde.

“I need some slippers too,” said Cassie.

“For yourself?”

“No.”

The blonde and redhead exchanged more interesting glances.  Neither asked the obvious question though:  why would he need slippers if this was only for a costume party, but both seemed to be thinking it.  Both began to blush.  The blonde’s nipples rose visibly.

“I’ll get those,” said the redhead.

“With heels please,” said Cassie.

The two girls scurried away.  Cassie turned to Martin.  The look in her eye was something he would never forget... her confidence.  She held his proverbial balls in her hand and she was fearless with them.  It was thrilling to see.  She, on the other hand, saw burning shame in his eyes, mixed with love and something akin to utter trust.  She winked at him.

“How about these?” asked the blonde as she returned with a box.

The shoes she brought were black high-heeled pumps with an open toe, a one-inch platform, five-and-a-half-inch heels, and golden buckles over the vamp.  The sides were cut low so as to seductively show plenty of arch.  The heels were thicker than normal stilettos, but still very similar in shape.  These could easily have been worn by a female executive or any other professional and they perfectly matched both the dress and the pinstriped pencil skirt.

“They’re perfect!” laughed Cassie.  “Aren’t they, Martin?”

Martin licked his lips nervously.  “Yes, they are.”

“I’m glad you agree.”  She paused for just a moment for effect before letting the other shoe drop, so to speak.  “Try them on, darling,” she said coyly.

Martin’s jaw dropped.

“You— you want me to try them on?” he said.  His voice shook.  His hands trembled.  He was sweating like crazy.

“We need to see if they fit.”

Martin leaned in closer.  “But Cassie, my uh— they’re painted.”

She leaned even closer.  “Good girls get to come, Marcia,” she whispered back.  “Bad girls don’t.  Do as you’re told.”

She had found his weak spot; he needed to come.  Besides, how much worse could this get?  He nodded his head.  Then he licked his lips.  He slipped one foot behind the back of his other shoe and he held it in place as he pulled his foot out of his loafer.  Out came his foot.  Out came the secret.  He was wearing stockings and his toenails were painted red.  He blushed brightly.  His penis throbbed pre-come into his panties.

The two young women both seemed shocked at first.  They weren’t sure what to make of this.  Was this for the costume?  It was possible, wasn’t it?  But unless the party was tonight, it seemed unlikely early.  Add that to the slippers and the fact Cassie was choosing his costume, something that clearly made him uncomfortable but over which he had no control, and the clues were mounting up that— well... both girls blushed.

Martin slipped out of the other loafer.

He blushed.

Martin slipped his foot into the pump from a standing position, something he had learned to do at home.  This posed no difficulty for him and he didn’t even need to think about it.  He balanced on this unfamiliar heel – if felt a little different than the wedges, but not too much – and he slipped his other foot in the other shoe.  As he did, he glanced toward the two young women and he realized his mistake.  No man who had never worn heels before could have done this.

They both smirked.

Martin shrank.  “This is so embarrassing,” he told himself.

“See how they feel, darling,” said Cassie.  “Walk to the mirror over there and come back.”

Martin bit his lip.  He knew one thing for sure though: he wasn’t going to do his most feminine walk... not that he had one, he just had what had felt natural in the wedges.  He told himself to walk like a man.  The thing is, habits are hard to break.  And habits you’ve done a lot are even harder to break.  And habits, when combined with a feeling of how something should be done naturally are really hard to break.  It’s like a good singer trying to pretend to be a bad singer; they just can’t disregard pitch and tempo and rhythm even as they pretend they cannot do it.  Martin was no different.  And despite trying to look awkward in the heels, his natural balance, muscle memory, and learned-grace took over, and he hit every feminine note.

The girls’ smirks grew.

“You’ve worn heels before,” said the blonde encouragingly, yet suspiciously.

Martin blushed.  “I— I practiced for the party.”

“You must have practiced a lot,” said the redhead.

Martin’s blush grew hotter.  “Not that much.”

The two young women exchanged glances again.

Cassie interjected now.  “I think we’ll take these.  Can I see the slippers?”

“These were all we had with heels,” said the redhead.  She opened the box she held.  Inside were a pair of shoes that certainly weren’t appropriate for wearing outside, but could hardly be called slippers either, not by normal standards.  They could perhaps be called boudoir slippers.  They were high-heeled mules with open toes.  The heel on these shoes was stiletto thin and well over five-inches without a platform.  Apart from the narrow vamp, they offered no support.  They were satin black, and red clip-on roses had been added to the top of their vamps.

They were slutty— uh, intimate.

Cassie stared at them and imagined Martin tottering around on these.  The idea made her snicker madly to herself.  He would look either so incredibly seductively feminine, if he could pull them off, or so incredibly emasculated and trapped if he couldn’t.  There was no way she could make him totter around the house in those, she told herself!  It would be cruel.  It would be outrageous!  It would be— kind of hot.

“We’ll take them,” said Cassie.

Martin winced.

Cassie leaned over and whispered in his ear:  “Don’t worry, darling.  If you’re a good little husband, you won’t have to wear these.”  His erection thumped in his panties.  She then turned back to the two women who were now blushing full on.  “While we’re here, I suppose we should buy Martin some loafers for work too.”

“We only have women’s loafers,” said the blonde.

“Oh, I doubt there’s a difference,” said Cassie, ignoring the fact her husband would still be wearing women’s shoes, even if they looked the same.  Again, the two young women were on the verge of giggling.  Again, Martin withered.  Again, Martin’s penis throbbed.

“They’re over here,” said the blonde.

Cassie examined the selection of loafers.  Several looked like male loafers though with subtle differences... a thicker sole here, a higher heel there, a golden designer buckle on this one.  What drew her attention more though, were the ones that were even less likely to be seen as masculine.  One of these had a two-inch heel compared to the standard one-inch heel on men’s loafers, making it look only a little off.  The throat of the loafer also rested lower, showing a little more of the foot, but not enough to tell anything for sure... just enough to leave a suspicious impression.  But the biggest tell with these shoes was the reddish-brown color, with red being the dominant color.  Men’s shoes didn’t come in this color.

“Oh, I like those,” said Cassie.  “We’ll take them.”

—o—

The euphoria had all-but faded finally.  The adrenaline had worn off.  Martin’s thrill and excitement was slowly being replaced with embarrassment and caution.  Guilt was starting to grow.  Had he really done what he’d done?  He felt deeply embarrassed.  Fortunately, they were nearly done.  Cassie had stopped in a lingerie store to buy several items.  She had bought some makeup for herself, a blouse to go with the pencil skirt, and more panties.  Now they were done, Martin believed.  They could go home and maybe memories of today would vanish into the past, he thought.

There was one more thing to do before they left the mall, however, something Martin had forgotten about.

“This way,” said Cassie.

“Where are we going?” asked Martin.

“This way.”  She pointed down the corridor, which told Martin nothing.

“Are we almost done?  My feet are killing me.”

Cassie snickered.  “Are they really?”

“Yeah.  There’s something wrong with these loafers.  I’m not sure what it is, but they hurt.”

“How so?”

Martin shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  They’re making my feet feel like they’re flat or something.  And they’re making the backs of my calves burn.  I think the support in them must be broken.”

“Yes, that must be it,” said Cassie as she giggled to herself.

It was working.

“Do you want to wear the new ones we bought you?” she asked slyly.

Martin shuddered.  “Definitely not.”

“How about the slippers?”

Martin glared at her.

Cassie laughed.  “I might make you wear them when you come tonight.”

Martin blushed.  He had to admit, he liked the idea.  He wouldn’t say that, but it did excite him.

A few steps later, they came to a small stand-alone kiosk in the middle of the corridor.  The kiosk was buried in jewelry and trinkets.  Many of these were earrings.  Earrings.  Martin’s heart began to race as he recalled the price he had agreed to pay for letting him come after the abortive-foot rub.  It seemed too high a price now.

Martin shook his head.  “You can’t—”

“Yes, we can.”

“But everyone will see,” he said.

Cassie smirked.  “Isn’t that the point?”

“Not our friends!”

“Exactly our friends.  I told you, I want you to start acting the helpful little husband from now on.  I want our friends seeing you serve me.  I want them wondering what exactly is going on with us.  You showing up with earrings adds another clue to that puzzle and I’m going to love watching their eyes as they try to solve it.”  Her tone was enthralled.  Then she smirked.  “Besides, I like the idea of you in earrings.”

“I’d really rather not,” said Martin, his fear returning.

“Well, what I want matters.”

She moved toward the stand.  Martin... reluctantly followed.  He felt sick to his stomach.  Earring holes never closed, right?  She was about to mark him forever.  Even if he managed to undo all of this, those would always remain as a reminder.  The idea terrified him.  How would he explain them?

“My husband needs some earrings,” said Cassie to the young girl behind the stand.  “But first, he needs his ears pierced.”

The young girl smiled.  “Sure.  Lots of guys have earrings.  My boyfriend does.”

Cassie smiled politely.

The young girl grabbed the piercing gun they used and came around to the side of the booth, where there was a chair.  She motioned Martin to have a seat.  Martin glanced pleadingly to his wife.  She smirked back.  Her eyes said:  you agreed.  And he did.  And honestly, he wasn’t sure he could avoid this even if he hadn’t agreed.  She seemed to have such incredible power to get him to do these things; he couldn’t quite explain it.

He reluctantly sat down.

The girl made small talk with Cassie as she prepared the gun and his ears.  When she was ready, she pinched his earlobe between the two tines of the gun.  She warned him this might hurt a tiny bit.  Then she pulled the trigger.  A small needle shot forward from one of the tines, cutting through his lobe and touched the back tine before it withdrew.  There was now a hole in his ear.

“Two per lobe please,” said Cassie.

The girl smiled cautiously.  “Most men only get one.”

“He’ll have two.”

Her words were spoken plainly and without emotion, but the firmness of her tone spoke volumes about the voluntary nature of what was happening.  Martin was getting his ears pierced because this was what his wife wanted, not what he wanted.  She not only wore the pants in this family, her power was unquestioned and extraordinary.  This realization made the girl snicker.  She glanced at poor, henpecked Martin and offered a brief smile that sort of said “I’m sorry” but more said, “wow.”  Then she moved the gun up a tiny bit on his ear.

“Here goes,” she told him.

She pulled the trigger.  He had a second hole.  She then switched ears.

“My boyfriend would never let me put two holes in his ears,” said the young girl as she prepared his other ear.  “But I guess that’s not an issue with you, right?”  She wiped the gun with a sterile pad.  She turned to Cassie as she did.  That motion felt to Martin as if he had been dismissed as a man.  This young woman, far beneath him, had put him beneath her and now saw Cassie as the sole person with whom she must deal.  It made Martin feel very, very small.  “We can do other things too,” she told Cassie.

Cassie raised a curious eyebrow.  “Like what?”

“I’m not supposed to, but I can pierce his nipple if you like.  I did that for a friend.  She said it was pretty amazing to have a little ring there.  She said it tugged in, like, the weirdest ways.  I can’t do his sack or even his head, but I know someone who can if you want.”

Cassie snickered.  “I take it, you mean his dick?”

The girl blushed and then giggled.  “Uh huh.”

Cassie felt a warm, soft feeling rumble through her.  But she resisted.  “Maybe some other time.”

The girl put the gun to Martin’s other ear and shot the first hole.  Then she moved it up and shot the second hole.  He now had four feminine holes in his ears.  “To keep them from closing up, you need to put studs in there while they heal.  We have a great selection of men’s earrings on the left there.”  She motioned to a display.

Cassie smiled slyly.  “I was thinking something a little more feminine.”

The girl’s lips curled up into a smile.  She glanced at Martin.  Her eyes now said, “Really wow!”  She then set down the gun.  “These are my favorites,” she said as she walked over to the display.  She picked up a pair of silver studs with dolphins on them.  “Of course, you can’t go wrong with these.”  This time, she picked up a pair of studs with small red hearts.  “I wouldn’t do anything heavier until his holes heal or they’ll stretch and things could go wrong.”

“What about these?” asked Cassie.

The girl smirked.  “Pearls?”

Cassie nodded.

Martin winced.


Chapter Four: “In The Corner”

—o—

“You look like you need to come,” giggled Cassie.

He did.

The trip to the mall had made Martin insanely horny.  Every part of him had been riding that edge, even now.  And memories of the key moments kept playing in his mind, triggering shame and arousal.  The tension was intense, as it had been since he’d gotten home, even before that actually.  But so far, Cassie had not let him come.  Instead, once they got home, Cassie made him slip into the pencil skirt and the open-toed pumps and start making dinner.

The skirt was driving him nuts.

It hugged his thighs so tightly that he couldn’t really move them; even his knees could barely separate.  It was like being tied up.  In fact, it felt exactly like that:  bondage in a skirt.  That gave him a funny feeling, one he didn’t know how to take; it made him tingle strangely down below.  Sitting down was worse.  First, he needed to sit very carefully because he couldn’t use his legs for leverage, not in the traditional way.  And when he was down in the chair, he found the best way to sit was to cross his legs like a woman, either with one leg tightly crossed over the other at the knee or with both tucked beneath him and then crossed at the ankle.  Either pose was embarrassing both so feminine.  Indeed, seeing his legs so tightly together, crossed girlishly at the knee, and his foot dangling below, made him feel “dainty.”  And seeing his knees tucked beneath him seemed so submissive.

All of this intensified his horniness.

The shoes didn’t help either in that regard.  He wore the open-toed pumps.  These had thicker heels than stilettos but they were still far less stable than the wedges; it was strange to think there was such a difference between “normal” heels and wedges.  These needed more careful balancing and more engagement from his toes too, which made it feel as if he was wearing heels for the first time again.  In fact, all the muscles along the backs of his legs engaged, thrusting his rear out femininely and reminding him constantly that he was wearing high heels.  They made a more feminine sound too, which was slowly driving Martin to distraction.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

No man made this sound!

At least, he thought, Cassie hadn’t made him wear the slippers.  He had no idea why she bought those.  If these pumps were this hard to wear, then he could never wear the slippers, and certainly not for very long.  They looked impossible.  What was she thinking?

Anyway, Cassie had said he looked like he needed to come.

“Yes, Miss Cassie,” said Martin with incredible relief.  It must be pill time, he thought... time to come!  He needed this badly!

“You look so sexy in your new skirt,” she purred.  She squeezed his rear, making him scoot forward reflexively.  It had been an awkward motion, however, and Martin discovered that he would not have been able to escape her if he had wanted to.  “I like my husband in skirts.”

A sense of helplessness added to his horniness.

Cassie now rubbed her hand slowly over his rear.  It seemed softer than she remembered, but it could have been the skirt.  She glanced at his rear.  His butt did look rounder.  His hips were wider too, unless it was an illusion caused by the tight skirt, thought Cassie.  Clearly, Martin was gaining weight.  Though, the effect was actually quite pleasing.  Maybe he didn’t need to go on a diet after all, she told herself.  In fact, his “softer” look made her warm deep within.

“You said earlier that you couldn’t understand why I bought the slippers,” said Cassie.  She kept rubbing the tight, restrictive skirt with her fingers as she spoke, rubbing his soft, somehow girlish rear.  “Do you want to know the reason?”

Martin’s horniness was spiking now with his wife’s fingers rubbing his rear.  He nodded.  He would agree to anything at the moment if it meant he got to come.

“Let me show you,” giggled Cassie.  “Take off the pumps.”

With pleasure, thought Martin.  The pumps were difficult to wear.  They seemed so much higher and put so much more pressure on his toes than the wedges did.  And with him needing to use his toes and ankles more to balance, he found these shoes made his feet really sore from his toes to his calves, much as the wedges had done when he first wore them.

He sat down and popped the pumps off his feet using his feet to brace them – he couldn’t bend over far enough in the tight skirt to use his hands.  They came off with a pronounced popping sound as skin slipped past rigid leather.  His feet felt such relief to be out of them.

Meanwhile, Cassie went to the bedroom and returned with the “slippers.”  Martin cringed when he saw these high-heeled monsters with their thin, nearly-six-inch stiletto heels, their wide open toes and the red clip-on roses attached to their black satin vamps.  Apart from the vamp, there was no support.  Nothing to hold the shoe on his foot or help him stand.

She set them on the floor before her husband.  “Step into these,” she said.

Martin hesitated.  “They look really tall.”

“That’s the point, darling.”

“And unstable.”

