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AI has no soul

AI has no passions

AI cannot understand you

It is a blender feeding you words its programmer has stolen

I do not and will never use AI.


Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

We’ve come to the end.  Martin’s fate will be decided.  Will Cassie get what she wants?  Will Martin?  Or will Martin get what he craves?  It’s interesting how far he’s come since his little idea to let his wife take over under his control.  That didn’t go as planned.

This is the final part, Part Six.  In this part, Cassie finally goes on vacation.  Can Martin use that time to become a man again?  What will happen with him at work?  His boss is still lurking.  And what are we to make of Tianna’s growing confidence in controlling this man?  Something tells me, Martin is about to find out.

This part includes breasts, lactation, female domination, power exchange, power exchange, power exchange, panties, bras and boobs, a sitter, a little bondage, a spanking or two, a leash and some new experiences for them all.  Did I mention breasts?

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

With love,

Ann :)

Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter

https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website


Chapter One: “The Vow”

—o—

It had been an interesting night, and now it was an interesting morning.

Martin was on his knees before his wife.

She wore a white tennis dress and white stiletto sandals.  Her hair danced about her face and shoulders.  He wore the babydoll nightie and a pair of panties.  The impossible slippers were on his feet stretched out behind him; his heels separated from the fragile shoes as his toes pushed against the floor.  He’d awoken to find his panties made sticky during the night and his seed staining the babydoll.  He’d had a wild dream involving his wife letting Tianna trim his pubic hair and he assumed he must have come while he slept.  When he rolled out of bed to change, however, he saw the shiny silver choker sitting on the nightstand.

Where had that come from?

Was there a connection to his sticky panties?

The choker was simple but elegant.  It consisted of a solid silver band about a centimeter wide.  It would go around his throat snugly, assuming it fit.  The band closed in the front where a decorative in-laid keyhole marked the only opening.  It was artistic.  Sleek.  But it was also oddly unsettling to Martin.  Why the decorative keyhole?  What was the meaning of this?

He was finding that out now.

Cassie stood above him.  She held up the choker.  “This, dear Martin, is called a ‘slave necklace’ or ‘collar’.  It is meant to show possession, as in you are the possession of the key holder... me.”  She held up a small silver key.  “Once this collar is secured around your neck, you will not be able to remove it without the key.”  She inserted the key into the keyhole and turned it.  The choker popped open.

“A slave collar?”

“Yes, darling.”

“This is something people know about?” he asked cautiously.

“Absolutely.  They’re popular among women as a daring fashion statement.  Risqué.  But for others... it’s a little more serious.”

Martin bit his lip.  “So people will know what this means?”

Cassie smiled a devious grin.  “Some might.”

“And you want me to wear this?”

“You are my property.”

Martin bit his lip.  “You want me to wear it outside.”

“Of course.  This is my mark of my control.  I want you to wear it to tell the world about your status... for those in the know, at least.”

Martin licked his lips.  He felt nervously conflicted about this.  On the one hand, it was a pretty necklace.  And there was something naughty about making such a statement.  He doubted most people would know and he doubted anyone would know how seriously Cassie meant it.  The idea of doing that in the open under everyone’s noses was frankly exhilarating.  Indeed, it triggered the erotic feelings that had so often driven him to do things against his ego in this whole adventure.  Yet, on the other hand, there was something terrifying about formalizing their relationship in this manner.  It had the same feel to him as a wedding ring.  It felt like a vow and it announced that vow to the world... or at least those with enough awareness to recognize it.  What if people did recognize its meaning?  What if Erin knew what it was?  Or Darren?  Or Tianna?  That would embarrass him greatly.

“We can take it off if I don’t like it, right?” he said cautiously.

“I can take it off, yes.”  There was no “we.”

Martin licked his lips.  He blushed.  “You won’t tell Tianna what it means, will you?”

Cassie raised an amused eyebrow:  was this what bothered him?  She knew he would be nervous about any public display of their new relationship.  Indeed, while that had made him so horny throughout, she knew also that it terrified him and was perhaps the biggest obstacle to his total submission.  But hearing his fears distilled to being about Tianna knowing was interesting.  She wondered what made Tianna’s approval so important.  Clearly, it embarrassed him to be placed beneath her.  That made her chuckle.

“Does Miss Tianna intimidate my little husband?” she chuckled.

Martin’s penis shot to attention.  He blushed with humiliation.  “No!  It’s just— she’s just a dumb girl.”

“And yet, she’s in charge of you.”

Martin withered.  His penis throbbed explosively.  Pre-come, or more, soaked into his panties.  His face was bright, bright red.  His ego screamed in embarrassment.  Tianna should not be in charge of him!  It was humiliating that she was!  But he could do nothing about that.  And what was worse, being submissive to her seemed to be taking the form of a horrifying craving.  He blushed even brighter.  His lip trembled.

Cassie stroked his cheek.  “Don’t worry, darling.  I won’t let Miss Tianna know your secret.  That’s our little secret.”

Martin suddenly felt very, very small.

She continued.  “To answer your question though, I wasn’t planning to tell anyone.”

“You aren’t?”

“No, darling.  This is your submission to me before the world, but not for the world.  This is between us only, our vow to each other.  What the world makes of it is up to them.  What Tianna makes of it, is up to her.”

Martin felt a tingle inside.  He recalled the mall and how his wife had never acknowledged his submission or his feminization to the woman who sold them the skirt, the girls who sold them the shoes, the earring girl, the woman who sold the purse.  Those had been thrilling.  This was suddenly even more thrilling.

Before he knew it, he nodded his head.

Cassie slipped the choker around his throat and closed it.  It was indeed quite snug.  There was pressure all around his throat, not unbearable, but noticeable.  He doubted he could slip even a finger inside it.  It was surprisingly solid too.

CLICK!

Martin heard the choker close... his collar.

“I claim you, husband darling, as my property.  To have and to hold, to use and possess, to love and to command.  Will you obey me, Martin?”  She inserted the key into the lock.

Martin tingled with weakness, but excitement.  “I will.”

Cassie bent over and kissed him on the lips.  As she did, she turned the key and removed it.  Martin felt incredibly small, but enormous and expansive at the same time.  It was as if he’d entered a whole new world somehow, a world belonging to him and his wife alone.

Cassie then crouched down to his level, though her eyes remained slightly higher than his owing to her heels.  She wrapped her fingers with their long red nails around his stiff shaft through the babydoll.  She slowly started stroking him.

“I’ve made another decision,” she said breathlessly.

She stroked his throbbing penis.  His breathing had become shallow.

“After I get back from this trip with Monica, we’re going to have a little ceremony.”  A wicked grin appeared upon her face.  It sent a chill down Martin’s spine and made him nervous but excited.

“A ceremony?” said Martin through increasingly sharp breaths.  His penis was throbbing hard now.  A rhythm was building.

“I want to renew our wedding vows.”

Martin’s body began to tremble from the throbbing.  His body felt like a coil that had been compressed and compressed and compressed to near its limit.  His penis was the point of that compression and his wife’s warm, delicate fingers the key to releasing that tension.  His chest was heaving.  It felt strange heaving with breasts upon it.  They added unnatural weight and they shook slightly with each heave.

“W— wedding v— vows?” he said through jagged breaths.

“Yes,” said Cassie.

She stroked him a little more strongly.  Martin felt his penis start to pump.  He would come any second.  She gave him another little kiss, closing her eyes and taking in his breath.