“They’re meant for a woman to show her grace and skill to her partner.  It shows how delicate you can be.  They also show vulnerability, something that drives men crazy; you can’t flee a man in these or defend yourself.  It’s like a declaration that you are at your partner’s mercy.  Not to mention, they make your legs look divine.  Now step into them, little girl.”

Martin licked his lips.  This would be challenging.

He raised his right foot, pointed the toe, and slid it down into the tall stiletto sandal.  His stocking-covered toes glided out the front, showing off their red-painted toenails.  The angle was intense, even before he put pressure on his foot.  These shoes would definitely make him vulnerable.  He would totter around helplessly like a sissy, he realized.

Martin raised his other foot.  As he did, the foot already in the sandal wobbled and he needed to balance himself cautiously; he actually had to grab his wife’s arm to keep from falling.  Without the experience he had gained from the wedges, he would have fallen for sure.  He pointed his toe and quickly slid it into the waiting sandal.

He now stood on both.

To Martin’s surprise, these shoes weren’t impossible to wear.  They were challenging, that was for sure, but they weren’t impossible.  They required far more concentration be spent on balance.  He also needed to use his toes more to keep the shoes on his feet when he moved them.  And they created a very sexy, feminine CRACK-SLAP sound as the sharp heel struck the floor and then the insole of the shoes slapped against his foot as he raised it to take the next step.

But he could do it.  He could wear these.

Was that something of which to be proud?

Cassie giggled, seeing her husband in the ultra-feminine heels.  She took his hand and slowly walked him to the corner.  CRACK-SLAP!  CRACK-SLAP!  CRACK-SLAP!  There, she gently moved him into the corner facing the wall as she slipped around behind him and leaned her lips close to his ear, one hand resting on his soft butt and the other sliding around to hover over the bulge in his skirt that was his erection – this skirt was far too strong to be tented up, but it was also sufficiently tight so as to register his erection as a bulge on his otherwise smooth front.

“I bought these,” she giggled, “so I can punish you.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “Punish me?”

Her fingers tickled the bulge, causing Martin’s breathing to grow more labored.  “Uh uh.”  She kissed his cheek.  “When you misbehave, I can put you in the corner now.”  She was so wet teasing him with this... or was she teasing herself?  “And,” she continued, “I can make you wear these when I do.”

A chill raced down Martin’s spine.  The idea of being put in the corner was embarrassing!  And the idea of wearing these difficult shoes was truly disturbing.  Indeed, if his feet could feel this sore already just from wearing the pumps for a few hours after coming home from the mall until he took them off moments ago, he couldn’t imagine how sore these shoes would make his feet after a little time in the corner.  And he certainly couldn’t imagine how difficult and embarrassing it would be tottering around in them doing housework if that was what she had mind.

Cassie rubbed his bulge.  “Imagine, darling.  My little sissy husband standing in the corner like a good girl.  Your feet struggling more each minute to stay stable in those terrible, gorgeous little shoes.”

She kissed him again.

“By the time it’s over, you’d be an expert in wearing them,” she continued.

Martin blushed.  He did not want to become any more expert in heels than he was already, and certainly not these!

“And every second of it,” she purred, “will take you further and further from your little boy shoes... forever trapped in sissy heels.”

Martin shuddered involuntarily.  He’d told himself all along that this last bit was ridiculous, but he wasn’t quite so sure anymore.  Indeed, despite his open skepticism, he had started to see things that worried him.  Had he not become quite used to walking in the wedges?  They no longer made his feet or calves sore.  At the same time, had he not found walking in his loafers through the mall to be rather excruciating after a while?  He put this off to something inside the shoe wearing down, but he could find no such wear or tear.  What if—

“Do you want to come?” she asked finally.

Every other thought in Martin’s mind evaporated at this question.  His worry about the heels vanished instantly.

“Yes, Miss Cassie!”

Cassie unzipped his skirt in the back.  He started to move out of the corner, but she stopped him with her hands.  Then she slid her hands into the waistband of his skirt and she slowly pulled it down his hips.  When she got it low enough, she pulled her hands from the skirt, leaving it wrapped tight around his thighs like a huge rubber band, and she slid one hand around his stomach while grabbing his erection with the other.  She kissed the back of his neck and started stroking.

The next few minutes were a blur to Martin.

Was it minutes?

His wife stroked his penis.  It felt amazing.  All the erotic tension he had built up during the day throbbed within him.  Her fingers were like a lightening rod for them.  He saw the face of the woman who sold him this skirt, smug and stern and mocking him.  Miss Cassie, he heard echo in his mind.  He heard the giggles of the two girls who sold them the shoes, and saw their desperate attempts not to laugh at him.  He saw the earring girl talking to Cassie and treating him as if he didn’t matter.  He saw his wife putting him in the corner... like a bad little girl.

And then he came.

Martin put his hands against the walls to brace himself.  He caught his breath.  His penis dripped its seed to the floor between his feet with their red toenails.  Somehow, he had maintained his balance.

“Clean that up, darling,” said Cassie smugly.

Then she kissed him.  She playfully smacked his rear.  And then she walked off.  Martin almost collapsed, he was so spent.  He laughed involuntarily at the ridiculousness of all of this.  And yet, it had been an amazing day.  He smiled.


Chapter Five: “The Sitter Returns”

—o—

Martin felt unsettled the following morning, and embarrassed.  He was stunned at how he had acted at the mall.  How could he do that?  What had made him?  Thoughts of what he had done filled him with shame.  He could never show his face there again, that was for sure.  But even worse, what was happening to his manhood?  Maybe it was stress, he told himself.  Kind of a stress-induced moment of insanity.  He didn’t know and that was worrying.

Cassie had seemed so happy about it too?

Even more worrying, he had barely any time left to avoid the fate of needing to become a secretary and the loss of an entire day yesterday did not help.  He needed time alone to call the people he knew and he needed some time when he could look like a man again to go visit them.  Cassie was making this impossible, however.  Taking him to the mall had cost him the entire day essentially.  Even today, he hoped to sneak a call while she was on a conference call or something, but she said she had nothing to do this morning so they were going grocery shopping.  When would he find time to get another job???

Grrrr.

Martin left the bedroom for the living room.  He was fully dressed as Martin now, though he remained Marcia underneath – he also wore the new loafers, but no one could tell they were women’s shoes, right?  Right?  They still had not replaced the polish on his fingernails thankfully, so they were bare.  As he approached the living room, he heard the sound of two pair of women’s heels.  A pair of wedges and a pair of heeled-slides.  The wedges were his wife’s, but to whom did the other shoes belong?  He slowed with caution.  He came around the corner.

Tianna.

Tianna stood next to his wife.  They had been talking.  She wore a pink minidress with white slides with short, chunky heels.  They were perhaps two inches high and shaped at a dramatic forward angle on the inside to give the shoes an artistic flare.  The front of the slides were open.  Her toes poked out the wide fronts.  Her nails matched her pink dress, something Martin seemed to notice.  The dress had a Peter Pan collar and a bouncy skirt, which stopped not-very-far below her rear, though it did hide her panties; Martin wasn’t sure how.  On her head were white sunglasses.  She carried a white clutch.  It was a very “mod” look... or was it “retro”?

Martin glanced suspiciously at Tianna.  “Is she coming?”

“She is Miss Tianna.  And we’re not going,” said Cassie.  “They just called from the office.  I have to go to work.  So I’ve asked Tianna to sit for you.”

“Hi Martin.  Cute earrings,” said Tianna.

Martin cringed that he had forgotten to remove the earrings.  But he was more focused on the indignity that his wife had again called him a sitter.  He was a man!  How could she do that?!  He would agree not to masturbate if she wanted!  He would obey.  Just no sitter!!!

“I don’t need a sitter,” he hissed.

“Yes, you do,” said Cassie dismissively.  “Besides, she’s going to teach you a couple things today.  That will be nice.”

“Teach me?”

“Teach you.  Now greet her nicely.”

Martin cringed even worse.  He truly did not want to be submissive at the moment, not to her.  It just made his skin crawl to be submissive to this silly girl.  Yet, at the same time, he knew how precarious his situation was.  He had no access to money.  His job was in jeopardy.  He needed to get time alone to call his contacts to see if he could save himself.  Now was not the time to upset his wife.  So if she wanted him to play submissive to this dumb girl, he would need to do it.  Though, he made a mental note:  this was something else that would change once he got this new job and moved his paycheck.  No more sitter.

“Fine,” he grumbled.  “Hi.”

“Nicely.”

Martin gritted his teeth.  “Hello, Miss Tianna.”

Cassie pursed her lips at her husband.  It was clear that whatever it was inside him that made him rebel had risen up once more.  She had hoped after the mall that it might be gone, but apparently not.  Clearly, it would take more time to suppress these last bits of masculinity.  Fortunately, she had the perfect way to crush this beneath her heel right now.

“Come with me,” she said.

Cassie led Martin and Tianna to the bedroom.  She ordered Martin to strip off his pants and shirt.  Martin raised an eyebrow, glancing at Tianna.

“In front of her?” he asked doubtfully.

“Especially in front of her,” said Cassie coldly.  “It’s time you learned that you don’t get to obey whenever you choose.  You belong to me now, Marcia, and you obey me and whoever I tell you to obey.  End of story.”

Martin glanced sourly at Tianna, who was enjoying this, getting to watch his wife dress him down.  He wanted so badly to resist just to show her, but he knew he couldn’t.  So he reluctantly slipped his fingers to his belt buckle and he unbuckled it.  Then he opened his zipper and started pulling down his pants.  As he did this, Cassie chatted with Tianna right in front of him.

“We bought Martin some nice new things yesterday,” said Cassie to Tianna.

“Oh?”

“Yes, at the mall.”

Tianna smiled shyly.  “He must have been horrified buying women’s clothes.”

Cassie dismissed her concern with a playful wave of her hand.  “Don’t let him kid you; he loved it!”

“Really?”

“You should have seen him,” she giggled.  “Completely excited.  He even called me ‘Miss Cassie’ in front of one of the clerks.”

Tianna’s eyebrow rose in surprise.  “He did?”

“And when he tried on the shoes—”

Tianna’s jaw dropped.  “He tried on shoes?  In the store?  Women’s shoes?”

Martin blushed bright red at his wife repeating this embarrassing tale.  He tried to look away as he pulled down his pants, letting them drop to the floor.  His panties, stockings and garter belt came into view.  His penis rose to attention with the women watching.  He couldn’t help it.

The women broke into giggles at his erection.

“See what I mean about him being excited?  All of this turns him on.  Trust me, he loves this far more than he’s willing to admit,” said Cassie.  She then moved to the closet to fetch the pencil skirt.

“What shoes did he try on?” asked Tianna.  She glanced toward his feet and the loafers, suggesting with her eyes that these had to be the ones Martin had worn in the shoe store.  That would have been embarrassing for sure, yet he probably could have gotten away with it, though the clerks would have had a good laugh at him.

Cassie glowed.  She shook her head.  “You’ll see them.  They’re open-toed pumps.”

Tianna’s jaw dropped again.  “Heels?”

Cassie nodded.

“He tried on heels?” she giggled.

“Yes... very tall heels.”

Tianna glanced at Martin.  She was grinning ear to ear.  “I’ll bet the clerks loved that.”

“They were ready to burst with laughter,” said Cassie.  “But it’s the other pair we need now.”

Martin did his best to ignore them as he stepped out of the pants.  It wasn’t working though.  He was blushing bright red at his wife exposing his shame to this young nemesis of his, and his erection tented up the panties something fierce.  They were red with little hearts cut into the pattern, the bikini panties.  A wet spot grew where his erection touched them.

Martin unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off his shoulders.

“Oh my!” said Tianna with surprise.  “Look at his chest!”

Martin instinctively covered his chest with his arm and his hand, cupping the one breast and blocking the view of the other.  His other hand dropped to his crotch and tried to hide his erection.  Cassie glanced in his direction from near the closet.  She had just grabbed the pencil skirt.  Tianna, meanwhile, stood right in front of Martin.

“What about it?” asked Cassie.

“It— they— they’re— well, I mean— they look girlish,” said a shocked Tianna.

“They?”

“His chest.  They look like— boobs.  Like a teenager’s.  Like a girl’s.  Look.”

Tianna reached out to shift his arm away so both women could see Martin’s chest.  Martin, however, pushed her hand away and hugged his chest even tighter.  Cassie glared at him.

“You’re in enough trouble already, darling,” she growled.

“But Cassie!”

“Miss Cassie.”

“But she’s just a girl!”

“Do as you’re told and obey her.”

It took tremendous effort to comply, but Martin knew he could not refuse.  Martin licked his lips unhappily.  Slowly, reluctantly he pulled his arm away.  Tianna’s eyebrow rose.  She cocked her head to the left and then the right.  Martin cringed at being under this level of observation.  It was humiliating!  He felt objectified.  Worse, his penis throbbed traitorously making him feel exposed and complicit.

Tianna now ran her fingertips along the bottom of his breast, sending waves of pleasure racing through Martin’s chest.  This was pleasure he did not want but could not refuse and it made his penis throb all the more.  That was embarrassing!  He turned bright, bright red.  At the same time, his breathing started to become labored and his chest began to heave as his heart raced.  His penis swelled inside his panties and his nipples stood on end.  He came dangerously close to coming.

“See what I mean?” said Tianna.

She slipped her fingers along the curve of the breast, lighting Martin with waves of pleasure.  He gritted his teeth, hoping to stop something very embarrassing from happening in his panties.

Cassie now came next to Tianna.  “I see what you mean,” she said.

Cassie pressed the back of her pointer finger into the flesh of his other breast just below his erect nipple and lifted his breast with her finger.  Martin felt his whole chest glow with a warm pleasurable feeling, something no man had ever felt, something he desperately fought.  His penis throbbed even harder.  His panties felt wet.  Had he come?  He was too shocked to tell.  He was fighting hard against the pleasure and the shame of this, both of which were making him throb with increasing intensity.

“These really are like breasts,” said Cassie with surprise.

Martin glanced worriedly across the room at his reflection in the mirror.  His breasts didn’t look different to him.  Sure, they might be a little more swollen than normal, but they weren’t that different.  And maybe they weren’t... but Tianna was right, they were starting to look like breasts.  Indeed, the uneven man-boob-ish pyramids Martin had grown accustomed to seeing had gradually morphed into something with a more rounded shape, at least on the bottom.  They weren’t quite globes yet, but they were round at the bottom, where there was more material.  The tops bulged out too, though they had more of a slope shape to them.  Then the nipples sat right where the shape changed from a slope above to the partial globe beneath.  To Cassie’s estimation, Martin could almost need an A-cup bra!

She became very wet.  He trembled.

What’s more, his nipples had changed too.  Whether Martin realized it or not, the nipples themselves had nearly doubled in size in width from when this began and were a tiny bit longer too; though it was hard for him to recognize this having seen them every day and with the areola looking so puffy.  Cassie realized it.  The areola too had stretched and looked a little larger than a quarter, maybe more.  They were right at the point where they looked about as large as a man’s could get, but not quite yet over that border; still, they would draw a few looks if he went in public with them exposed.

Cassie brushed his enlarged nipples with her fingertips, making Martin shudder with discomfort(?).  Then she gently pressed his areola.  His nipples seemed to tense up.  She glanced down at his panties and noted his erection tenting them up.  This. Was. Amazing!  Cassie cupped his breast in her hand.  It filled her palm and threatened to overflow.

She was very, very wet.

“We should have bought you a bra,” she giggled.

Martin jolted at her words.  A bra?!  A bra?!  Women wore bras.  Men didn’t wear bras!  There was no way he needed a bra!  He was a man!  It was impossible he needed a bra!  If he needed a bra, that would make him— a— a woman.  His brain raced through a million humiliating thoughts.  Before it could process any of them, however, Cassie thrust the pencil skirt into his hands.

“Put this on,” she commanded.

Martin stared blankly at the skirt.  She wanted him to wear it?  But his bre— chest.  They weren’t breasts.  He started to shake his head.  He needed to solve this chest issue, not wear a skirt.  He started to reach up to grab his breast.  He started to open his mouth to talk about this.  But his ego told him to be silent.  This was not something to discuss with his wife, especially in front of that girl.  He pulled his hand back down and closed his mouth.  He took a deep breath, nodded his head and focused on the skirt.  He could examine his chest later.

Martin unzipped the skirt.  He would deal with the bre— chest thing later.  He slipped his feet into the open skirt and pulled it up, working it up his thighs and over his rear.  It was almost too tight at those points.  As he pulled it up, he tucked his erection inside.  Then he tugged it into place and zipped it up.  Thankfully, his erection vanished from sight, mostly at least; it became a mere lump in the tight skirt.

“Very sexy,” said Tianna.

Martin blushed.

“It looks hard to wear though,” said Tianna.

“Oh, it is,” said Cassie, who had returned to the closet, “but wait until you see these.”

Cassie crouched down and retrieved a pair of shoes from the bottom of the closet.  These were the “slippers” she had bought for Martin.  Tianna whistled when she saw these high-heeled mules with their thin, nearly-six-inch-high stiletto heels, their wide open toes and the red clip-on roses attached to their black satin vamps.

“He’s going to wear those?” laughed Tianna.

“Yes.”

“Good luck!”

Martin stared unhappily at the shoes.  He recalled his time in them the prior night.  They were utterly destabilizing.  He felt the whole time as if he was walking on his toes, tottering like a sissy, on the verge of falling.  He had no leverage, no strength in them.  Even carrying a drink was a precarious undertaking.  Cassie has been able to touch him without any defense on his part.  They made him incredibly vulnerable.  What’s more, they made his toes and calves so terribly sore!  And they were so feminine!

Martin blushed even deeper.  “Couldn’t I wear something else?  The pumps?” he asked his wife.

She shook her head.  “Since you refuse to show Tianna the respect she deserves,” said Cassie as she returned to her husband, “you are going to spend the day wearing these.  All day.  Maybe that will teach you some respect.  Do you understand me, Marcia?  You will obey every command she issues while I’m gone.  Every command.  You will show her utter deference.  If you don’t, I hereby give her the power to punish you in any way she wants.  And if you refuse, I will punish you when I get home and it will be much worse.”

She held out the shoes.  He reluctantly took them.

“These will not leave your feet all day,” she said firmly.

Martin’s shoulders slumped.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

“Now, put them on.”  She set them before him.

Martin reluctantly slipped into them, gaining height and losing manhood.

Cassie glanced at her watch.  “Oh, I need to leave.”  She turned to Tianna.  “You have my number.  Call me if he offers the slightest resistance.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“If he acts up, feel free to punish him in any way you find appropriate.”  Cassie grabbed her purse and slung it over her shoulder.  She grabbed her keys off her nightstand and started toward the door.  She stopped right before it and turned with a smirk on her face.  “On second thought... just put him in the corner.”

She walked out.

Her panties were soaked.


Chapter Six: “A Day With Tianna”

—o—

Martin waited in the bedroom for Tianna to return.  She had gone to see Cassie off.  He heard the sound of heels retreating in the kitchen.  As he did, it suddenly struck him that now was the perfect moment to make a call.  Cassie was leaving.  He would hear the garage door when she did.  Tianna wouldn’t come back until she was gone.  And even if she did, he could explain this as being a call from work – Tianna would never know he wasn’t allowed near his phone.

Martin opened his wife’s nightstand where he knew his wife stored his phone except when she let him carry it to work.  His credit card was here too, but it was worthless having been deactivated.  He grabbed the phone and saw there had been a text from Logan.  He ignored it and flipped through his contacts.

Did he have time for a call?

He twisted his lips.  Maybe not, he thought.  But he could send a text.

Martin wrote out a text explaining that he was thinking of leaving the company and he wanted to see if his friend had an opening.  If so, he’d love to talk to him about it, but he would need to move fast and he would need to move with discretion.  He sent the text and then sent it again to three more of his contacts.  Then he quickly slipped out of the slippers, before racing to the living room in a sort of duck-walk/run in the tight skirt that really only let him “run” below the knees.  He set the phone down on the coffee table so he would be able to check for responses throughout the day.  He then returned to the bedroom to wait for Tianna.

His mood improved greatly; he had taken the first step to regaining his freedom... to regaining his manhood.  He pulled on the white silk top and slipped into the terrible slippers to await his sitter.  He snickered at the thought of what these men would say if they knew what he had been wearing when he sent the texts.

—o—

Tianna had placed Martin before the mirror.

He wore the pinstripe pencil skirt, the white tank-top blouse and the terrible slippers.  Beneath, he wore panties, stockings and a white garter belt.  His red toenails showed easily through the dark stockings. The blouse tickled his nipples, which were very erect and showed through the blouse as little pegs.  His areolas showed too as shadows in the white material of the blouse.  He probably shouldn’t have been going braless at this point, though he refused to acknowledge that realization.  He was a man.  Men didn’t wear bras.

He wobbled.

Even with all the practice Martin had already had in these slippers, he still struggled to balance in them.  They offered no support whatsoever, and the heels were so tall and thin and unstable.  It was difficult walking so high on his toes too.  It stretched his feet and calves something fierce, and his toes looked smooshed and felt crushed.  His calves were on fire.  Martin couldn’t imagine many women could wear these outside of a bedroom encounter.  And yet, Cassie had made it clear he was to wear them all day.  Tianna had already giggled about that as he cleaned up the kitchen after Cassie’s breakfast:  “You’re more woman than me.  I don’t think I could manage those.”  They were now in the bedroom.

“We’re going to learn curtseying,” announced Tianna.

Martin had only a vague idea what curtseying was.  It was something he recalled seeing on television and when he was younger.  It was something women did.  That did not make him happy.

“Why?” he asked.

“Cassie thinks it would be nice if you learned to do that.  She thinks it shows a wonderful deference, the kind of deference a sissy like yourself should show.”

“I’m not a sissy,” said Martin sourly.

Tianna looked him up and down with a smirk on her face.  “Is that so?”

“Cassie—”

“Miss Cassie.”

Martin bit his tongue.  It made his skin crawl that this young woman could call his wife “Cassie” whereas he was expected to call her “Miss Cassie.”  That made him feel so inferior to both.

“Never mind,” he said.

“Never mind, Miss Tianna.”

“I can’t call you that,” he protested.

“Oh, I think you can.”

“But you’re just a kid.”

“Yeah, I am.  Isn’t it funny that I’m in charge of you?” she said slyly with a wink.  She knew the power she had and how extraordinary it was.  She knew too that she really liked this feeling, even if she didn’t know yet how to use it.

Martin blushed even brighter at her implacable sense of control.  He could tell that this young woman was only now starting to explore her power and she would one day wield it firmly.  That was a worrying idea.  It made him worry how he treated her today.  Would she forgive his resistance today when she finally assumed real control or would his actions just make her control all the worse when she finally took it?  The idea was unsettling.  But at the same time, the idea of calling this silly girl “Miss” was truly emasculating.  He couldn’t do it!  It was too much for Martin to accept.  Yet he knew he had no choice really.  He had let Cassie have too much power, and right now was too delicate a time for rebellion.

He swallowed his pride.  “Yes, Miss Tianna,” he said, choking on the words.

Tianna smiled at the tiny tingle of power she got from his submission.

“Good.  Now, watch me.”  She put her feet together so her ankles and toes touched, as did her knees.  As she did, she stood up straighter.  Then she slipped her hands to her sides.  She pinched the hem of her flirty pink dress on either side.  Then she slid one foot behind the other.  She dipped down with a deep knee bend, spreading her dress ever so slightly as she did without raising the dress enough to show her panties.  Finally, she nodded her head forward.  Then she rose back to her full height.

“Now you try,” she said.

Martin licked his teeth anxiously.  Not only did that look impossible in the slippers and the restrictive skirt, but it looked so utterly submissive.  This was far worse than any bow.  It was like the girly version of kneeling.  It screamed, “I am a girl.  I am weak.  You are my master.”  Martin’s penis actually shrank as he saw it.

“You’re kidding,” he said.

“Nope.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Would you rather stand in the corner?” asked Tianna in the same sly tone.

Her tone sent a helpless shiver down his spine: she was playing with him!  Besides, her threat was effective.  Just thinking about it made his feet ache.  Standing still in those slippers for how long?  Ten minutes?  An hour?  Two?  Shudder.  At least moving around, he would keep his joints and tendons and muscles in motion.  That made the tension bearable.  He even had the prospect of sitting at times.  Standing in the corner, though, was different.  That was immobility.  It was like holding up a bucket of water with outstretched arms.  The continuous strain was much harder that lifting it over and over.

Of course, being in the corner was humiliating too.

Martin put his hands to his sides and tried to pinch the tight pinstripe pencil skirt.  It didn’t work.  The material was too tight against his skin and had nothing to give.  It was like a second skin.

“How do I do this in this skirt?  It’s too tight,” he said.

“You pretend,” said Tianna.  “Put your hands on your sides.  Pinch your fingers together just above the skirt.  Then, when you lower yourself, you spread your arms like a bird spreads its wings.”

Martin shuddered as weakness dripped down his spine.  This was going to be embarrassing.  Nevertheless, he did as she instructed.  When it came time to lower himself, he needed to carefully slide one knee around the other in the tight skirt and then he brought himself down.  Balancing in the slippers proved incredibly difficult, and when he put all his weight on one, he wobbled.  He pulled himself back up quickly.

“That’s impossible!” he complained.

Tianna laughed.  “You’ll get the hang of it.  Keep trying.”

Martin let out a frustrated breath, but tried again.  Again, he struggled with the skirt.  Again, he wobbled.  But his failure was not as bad this time.  With another look from Tianna, he tried again.  And again.  Each try, he got better.  And as he got better, he started to grow hard.  There was something very submissive about this and that aroused him.

As Martin practiced curtseying before the mirror, Tianna looked through the closet.  She found the servant dress Martin had not yet worn.  She pulled it from the closet and held it to her body.

“Is this the dress Cassie mentioned?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Yes, Miss Tianna or it’s corner time,” she said in a sing-song voice.

Martin gritted his teeth.  It was so humiliating that this silly girl could treat him this way, ordering him around with impunity, making him use such a demeaning form of address.  It made him feel so meek that he could not respond.  And she was so casual about it too!!!

“Yes, Miss Tianna,” he said with growing embarrassment.  His erection throbbed.

“Have you worn it yet?”

“No, Miss Tianna.”

Throb.

She held the dress toward him, closed one eye and tried to imagine him in it.  “You’re going to look incredible.”  Then she snickered.  “You even have the breasts to carry it off.”

Martin turned bright red.

Tianna returned the dress to the closet.  Then she came to Martin, who was finally mastering how to curtsey in the tight skirt and impossible heels.  “Show me what you got!”

Martin reluctantly curtseyed once more.  This was his best by far.  It was quite good in fact.  He managed to slide one knee behind the other without the tight skirt interfering by keeping his knees touching, flesh on flesh as they slid.  He learned to press his toes sharply into the slippers to keep from wobbling.  He used his ankles to maintain his balance.  All told, it was effective.  All told, it was very feminine.  All told, it was very embarrassing.

“Great!” said Tianna happily.  “Now here’s how you’ll use that.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  Use it?  Did she mean this embarrassing exercise wasn’t over?

“When you greet someone at the door, someone who knows about you, Marcia, you will curtsey.  Go it?”

“Says who?” said Martin defiantly.

“This is from Cassie.”

Martin furrowed his brow.  She was serious; he couldn’t believe it.

“When Cassie comes home,” continued Tianna, “you will greet her at the door like a good little sissy boy.  You will curtsey.  Then you’ll take her purse and coat and put those away for her.”

He needed to curtsey to his wife?

“When she gives you an order—”

“An order?” growled Martin.

Tianna laughed in a condescending manner.  “Yes, Martin, an order.  You’re her servant.  She’s your Mistress.  Did you think she wasn’t going to give you orders?”  She laughed again.  “She’s been giving you orders all this time.  Didn’t you notice?”

Martin blushed.  In truth, she had been giving him orders for some time, but his ego didn’t want to see it that way.  She said things and he did them.  Simple.  They weren’t orders per se.  They were just things she wanted him to do.  Yet, even as he tried to justify this to himself, it sunk in that his wife had been ordering him about for some time now.

“When she gives you an order,” continued Tianna, “you will say, ‘Yes Miss Cassie.’”

Martin glared at Tianna.  “No way.”

Tianna snickered at his bravado.  “We can call her if you like.  See if that’s still what she wants.”  The threat was implicit.  Any call would result in Cassie putting her foot down, right on Martin’s manhood.

Martin furrowed his brow but did not resist.

Tianna grinned; she actually liked it when he resisted and then surrendered – that added something spicy to her power.  “Say, ‘yes, Miss Tianna’,” she said to emphasize her victory.

Martin blushed.  “Yes, Miss Tianna.”

“Good boy.  You know, I’m not making any of this up.  She asked me to teach you to be a better servant.  She said you needed to learn to curtsey and she wanted you to start calling her ‘Miss,’ because honestly Martin, you’re kind of terrible about that.  I’m just doing what she wanted.”

Martin was stunned.  His wife had farmed out his training to this— this girl?!  How humiliating!

—o—

“I wonder how things are going at home,” chuckled Cassie to herself.

She was at work, trying to finish a project.  Her mind was on Martin, however, and Tianna.  She knew Martin felt superior to Tianna, which made it so perfect to put him under her control.  That would teach him his place for sure, or at least his loss of status.  And Tianna seemed good at this.  She had a natural curiosity which Cassie thought would help her handle Martin well.  She could also teach him some things Cassie hadn’t had the time to do yet.

“Poor little Marcia,” she giggled to herself.

Speaking of ‘Marcia,’ she thought, she would stop at the department store after work and pick up something for him... or maybe it was for her, but either way, he would be wearing it.

—o—

“Why are we doing this?” asked Martin.  He watched Tianna return with an armload of supplies.  She set them down on the coffee table and then sat down right next to him on the couch.  Her thigh rubbed against his, they were that close.  On the coffee table before them now were vials of nail polish, scissors, files, pads, a cleaner and other things Martin did not recognize.

“You need to learn to do your own nails,” said Tianna.

“Why?”

Tianna picked up the cleaner and some cotton balls.  She poured cleaner onto a cotton ball.  “Because Cassie doesn’t have the time to keep painting your nails all the time.  She wants you to learn to do this yourself so you can strip off the polish and replace it whenever she wants you to.  Also, she wants you to be able to do her nails.”

Martin furrowed his brow at the embarrassing thought.  Do his wife’s nails?  That felt... well, girly.  What man did his wife’s nails?

“Don’t worry.  You’ll love it.  It’s relaxing and it’s fun!” added Tianna happily.

“Somehow, I doubt that,” said Martin dourly.

Tianna laughed.  “You’ll see.”

Tianna grabbed Martin’s hand without warning and pulled it toward her.  Then she placed the wet cotton ball on his nail and rubbed it down.  A tiny trace of the red polish his wife had placed on his nails before came off.

“Always start by removing the paint from your nails,” she said.

“Sure,” said Martin sarcastically.  He was actually disguising the fact this was turning him on by trying to seem gruff.  Having her hip rub against his, having her holding his hand, and having her talking about painting his nails had made him tingle and caused his penis to grow hard beneath the tight skirt.  He crossed his legs uncomfortable, femininely to hide it.

“It’s funny this embarrasses you,” she said.

Martin blushed but didn’t respond.

“I would think you’d be happy to paint your nails.  Even guys who aren’t sissies think it’s fun and kind of naughty when they get the chance.”

“I’m not a sissy,” said Martin embarrassedly.

“Uh huh.”

Tianna picked up a file and took hold of one of his fingers firmly.  She set the file to the edge of the nail and started sliding it slowly back and forth.  Tiny bits of the nail shredded into powder and, as they did, Tianna reshaped the nail, giving it a slight feminine curve; though with his nails being so short, the curve was barely noticeable.

“Filing gives you more control over the shape of the nail.  It also doesn’t leave crude angles and sharp points like cutting does.  That’s why the best manicures are done with files.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” said Martin, again sarcastically.  His erection seemed to be growing.  He blushed a little more.

Tianna attacked another nail.

Then another.

“It’s too bad we can’t let your nails grow,” said Tianna.

Martin shuddered at the thought.  He imagined himself in the office, trying to type with long, feminine nails.  He imagined the secretaries standing around him, mocking him.  If he thought panties were bad, these would be far, far worse.  There was something about long painted nails that was so incredibly feminine.

Tianna moved on to yet another nail.  “So what’s the deal with the heels?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Why is Cassie so determined that you can’t take them off?”

“You heard her.  It’s punishment.”

“No, even before that, she’s got you in heels all the time, like there’s some point.”