“You, darling property, will vow to honor and obey,” she said slyly.

His penis swelled hugely.  He was so close to coming.  She kissed him again.

“I... will vow to command and protect,” she added.

Martin burned with shame at the idea of giving vows that made him “the woman” in their relationship, but that shame made him throb all the more.  The idea was deeply humiliating, yet incredibly exciting.  It brought his penis so close now!  But she seemed to control her stroke to keep him from releasing.  Why?  He wanted to come so badly now!  Needed!  He needed to come!  Still... “honor and obey”?

“V— vows?” he said nervously through his jagged breaths.

“Our friends can watch,” she said with an evil glint.

Martin sucked in a sharp breath.  What an embarrassing thought!  Their friends watch him vow to honor and obey as she vowed to command and protect?!  The idea was stunningly emasculating.  He could never do that!  At the same time though, it made his penis jump.  It throbbed so strongly it almost came.  In fact, he didn’t know how it hadn’t come, but somehow, it hadn’t.  The next stroke would do it though; whether he wanted to or not, and suddenly he wasn’t so sure he should.  Wasn’t this a step too far?  Should he let himself come to this humiliation?

Then she kissed him again.  As she pulled her lips away, she said, “Then you can legally take my name.”

His jaw dropped.

His penis exploded.  He swooned and everything went dark.

—o—

Martin wasn’t sure if he’d passed out or not.  Everything did seem a blur.  Perhaps holding his breath had been a problem.  Perhaps his brain had been overwhelmed at what he heard.  All he knew for sure was that he’d come in a massive explosion, shooting his seed into the babydoll and his wife’s hand as if a bucket of it came out of a cannon.  He felt himself collapse from the effort.  He’d become dizzy.  A million emasculating thoughts hit him as he imagined every one of their friends smirking at him as he was announced using his wife’s last name.  He would be ruined.  Forever emasculated.  Forever humiliated.  The very act of saying his name would be a squirming humiliation.  The idea was terrifying.  And yet...

Martin Florence.

No!

“You— you can’t change my name,” said Martin anxiously.  The idea was still too shocking to believe.  Where had she even come up with this?  What kind of man took his wife’s name?  No man did that.  Maybe some somewhere, but no real men.  What an emasculating idea!  Everyone would know he was no longer a man.  They would know the power Cassie held over him!

Cassie smiled coyly.  “I have the power of attorney, darling.”

Martin’s heart raced.  “Uh, wha— you— you can’t.  Even with that.”

Cassie snickered.  “Darling, I could go down to the local courthouse right now and have your name changed to ‘Little Sissy Girl’ and there isn’t a thing you could do about it.”  She kissed him on the cheek.  “Be careful what you sign, dear.  Now why don’t you shower?  You’re covered in come and there’s yard work for you to do.”

Martin responded somehow, though he didn’t know exactly what he said.  His mind was still stunned.  The idea of taking his wife’s name was... well, shocking.  He tried to focus.

“But— but Williams is a good name, a strong name,” he sputtered.

Cassie smirked.  “Florence is a better name... because it’s my name.”

“But I’ve always been Martin Williams.”

“Not for much longer, darling,” chuckled Cassie and she kissed him again.  “Now go shower.”

Martin swallowed hard.  The humiliation of the idea was overwhelming!

“By the way,” said Cassie, “we’re going to dinner tonight.  And I have another gift for you.  Now go shower, Mr. Florence.”  She chuckled as she said this, and she became very wet.

Martin withered, but did as he was told.  What else could he do?

He drifted off to the shower.

As Martin stood under the warm water, his mind slowly returned.  His wife had to be joking, right?  She couldn’t really do that to him, could she?  How would he ever show his face again to anyone with his wife’s name as his new last name?  Only women took their husband’s name.

“She didn’t mean it,” he told himself.

At the same time, he felt the tight choker around his neck... his collar.  It wasn’t uncomfortable per se, such much as unfamiliar.  But the symbolism made him tremble.  He’d agree to this in the high of the moment, when his submissive side was running wild at the feet of his mistress, but now he wasn’t so sure.  What if someone did notice?  What if people knew what this meant?  What would they think of him?  He would never be respected again... never seen as a man again.

Martin tried to slip a finger inside the choker, between it and his throat.  He couldn’t do it.  It was too tight.  He tried to pull on it; it did not budge.  It was solid.  In fact, it was solid enough he didn’t know if it could even be cut.  That was troubling.  Perhaps this truly was on his throat until his wife took it off?

That thought made him tremble.

Martin stepped from the shower and dried himself.  As he did, his eye caught his reflection in the mirror.  What he saw shocked him.  The slave necklace, the choker, lay perfectly around his throat, setting off his neck and chest and shoulders in the most elegantly feminine way.  It practically sparkled against his skin and made his skin look so delicate too.  This was the throat of a woman.

He shuddered.

Worse, he noticed his breasts.  He’d known they were growing.  That truth was unavoidable.  But somehow, he hadn’t seen them like this yet.  Had they gotten bigger suddenly?  Perhaps it was the contrast with the feminine neckline he now wore, perhaps the denial had fallen from his eyes, but they did seem larger and feminine.  These were easily women’s breasts now, round, firm, shapely and erotic.  His areolas were large his nipples were thick and long and suckable.  There was no way these belonged on a man.  That was humiliating.

Yet, it was... erotic.

It was erotic in the same sense as if he saw a naked woman to whom he was attracted.  That was troubling, yet also irresistible.  He put his hands upon his breasts, spreading his fingers around his nipples.  His long, square dark-red nails framed the nipples.  His penis trembled at the sight.  Pre-come dripped out.

He squeezed his breasts.  It felt as if his fingers were massaging bags filled with dough: firm, yet giving, subtle yet resistant, flesh and alive.  His heart began to race.  His penis throbbed.  He kneaded his breasts, sending warm waves of pleasure down his body.  Endorphins flooded his mind and he felt so calm... pleased.  He tried to fight the feeling, but it was difficult, part of him wanted to give in, accept them, become Mr. Florence and revel in having breasts.

Would it be so bad?

His hands slowly drifted from his breasts down his torso.  His torso was fit and slim.  Could the corset have made it narrower?  If not, then his hips were wider.  Indeed, as his hands slid down to his hips and over them, they spread noticeably before coming back in at his thighs.  His rear too was larger.  He saw it in the mirror, felt it when he moved.  It shook and jiggled when he walked in the heels.

“I’m turning into a girl,” he said anxiously.

One hand now returned to his breast and toyed with his nipple.  The other brushed over the heart-shaped patch and then down to his hairless penis.  It was rock hard.  He stroked it as he fondled his breasts.  It felt good, though he knew he should not masturbate to his feminization.  Yet, the temptation was too strong.

He touched his nipples.  They seemed to swell and tingle.

An icy shudder raced through him.

“I’m turning into a girl,” he said again.

He bit his feminine, pouty lips.

“No!” he told himself and he yanked his hands away.  “I am a man.”


Chapter Two: “Yard Work”

—o—

“I can’t go out like this!” protested Martin.

“Sure you can,” said Cassie.  “Besides, you have no choice.”

“But Miss Cassie!”