Martin blushed bright red.  That was something he didn’t ever want to talk about.  It was embarrassing enough that she made him do it.  The idea of now telling this girl that his wife thought she might be able to make it impossible for him to go without heels was too much to share.  Not to mention, the idea had begun to worry him.  Up to now, he was sure what Cassie planned was impossible: internet fantasy.  But he wasn’t so sure anymore that it was impossible.  In fact, the more he tottered around in these slippers, feeling how sore they made his feet, the more troubled he became.  When he first wore the wedges, they did the same thing to his feet.  Now he wore them with ease.  What did that suggest?  And what did it mean that wearing the pumps made him sore as the wedges once had?  Or that these slippers were far worse?  Did this not all suggest that maybe his feet were changing bit by bit?  To what end though?

In that regard, he kept reminding himself too that the loafers no longer felt comfortable, even though he could see nothing wrong with them.  Was it possible, he wondered?  Was it possible his wife knew what she was doing?

He swallowed hard.

“She just wants me to get used to wearing them,” he said evasively.

“Well, you’ll get plenty of practice in those,” she said, nodding to the slippers.  “I can’t believe you can even walk in them.”

Martin shrank.

Tianna finished filing his nails.

—o—

Tianna picked up the vial of polish.  It was a dark, glowing red.  She had explained the principle to Martin twice to be sure he got it.  You wanted a wet bush, but not one dripping in polish; the polish needed to come off smoothly but with control.  Then you set the brush against the edge of the cuticle, which she had shown him how to trim.  You pull the brush forward in a single, fluid motion to the end of the nail.  You don’t dab.  You don’t brush it.  Just one single, long pull.  Then you do it again until the whole nail is painted.

She showed him how.  Seeing the red stripe made Martin’s heart beat faster.

“Your turn,” she said.

It looked easy enough, thought Martin.  He took the vial.  He dipped the brush into it.  He pulled it out.  It was too wet.  He ran it against the side of the vial.  Now it looked too dry.

Tianna took the brush from his hand again.  “Don’t take all of it off.”  She dipped the brush into the vial of polish.  Then she pulled it smoothly up along the rim of the vial, removing the excess polish but leaving the brush perfectly saturated.  Then she took his hand and she applied the brush to an unpainted nail.  She pulled it forward, leaving a shiny red line from the cuticle to the tip.  “Like that.”

Martin took the brush back and tried again.

This time, he got it right.

Martin put the wet brush against his nail and pulled it forward.  Behind it, his nail turned red.  It was a pretty red.  And it looked pretty on his nail.  He suddenly felt naughty that he was enjoying this.  He was though.  It was exciting to see his nail turn this pretty color.  It was relaxing too, something to lose himself in.  Was that unmanly?  He knew it was, but it truly was kind of enjoyable.  He would never admit that, but it was.

“That’s it,” said Tianna.  “Do the next one.”

Martin dipped the brush into the vial.  Suddenly, he saw his phone light up across the room.  He’d gotten a text.  His heart skipped a beat.  He was desperate to check it, but knew he could not.  Tianna wasn’t going to let him either, and he knew she would report him if he tried or, at the least, she would ask a lot of questions and want to see the message.  He needed to wait.

Waiting was hard though.

Martin put the brush to the last unfinished nail.  Again, he set it carefully to avoid touching anything but the nail.  Then he pulled it forward.  The nail turned red.  His excitement grew as the nail turned so pretty.  Both hands were done now.  His nails genuinely excited him.  He didn’t want them too, but they did.  He returned the brush to the vial and he held up his hands as Tianna had shown him with his fingers spread so as not to ruin the manicure as his nails dried.

His phone lit up again.  Another message.

Martin’s heart beat faster.  What if they wanted him to call back right now?  He could do nothing though.

“What’s up with the breasts?” asked Tianna, who was fixing a chip on her own nail.

“Breasts?”

Tianna snickered.  “Your boobs.  Those things growing on your chest, girlfriend,” said Tianna with a snide chuckle.

Martin blushed bright red.  “It’s just swelling.”

Tianna let out a skeptical laugh.  “Swelling.  Ha!”

“It is!”

“Those are breasts, buddy, and you need a bra!”

Martin shuddered.  This was shocking for his ego to hear.  Emasculating.  He was a man.  Bras were for women.  He did not need a bra, he told himself.  “It’s just swelling.”

“If that’s the case, then what’s causing the swelling?”

Martin bit his lip.  He realized his mistake.  How would he explain something making him swell?  The absolutely last thing he wanted Tianna knowing about was the breast pump!  That would be crushing to his manhood.  Of course, he didn’t want her knowing about the hormones either.

“I had a reaction to some pills she gave me,” he said dismissively.

“She?”

Martin winced.  “Miss Cassie.”  He hated calling her “Miss” in front of this girl!  It made him feel so effete!  How could he need to address his own wife by a superior title when this stupid girl did not?!  His penis jettisoned pre-come into his panties at his humiliation.

“What kind of pills?”

“Just some— some vitamins.”

“She’s giving you hormones, isn’t she?” asked Tianna with a glint in her eye and glee on her lips.

“No!  They’re just vitamins!” he protested.

“Let me see them.”

Martin licked his lips nervously.  This was not good.  He thought very quickly if there were any vitamins in the house he could show her, but there weren’t.  There was nothing that would pass for them either.  Could he tell her that Cassie had them with her?  No, that would only lead to questions; besides, she might ask Cassie about it them.  It seemed, he needed to show her the pills.

“Hopefully, she won’t know what they are,” he told himself.

Martin led Tianna to the bedroom where Cassie kept the pills; again, his feet and calves burned as he tottered along in the impossible slippers, reminding him how happy he had been to sit.  The pills were on Cassie’s nightstand.  He cautiously picked them up and showed them to Tianna from a distance.  She walked right up to him and snatched them.  She examined the lengthy name for several seconds.

“These are hormones,” she said finally.

Martin sensed she didn’t know exactly what they were.  “No, they’re not.  They’re vitamins.  They help with digestion.”  He reached for the container, hoping she accepted his lie.

Tianna smirked.  “They aren’t.  They’re hormones.”

“They aren’t,” countered Martin.  “They’re just vitamins, harmless vitamins.”

Tianna’s smirk grew.  “All right.  If they’re just vitamins, then you won’t mind taking a couple right now.  Or do you want to admit these are hormones?”  She opened the container and popped three pills into her hands.

Martin felt panic seize him.  If the pills were already doing what they seemed to be doing to him, how much worse would taking three pills make this?  Not to mention, the idea of this silly girl giving him hormone pills was incredibly emasculating.  It was one thing for his wife to give them to him – especially in the sensual way she gave them to him – but for this girl to give them to him?  If even one millimeter of his breasts could be attributed to her, it would be— he could— it would be embarrassing.

She held out the pills.  “Go on.”

Martin licked his lips.  Could he do this?  Wouldn’t it be better just to admit they were hormone pills?  No, he didn’t want her to know.  Besides, what could taking three pills really do?  He was already taking them, so this wouldn’t change anything, would it?  And it wasn’t like this was going to happen every day.  He could risk it... just this once.

Martin reluctantly took the pills.

Tianna watched him with amazement.  She knew what these pills were.  She couldn’t believe he was taking them.  How silly the male ego was, she thought, that he would willing take women’s hormones rather than admit his wife was doing the exact same thing to him.

“I guess you were right, Martin,” said Tianna with a disbelieving chuckle.  “I’ll tell you what.  This deserves a reward.”

“What kind of reward?”


Chapter Seven: “Martin’s Reward”

—o—

The project was ready for review.  Cassie’s part was finished.  Her boss would do the rest.  She sat in her office now waiting for word she could go home early.  She was on the phone with Monica.  Monica had the day off.

“Tianna’s watching him,” said Cassie.

Monica snickered.  “I can’t believe you have a sitter for Martin.”

“Someone had to watch him.  He can’t seem to keep his hands off his dick these days.  It’s crazy!”

“That’s the pills.”

“Really?”

“Yes.  They trigger the libido something fierce.  It’s like being a teen again when you wanted to hump anything that moved,” said Monica with a verbal smirk.  She was imagining Martin highly aroused and desperate to touch himself... held back only by the sitter.  A sitter.  That made her laugh.  “I still can’t believe you got him a sitter.  He’s a grown man.”

“I know, but it seemed necessary.  It’s kind of cute too, to think he’s got a sitter.”

“By cute you mean, incredibly arousing?”

“I said what I said,” laughed Cassie.

“How is she handling it?”

“She loves it.  I think it’s getting her a chance to see a different perspective on male-kind, as compared to all the ‘suave’ college guys who think they’re a gift to us poor women.”  Cassie smiled naughtily; her lips grew damp:  “Do you know what they’re doing right now?”

“What?”

“She’s teaching him to paint his nails.”

Monica let out a laugh.  “I’ve got to see that!”

“I’m sure you will.  Once he has this down, she’s going to teach him how to do other people’s nails.  Like mine.”  Cassie felt a tiny little quiver deep within, which made her blush.  How many women made their husbands paint their nails?

“Where do I sign up for that?” said Monica with another laugh.

“I know, right?”

“Seriously, you should loan him out if he’s any good.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”  Monica glanced at her dark nails.  They were good, but not perfect.  What’s more they had worn quickly and now showed a number of chips.  Her toes too, she knew.  “My girl is terrible.  If Martin is better, I’d love to use him.”

“I’ll see if he has any openings,” laughed Cassie.

She glanced up and saw the email hit her computer.  It was time to go home, after a quick stop at the store.

—o—

“No way,” said Martin flatly.

Tianna giggled.

“Seriously, no way.”

“It’ll be fun,” said Tianna.  She wiggled the bikini that dangled from her fingertips.

Martin shook his head.  “There is no way.”

“Would you rather stand in the corner until Cassie comes home?” asked Tianna.

Martin pursed his lip.  Again, this was a very strong threat.  The idea of wearing these painful and difficult shoes in the corner – shoes which might be accelerating the changes in his feet and legs... if there were any – was not something he wanted to consider.  His feet were already sore from wearing them the whole day and he had spent large parts of it sitting on the couch painting his nails.  How much worse would they feel if he had spent that time in the corner?

“But Miss Tianna,” he whined, making sure to call this silly girl “Miss” to flatter her no matter how much it rubbed him wrong.  “I can’t go outside, not in that!  What if someone sees me?”

“No one will see, Martin.”

“What if they do?”

“Who, Martin?”

“I don’t know – someone.”  It actually wasn’t easy for the other neighbors to look upon their patio.  The back of the yard was another matter, but the patio was partially shielded by the house.  But the idea of going outside in a bikini was terrifying nonetheless!

“All right.  Into the corner, Martin,” said Tianna and she pushed him right on the butt to usher him toward the corner.  Martin, so unsteady in the delicate heels, could not resist and was thrust forward several steps by her shove.  Those wobbly steps were an intense reminder of what he was about to experience, as was the embarrassing shove on the butt and the still squirm-inducing memory of having called her “Miss.”

“Wait,” he said before he even knew it.

Tianna held back on making another shove, though she remained ready.

“I—”  He clenched his jaw as he swallowed his pride.  It went down very hard.  “I’ll do it,” he sighed.

“Yay!” cheered Tianna.

She tossed the bikini onto the bed and ordered him to strip.  The bikini had come from her house.  It was a two-piece pink bikini with white flowers on it.  It had tie strings which would let her adjust its tightness.  She figured she needed that since his breasts were not very large at all.

Martin glanced at it in horror.  Never in his life did he expect to wear a bikini.

In the meantime, Tianna reached up and yanked the pink minidress over her head.  The dress was off her body.  She dropped the dress to the floor and kicked off her slides, drawing Martin’s eyes.  Martin looked up and was surprised to see that she wasn’t wearing a bra and panties as he’d assumed.  Instead, she was wearing an orange bikini.  She had been planning on sunbathing in the park when Cassie called her over to sit for Martin.

Martin blushed at how amazing she looked.  Her breasts filled out the bikini like works of art.  Her stomach was perfectly feminine.  Her body, hairless... like his.  The thought made him shrink.

Tianna saw this and laughed.  “Never seen a girl in a bikini before?”

Before he could answer, Tianna slid around behind him and unzipped his skirt.  She told him to take off the slippers, which he did.  She pulled down the skirt.  She laughed when she saw the garter belt and his erection tenting up his panties.  She didn’t stop though.  She kept stripping him of item after item until he was naked.  Even his erection was naked.  It stood out stiffly in the cool room air.  His hairless balls dangled beneath.  The heart-shaped patch rested above his shaft.

He cringed before her.

Tianna saw it and burst out laughing.  “That is just amazing,” she said.  Then she grabbed the bikini and shoved it into his hands.  “Get dressed, sissy boy.”  He did.  And that would be how Cassie found him.

—o—

Cassie pulled her car into the garage.  She grabbed her purse and headed inside.  She was surprised that no one came too greet her as she entered the kitchen.  She was even more surprised that the house seemed silent.  Where was Martin?  Where was Tianna?

“I’m home,” she called out.

No reply.

“That’s strange.  Hello,” she called a little louder.

Still nothing.

Cassie set down her purse and moved to the living room.  They weren’t there.  She moved to the bedroom.  A curious sight met her here.  Tianna’s pink dress lay crumpled in a pile on the floor.  Her white slides lay recklessly next to it.  A few feet away, Martin’s pencil skirt lay over her vanity chair.  Her white blouse lay on top.  Even more startling, his panties, his stockings and his garter belt lay on the floor.

“What is going on?” she wondered.

She checked the bathroom.  They weren’t in there.  There was no way they both left the house naked.  Where could they be?  She moved toward the kitchen.  She was perplexed.  Had they dressed in something and left the house?  Where did they go?  This was not making sense.  As she entered the kitchen, she saw that the sliding glass door was open.  Her eyebrow rose.  Could they be outside?  Naked?  She smirked at the idea as she imagined poor Martin doing yard work naked.

“Watch where you use the clippers, darling,” she thought with a chuckle.

Cassie stepped through the slider.

Her jaw dropped.  A laugh escaped her lips.

To her utter amazement, she found her husband and Tianna lying on loungers on the patio, in the sun.  Both were wearing bikinis and they were sunbathing!  Martin’s bikini was pink with a white floral pattern, Tianna’s was orange.  Even from this distance, Cassie could tell that Martin’s nipples pressed through the bikini material making them very obvious.  What’s more his breasts had grown large enough to appear to fill the bikini to some degree, making him look like a small-breasted woman.  His breasts were even big enough at this point to give the bikini a sense of curvature.  These were not pectoral muscles.  These were not flabby man-boobs.  They were breasts.

She shuddered erotically upon seeing this.  Her panties grew very wet.

She stepped outside.

“I hope I’m not disturbing anything,” giggled Cassie.

Martin shot to his feet in surprise.  He threw one hand over his chest and the other over his penis which swelled to erection.  “C— Cassie!”

Cassie laughed.  “Is that a canoe in your bikini or are you just happy to see me,” she laughed, misquoting some movie.

Martin blushed.

“I hope you did your chores before you decided to take a break,” she added teasingly.

Tianna, who had sat up as well, smiled.  “Hi Cassie!  We did.  Martin was a good little boy.  He did all his chores.  Then we learned to curtsey.  Then I taught him to do his nails, though he needs a lot more practice and I haven’t taught him to do other people’s nails yet.”

Cassie smirked.  “He’ll get lots of practice, don’t worry.”

“But I figured he needed a reward,” said Cassie, “so here we are.”

“Where did you get the bikinis?”

“I brought them from my place.”

Martin stood there squirming.  Cassie looked him up and down.  He looked so embarrassed.  Tianna, on the other hand, looked quite confident in her bikini.  Hers was tied on with small triangular bits of cloth covering her very large breasts.  Her flip flops were parked next to the lounger, just as Martin’s slippers were parked next to his.  She had fantastic legs and the perfect body for a bikini.  Martin looked surprisingly feminine in his, between the budding breasts, the shaved legs and chest, and an oddly feminine shape.  Had his body always looked so girly?

“So Martin behaved himself?” asked Cassie.

Tianna smiled.  “He was the perfect little angle,” she said recalling Cassie’s line from before.

“Good.”  She turned to her husband now.  “Why don’t you shower, darling, and then start preparing dinner?”

“Y— yes, Miss Cassie,” he said.

“Change back into your pencil skirt for tonight.”

Martin nodded.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

Martin started toward his wife and the door behind her.  Cassie held up her hand to stop him however.  “Don’t forget your shoes, darling.”

Martin blushed even more realizing he was barefoot.  He turned back to the lounger and grabbed the slippers which lay beside it.  He picked them up with one hand and carried them as he slipped past his wife into the house.  Cassie watched him, giggling at how much this reminded her of the so-called “walk of shame” so many young women had done with his heels in his hands.  Even more surprising though, she noticed that he walked up on his toes as he went.  He had never walked on his toes before this that she could recall.  Could this be because he’d been wearing heels so much?  Could this be exactly what she’d been hoping to achieve?  She tingled deep inside.

“I hope you don’t mind,” said Tianna.

Cassie refocused on the young sitter.  “Mind?  No, not at all.  He looks great in a bikini and you seem to have tremendous control over him.”

“It’s a work in progress,” said Tianna.

Cassie now smiled slyly.  “Speaking of work in progress, do you want to see what I got him?”

Tianna raised a curious eyebrow.  “Sure.”

They went inside, where Cassie found her purse.  She picked it up and opened it.  “It’s kind of ironic that you put him in a bikini, because I had this bit of inspiration today.  So I stopped at the store and I got him this.”  Cassie pulled a mound of frilly light-blue cloth from her purse.  She unfolded it.

Tianna giggled.

—o—

Martin finished drying himself.  His body was still warm from the sun.  Tianna had put sunscreen on him, and he on her, but he felt a little burnt.  Not much, but a little.  He wrapped the towel around his waist and headed for the bedroom to change.  Cassie was waiting for him.  She was playing with his slippers.

“Have a good time?” she asked.

Martin blushed.

Cassie looked up at her husband.  For a moment, she was taken aback.  He had tan lines!  He had genuine tan lines wherever his bikini stopped.  Indeed, the outline of the bikini was clear on his chest and as well as on his crotch.  And when he turned, she saw the lines made their way around his rear.  His skin wasn’t tan enough yet to look perfect, but the lines were clear.

She stifled a giggle.

“She’s insane,” growled Martin, clearly unaware of the lines.

“Miss Tianna,” corrected Cassie, still trying not to giggle.

“Miss Tianna,” said Martin unhappily.  “Can we please stop this sitter thing?”

Tianna laughed.  “I don’t know, darling.  From where I’m sitting, it seems to have gone really well.  Although, you didn’t curtsey to me when I came to the patio.  That was a little disappointing.”

Martin blushed.  “You aren’t serious about that, are you?”

“Miss Cassie.”

His blush deepened.  Having to call his wife “Miss” during a serious discussion or argument was so neutering.  “You aren’t serious about that, are you Miss Cassie?”

“I am.”

Martin winced.  That was going to be humiliating.

“Now put on your skirt and your dainties.  I have a surprise for you,” said Cassie.

Martin licked his teeth unhappily.  So far, his wife’s surprises had not been good things for his manhood.  He dreaded what this could be.  But what could he do?  He picked up the garter belt, stockings and panties and slipped back into them.  Then he tugged on the pencil skirt.  His wife then handed him the slippers.

He hesitated.

“Couldn’t I wear the wedges?” he asked.

“No, not with this.”

“How about the pumps?”

Cassie giggled.  The slippers must be truly difficult she thought if he wanted to avoid them this badly that he volunteered to wear the pumps.  Perhaps, it would be a good lesson to keep him in them.  She shook her head.  “No, I like the look with the pencil skirt.”

Martin grimaced to himself, but took the slippers and stepped into them, gaining several inches but losing mobility and balance.  He put them on by raising each leg behind him and sliding the slipper onto his foot that way; he’d learned that was the easiest way to put them on while wearing the pencil skirt.  Martin then reached for the white blouse.

“Hold on, darling,” said Cassie.

Martin stopped.

“I bought something for you today,” said Cassie.  She snickered.  Then she held out the light-blue cloth.  When she unfolded it, it proved to be a balconnette-style bra, essentially a three-inch high band that wound around his torso with low-cut, small cups built into the band.  The bra had two thin straps to go over his shoulders rising from the band and hooked in the back.  The tops of the cups were decorated in frilly off-white material.  It was embarrassingly feminine.

Martin’s jaw dropped.  “I— I don’t need a bra!”

“Yes, you do.”

He shook his head vigorously.  “I— I don’t!”

“Well, darling, you’re wearing it anyway.”

Cassie moved around behind her husband.  She pulled the bra around his chest to the back, where she fastened the hooks.  Martin felt it tighten around his chest like a proverbial chain.  This thing on his chest was imprisoning his manhood.  He felt dizzy and wobbled in the heels.  Cassie, meanwhile, slipped his arms through the straps and pulled the bra into place.  He looked unbelievable feminine in the skirt, the bra and the slippers.

“Perfect,” she said.


Chapter Eight: “The Breast Pump”

—o—

Martin spent the rest of the day struggling with the bra.  Part of his struggle was fit:  the bra fit.  That was the problem.  As a man, he couldn’t imagine how a bra could fit.  It should never fit.  And yet, this one did.  That was psychologically devastating to his sense of masculinity.  Worse, it fit well.  It seemed to hug the things on his chest and give them lift.  It made them fuller and rounder and it was comfortable.  It even protected his nipples; unlike his shirts, his nipples didn’t feel like they were constantly being rubbed by the bra.  Those were good things, or should have been, right?  Only, they weren’t.  Again, no bra should ever fit any man.  Yet, this one did.  That was the problem.

“I should not need a bra,” he kept thinking.

Even worse, every time he saw himself reflected in a mirror or a window or whatnot, he found himself growing hard.  It was turning him on to wear it!  How could that be?  How could it turn him on to be made female?  How could he keep getting increasingly horny throughout the day too?  And wearing it with the pencil skirt and the impossible slippers just made it all the worse.  He looked like an oversexed woman, he thought.  He dressed like the kind of woman he would have wanted to bed!

That was shattering to his ego.

He grew incredibly insecure.

Cassie, on the other hand, was loving it.  Seeing her husband in a bra that fit, especially one that seemed to have found breasts to hold, was an amazing feeling.  She felt like she was on the verge of having the sort of dream she-male husband many women secretly wanted if only they could be honest about it.  This made her wet.  And every time she saw Martin totter past doing some chore as she worked from home, she got wetter and wetter.

She needed to come.

—o—

Evening came.  Dinner was served.  It was time to use the machine.

Martin entered the living room.  He saw the breast pump.  This, he believed, was the cause of his problems with his nipples and the swollen material beneath, though the nipples were the bigger problem.  They were so easily irritated and they were so easily seen.  Nothing he had done had managed to hide them.  Even the tape he tried to put over them fell off shortly after he tried it.  But Cassie insisted that he do an hour each night.  And honestly, it was good to get off his feet.  The wedges were fine, but wearing the slippers was murder on his feet, and right now, Cassie seemed to be in love with the slippers.

It was funny to think about.  Both the pumps and the slippers were so different from the wedges.  They were far less stable than the wedges.  He still struggled in them too, which he no longer did with the wedges.  Both shoes needed more careful balancing and more engagement from his toes.  They made his feet and calves sore too, something he no longer felt in the wedges.  The slippers were the worst though.  With the instability caused by their lack of the support and them slapping against his feet when he walked, they were a sissified nightmare... and they positively destroyed his toes and calves.  How could high heels be so different?  He really had come to appreciate the comfort the wedges provided, a thought that would have been incomprehensible to him even a month or so ago.

He moved to the machine.

He wore the pencil skirt.  Cassie said this was what he would wear around the house from now on until she bought him more clothes.  He struggled in it.  Not in a physical sense – though he did struggle that way too as it forced him to move in certain ways and kept him from spreading his legs – but he struggled in an emotional sense.  The skirt hugged him so tightly and it restricted his motions so severely that it felt like constant bondage.  It was as if she had tied him up, put him in heels, and ordered him to go about his day.  It made him feel like a doll.  It was hard to feel like a man when you were a doll.

He touched his ear.  It was still sore, though not much.  He had one silver stud and one red heart-shaped stud in each ear.  The hearts were cute, unfortunately, which made it hard for him to feel manly.  Never mind the rest.  How would he explain the holes to their friends?

He touched the machine.  He ran his fingers along it.

“I’ll be there in a minute,” called Cassie from the bedroom.  She had been in the bath while he cleaned up the kitchen.  He suspected she had masturbated, though she did not share those details with him, whereas his masturbation was not only known to her now, it was witnessed by her, and done only with her permission.  That spoke volumes of who was in charge, thought Martin.

Martin touched his bra.  He ran his fingers along the cups.  He wasn’t sure if he should remove the bra or not.  He wanted to.  At the least, he would need to take it off his nipples, but Cassie would let him know what she wanted.  He decided to wait and let her make the decision.

It was better to wait and let her decide, the thought sat in his mind uneasily.

When had he ever thought like that, he wondered?  A tiny chill went down his spine.

He sat down.

“I’m ready, Miss Cassie,” he called.

He suddenly felt so silly.  Clearly, the euphoria from the mall was gone.  He was back to feeling emasculated and humiliated and wishing he was a man again.  Being under Tianna’s thumb had been demeaning.  Being hard at being under her thumb had been embarrassing.  His wife putting him into a bra had been emasculating.  This was difficult to accept.  He didn’t want to be the sissy he had been at the mall.  He didn’t want to submit to Tianna.  He needed to fight all of this until he could free himself.  He didn’t want this... it had been exciting though, hadn’t it?

His penis stirred.

He crossed his legs to crush it.

Cassie came to the living room.  Unlike Martin, who Cassie ordered into the heels and pencil skirt, Cassie had slipped into a pair of loose short shorts, a sports jersey top and flat sandals.  Her hair was tied back in a ponytail.  She looked very cute and very comfortable and very satisfied.

“I’m proud of you,” she said with a glowing smile.

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “For what?”

“For embracing what you’ve always wanted.”

Martin flashed her a “you’re crazy” look.

Cassie chuckled politely.  Then she knowingly said, “All right.”  She touched his bra and pulled it down beneath his “breast.”  The flab, as Martin wanted to see it, was enough to hold the bra in place like this.  In fact, the pressure from the bra pushed the flab up and created two larger-looking breasts.  She then placed one of the suction cups on one of his nipples.  She brought the other suction cup to his chest.  She kissed him, deeply seductively.  “Enjoy,” she said.  Then she suddenly grabbed his still-free nipple and pinched it before slipping the suction cup over it and turning on the machine.  A shooting pain – no, not quite a pain, something else... something electric – shot through his chest.  It was a raw feeling.  An exciting feeling.  He had no idea what to make of it, but it took his breath way.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  The machine sucked on his breasts, pulling the nipples in and erasing the pain.  His whole body seemed to pull with it this time and a wave of warmth radiated through him.  He felt fortunate Cassie hadn’t noticed his surprise at this as she walked off.  That would have been embarrassing to explain.

Phooooooooooo.

Martin watched the cup suck in and release again.  Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  Phooooooooooo.  Again, he felt the warm sensation radiate through his boobs.  It felt good actually.  Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  Phooooooooooo.  It felt really good.  He leaned back slightly into the chair.  Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  Phooooooooooo.  The tension left his body.  This was crazy, he thought.  How could a machine sucking on his nipples produce such a warm— pleasant feeling?  It was sucking on his nipples.  Men’s nipples didn’t respond to this!

But his did.

In fact, it was kind of an erotic sensation.

Martin uncrossed his legs to free his penis.  It lazily started to swell.  Martin giggled, surprising himself.  He suddenly felt so naughty.  Then he had a thought.  He glanced around nervously:  no Cassie.  He tried to spread his legs in the pencil skirt to give his penis more room.  That helped a little and it swelled even more.  It was genuinely erect now, though it was still bound too much by the tight skirt.  He spread his legs a little more and bought it room.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  It swelled.  Phooooooooooo.  It relaxed.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  It swelled.  Phooooooooooo.  It relaxed.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  It swelled.  Phooooooooooo.  It relaxed.

A rhythm built.

“Could it happen?” he wondered.  Could this machine really make him come?  By sucking on his nipples of all things?  The idea was deeply embarrassing, and yet oddly exciting.

Again, he glanced around.  Still no Cassie.

Martin slipped one hand to his lap.  He stuck out his finger with its painted nail and gently stroked the lump in his skirt.  It tickled through the skirt.  He closed his eyes and embraced the sensual feeling the machine produced.  He imagined his wife’s lips on his breast instead of the suction cup.  He saw Cassie sitting on his lap.  He still wore the pencil skirt and the bra.  She had pulled it down a bit exposing his breasts.  They looked like a young woman’s breasts only with big nipples like Cassie’s.

He grew a little harder.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  Phooooooooooo.

His breathing became labored.  He imagined Cassie’s lips on his nipple.  Her lips were so soft, so gentle.  They sucked so richly.  In the background, he saw Tianna.  He didn’t know why she was in his fantasy, but that added to the excitement.  He began to squirm in his seat.  He used his nail, which was just a hint longer than he normally kept them after Tianna’s lesson, and he now scraped it against his head through the skirt.  It irritated his head, but simultaneously sent exciting jolts through it.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  Phooooooooooo.

Something in his nipple tingled... no pulsed.  He started to writhe as the machine tugged on his small breast.  He suddenly had the urge to pinch it, but he could not, not with the suction cup in the way.  Instead, he pulled his hand from his lap and he squeezed the breast around and below the suction cup, forming the flesh into a real breast and giving the machine a ripe target to suck.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  Phooooooooooo.

It tugged on his nipple.  His nipple seemed to yearn in response.  His penis throbbed faster.  His breathing became shallower.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  Phooooooooooo.

His breasts were warm and soft and supple and ready.  There was something luxurious about the machine sucking on him.  It felt... fulfilling.  And yet, it was emasculating.  He knew this was not how men acted.  It reminded him of that moment when he first slipped into a pair of panties.  It was terrifying and yet exhilarating; this was something forbidden but something exciting.  And there was Tianna staring at him with a superior smirk on her face.  His wife was sucking on his breasts, smiling, her eyes burning into his.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  Phooooooooooo.

His heart sped up.  He throbbed.  The rhythm grew.  His nipples swelled like a penis it seemed.  He let out a tiny moan.  He actually moaned.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  Phooooooooooo.

His breasts glowed.  The nipples yearned.  His penis throbbed beneath his skirt.  Suddenly, he recognized it:  he had reached the point of no return, or at least a shattering return; he was about to come!  He closed his eyes tightly.  He saw Tianna laughing.  Cassie smiling.  His penis grew bigger and bigger and bigger.

The machine pulled and pushed.

He held his breath...

And then he came.

It was glorious.  His penis unloaded itself into his panties in three giant throbs, spewing out his seed into the girly panties, all hidden by the oppressive skirt.  His chest heaved with each throb and finally calmed.  He’d done it.  He’d come.  He relaxed even deeper into his chair.

Then a moment of panic hit him.

He had forgotten to look.  For all he knew, his wife could have watched the whole thing!  That would have been a nightmare.  She spoke of him embracing his sissy-hood?  This would have been far more humiliating for her to see!

Fortunately, she was nowhere to be seen.

Martin breathed a sigh of relief.

And then came the guilt.  His face turned bright red.  A machine had made him come by sucking on his breasts?!  He was a man!  Men don’t get off by having their nipples sucked on!  And they certainly don’t enjoy it!  He had!  He suddenly felt incredibly naughty.  He had done something girly and he had enjoyed it.  He had abandoned his manhood...

... and he liked it.

What did this mean?


Chapter Nine: “Consequences”

—o—

Friday morning came.

Martin thought he would feel more guilty than he had after letting the machine make him come by sucking on his nipples.  But somehow, he didn’t.  Instead, he felt this secret naughty thrill that kept him hard and almost giggly all day.  Even wearing the bra did not bother him at the moment.  Its humiliations became part of his thrill.  This reminded him of the euphoria he’d felt at the mall.  It made doing the housework far more interesting.

“Miss Cassie,” he said softly to himself and he felt a rush.

He giggled.

His erection thrust out hard into the pencil skirt, which held it like a prison, a feeling he was reveling in today as well.

Martin took some clothes from the laundry to the bedroom.  Cassie sat on the couch reading a novel as he worked.  She periodically looked up and smiled.  Martin blushed whenever she did.  He could almost hear her thinking how good it was to have a servant for a husband.

The thought made him tingle with weakness.

Martin walked into the bedroom.  Suddenly, he heard his phone ring.  It was a muffled sound.  He had returned it to Cassie’s nightstand before she got home the prior day.  The second message he had struggled to read the prior day turned out to be from his friend Walter.  It read only:  “Let me get back to you.”  But now his phone was ringing and Cassie hadn’t heard, so he quietly closed the bedroom door, took the phone from the nightstand and answered it.