Cassie shook her head.  She circled her husband examining his outfit from all angles.  She had dressed him in a girlishly pink off-shoulder romper and white cork-heeled sandals with straps only over the toes and no support in the back or around the ankle; the romper was hers and she was surprised it fit, but somehow it did.  Martin barely noticed the lack of support from the sandals, he had gotten so used to wearing shoes like these that they seemed natural.  He was far less used to the romper, however.  For one thing, it felt strange to wear what were essentially shorts.  Having material between his thighs felt so oddly unusual suddenly, as he had been wearing nothing but skirts of late.  It actually felt uncomfortable.  He wasn’t used to wearing an off-shoulder top either.  It made him feel naked to have his shoulders exposed.  What’s more, it was embarrassing that his breasts were somehow substantial enough to support a strapless top.  Being strapless, this also meant he could not wear his bra.  That meant his nipples brushed the silky yet rough-on-his-nipples material of the romper.  That caused him little jolts of annoyance and excitement.

“You look cute,” said Cassie happily.

Martin blushed.  He looked girly... ridiculous, embarrassingly girly.  And now he was supposed to go work in the yard dressed like this?  “Can I please wear something masculine?” he asked.

“I don’t think ‘masculine’ suits you anymore, Marcia.”

“I can’t go out like this,” he repeated.

“You’ll be fine,” said his wife and she ran her fingers over the slowly building tan lines than ran up his chest to his shoulder where his bikini straps had blocked the sun.  She wondered what this top would do to his tan lines.  The idea excited her and she giggled.

“Seriously, what if someone sees me?” he said.

“You’ve been seen by a lot of people.”

“That doesn’t make this any better.”

“Oh pshaw, Martin.  It’s time you learned to embrace your girly side because you’re not going back.  Accept it.  You’re a girl now.  Don’t be afraid of it.”

Martin bit his lip.  He was not a girl.  He would not be a girl.  He would get a job and then undo all of this.  He would be a man again.  In the meantime though, there was nothing he could say.

“Now hurry along.  Tianna’s waiting for you,” said Cassie.

“Tianna?” whined Martin.

“Miss Tianna.”

Martin hung his head.  He felt exposed knowing Tianna would be watching him in the yard in this ridiculously feminine outfit.  How had he fallen so low that this young woman would essentially become his supervisor... his boss... his sitter?  He sighed and tottered outside in the wedge-heeled slides.  THUNK-SLAP!  THUNK-SLAP!  THUNK-SLAP!

—o—

Martin felt like a fool.  He couldn’t believe he would go outside looking like this.  What if a neighbor saw him?  What if someone came by and wanted to talk to him?  What if Tianna really was out there?

She was.

“Don’t you look cute?” she chuckled with her ever-increasing confidence.

“Don’t you have somewhere else to be?” he growled.

Tianna laughed  “And miss this?”  Tianna suddenly became distracted by the choker.  “Where did you get this?” she asked.

Martin bit his tongue.

Tianna ran her finger along the necklace.  She looked impressed.  “This is really nice,” she said.  She ran her finger in the other direction now.  “But isn’t it a little much to wear to do lawn work?”

Martin blushed.  “It’s fine.”

“Aren’t you afraid you’ll lose it?”

“It’s fine.”

Tianna pursed her lips in an exaggerated, playful-yet-also-serious way.  “First of all, that’s Miss Tianna to you.  Secondly,” she continued, “stop the attitude.  What is it your wife calls you now?  Oh yeah, little husband – stop the attitude, little husband or I’ll put you over my knee.”

Martin shuddered at being called “little husband.”  It was humiliating enough when his wife called him that; it was far worse when this dumb girl called him that.  Indeed, it felt oddly intimate somehow, and her use of the phrase made him feel funny on the inside... exposed.  And the threat to spank him made him blush with shame that she could really do it if she had the nerve... and he could not stop her.

His penis grew hard beneath the romper.

Tianna, meanwhile, had returned her focus to the necklace.  “How do you take it off?” she asked.

She ran her finger along the necklace once more, stopping at the keyhole.  Her eyebrow slowly rose.  Then, as if a light went on in her eyes, her eyebrow rose higher yet.  She blushed and she snickered.  “Oh.”  Then she laughed.  “It could be worse,” she said with a grin.

“How?” he said softly.

“I don’t know.  I was just trying to be nice.  It probably can’t.”

Martin shrank even more.

“So what are you doing today?” asked Tianna.

“She wants me to mow the lawn.”

“‘She’?”

Martin blushed.  “Miss Cassie.”

Tianna grinned at his submission.  “Good little husband,” she giggled.  “But, uh, you’re seriously going to mow the yard?”

“Yes, why?”

Tianna’s eyebrow went up suspiciously.  “In those heels?”

Martin looked down at them.  He didn’t see her point.  After all, they were wedges and thus gave him more stability.  They had lower heels too than he normally wore – about four inches versus five or more.  Sure, they were essentially slides or mules with no back support, but actually, they seemed quite comfortable.  “What’s wrong with them?” he asked.

Tianna let out a loud laugh.  “Oh boy.  You’ve been wearing heels too long if you don’t see a problem mowing the lawn in those!”

Her laughter made him feel mocked and he shrank weakly before her.

“Well, enjoy,” she said.  “I’ll be over there getting some sun and watching you show us all how it’s done.”  She started to leave.  Then something appeared in her eyes, a burst of strength as it were.  She stopped and turned back to the helpless, feminized man.  She put two fingers on the neckline of his top and pulled it out, exposing his perky breasts and his stiff nipples.  She glanced at them and smiled.  Then she winked, letting the top snap back into place.  “Just checking.”

She walked off to the lounger.

Martin felt smaller yet... and Tianna seemed larger.


Chapter Three: “Dinner Date”

—o—

“Do you know what?” said Cassie as her eyes looked over his increasingly girlish body; he had come from the shower and was wrapped in a towel around the waist.  His breasts hung freely.  His nipples were hard.  She attached her bra in the back; otherwise she wore only panties.  They were getting ready to go to dinner.  “I’ll bet you could wear that little red dress I have.”

“I doubt it,” said Martin.

“No, I think so.  The romper fit.”

Martin suddenly felt nervous... it had, hadn’t it?  He shook his head.  “It will be too tight.  Besides, you need to have a really curvy shape for that.”

Cassie smirked.  “You do have a girly shape, darling.”

Martin’s penis stirred to erection beneath his towel.  He’d just come from the shower where he shaved his body and conditioned his hair, which was definitely growing.  It felt thicker in his hands, more lush, and a tiny bit longer.  He didn’t realize the increased lushness was a result of the hormones, just as he had not realized his growing curves were as well.  His body was transforming whether he knew it or not.  He had breasts and feminine curves.  His hair was thicker.  His skin softer.  Even his face was rounder.  His muscles were smaller too, though he’d only barely noticed that sometimes things seemed a little heavier.

“I’ll never look right,” he protested.  “I’ll look like a man in a dress.”

“Oh, I doubt it,” snickered Cassie.  She felt warmth down below and her nipples were hard at the thought of her husband in her little red dress.  But would it fit?  The corset would shrink his waist, so it should fit – but even without it, his waist seemed to be smaller of late.  He had the curves too to look womanly in it.  It might be a bit too short though, she thought, and it would give his erection no protection at all.  “How do I fix that?” she wondered.

Then it hit her!  She smiled.

“Hold on,” she said.  “I have an idea.”

Cassie moved to her panty drawer.  Buried in the back was a monster she hated to wear, but had worn from time to time when the need arose.  This was an extremely tight, restrictive girdle.  The girdle would run from the bottom of his hips where it was open, though it would cover his erection, to his breasts.  It should be strong enough to hold any erection in place.  What’s more, it would do the job of the corset, though perhaps not as well, but it would be enough.  It would give him the perfect hourglass shape too, which is why she wore it when she did.  It acted as a push-up bra too, so he would have no straps, which was perfect too as the red dress was strapless and sleeveless.

She handed the girdle to her husband.

“Put this on,” she said.

Martin took the girdle with its bra-like fabric and reinforced structure and he held it before him.  It looked like a tube shaped like an hourglass with a slight dip at the top to allow his cleavage to be exposed.

It looked tight.

“What is this?” he asked.

“A girdle.  Now put it on.”

Martin opened the girdle and stepped into it.  He pulled it up his hips.  It was tight.  Really tight.  Little by little, however, he got it into place.  It ran a few inches down his thighs.  He pulled the rest of the girdle up as high as it would go and began closing a series of hooks on the front of the girdle, closing it around his torso.  As he closed it, the girdle squeezed his torso tightly, compressing his waist almost as much as the corset.  This was a feeling he’d grown accustomed to.  At the top, he worked his breasts into the girdle, which pressed them together and lifted them.  They looked enormous like this and his cleavage was dramatic.  In fact, he blushed upon seeing it.  Was he a man anymore?  The thought made him hard.  As he grew hard, however, he found that his penis ran into the wall of the girdle and could go no further out, so it pressed itself downward.  When he turned to see himself in the mirror, he saw the very tip of his penis poking out the bottom, held in place by the restrictive girdle.  This was rather uncomfortable, but at least he didn’t show his flag pole.

“Perfect,” said Cassie with a chuckle.

It was not “perfect.”  It was embarrassing.  The girdle gave him a feminine shape.  It forced him into an hourglass shape.  It lifted and highlighted his breasts, making them appear much worse... didn’t it?  That wasn’t really him, he told himself.  It seemed to make his rear and thighs stand out too.  His rear appeared much more curvy than it already was – no doubt a trick of the girdle, he told himself, and it made his thighs seem very wide.  At least it stopped the embarrassing jiggle he had started to notice of late in his rear.  And it would keep his penis from showing, something which always worried him.

Maybe it was all right... for tonight at least.

He looked himself over again.

Interestingly, even his legs looked feminine.  Naturally, they were hairless, which helped the feminization of their look, but his muscles seemed more femininely structured too from wearing high heels so much.  Plus, he realized he was standing on his toes for some reason.  He forced himself to go flat-footed, which brought an odd feeling of strain he tried to ignore.

Martin turned left to right and then examined his rear.

To give the girdle credit, he told himself, it did “enhance” his rear, if he were a woman that is.  His torso too.  It really did make him look like a woman.  Still, would this let him fit into his wife’s dress?  Never!  “She’s a woman and no matter what she’s done to me, I’m not,” he told himself.

Although, there was uncertainly in his tone.

He stared at his image, transfixed.

Meanwhile, Cassie got even wetter watching him as he examined himself.  She smiled, enjoying her slick lips, and surreptitiously tickled a nipple.  Then she grabbed the red dress from the closet and brought it to Martin.  Martin stepped over to her to take it, walking on his toes again now that his concentration had slipped.  He didn’t notice what he had done; Cassie did and she tingled deep inside.

Cassie unzipped the dress and handed it to him.

Martin spread it out and carefully pulled it over his already-brushed hair.  He pulled the tiny dress to his shoulders and then worked it down his body.  The dress was a sleeveless, shoulder-less, strapless tube which slid into place above the girdle.  It had a straight collar running across his chest an inch or so above the tops of his areolas.  This left the tops of breasts exposed and framed his dramatic cleavage, cleavage made all the more dramatic by the ever-present slave collar.

The look was embarrassingly feminine.

Excitingly feminine.

Martin worked the tight dress down the rest of his body now, smoothing it into place.  It fit!  He suddenly blushed with intense humiliating: he was wearing his wife’s most sexy dress and it fit!  What could be more emasculating for a man than that, to be able to wear his wife’s best dress and to look like a sexy woman in it!  He trembled with the humiliation.

Cassie glowed.  She was very wet.

Cassie returned to the closet and fetched his high-heeled slippers.  She wished he had some red sandals, but she hadn’t really had time to build up his wardrobe yet; it would come.  She handed him the slippers.

“Aren’t these a little too ‘bedroom’?” he asked.

Cassie tingled even more.  They were certainly erotic, perhaps even slutty, but she was finding she liked her feminized husband to have hints of “slut.”  She smiled slyly.  “They’ll be fine.”

Martin blushed.  He took the shoes.  He looked down at them with a hint of embarrassment.  He started to slip one on and stopped.  “Should I put on my panties and pantyhose first?”

“No.  No panties, no hose.”

“No panties?”

“No panties, darling.  It will be more exciting that way.”

Martin bit his lip.  He hadn’t really gone without panties before.  He would need to trust that the girdle held him in place.  If it popped out, that would be very embarrassing!  Still, he had no choice, so he slipped into the slippers, growing only slightly as he had already been standing on his toes.

“Do your makeup, I’ll be right back,” said Cassie.

She slipped her little black dress over her body and then left the bedroom.  Meanwhile, Martin sat down at the vanity and did his makeup.  A month ago, he would have been shocked at doing, or even knowing how to do this.  But this was another thing that had become strangely routine for him.  He added mascara, eye shadow, a hint of blush, and lipstick to his still pouty lips.  He brushed his thin eyebrows with his fingers, which still showed little sign of returning to normal.  He replaced the studs in his ears with the pearls.  And then he ran his fingers along his collar and he shuddered.  There was power in this collar.

Cassie reappeared and came up behind him.  In the mirror, he saw she was holding a small black jewelry box.  She opened it and pulled out a silver necklace in the same silver as his collar.  She pulled it around his neck and into place.  She clasped it in the back.

Martin’s jaw dropped.

The necklace was beautiful.  It was feminine.  It fit perfectly with the choker-collar.  The necklace had a single silver chain with small diamond-shaped studs every inch or two as it hung around his neck.  At the front, the necklace split into two chains which together formed a curved, upside-down triangle.  This sat beneath the choker and appeared to be part of it, giving the appearance of a single necklace with three strands.  What had dropped his jaw, however, was the next part.

At the very bottom of the third strand was a tiny ring interrupting the strand.  Hanging from the bottom of the ring was another chain which hung straight down.  Unlike the upper strands, this did not have the diamond studs, but it was made of the identical type of chain.  The chain hung about three inches down.  From the end of that chain hung a long, thin pendant made of the same solid silver as the collar.  It was about four inches long and looked like a stylus in shape.  To Martin’s horror, the chain ran down his décolletage and the pendant hung right between his breasts, right between his budding cleavage.  This highlighted the curves of his breasts and drew eyes directly to his cleavage.

This was utterly humiliating!

“Isn’t it perfect?” gushed Cassie.

It was... but...

“It looks amazing on you!”

Martin turned bright red.  “I— I can’t wear this!” he gasped.

“Why not?”

“It— breasts— people will—”  He turned even brighter.

Cassie smiled excitedly.  “That’s the point, darling.”

“But they’ll be looking at my—”

“Uh huh.”

“I— I don’t want people looking at my— uh— my—”

“Boobs,” said Cassie slyly.

Martin nodded his head in horror.

“I think it’s great,” said Cassie.