It was Walter.

“Walter, good to hear from you,” said Martin quietly.

“Hey Martin, how are things?”

Martin glanced down at the tight pencil skirt, the impossible heels he wore, his shaved legs, his painted nails, and now the terribly feminine bra holding his boobs.  His boobs.  He felt deeply embarrassed and oddly naughty.

“They’re good, Walter,” he said uncertainly.

“Listen.  I can’t talk long, but I found out that we are looking for someone.  You would be perfect for it actually.  Let me run it by ‘Mr. Big’ and see what he thinks.  I can probably tell you by Monday, maybe even later today.”

Martin felt the spark of hope.  He had been saved!  He would not need to report as a secretary if he could secure another job before Monday!  No need to demean himself as a secretary!  The whole feminization thing ending!  He could regain control!  He could be a man again!  No breasts.

“That’s great, Walter!” he said excitedly.

“No problem.”

“Walter, there’s one more thing,” said Martin with some embarrassment.  “Just a strange question.  It doesn’t mean anything, but the wife and I are doing some tax planning.  Can you find out if it would be possible to deposit my paycheck into an account she can’t access?”

Walter chuckled.  “You make it sound mysterious.  Sure, though, no problem.”

“Thanks Walter.”

“You’ll hear from me soon.”

Walter hung up.  Martin took a deep breath.  Freedom... manhood... was within his grasp.  He just needed to be patient.  Only a couple more days.  He returned the phone to his nightstand.

—o—

Martin had just finished the kitchen.  His mind was a raging cauldron of conflicting thoughts.  On the one hand, he was highly aroused at... well, all of this.  The bondage of the skirt and heels, the searing weakness of being submissive, the humiliation of being put under Tianna’s thumb, wearing the bra, his nipples, and a thousand smug and demeaning comments and looks he’d erotically endured.  On the other hand, his manhood had reasserted itself with a vengeance now that he was close to getting another job and, with it, his freedom.  He was going to be in charge again, that was for sure.  But he wouldn’t mind keeping some of the rest of this, he told himself.  He might even let his wife make him totter around in these ridiculous heels... as long as she understood it was all for play.

“Martin,” said Cassie coldly from the doorway.

Martin turned to see his wife.  There was a stern expression upon her face.  What had happened, he wondered?  The one clue... she was holding his phone.  Oh oh.

“I’ve just had an interesting conversation with a friend of yours,” said Cassie.

Martin bit his lip.

“‘Walter’ called to tell me that he might be able to get you a new job.  You, of course, never told me you were even looking.  That’s not appropriate, Martin, given that I’m in charge now.  After all, where you work, or if you work at all, is my decision to make now.”

Or if you work at all.  The thought sent a chill down his spine.

Martin blushed.  “Miss Smith— it’s difficult.  She’s talking about layoffs,” lied Martin.

“Be that as it may, you should have told me.”

Martin blushed even deeper.  Without realizing it, he had assumed the posture of the submissive, chastised little girl, with his toes pointed together, his hands linked before his crotch, his shoulders slumped filling his bra all the more, and his head down.

Cassie’s glare sharpened.  “There’s more though... and this really troubles me.”

Martin swallowed hard.  Could it be?!

“You, apparently, are trying to hide money from me.”

Martin withered.  He instantly became dizzy and felt as if he needed to brace himself.  He had been caught, and badly.

“Imagine my surprise when Walter told me that it was possible to send your paycheck to an account which I could not access.  ‘Tax planning.’”

“I— well—”

Cassie took a deep breath.  “Come with me, Martin.”

Martin sheepishly followed his wife to their small study where she worked when working from home.  She sat down, leaving him standing like an employee come to supplicate before the boss.  He again assumed the chastised pose.  Cassie turned on her computer and started typing.

“I was thinking of putting you back on the credit card,” said Cassie as she typed.  “I thought you were ready to respect my authority.  But now I realize that we need to go the other way.  You clearly have not accepted yet that you are submissive to me and I am in charge.”

“I—”

“So we are going to help you understand your place even better.  Maybe then you’ll come to accept that I am your Mistress.  Your master.”

“I do,” protested Martin, though weekly.  The evidence was against him.

“Good,” said Cassie almost condescendingly.  “Then you won’t mind signing this.”  She hit print and their printer spat out a document.  She laid it on the desk facing Martin.  “That,” she said, “is the form needed to withdraw your name from our bank account.”  Cassie hit print again.  The printer spat out a longer document.  Cassie pulled it from the printer and looked it over.  Then she set it on the desk also face him.  “And this,” she said, “this gives me the power to make decision for you, like where your paycheck will go.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  She would have the power to decide where his paychecks went?  She could remove his name from their account, just like the credit card?  He swallowed hard.

—o—

Martin felt oddly impotent the rest of the day.

He had signed the documents and now he felt truly neutered.  Why had he signed?  He told himself he signed because it didn’t mean anything.  He had already lost the credit card and his wife had the checkbook, so it wasn’t like he had access to the account.  As for the paycheck thing, well, there would be other ways to gain his freedom, and right now he couldn’t make waves regarding the job.  His lie about possibly being laid off was weak enough that he didn’t want his wife asking too many questions and finding out what Miss Smith had really done to him.  He realized he probably should have told her, but his ego would not let him:  “Guess what, honey?  She made me a secretary!”

No.

There would be other ways to get his freedom back.

Maybe it had been a mistake.  Either way, he signed, and now he felt strangely impotent.  He felt like a man who had been castrated and lost his future as a man.  His wife had sole access to all their money.  If he wanted some, he would need to ask her and she would decide if he could use it.  She had more balls than he did now, which made her something above him.  It made him feel utterly helpless to now truly have no power for real... to be at his wife’s mercy.  He almost wished she would mock him.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she brightened right up after he signed.  She even assured him this would be good for him.

“You’ll be much happier now,” she said.  “Just leave all the money and other big-girl decisions to me.  You just be my good little husband and I’ll take care of everything.”  She kissed him on the cheek.  “My little sissy,” she snickered.  “We should have done this from the start.”

Martin shuddered helplessly.

“Why don’t you go make us lunch?  After lunch, maybe we can ‘play’ a little to celebrate.”

She was good to her word too.

As Martin prepared lunch, Cassie called the bank and removed his name from the account.  She didn’t tell him this, but she also removed his name from the cars using the second document.  That document gave her more power than he realized.  After that, they ate lunch, then she took his hand and led him to the bedroom.

Cassie pulled off her red sundress and then sat on the edge of the bed.  “Take off my shoes,” she told Martin.

“Yes, Miss Cassie,” said Martin softly.

“Not still pouting are you?” giggled Cassie.

Martin blushed.  He was and he wasn’t.  He was still trying to understand these new feelings of emasculation.  He had been emasculated before, indeed throughout this little adventure, but this was the first time he had truly been made dependent on his wife.  Yes, there was the credit card, but that paled in comparison to what he felt now.  He was now beholden to his wife in a way few could grasp.  He had been entirely un-manned.  That was terrifying.  It was crushing.  But worse, it was also exciting in a skin-crawling sort of way.  It left him hard... but vulnerable.

“Take off my shoes, darling,” said Cassie.  “I know you like touching them.  It will lift your spirits.”

“I do not like your shoes,” he said, though the idea of holding them did in fact turn him on and did seem like it might offer him some comfort.  He didn’t understand that, but he knew it be true.

Either way, he kneeled before his wife.

He unbuckled her shoe.  It was a strappy brown wedge-heeled sandal with a cork heel.  It was light and small and touching it made his penis grow.  He held it to his nose, unbidden, and sniffed the lingering aroma of her foot mixed with its leather.  That made his erection throb.

Cassie smiled.  “See, I knew it would help.”

“Yes, Miss Cassie,” he said meekly and he blushed.  Then he removed the other shoe and sniffed it as well.  Again, the musky smell of leather and sweat filled his nose and made him throb.  His arousal was taking over.  His heart began to beat faster.  It was time to play!  It was time to be a man again in the one way he had left.

He set both shoes aside.  Then he rose to his feet and he unzipped his pencil skirt.  He let it fall to the floor.  He stepped out of it.  He started to slide his foot out of the slippers.

“Leave them on,” said Cassie softly.

Martin hesitated.  He wanted to be a man right now.  Leaving on high heels would not help him feel like a man.  He did it though; he left them on.  He left his panties on too at his wife’s command, though he pulled them down to let his erection out, and the bra, the garter belt and the stockings.  Cassie rose from the chair.  She removed her bra and let it fall.  Her breasts were magnificent.  She slipped out of her panties, which would be his panties after.  She took his hand and moved him to the bed.  Then, to his surprise, she pushed him down and she climbed on top of him.  Before this, she had never been on top.  He had expected to be on top again this time, but she claimed the honor.  She slid her lips right above his erection and she embraced it.  She started sliding up and down slowly, riding him.  Martin felt her lips tighten around him.  She toyed with his breasts, tickling his nipples and massaging his mounds.  It felt good.

To her too.  She was enthralled.

Cassie felt intense power coursing through her.  She had stripped her husband of his manhood in every way.  He kneeled before her.  He obeyed her.  She held all their money.  He was dependent on her.  Even now, she was the man in this little scene, riding him from above as he wore high heels – she did not, as he wore panties – she did not, as he wore a bra – she did not.  She leaned forward and sucked on his nipples, and pinned his arms so he could not touch hers.  She was riding him.

She was so incredibly wet.  This was what she wanted.  She wanted to be the man in their relationship, to make him the woman, in the most submissive sort of way.  She wanted absolute power and she nearly had it.

She felt her muscles contract.  Her pussy tightened.  Her stomach squeezed.  She felt him writhe and arch his back like a woman.  A warm, powerful wave started deep within.  She clenched her teeth, squeezed her fists tightly, and squeezed her thighs on his hips.

And then she came.

She came more powerfully than she had ever come.

A moment later, it was over.  She had finished.  She felt so alive!  She looked down at Martin, who had not yet come, but was close.  Should she ride him to finish?  A good wife would... but a good Mistress wouldn’t.  An evil glint appeared in her eye and she recalled the times he had left her high and dry.  It was time for a touch of payback, she giggled to herself.

She climbed off her husband.  She looked down at him.  He looked so helpless, so desperate.

“You can finish if you like,” she said.

And she walked off to shower.  Her body pulsed with power.

Behind her, Martin burned with shame, but he did it.  He grabbed his penis and he masturbated, and he did it with his wife’s permission.  He knew he shouldn’t.  A man wouldn’t.  But he needed it too much not to take the bait, and it made him feel very small... very controlled.  He thought about his wife dominating him as he made himself come.


Chapter Ten: “The Dress”

—o—

It was Saturday evening.

Tianna and Monica were coming over tonight for dinner.

Cassie was in a great mood.  She felt powerful, alive.

Martin felt meek.  Powerless.  It was a sickening feeling in a way: he had lost his status as a man.  He was now less than other people.  Everyone around him, neighbors, coworkers, strangers had rights and powers he no longer had.  He was inferior.  This wasn’t like being an employee and having a boss.  It wasn’t like pretending to be submissive in bed either.  He was now his wife’s inferior in every sense; he was inferior to them too.  That was a terrifying thought... a scary thought... and yet incredibly exhilarating.

What would people think?

What would Cassie make him do?

Could he still be a man?

Could he still free himself?  Well, not tonight, that was for sure.

Martin stood naked before his wife except for his wife’s most-recently-worn panties.  These were high-cut panties made of a satin white with a thick pink lace trim.  She had worn these when she called the bank and made love to him, now they were on him.  She wore a light-blue sundress and white wedge-heeled sandals.  She was fumbling with something Martin did not recognize.  It looked like white lingerie to him.

“With the girls coming over tonight, it’s time we tried out your new dress,” said Cassie happily.

Martin shuddered.  But at least, he thought, it would be better than the pencil skirt and this terribly embarrassing bra.  Still, he wasn’t thrilled at the girls seeing him.  He felt so small right now and he worried what they would think.  It was a strange change that he felt that way as he’d never cared what Monica thought before and he certainly didn’t care about Tianna... but now he did.  It was unsettling.

“You won’t tell them, will you?” he asked.

Cassie looked up.  “Tell them what?”

“That I— that you— that you own everything now.”

Cassie giggled.  She hadn’t realized how deeply this had affected his manhood.  She smiled and brushed his cheek.  “Don’t worry, darling, your little secret is safe with me.”  Then she pulled off the tag on the item she held.  She unhooked a series of hooks and untied a set of laces.  The material felt heavy and smooth in her hand.  “I don’t think the dress will fit you right,” she continued, “as it’s a fitted dress.  That means, it was cut to a woman’s shape, which you don’t have.  Women are hourglass in shape.  Men are more boxy.  Kind of like an upside down triangle.  So I got this.”

She held up the item.  It looked like a sort of white skirt or perhaps a tube with a number of latches on the back and an interlaced set of laces.  The front had up and down support.

“What is it?” he asked, though he suspected he knew.

“This, my dear husband, is a corset, and you’re going to wear it.”

“Why do I need it?”

“It will squeeze your triangle into an hourglass.  Then the dress will fit.”

Before Martin could offer a word of protest, Cassie pulled the loosened corset over his arms and then over his head.  He could tell immediately that this corset was not like other lingerie.  It was rigid and strong.  And when his wife pulled it down his body into place, he could tell that this was going to be as bad as the pencil skirt, even though it wasn’t even laced yet.

“This isn’t going to hurt, is it?” he asked.

“Pain is the price of beauty, darling.”  She moved the corset into place and began working the laces closed to hold it in place.

“I would rather—”

Martin gasped mid-word as Cassie suddenly tugged as hard as she could on the laces squeezing his torso inward and pulling the air out of him.  The corset became very tight, very fast.

“That’s too tight,” protested Martin.

“It’s designed to be tight.”

Martin felt his body crushed as if a giant hand had squeezed his torso holding it in place.  He tried several quick breaths and found he could breathe, but not as easily as before.  He also found he could not bend his torso as he could before.

“I can’t wear this,” he said.

“You’ll get used to it,” said Cassie.  “Most women hate it at first, but they get used to it.  Many even come to love its embrace.”  She tied off the laces and made sure the hooks were all hooked.  Her husband was locked in until she let him out.  Then she walked around him to examine it.  It had definitely worked: his body had a much more feminine hourglass shape now.  Above, it even squeezed his breasts together, giving him the appearance of realistic, though small, cleavage... of boobs.  Below, his penis throbbed in his panties.

“I will never ‘embrace’ this,” said Martin.

“I think you already have,” laughed Cassie and she ran her fingers along his shaft through the panties.

“That’s not why I’m hard!”

Cassie smirked.  “Really?  Then why are you hard, darling?”

Martin blushed.  The idea of answering that question offended his dignity.  He folded his arms – a slightly different experience with the corset on his torso, and glared at his wife.

Cassie laughed at the ridiculousness of his pose.  “Don’t worry, darling, you’ll get used to it.  You will even come to love it, just like you love wearing heels now.”

“I do not love wearing heels!” he gasped.

“All right then... coming in them.  Now let’s see if the dress fits.”

Cassie took the more formal charcoal-gray dress from the closet.  She held it against her body to examine it, imagining what it would look like on her.  She would look great in it, she decided.  She couldn’t wait to see Martin in it.  She came to him and held it out for him to slide over his head.

Martin reluctantly took the dress.

It was a pretty dress.  He couldn’t deny it.  It spoke of elegance and class, yet it remained flirty.  He held it up and examined the fitted-bodice (read: tight), the long sleeves, the funnel collar which made the dress conservative yet suggested sex appeal waiting to emerge, and the girlish pleated skirt.  He had never worn a skirt like this before and he actually found himself wondering how it would feel, a wonder that brought with it embarrassment and relief that his wife could not read his mind.

It would never fit though.  He knew that.  The dress did not give and the bodice would be too small to fit around his torso.  Even with the corset, he was sure, it would never fit.  Still, he slipped his arms through the dress and out the sleeves.  His fingers with their dark red nails appeared out the sleeves.  Their red contrasted exquisitely with the dress’s near-black charcoal-gray material.  He pulled the dress over his head and let it fall down to his shoulders and then down his body.  To his sheer amazement, the dress made it over his torso.  In fact, after a tiny tug here and there to adjust it, it seemed to fit smoothly over his core.  It looked perfect!