Martin shook his head.  “I don’t.”  His erection squirted something against the girdle wall.

“Then it’s a good thing you don’t have a say in this, isn’t it Little Miss Property of Mine?” laughed Cassie.  She leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek.  “You look amazing.  Now get your purse.  We’re going to dinner.”

—o—

“You’re hard, aren’t you?” said Cassie with a sly smile.  She and Martin stood at the front of the restaurant, waiting for the young woman to return.  Cassie wore her little black dress.  Martin wore her even smaller red dress.  It was so small, so light and so thin that he felt utterly naked even though he wasn’t.

Martin bit his lip.  “Does it show?” he asked nervously.

“No,” said Cassie with a slight smirk.  “The girdle works well.  I just know my sissy.”

“Well, for your information, the girdle is really uncomfortable.”

“They’re meant to be tight.”

“It’s not that.”  Martin hesitated.  “It’s forcing it down.”

“It?”

“My, uh, thing.”

Cassie snickered softly.  “Oh, that.  Well, it points down all the time.”

“When it’s soft, yes.  Not when it’s hard.”

“Better than poking out though,” added Cassie with another snicker.  “Or would you rather—”

Martin blushed.  “Absolutely not!”

The young girl returned to the greeters station.  She had checked to make sure their table was ready.  “This way ladies,” she said and she grabbed two menus and walked Martin and Cassie to the table in a mostly secluded section of the restaurant.  Martin had no trouble in the tall, unstable slippers, though he felt rather naked in the tiny, barely-there dress.

Cassie felt alive leading her feminized husband.

As they approached their table, Martin noticed two nearby couples.  One couple, an elegantly dressed man and woman were on a date.  The other, two businessmen in suits, seemed to be celebrating some success; they were excitedly recounting the details of some meeting.  As they neared, the two men looked them over for an extended period of time.  Cassie swelled with pride at the longing looks; Martin shrank behind her.  He burned with shame at the idea of turning men on.

The woman glanced at them too.  When she did, her eyes seemed to catch on Martin’s necklace.  Martin suddenly became concerned.  Why was she staring at his necklace?  And had she just given a hint of a smile?  Did she recognize it?  Did she know its meaning?  He suddenly felt deeply insecure and embarrassing.  Worse, his penis throbbed to full staff, though luckily but uncomfortably, the girdle kept it pointing down – although it did try to rise.

He was thankful for the girdle.

They were seated.

“You look beautiful, darling,” said Cassie once the young greeter left.

“I feel like a fool.”

Cassie smiled kindly.  “You shouldn’t.  You look amazing.  For being a man, you’re the hottest woman here.”  She brushed her toes against his calf, sending a warm, soft feeling up his leg.

“Don’t do that,” said Martin.

“Why not?”

“Someone might notice.”

Cassie chuckled.  “What if they do?”  She ran her foot up and down his calf once more.

“Honey,” said Martin firmly, though just above a whisper.

“Darling,” chuckled Cassie in a playful mimic of his tone.  Her foot drifted higher.

Martin’s heart was racing.  What if the others noticed?  How would it look if two women started playing footsie at dinner?  That would absolutely raise suspicions, which would draw attention, which Martin did not want.  Somehow (he didn’t want to think about how) no one had spotted him as a man at this point; he did not want to draw attention and risk that!

“They’re watching,” he added nervously.

“Let them watch.”

“It’s embarrassing.”

“It’s exciting.”

Cassie let her shoe drop from her foot.  It fell beneath his chair.  She then slid her foot around his leg until it was between both legs.  Martin quickly crossed his legs to block it doing more.

“Darling,” said Cassie with playful disapproval.

“Not here.”

“Darling.”  Her tone grew more strict.

“Cassie, they’re watching,” he whispered nervously.

“Miss Cassie.”

Martin swallowed hard.  “Miss Cassie, they’re watching.”

“Open your legs, Martin.”

Martin bit his lip.

“Open your legs.”

Martin reluctantly uncrossed his legs.  Then he slowly let his thighs spread as her foot pushed its way through, sending waves of pleasure racing throughout his body.  His penis throbbed at the end of this silky corridor.  A moment later, her toes came to the girdle and, dipping through the open bottom, they found the head of his penis waiting for her pleasure.  She tickled it with her toes.

“Look what I found,” she said in a low sing-song manner.

Martin glanced around nervously.  The two businessmen were occupied with their victory.  But the woman kept glancing in his direction.  He suddenly felt a warm, naughty feeling as he caught her shy smile.  He yanked his eyes away and tried to focus on Cassie and ignore that he had an audience.

“What do you think the others would say if they knew what little treasure I found beneath your dress?” she said breathlessly as her toes rubbed all around his head.  His body trembled with excitement.  Then her toes spread and she caught his penis right behind the head between her toes.

Martin’s breathing became a little more labored.

“I’ve been thinking,” said Cassie.

Martin licked his lips and caught himself sneaking a glance at the woman.  The little hidden grin was now fixed to her lips.  She knew.  And she knew he knew.  “What— uh, what about?”

She started shifting her ankle, letting her toes stroke him.  “Your new name.”

“My— new— new name?”  He grabbed his glass of water and drank forcefully from it to hide his nervousness.

“Careful, darling.  You’re getting lipstick all over your glass.”

Martin glanced at the glass.  Indeed, he’d left a good deal of lipstick on the glass from pressing it so hard against his lips.  “Oh.”

“You’ll need to touch up soon.”

Martin blushed, thinking of how he’d felt the need to touch up his lipstick before going to Darren’s office and how oddly it made him feel more secure.  His felt distinctly feminine suddenly.

“I’ll go fix it,” he said anxiously.

“Later.”

Martin nodded and set his glass back down.

Cassie squeezed her toes tighter and started stroking a little faster.

“What— what new name?” asked Martin, trying to regain his composure.

“After our vow renewals,” said Cassie.

The color drained from Martin’s face.  Was she really serious?  Did she really want him to take her last name?  Martin Florence?!  The idea was utterly shattering, utterly emasculating.  He’d hoped she’d just been teasing him, but now she’d mentioned it again.  A chill raced through him.

“What— uh—”  He didn’t know what to say.  He shot a nervous glance at the woman.  She was still watching him out of the corner of her eye even as she toyed with her date.

“Katie,” said Cassie.

Martin raised a confused eyebrow.  “What?”

Cassie squeezed his shaft more firmly between her toes.  Her toes worked a little faster.  His penis started to throb between her toes.  His heart raced a little faster.  His breathing because harder.

“Marnie,” said Cassie.

Martin’s confusion grew.  What was he missing?  At the same time, he nervously glanced at the woman again.  Her grin was growing; she’d noticed something.  The two men had noticed now too and were watching him, though they tried not to show it.  They watched the table cloth as if they could see through it, or as if Cassie’s shoe on the floor would become part of what was happening.  The woman watched his face.  That made him blush.

“Lisa,” said Cassie.  “I like that.”

“Lisa?”

“Lisa Marie.”

“Who is Lisa Marie?” asked Martin anxiously.

“Martin.  Lisa Marie.  Florence.”  Each word brought a stroke from her foot.

Martin gasped; he understood now.  “You can’t be serious!” he squealed in a whisper.  At the same time, his penis throbbed and jettisoned pre-come, making his wife’s skin glisten between her toes.

Cassie was so wet.  She shook her leg excitedly, causing her slick thighs to slide against each other.  She wanted to throw Martin onto the table right now and ravish his breasts.  “Why not?”

“But that’s a girl’s name!”

Cassie’s smile morphed into a smirk.  “Surprise,” she said smugly.

Martin felt an icy chill at the idea of being given a girl’s name.  The idea was horrifyingly humiliating.  It was far worse than just taking his wife’s last name.  At least the shame of that would only be known to people who knew him before, people who knew him as Martin Williams.  If she named him Lisa Marie, everyone would know.  Any time he signed his full name or pulled out his driver’s license, he would humiliate himself!  The idea was shattering.

Suddenly, he felt something deep inside his lower regions.  It felt almost like something released inside him and he felt his penis start to shake.  It was as if his penis has decided to come whether it had the rhythm or not.  He suddenly became very embarrassed at the idea of coming to his wife changing his name; not that he wanted to come anyway, as he worried it might show in this dress... were the girdle and dress enough to hide the wet spot it would create?  He tried very hard to squeeze everything to a stop and to think of anything else.

Cassie kept toying with penis, however.

He was dangerously close.  And he wore no panties!  What would happen if come dripped out of him, out the open-bottom girdle?  He needed to tell her, he decided.  He needed to warn her.

“Honey,” he said cautiously, before correcting himself.  “Miss Cassie.”  He blushed bright red.

“Yes, Lisa.”

Martin shuddered deeply with a burning humiliation at being so addressed.  He glowed bright red now.  “I— I think I’m going to, uh, it uh.  You need to stop your foot.  I— I don’t know if it will show through the dress.”

Cassie’s lips turned into a wicked smirk.  “That would be interesting.”

“Honey... I’m not wearing panties, remember?”

Cassie’s smirk sharpened.  She didn’t respond.  Instead, she slowly stroked him.  “How do you like your collar, Lisa?”

Martin shuddered helpless at the name, but kept trying to squeeze everything shut inside him.  His wife’s foot felt so good though and it seemed to be slowly, inch by inch, pulling his seed from him.  There was an inevitability to this.

“It’s embarrassing actually,” he admitted.

“Oh?”

“I feel like everyone is looking at it, trying to figure out what it means.”  He glanced at the young woman who seemed to be breathing harder; at least, her chest was heaving, but was it him or her date who caused that?  Unfortunately, he knew.  He didn’t dare look to the two men either, who had suspiciously stopped talking.  He shifted uncomfortably, knowing that unfortunately this might give both a clue that he was getting close.

His chest heaved now.

“They’re watching.”

“That’s part of the fun, darling,” said Cassie.

“For you, maybe.”  Martin’s breathing got a little sharper.  His balls and his shaft felt as if they were in motion internally.  Everything felt like it was surging forward with his heartbeats and his wife’s foot.

“I’m going to come.”

Cassie casually picked up her glass.  “A toast,” said Cassie calmly.  “To my little sissy, my little Lisa Marie.”

Martin shuddered and everything inside moved closer to what was going to happen.  He tried to clench his muscles below, but it just didn’t work.  At the same time, Cassie slipped her toes from around his shaft.  She placed the toenail of her big toe and the two next to it on the underside of his throbbing shaft and she pulled it forward, dragging her cool, hard, thankfully blunt nail along his skin.  As she did, his penis finally surrendered.  It felt to Martin as if his wife’s toes literally pulled his seed from him and it poured out of him all over her toes.  He had come.  His wife’s toes were soaked.

Martin blushed with embarrassment.

A moment later, Cassie giggled.  “My toes are soaked, darling.”

“I— sorry.”

“You should be, darling.  I never gave you permission to come.”

Another chill raced down Martin’s spine.

Cassie then smirked evilly.  She picked up her drink again, which she had set down to watch his face as he came.  “Clean my toes, Lisa dear,” she said and she took a sip.

Martin’s jaw dropped!  Clean her toes?!  Could she possibly mean what he thought she meant?  Did she really want him to lick his own come from her toes?  HERE?!  There was no way he could do that!  No way!  He shook his head – he would later wonder why he thought he needed to convince her to drop the request... why not just refuse?  He started to open his mouth to beg her not to this, not in public, not with the woman and the two men watching.  What they had seen was humiliating enough!  Letting them see him lick his own come from wife’s toes would be— too much.  Could he even do this?  Why was he even considering it?  His heart was pounding!

Then Cassie giggled.

Martin raised a cautious eyebrow.  What did this mean?

“With your napkin, darling,” she added slyly.

Martin turned bright red at his embarrassment.  What a mistake to make!  He took his napkin and lowered it to his lap, where he wiped her toes clean.  “Thank you, Miss Cassie,” he said meekly.

“You’re welcome, Lisa.”

Martin shrank.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”  He didn’t know why he said this, but he did.

Then a wicked grin appeared upon Cassie’s face.  “Oh, and Martin, put my shoe back on my foot.”

Martin blushed bright red; he would need to get up and likely kneel down to do that.


Chapter Four: “What Is That?”

—o—

Martin sat down in the recliner.  He wore the ultra-restrictive pinstripe pencil skirt, the unstable tall open-toed pumps, pantyhose which felt like its own form of bondage beneath the skirt, and a light-blue blouse with a mens-style collar.  He unbuttoned the blouse and spread it to reveal his bra-wrapped breasts.  He pulled the bra down.  His breasts embarrassingly popped out as he did.  His penis got hard at seeing this.

“Boobs,” thought Martin with a shudder.  “How can I have boobs?!”

He closed his eyes and tried to wish them away, but he knew it was fruitless.

Martin took the first suction cup from the breast pump.  He held his right breast in his other hand.  It felt good to hold them... pleasing.  He squeezed it to puff up the nipple and his areola.  Then he placed the suction cup over the nipple.  He was amazed at the fit.  When this all started, the suction cup sat well outside the areola and the nipple looked like a tiny pebble surrounded by a clear plastic can.  Now the areola touched the edge of the suction cup and the nipple took up half the space of the top of the cup.  This was no longer a man’s nipple, not even close.  In fact, if he was being honest, it kind of rivaled his wife’s!

The thought made him tingle and his penis swell.

At the same time, it made him feel meek and insignificant.  How was he going to be a man again with nipples like this?  Not to mention the breasts, which clearly had outgrown his bra and would not at all look out of place in a women’s locker room.  He had the chest of a woman!

Martin attached the other suction cup after puffing that areola.

He turned the machine on.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

He watched his nipples be sucked up toward the top of the cups and his areola’s swell.  The tugging sensation tickled at first and then sent a wave of pleasure through his breast.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Martin watch the pump suck on his nipple and then release it several more times.  Each motion felt exciting, a combination of relaxing with an erotic tingle.  It made him blush that this felt so good.  He was a man.  His nipples shouldn’t feel like anything.  This should feel no differently than a touch on his arm or stomach... and yet it did.  It felt... good.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

That thought made him think about work today.  Work had been difficult all week.  Not only was it actually rather difficult being the “low girl” in the office, as everyone dumped work on him and expected him to do anything they needed, but the humiliation had not abated of needing to call people he had commanded by titles like “Sir” and “Ma’am.”  Each time, he shrank a little.  Worse, the people who knew who he was still seemed to get a kick out of emasculating him.