“There,” said Cassie.  She adjusted the dress a tiny bit.  “You look amazing.  Let’s see you walk, sissy.”

Martin blushed.  “I’m not a sissy.”

Cassie smiled playfully.  “Sorry, Marcia.  The dress confused me.  Now walk for me.  Let me see how the dress looks.”  She waved her hand across the room.  Martin stared at her unhappily.  He felt like she was putting him on display.  Suddenly, Cassie snapped her finger.  “Wait!”  She raced to the closet and grabbed the open-toed pumps for him to wear.  She came to him, crouched down and held the first shoe out for him.  “You need your shoes for this moment.”

Martin bit his lip.  This was getting worse.  Nevertheless, he pensively slipped his foot into the open-toed heel.  His painted toenails appeared out the front as his foot nestled inside the shoe.

He slipped into the other one.

“Now try it,” said Cassie.

Martin blushed, he felt so ridiculous.  He pivoted away from his wife and took his first step.  The dress seemed to shimmer along his body.  It was an odd sensation.  He took another.  And another.  With each step, the skirt of the dress seemed to bounce and dance around his legs.  This was... strangely exciting.  He reached the far end of the room and turned.  As he did, he turned perhaps a little too fast and the dress now lifted from his legs and spun as air caught it.  A rush of cold air thrust beneath the dress and tickled his erection.

It.  Was.  Magic.

Martin’s erection shot through the roof.  His heart raced.  His mind was overwhelmed with insane images of himself spinning like some princess in a movie as glittering stars picked her up into the sky as her skirt flew around her like a pinwheel.  It was the most insanely feminine feeling... and it was inspired.

“You ok?” asked Cassie.

Martin snapped back to reality.  “Me?”

“You looked dizzy for a moment.”

“Just getting use to the stupid shoes,” grumbled Martin.  His face blushed as guilt flooded him over what he just felt.

“Would you rather wear the slippers?” giggled Cassie.

Martin pursed his lips.  “No.”

Cassie laughed.  “Then it’s settled.  Let’s finish getting you dressed.”

—o—

Martin examined himself in the mirror.  This was positively shocking.  How could he look like this?  Not his head, that still looked like him except for some lipstick Cassie added for fun and the pearl earrings, but his body.

In the dress, Martin saw the body of a woman in the mirror.  She had a truly feminine hourglass shape.  Indeed, it was the kind of shape he normally found exciting.  It was Cassie’s shape.  The hips seemed wider because of the way the pleats started from them.  The shoulders were comparatively broad.  The waist... the waist was narrow.  He almost dared to call it tiny.  This could not be his waist!  The combination of the three was an hourglass, a true hourglass!  Further, his breasts or whatever they were bulged out the dress because the corset compressed them and lifted them so that they looked like a woman’s chest.  Boobs!  Fortunately, the bra beneath kept his nipples from adding to the picture.

That wasn’t all either.

His legs looked amazing.  They were shapely in the tall heels with his calves looking strong yet feminine.  The skin was smooth, smoky and mysterious in the dark hose.  They were the kind of legs men wanted to explore.  His shoes were feminine yet strangely powerful too.  His red toenails were inviting.  His red fingernails were the type of nails men wanted to see wrapped around their manhoods.

All told, he presented far too feminine an appearance.

He was hard as a rock.  He couldn’t take his eyes off the image either.

“You look great, honey,” said Cassie and she kissed him on the cheek.  “I can’t wait for the girls to see you!”  She patted him on the butt.  “Let’s go greet them.”


Chapter Eleven: “Serving Her Guests”

—o—

Martin’s knees shook for some reason.  He was nervous.  It was strange.  After all, both Tianna and Monica knew about his reduced status and both had seen him feminized to one degree or another.  Yet somehow, it shook his manhood that they would see him like this... so servile.  Why did it matter to him now what these women thought of him?

He opened the door.

Monica stood on the other side.  She wore black slacks, black pumps and a red top.  She was smirking.  The smirk burned through Martin’s ego.  He wanted to tell her this wasn’t him.  He was still a man.  His was still in charge.  He didn’t care what she thought.  But any of that would have sounded ridiculous.

“Hello Miss Monica,” he said hesitantly.

Then he dropped into the perfect curtsey.  Despite its perfection, this was the most difficult curtsey he had ever done.  All the funny looks, the snide comments, the general disdain of their relationship came through his mind.  He saw himself as defeated.  Emasculated.  This was her moment of triumph.

And she took it.

Her smirk grew.  “How wonderfully submissive,” she chuckled.

Martin rose again.  Then he stepped to one side.  Monica came through the door.  She held out her purse for him to take, before he even asked and without so much as a “please” or “thank you.”  It was an arrogant order and it made him shudder.  Worse, it seemed to hook something inside him which made him want this woman to emasculate him.  Fortunately, Cassie came down the hall at that moment, preventing anything worse.  He took her purse.

Monica turned her attention from Martin and both women hugged.  “I see you have him curtseying,” said Monica.

Cassie blushed.  “Someone suggested it,” she said with a nod to this being Monica’s idea.

Monica looked Martin up and down.  “What a marvelous dress.”

“I thought so,” said Cassie.

“Lots of padding?” asked Monica.  Then she reached out and touched Martin’s breast, squeezing it through the dress and making Martin’s penis shudder.  She raised an eyebrow.  “Apparently not.”

Cassie beamed.  “Nope.  It’s all Martin.”

“You’ll have to tell me about the changes.”

Cassie nodded.  “Sure.  Let’s go to the living room.”

“Gin and tonic,” said Monica toward Martin and the two women walked off, leaving Martin feeling truly submissive.  She had treated him like a servant, like he was something to order around.  The drink order and simply handing him the purse in particular was demeaning... and yet produced a searing arousal.

“Gin and tonic,” he repeated to himself snidely.

“Get it yourself,” he thought.  But he had not said that.  He had tucked his tail and he would obey.  He knew that.  It was erotically humiliating.  So much so, in fact, that as they walked off, Martin found himself grabbing his erection through the skirt and shaking it as if he needed to do this to keep from exploding.

Pre-come dripped into his panties.

“Come along, darling,” called Cassie over her shoulder.

Martin obeyed.

“How are his breasts coming along?” asked Monica as she took a seat.  Cassie sat down across from her.  Martin moved to the liquor cabinet and started preparing her drink.

“Quite nicely.”

“Do tell,” chuckled Monica.

Martin blushed.

“They’re definitely growing.  And his nipples are hard all the time.  I got him an A-cup bra.  You should see how it looks on him.  It’s the cutest little thing,” gushed Cassie excitedly.

“Any other changes you’ve noticed?”

“Well—” started Cassie when the doorbell rang.  She turned to her husband.  “That should be Tianna.  Go let her in, darling.”

Martin hesitated, wanting to hear what changes his wife had noticed.  But one look from her reminded him that resistance was not in his best interest.  He reluctantly curtseyed, as required when given a direct order, and he slipped away to the door, not hearing what was said after.

“Oh, that is perfect!” exclaimed Tianna happily when she saw his dress.

Martin blushed.  “Thank you, Miss Tianna,” he said softly.  Again, he knew that now was not the time to be snide.

“Do you like mine?” giggled Tianna.  She swung her hips left to right, letting her peach-colored tea dress shake upon her hips.

Martin had a strange sensation seeing this, knowing the feeling now of having such a soft and light dress dance around his hips.  The thought made him grow hard despite himself.  A tiny bump appeared beneath the pleats.  Fortunately, Tianna didn’t notice.

“May I take your purse, Miss Tianna?”

“You may,” said Tianna happily and she held out her purse.

Martin blushed with embarrassment and took it.  He set it on the small table.  Then he bade her to follow him and he led her to the living room where the two women were laughing.  Martin shuddered at the laugh: was it about him?  Were they laughing about some change they had seen?  Something to come?  He tried to tell himself that wasn’t what they were thinking, but he could not shake that thought.  He felt very small.

Martin returned to the liquor cabinet as the three women greeted each other.

The women continued to chat.

With her drink finished, Martin brought it to Monica.  She calmly took it without a word.  As she did, she slipped her other hand onto the back of his thigh, beneath the pleated skirt.  Martin tensed up instantly as waves of unwanted pleasure cascaded down his body.  He started to move away but she squeezed his leg stopping him.  When he stopped, her fingers roamed.

His penis grew very hard.

“Do you know what I think?” said Monica to Cassie as she kept fondling the back of Martin’s thigh, letting her fingers slowly move upward.

“What?”

“Now that Martin is, well, not really a husband per se anymore, you have far more freedom than before.”

Martin expected Cassie to refute this, but she didn’t.  Instead, she sipped her drink, an ice tea Martin prepared for her earlier, and gave a non-committal smirk to her friend, suggesting “I’m not sure I agree, but go on.”  Martin felt a strange tingle within at her not defending the “not a husband” comment... did this excite him?  Whether it did or didn’t though, this was quickly lost in the throbbing sensation in his penis as Monica’s fingers slid further up the back of his leg, the back of his skirt sliding down to her elbow now and thereby keeping what she was doing hidden.

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

Monica’s fingers found the bottom of his rear.  “I was thinking we could do a girl’s night every Friday,” said Monica.

Martin throbbed as Monica’s fingers now found his panties and she sent one teasing finger slowly drifting up and down his crack atop the panties.  His stomach trembled.  He glanced at his wife for guidance, but she was ignoring him.  Tianna watched in fascination, but said nothing.

“Girl’s night?” asked Cassie.

“Sure.  We go for dinner, maybe a club.  Go dancing.”

“What do we do with Martin?”

Monica moved her fingers to the side and slid them beneath the panties.  Then they drifted up and down his crack again without the panties between them.  Martin shivered exquisitely with pleasure as she did this.  His penis throbbed.  He blushed however; he didn’t even like this woman and she was toying with his rear right in front of his wife.

His penis released more pre-come into his panties.  A careful observer might have noticed the pleats on the front shaking with his throbs.

“What do we do with Martin?” repeated Monica.  “He has a sitter, remember?”

Monica found his tiny, tight hole with her fingertip.  She pressed against it, but did not enter.  Martin shuddered with anticipation and fear.  No one had crossed that threshold before.  He didn’t know what to expect.  His penis seemed to know; it somehow got even stiffer.  The front of his skirt now showed a small but definite tent amongst the pleats.

Meanwhile, Tianna smiled and waved cutely at the sitter comment.

Cassie smiled back.

Monica continued.  “And if you want Tianna to come with us on occasion, I’m sure we can think of something.  Tie him to the bed or something.”  An evil smirk appeared upon her lips and she spoke into her drink.  “He’s the maid, let him clean the house while you’re gone.”

Cassie felt a shudder deep within.  The idea that she had this power, the power to do as she pleased while her husband stayed home and cleaned or waited meekly with a sitter was deeply powerful.  It made her very wet.  Still, she wasn’t sure.  Should she exclude him like that?

“I don’t know.  Does it seem right to leave him here?” she asked.

“Of course.  He’s your servant now.  Let him serve.”  Monica pressed against Martin’s hole again.  This time, she pressed with more force and direction; her finger entered his rear.  Martin instantly tensed up as intense pressure filled him; it felt as if her finger was the size of a banana.  “He’ll probably get off on it,” she continued with a mocking laugh.  “Tell him he can masturbate while your gone.  He’d probably rather stay home at that point.”

She swallowed her drink.  As she did, her finger pressed deeper inside.  The pressure grew exotically as it did.  Martin’s breathing stopped.  He was on the verge of calling out or something.  This was too much!

And then...

...then her finger broke through.  Suddenly, all that tension shifted to pleasure.  His penis began to pulse smoothly.  His whole body seemed to glow with calming pleasure.  It was an amazing feeling he’d never felt before.

Across the way, Cassie blushed.  She could imagine her husband doing that exactly:  he would wait home like the dutiful little husband, meek and submissive, and would play with himself furiously, being all turned on by being so submissive.  The idea was actually quite the turn on to Cassie.  Having the power to trigger his submissiveness like this made her feel very, very strong.  And she suspected he would love it too.

“Or if you want,” said Monica dismissively as she slowly moved her finger deeper and shallower inside him, making Martin breathe jaggedly and wobble back and forth, “bring him along.  He could be one of the girls.”

Cassie shuddered deep inside.  Making her husband “one of the girls”, the idea was incredibly exciting.  But she knew it was best not to make this decision while she was so turned on.  She also didn’t want Monica knowing how turned on she was, which was very very very much, and dangerously close to showing.

“I’ll— I’ll think about it,” she squeaked and she rose to her feet to keep from a potentially embarrassing display.  She suggested they move to the table for dinner.

Monica chuckled.  Than she pulled her finger from Martin.

He felt relieved... and disappointed.

Cassie followed the others to the table.  Her panties were drenched.  “Martin’s getting wet panties tonight,” she giggled to herself.


Chapter Twelve: “The Low Girl”

—o—

Monday morning.

Most people dread Monday mornings.  The weekend is over, work looms.  Martin too dreaded Monday mornings.  This one he dreaded far more than others.  Today, he needed to report to work as a secretary.  This was going to be a nightmare.  He knew that all the people he had been above would pay him a visit with smug looks in their eyes at the newly demoted man.  At least Cassie didn’t know about this part.  She believed Martin was in danger of being laid off, that was all.  Walter hadn’t saved him though, assuming Cassie would allow it... she hadn’t said.

Martin slipped his pants up over his stockings and his garter belt and panties.  He’d hoped Cassie would have let him go without those things beneath, but she hadn’t.  He triple checked his nails once more for hints of polish.  He had gotten it all – off his fingers at least.  He checked his ears.  Cassie made him wear the silver studs, but let him take out the pearls.

He slipped into his loafers.  Actually, they were the women’s loafers, as Cassie had made him replace his old ones with these, but no one could tell.  They were slightly more comfortable too for some reason.

Finally, he buttoned his shirt.

She did not make him wear the bra, thankfully.

He was ready, or as ready as he could get.

—o—

Martin hesitantly walked toward the secretary station.  He had no idea what he was going to say or how this would go.  He hoped Miss Smith had told Erin to keep this discrete, but he knew better.  This was her revenge.  Martin came to the secretarial station where the company’s three secretaries sat in a cluster behind a low wall with a shelf on top.  Erin sat at her desk looking over some documents.  Her large, round breasts showed tremendous cleavage through her open white blouse.  Martin could not see it, but he knew she wore a tight skirt beneath and tall stiletto heels.  Her long black hair cascaded over her shoulders to the middle of her back.

Kelli and Hailey sat nearby at their desks.  Each was attractive.  Each had large breasts.  Each wore skirts and blouses and heels in accordance with company policy... the dress code.

“Look who’s finally here,” said Erin.  “You’re five minutes late.”

“Start is nine,” said Martin defensively.

“Nine is for execs.  Staff reports at 8:45 and you, Martin, are now staff.”  The way she said his name, it had the same diminuation as when his wife called him “Marcia.”  She shook her head.  “I’ll let it go this time, but not again.  Understand?”

Martin nodded.

“In this office, we acknowledge an order,” said Erin smugly.

Martin blushed.  “Yes.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Ma’am?!” protested Martin.

“Staff use titles to acknowledge superiors in this office, Martin,” she said, deliberately leaving off the “sir” or “mister” she had needed to use before.  Its absence was like a dagger aimed at his ego.

The other two women snickered.

Martin’s penis rose beneath his pants, making him tremble.  He blushed even brighter.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Would you like some coffee?” asked Hailey, the youngest and prettiest.

Martin nodded.  “Yes, please.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Hailey with a smug grin on her face.

Martin’s jaw dropped.

“She is your superior,” said Erin.

Martin bit his tongue.  “Sorry, Ma’am, yes Ma’am.”

Hailey smiled.  “Sure thing, sweetie.”

Erin rose to her feet.  She indeed wore a tight skirt and tall black stiletto heels.  She came to the wall and ushered Martin around it.  She then pointed toward the fourth desk, one previously unoccupied.  Unfortunately, thought Martin, it was the closest to the wall too.  That would put him out front.  This was embarrassing.

“Miss Smith told us that you’ll be working with us from now on.  She said you were no longer a manager and that you had no authority to sign anything.  That means one of us will need to check anything you do before you can hand it off.  Company policy.  Hailey will be your immediate supervisor.  Run everything past her.  If she’s not here, run it past Kelli next.  Only bring it to me if both ladies are not present.  Do you understand?”