Erin loved to remind him that she could expose him at any moment.  Kellie got a kick out of talking about clothes and boys with him.  Hailey was loving being in charge of him.  And with their new unofficial deal, he needed to be very submissive to her to keep her silent.  She was reveling in it.  Worst though, was Darren.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Darren seemed intent of embarrassing Martin.  Every time Martin saw him, Darren looked him up and down and grinned wickedly.  Worse, he seemed to take every opportunity he could to slip his hand upon Martin’s rear.  Embarrassingly, this always gave Martin an erection, which made Martin blush deeply, and it caused Darren an erection which made Martin shudder.  The idea of making a man hard was just so emasculating.

Phooooooooooo.

Martin saw Darren’s erection pressing into his pants in his mind.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

He tingled.  His penis swelled.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

His nipples swelled.  It felt as if something small and soft tugged on them.  It was gentle, yet arousing.  His penis swelled in response.  His mind drifted.

Martin recalled the feeling of Darren’s hand on his rear.  It was emasculating.  Yet, it also sent his penis to full staff almost instantly.  Why would something so emasculating be so... exciting?  Was that the word he wanted to use?  Exciting?  How humiliating!

Phooooooooooo.

Martin bit his lip.  He did not want to turn men on.  Nor did he want to be turned on by men touching him.  That was not who he was.  He was a man.  He wanted to be a man.

“I am a man,” he told himself.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

His nipples swelled.  It felt as if something small and soft tugged on them.  It was gentle, yet arousing.  And then something happened, something Martin could neither explain nor fully describe.  Something inside his right breast... well... quivered.  It felt like a tug inside the tissue itself and something he would later describe as a sort of micro-orgasm within the breast.  A spot inside, just beneath the nipple, shook, swelled and radiated an overwhelming, gasp-inducing pleasure for a fraction of a second and at a far smaller intensity than his penis.  Then it stopped.

Phooooooooooo.

Martin’s eyes shot down to his breast.  His hand came up to cup the breast and support it.  He pulled off the suction cup with his other hand, exposing the nipple to the cool air.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Martin examined his nipple.  It was erect and feminine, about the width now of a pencil eraser and perhaps half a centimeter long, perhaps a tiny bit more.  It looked swollen, and there was a hint of wetness on its tip.  Like a drop of sweat.

“What is that?” he asked.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Martin cautiously touched the tip to feel the wetness.  He was extra careful not to let his long, red nail touch the nipple itself.  The tip was super-sensitive.  He actually recoiled when his fingertip touched it.  It was damp too, like sweaty skin, but only on the nipple tip.

“What happened?” he asked himself.

Phooooooooooo.

Martin again set his finger on the tip of the nipple.  This time, he didn’t recoil, but his penis almost vibrated at the touch.  He sucked in a sharp breath.  His hand cupping his breast now squeezed.  A wave of pleasure came through his chest.  His penis throbbed.  His panties were damp.  He suddenly became very, very horny.

Martin set his thumb on one side of the nipple, his pointer finger on the other.  He took a deep breath.  He started to squeeze—

“Time’s up, darling,” said Cassie and Martin heard her heels coming down the hallway.

He jerked his hand away, slapped the suction cup back on his nipple and crossed his legs to hide his erection.  Then he tried to look “innocent.”  Cassie came upon this scene and smirked.  Martin sat in the chair with the suction cups attached to his exposed breasts and a guilty blush on his face.  His legs were crossed and he was wiggling his foot and moving it in circles like an excited woman.  His other foot was balancing on his heel as he moved his toes up and down in the open front of the shoe.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

“Having fun?” she asked suspiciously.

Martin blushed even more.  “No, just using this stupid machine,” he said.

Phooooooooooo.

Cassie chuckled.  She wondered what had happened.  Could the machine be turning him on, she wondered?  She wasn’t sure, but the idea made her smile:  her little husband playing with his little “boobies.”

“Well, time’s up.  Put the machine away and lock up your boobs, darling.”

Martin blushed again.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

—o—

Martin was adding three plants to an oversized planter Cassie had at the edge of the patio.  She had made him wear a red and white-bikini, the cork-heeled white sandals he’d worn to mow the lawn, and nothing else.  This was embarrassing.  His breasts filled the bikini top far too well.  The bikini bottom held his penis in place just barely, but hardly hid it as it was entirely visible in outline through the bikini, and would never stand up to an erection.  Even the idea of wearing the wedges was embarrassing.  Not only was the look sexist and embarrassing, but the narrow heels on the wedges sent enough force through his body that his boobs jiggled when he walked.  All of that, of course, was the point, as his wife wanted to embarrass his masculinity to keep it from wanting to resurface.

There was another purpose too though: tan lines.

Cassie wanted to make sure Martin had strong feminine tan lines.  This would serve as yet another reminder that he was no longer a man, a reminder like the breasts, which he could not escape.

Thus, he worked in the yard in the bikini.

“Well, hello again,” said Tianna.  She was by the fence wearing yoga pants, a t-shit and sneakers.  She had come back from yoga class.  “Look at you all pretty,” she added with a giggle.

Martin winced.

Tianna set her bag down and then came around the fence to the yard and up to Martin.  She was smirking as she took in his outfit.  This was a little more daring than he’d worn before.

“I like the bikini,” she said with a chuckle.

Martin blushed.  At the same time, his penis grew with his humiliation.  It took only a few moments before it stood out long and hard before him and the bikini retreated with it, as the front of the bikini wrapped around his head, tugging the strings out as far as they could go, and exposing his shaft and balls.

“Happy to see me?” she giggled.

Then she glanced up at his top with his round womanly breasts and the thick erect nipples poking out through the bikini material.  She raised an eyebrow upon seeing his breasts.

“Wow!  You’re gettin’ round girlfriend!”

Martin shuddered.

She glanced at his rear next.  “Very round.”

“Go away,” said Martin snidely.

Tianna’s eyebrow shot up and a playful scolding grin appeared upon her lips.  “Is that any way to talk to your sitter?”  There was something in her eyes which sent a chill racing down Martin’s spine; she was up to something.  Martin started to back away along the patio.  Suddenly, Tianna lunged toward him with her fists balled except her pointer fingers and her thumbs, which were shaped like claws or pinchers.  She aimed them at his breasts.

Martin’s jaw dropped as he realized what she intended.  She was going to pinch his nipples!  He tried to back up, but Tianna was faster in her sneakers with him in the wedges.  Her hands grabbed at his breasts.  He felt a touch, but he turned just in time so she missed.

His breasts swung to the left.  It was a humiliating feeling!

Tianna lunged again.

Again, her hand made contact, this time with his other breast.  This time, her fingers nearly had his nipple.  He let out an embarrassing squeal and dodged to the right.  Again, her hand just missed his nipple.  His breasts swung to the right this time in the most unmanly of feelings.

His penis throbbed and throbbed and throbbed. 

“Stop,” he gasped in an embarrassing giggle as her touch had tickled.

“Hold still,” laughed Tianna.

She grabbed again... and missed.

Martin’s penis now slid out of the bikini bottom and stood out long and hard erect from his crotch, shaking and wiggling as he dodged.  Tianna burst out laughing even harder at seeing this.  She now reached for his swinging dick.

Martin let out another girlish squeal... he couldn’t help himself.  Then he spun and tried to escape, but the heels were too much of a handicap and Tianna slipped around one side and cut him off.  As she did, she reached out and caught his nipple from the side, not quite directly square but enough to catch it between her pinchers.

She squeezed.