Martin winced:  Hailey was his immediate supervisor.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’ll have you take coffee to the executives in a few minutes.  In the meantime, unpack and get your desk ready.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  “Take— take coffee?”

Erin laughed.  “You remember Hailey bringing you coffee?  That’s part of our duties.  Low girl does it, and that’s you.”

Martin’s penis pounded in his panties at being called the “low girl.”  At the same time, he withered on the inside at the idea that he would be bringing coffee to the other executives!  This was— unbearable.

Martin suddenly felt a strong desire to masturbate.

That was an odd thought.  He had never handled stress like that before, he told himself.  Why now?  Before he could answer that question, however, he suddenly saw his assistant— former assistant Darren approach.  He was holding a stack of papers.  Martin knew what they were.  He swallowed hard.

“Good morning, ladies,” said Darren.  He smirked at Martin.

“Good morning, Sir,” said the three woman.

Martin winced and said nothing.

Erin raised an eyebrow at Martin.  Martin winced even further.  His skin crawled.  “Goo—”  His mouth was so dry he could barely speak.  His ego felt absolutely crushed... and yet, he was hard as a rock too.  “Good— good morning, S— Sir.”

Darren smiled smugly.  “Good morning, Martin,” he said.

Martin shuddered.  The humiliation was intense.

“I happen to have these invoices someone dumped on me recently and I haven’t had a chance to do them.  Do any of you have time to do them?”  He stared straight at Martin as he said this.

“We’re all pretty busy,” said Erin.  “But Martin can take them, can’t you?”

Martin trembled with embarrassment.  “Y— yes, Ma’am.”

Ma’am.  The word burned coming out of his mouth, especially with his former assistant watching him address this mere secretary as a superior.  The humiliation was intense.  It was far worse than Martin had expected.  His wife might have turned him into a simpering sissy, but his manhood survived at work.  Yes, he was all woman beneath – panties, stockings, garter belt, shaved legs, shaved heart, growing breasts – but he was still seen and respected as a man here.  That was crashing now.  Now he was the “low girl.”  How could this get worse?

“Martin, my office,” snapped Miss Smith suddenly as she came through the door and saw him.  She stormed into the office in black slacks and black spikes.  Silver earrings hung from her ears.  Her dark hair cascaded down her back.  She wore a blue blouse with a man’s collar.  It was open, revealing a silver necklace.  The blouse’s long sleeves came to her wrists, where he noticed bracelets on one arm.  Her nails were long and sharp and red.  Two silver rings adorned her long, feminine fingers.

Martin swallowed hard.  “Yes, Miss Smith.”

—o—

“Enjoying your new position, Martin?” asked Smith with a smug smirk.

Martin blushed.  “Yes, Miss Smith,” he said submissively.

“Last chance to take me up on my offer.”

Martin shook his head.  He couldn’t do that.

“So be it.”  Smith set her purse upon her desk.  She turned and stared at him.  A shark-like grin showed beneath her smoldering eyes.  Her chest heaved as if she were laughing to herself.  Her firm, perfect breasts rose and fell like pillows being fluffed.  Her long, blood-red nails tapped out her victory against her arm.  “Did you read the dress code?”

It took Martin a moment to recall what she was talking about.  When she had demoted him, she sent him home with a copy of the employee manual and told him to examine the dress code.  There was no dress code for male secretaries, however, just females.  It read:

Secretaries must wear skirts or dresses no shorter than mid-thigh, but no longer than mid-calf, professional tops and blouses, and shoes with heels of at least three inches.  Hair must be coifed in a professional manner and nails manicured.  Jewelry is allowed unless it is distracting.

“Yes, Miss Smith.  I read it,” he said.

She looked him up and down.  She waved her hands at him.  “Is this complying with the dress code?”

Martin cocked his head to one side.  “There wasn’t a dress code for men.”

Smith’s smirk grew more evil.  “There isn’t a separate dress code... no,” she said slowly, savoring the moment.  Her eyes were ablaze as she spoke.

Martin got her meaning suddenly.  “You must be joking!”

Her smirk turned into a sneer.  “Go home, Martin.  Come back to tomorrow, in compliance with the dress code, or you’re fired.”

Martin stumbled out of the office.  He was in shock.  How could he do that?  He couldn’t.  There was no way he could come to the office dressed in women’s clothes.  Not only could he not imagine that, but to do that, he would need to tell Cassie and that meant telling her that he’d been demoted... and then this.  He could never do that.  His position related to Cassie was embarrassing enough without giving her that to hold over his head forever as well.  No, he would need to quit.

But how to explain that to Cassie?

To be continued...

The End of Part Four

—o—
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Caught By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part Two)
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September 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Dress Coded

Written in the spirit of Grounded in Heels, this is the story of Charlie Mitchell.  Charlie wants to wear shorts, but the dress code doesn't allow it.  He tries it anyway, figuring that the worst the principal can do is send him home for the day.  Boy was he wrong!  Before he knows it, Charlie finds himself stuck in skirts and dresses and worse.  What will the other students think?  Will this complicate his run for class president against his nemesis... Stephanie Mills?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 141 page story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, and so much more!

May 2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part One)

Richard agreed to help his pregnant wife Christine fit a dress.  In the middle of doing so, however, his wife’s mother unexpectedly shows up and catches him in the dress!  The only way for Richard and Christine to avoid utter embarrassment, and years of nagging from Christine’s mother, is if Richard pretends he’s really the maid until she leaves.  Unfortunately, his mother-in-law has no plans to leave.  What’s more, she sees through the charade and decides this might be a good opportunity to teach Richard some lessons.  Things may not turn out as anyone expects though.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,900 word, 125 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, maid costumes, and so much more!

April 2019 and May 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Two)

Martha’s attempt to teach Richard and Christine a lesson has backfired. Trapping Richard as Miranda has given him the chance to see that maybe there is something exciting about being feminized after all. But will Richard take Miranda as far as Christine wants? And how far will Martha go to put an end to this charade?

For Mature Audiences Only. This 32,300 word story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!

June 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculated By His Mother-in-Law (Part Three)

Trapped cross-dressed by his mother-in-law’s unexpected appearance, Richard and his wife Christine undertook an ill-considered deception to keep from having to explain why he was dressed the way he was. It seemed simple enough. But now Richard finds himself stuck living as his wife’s maid and every day seems to dig him deeper into the charade. And as if that wasn’t enough, now his sister-in-law has shown up as well and she knows his secret! These are hard times for Richard... at least until the hormones kick in. But then, maybe he's enjoying it? See how things turn out for Richard and Christine in this lengthy conclusion!

For Mature Audiences Only. This 44,500 word story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, hormones, shrunken manhood, maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!

September 2019 and October 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculating My Husband

When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 erotic story is told in the first person by Mike's wife, and includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding, and so much more!

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Femford School for Girls (Part One)

Lewis Stevens thinks his fiancée is having an affair at the secretive girl’s school where she works.  He decides to sneak into the school to find out.  Little does he realize that this girl’s school has another purpose.  Now he finds himself trapped and going through their program.  Can his fiancée help him?  Will she want to?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,600 word, 131 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2017 and June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Femford School (Part Two)

Each day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School, he finds himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more, Vera has set into motion a series of changes that will forever alter Lewis’s mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Only Maria can save him now, but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,500 word, 138 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized and Cuckolded

Brent watches as his new boss Rebecca seduces and marries his friend John.  Before Brent’s very eyes, she begins to feminize his friend.  So why doesn’t Brent do something to stop her?  Well, it’s complicated.  See, he wants her for himself, and if John becomes a girl, that might make it easier.  This can’t end well.

For Mature Audiences Only.  Told in the first person, this 32,500 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, pegging, potential cuckolding, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

April 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

February 2018, March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough

Christopher’s problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine fate?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By Hypnosis

Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great.  What’s more, Jess and his father have decided to clean up their acts... to be more helpful.  They’re even wearing maid uniforms to help around the house.  So why does something about this seem wrong to Jess?  Can Jess find help to save him from his evil stepmother, or are he and his father destined to become sissy maids... or worse?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 144 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hypnosis, maid costumes, erotic humiliation and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized Cuckold

When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 49,100 word, 176 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cuckolding, spanking, domestic discipline, hormones, and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized Fiancé

When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.  This is the first of two books.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,000 word, 114 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, and so much more!

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Serving His Fiancée

This is Part Two of Feminized Fiancé.

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?  This book concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,000 word, 105 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, and so much more!

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

Part One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy:  Megan and Mark can’t agree.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up.

Part Two: How Megan Got Pregnant:  Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will Megan let him escape with his masculinity intact?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity devices, small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

May 2016 and June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Grounded in Heels

My most famous book!  When Sam’s stepmother discovers the perfect way to keep her stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly puts him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?

For Mature Audiences Only. This 42,000 word, 154 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, spanking, domestic discipline, and a lot more!

April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School)

With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who is determined to humiliate him and make his time in heels permanent.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 36,000 word, 128 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, spanking, and so much more!

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Her High-Heeled Solution

John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 word, 121 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The House On Femford Hill

Would you stay in a haunted house?  What if the house was known for turning men into women?  Professor Eric Meyer plans to stay.  See, Professor Meyer studies the strange, the supernatural, and the paranormal, and he can’t wait to investigate the famed House on Femford Hill, which is rumored to turn those who stay overnight into women.  Could this be true?  Professor Meyer intends to find out.

Includes a surprise re-edited story from Crystal Summers!

For Mature Audiences Only.  Written by Crystal and Ann, this 38,500 word,  page two-story collection includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, partial gender transformation, spanking, small size humiliation, and so much more!

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Humiliation At The Office

For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 41,000 word, 153 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, maid uniforms, erotic humiliation, breast growth, hormones, shrunken manhood, and so much more!

March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five)

This is my epic take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!

Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother.  To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000 words combined and 726 pages!  It includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more!

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, and February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Making of Danielle, The Illustrations

You may not know this, but there are illustrations which go with The Making of Danielle series!  It took almost a year to complete that project, but it was well worth the wait. All told, there are thirty images total across all five books and they are amazing! They are well worth adding to your collection.

This book contains each of the illustrations along with some text to remind you of the scenes they represent. Think of it as an abridged, illustrated version of the story. I’m also including the original sketches so you can see how each image developed.

This book includes 30 Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Story of William, From The Making of Danielle

I’ve been promising to add something special to the “Making of Danielle” series, and here it is!  This is the story of William and how he was transformed into Wilma.  These are the things Daniel never knew.  It is also the conclusion to Daniel’s story.  How does Daniel’s story end?  In a word:  a wedding.  To whom is the question though!

Fans of Danielle really won’t want to miss this one.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 44,650 word, 177 page story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2018 and July 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Miss-ing Billionaire

Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story.  The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.  Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman and to infiltrate the strange world of Ing Co.  But do they know who he is?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,500 word, 116 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, hormones, and so much more!

August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!

—o—

More Than He Bargained For

Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, pegging, chastity, and so much more!

March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part One)

This is the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and made me her feminized slave.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 35,200 word, 136 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, threatened-cuckolding, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 and April 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part Two)

This is the rest of the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and feminized me.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,100 word, 126 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, threatened-cuckolding, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part One)

What would you do if you started growing breasts?  That’s the problem Andrew faces.  His life was great.  He had a loving wife and a good job.  He was even up for a promotion.  Then he took an experimental treatment meant to grow hair... but something else grew instead.  As his chest slowly expands into a pair of classic breasts, he finds his wife taking over and himself demoted.  What's more, his boss wants him to report to work as a secretary!  Where will this end?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 136 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, paddling, and so much more!

September 2018 and October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part Two)

Things are really headed in the wrong direction now for Andrew.  Not only can he no longer hide the “growths” on his chest, but now he needs to report to work as a secretary... dressed as a woman.  Even worse, his new boss is not exactly the nicest woman.  How bad can she be though?  Andrew is about to find out.  Hopefully, he can remember the things his wife taught him about being a woman.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 108 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, paddling, and so much more!

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Satin Falls (The Complete Story, Parts One & Two Combined)

Satin Falls is the story of a small mountain town where the men slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman after an unknown virus infects the water supply.  Even worse, advising the women on how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against men after her female lover leaves her for a man.  She decides to get even with malekind by encouraging the women to feminize their males.

Follow the lives of several couples as they enter this brave new world of silks and satins and female domination.  And watch as the fate of the men hangs by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

This book is the complete story.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 64,500 word, 117 page story includes power exchange, female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, breast growth, spanking, and so much more!

July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Short Story:  The Magic Journal

After macho football player Brad ruins Rachel’s date, she gets even using a magic journal which lets her change his body as she wishes. Brad is about to learn a lesson he will never forget as Rachel feminizes him bit by bit.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 13,000 word, 51 page short story includes female domination, forced feminization, gender transformation, shrunken manhood, breast growth, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer)

Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents. He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter. Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,500 word, 128 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, domestic discipline, and so much more!

July 2018 and August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair)

Now that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with the wonderful Ellie.  Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 30,400 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, and so much more!

August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive

Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda is the one who really holds the power... ever since she caught him cross-dressing.  Now she wears the pants in the family.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 26,000 word, 90 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, paddling, chastity and denial, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Wager Into Womanhood (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

Max is an arrogant sexist with a submissive wife and an inability to turn down any bet. Will is a househusband with a dominant wife who just caught him having an affair. Both of their lives are going to change significantly when they get tricked into entering a bet to prove that they can live as women for a week... or longer.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 56,000 word, 209 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power exchange, and so much more.

September 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret

The story that started it all!

Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  If that’s what sold, then he would give it a try.  Then he told his wife Stephanie.  Soon, he and his loving wife were experimenting with turning him into ‘Lauren.’  Too late did he realize how eagerly his wife would embrace the idea of feminizing him.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,600 word, 160 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, costumes, spankings, maid uniforms, and so much more!

March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy)

Loren and Stephanie's adventure continues in this long awaited sequel to “The Writer's Secret”!

As Loren adjusts to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side and a penchant for blackmail... and she likes the idea of having a feminized maid.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie escape these villains?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, feminized maids, hormones, shrunken manhood, pegging, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!

September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Volume One of the Dominique Silk Collection

This first Volume One of Dominique Silk stories includes both College Student to Coed and Making Her Husband Her Maid.

College Student to Coed is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck when the most popular girl on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even better, she wants to take him back to her apartment and dress him in her clothes!  This is a dream come true for Ted, and soon Beth is inviting him over daily to play.  Unfortunately, through a series of mistakes, Ted finds himself constantly being exposed in public while wearing women’s clothes.  But are these really mistakes?  And what is Beth up to?

Making Her Husband Her Maid is a cautionary tale for unfaithful husbands.  As Diane works hard to support the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid.  Unfortunately for him, the maid has other ideas and turns the tables on Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise to come home to find her husband dressed in the maid’s uniform and high heels, and bent over the couch as the maid has her way with his rear.  Cameron the playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,250 word, 151 page volume includes cross-dressing, female domination, forced feminization, chastity devices, public exposure, pegging, shemales, spanking, bondage, sissy maids, hormones, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Two of the Dominique Silk Collection

This Volume Two of Dominique Silk stories is both parts of Feminized by his Mother-in-Law, the story of Jackson, his wife Natalie, and his mother-in-law Ruth.  Ruth never thought that Jackson was man enough to marry her daughter, and when she came to stay with Jackson and Natalie shortly after their marriage, she decided to prove this to her daughter... by feminizing Jackson.  Has she miscalculated though?  Soon both Ruth and Natalie are feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date with Natalie’s boss and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his manhood and his marriage?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,000 word, 189 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, small penis humiliation, blackmail, chastity devices, sissy maid, cuckolding, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Three of the Dominique Silk Collection

This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both The Sissy House Sitter and Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback.

The Sissy House Sitter begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who feels an irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.

Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback is the story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team, but his body is slowly wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his future to be submissive in skirts?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,900 word, 163 page volume includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, domestic discipline, spanking, bondage, blackmail, sissy maids, hormones, limited M-to-M contact, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Four of the Dominique Silk Collection

This final Volume Four of Dominique Silk stories includes the story Not What He Wanted and its conclusion What He Got.  This story begins with George trying to dominate his wife.  Things go wrong quickly, however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the velvet ropes.  Soon, he’s wearing panties at work... and then worse.  As his wife keeps adding to his feminization, an embarrassing trip to the mall and a confrontation with his secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s story fun and exciting as his problems spin out of control.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,600 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, forced cross-dressing, spanking, paddling, pegging, bondage, erotic humiliation and more!
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