An incredible feeling radiated through Martin like a tidal wave.  The pinch hurt.  It hurt a lot.  His breasts were so amazingly sensitive and his nipples even more, and this hurt.  But it hurt in a way that frankly was erotic.  His whole body got turned on and his penis throbbed and his chest heaved and every cell flooded with horniness.  This was utterly shocking.  And in that moment of confusion, she grabbed his head.  The lower one.  She grabbed it between her pointer finger and her thumb and her hand spread over it like a blanket, holding it.

For an instant, they were both stunned.

This young woman had grabbed his penis!  At first, he told himself to panic, but his body suddenly wasn’t so sure it didn’t want her to keep holding it.  Humiliation followed.  This dumb girl held his dick!

For Tianna, this was more of a shock.  She’d wanted to grab his penis.  Why not?  Cassie said she could do anything and touching this man’s penis seemed like a way to show her power... to use her power.  Yet, that had seemed like a line she could not cross.  She was just a college girl after all.  He was some successful manager.  Sure, he’d been demoted and his own wife now controlled him and had made a sissy out of him, but still there was that barrier imposed upon her.

And now she held his dick.

They stood there frozen for what seemed like an eternity to both as both tried to understand what this meant.

“Well, this is interesting,” said Tianna finally.

Martin swallowed hard.  He wanted to demand that she unhand his penis... but what if she didn’t?  “Wh— what are you going to do?”  His tone betrayed his utter helplessness before her new power.

Tianna stared at him for several seconds.  Then she smiled.  She slowly gave it a single stroke.  Her smile grew.  Her eyes bore into his.  In them, Martin saw her brain figuring out what this meant.  It was a terrifying realization to see how this tiny moment was transforming this young woman.  Then she leaned forward and she kissed him.  Softly.  On the lips.

And then she giggled.

She let go of his erection.  She winked at him and she walked off.  Martin knew something had changed.


Chapter Five: “Collar and...”

—o—

Cassie lay on top of her husband.  She ran her fingers up his belly to his breasts.  His chest was naked.  He was naked.  She was naked too, though both still wore their makeup.  Both had long red nails.  Her fingers drifted over his curvy breasts.  His nipples were erect.  His areolas were swollen.

“I love your collar,” said Cassie and she touched his silver collar.

Martin blushed.  The collar embarrassed him.  It told the world of his new place as her submissive.  The woman at the restaurant recognized it.  He’d seen other shy glances as well.  Not everyone, but enough.

Cassie’s hand drifted to his thighs.  She brushed the backs of her nails along the inside of his thighs, right up to his balls and then pulled her fingers away before touching them.  The phantom touch made him shudder excitedly.  Her fingers felt electric against his skin.

“When this started, I wasn’t sure what to make of my husband wanting to be submissive,” she said.

She ran her fingers around his crotch, coming close enough to his balls and shaft that he could feel her aura, but never quite touching.  This teasing was making him tremble.  He wanted her to touch him so badly.

“What did you really want?” she said contemplatively.

She ran a finger up his shaft so close he could feel the warmth of her skin, but not quite touching.

“What did that mean for me?”

She pretended to circle the head of his penis with her fingertip.

“What would our friends think?”

She chuckled and ran her fingertip over his slit, barely touching it this time.  Martin felt a shock race through his penis at her touch and his penis throbbed.  It felt so good.  Then her finger pulled away.

“I guess we still don’t know that one.”

She moved her hand back to his thigh and lightly scraped her nails along the inside of this thigh, making him tremble and sending blood racing to his already full erection.

“Then I saw you in panties,” she purred.

She pulled her hand away to take his.  She gently pulled it down toward her pussy, where she deposited it.  Martin started to slide his fingers inside her.  She stopped him, however.

“Just the lips, darling.  You need to earn the rest.”

He slid his fingers along her lips.  They were very wet.  She moaned for a moment.  Then she ran her fingers up his thighs again, this time teasing a touch of his balls.

“I love how submissive you are, my little sissy.”

She kissed him on the lips.  Then she leaned forward and teased his nipple with her tongue, running it across the tip of his erect nipple, making him suck in a breath and his whole breast shudder and jiggle.

“I love that you have boobs now.”

She put her finger on his areola and circled it, being careful not to touch the nipple with her nail.

“My submissive little husband,” she giggled.

Then she kissed his nipple, sucking it in.  Then she very, very gently put her teeth on either side of it and she tugged.  Martin moaned.  And as she tugged a little harder, she felt his back arch and his chest draw toward her.  This was such a feminine motion and that made her positively flush.  She finally let go of his nipple and she pulled away, laughing softly at her feminized husband.  She never could have imagined such a response from him before, but now it was part of who he was.

She kissed the curve of his breast as her eyes settled on his collar once more.  His collar.  The open symbol of her control.  Would she make him wear it even if he somehow returned to being a man?  She thought she would.  He should be proud of her ownership.

“I love your collar,” she said again.  “It’s so classy, and yet, so naughty.”

She leaned forward and kissed his throat.

“There’s only one thing wrong with it?”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  There was a lot wrong with it, he thought.  It was humiliating for one thing.  It kept him dressed as a woman for another, as no man could get away with wearing this.  But what could she mean?

Cassie kissed his lips now.  “That’s why I got you the other one.”

Martin’s eyebrow rose even further.  “The other one?”

An impish grin appeared upon her lips.  “Oh, didn’t I tell you?  I got you a second collar... for special occasions.”

“You mean the necklace?”  He meant the one he’d worn to the restaurant.

Cassie’s impish smile grew.  “Wait here.”

Cassie rose from the bed and walked over to her vanity, where she had left a shopping bag.  She picked it up and pulled out a small item from it, wrapped in decorative paper.  She brought the item and the bag to the bed, where she sat down next to her husband’s prone form.  She crossed her legs and shook her leg excitedly.  Her nipples were hard.  Her lips wet.

As Martin watched with excitement and trepidation, Cassie unwrapped the paper.  As she did, a leather item came into view.  It looked like a leather necklace with a nearly two-inch-thick leather band in a red-brown leather.  At the front, however, was a wide, rounded tab that hung down from the band.  Worked into the leather of the tab, vertically, was a thick silver ring.

Martin bit his lip.  It looked like— like a— a—

“What is that?” asked Martin cautiously.

Cassie smirked.  “Let me give you a hint, darling,” she said.  Then she reached into the shopping bag and pulled out a long cord with a silver hook on one end that matched the ring and a double-wrapped loop on the other.

A leash.

Martin burned bright with embarrassment.  “No!  No way!”

Cassie laughed.  “Try it on, darling,” she teased.

“I’m not wearing a leash!”

“It would look so pretty on you... so appropriate,” said Cassie slyly.  Her leg shook excitedly.  Her lips were so wet.

Martin shook his head.

Cassie hooked the leash onto the collar and then playfully dropped the collar around his erection.  “Think of how excited you’ll be when I lead you around the house, my pet.  I might even take you for a walk in the park.”  She gave the collar a tiny tug with the leash, pulling his penis slightly.

Martin shuddered and shook his head again.

“You know you want to.”

Martin shook his head again.  He couldn’t bring himself to speak.  This was too embarrassing, he thought.  He could handle the dresses and the “Miss Cassie”’s and what not, but not this.

Cassie snickered.  Then she pulled the collar from his erection.  She slowly set it back in the bag.  “Maybe someday,” she sighed.  Then she rose to her feet.  She kissed him on the cheek.  “Go make us dinner, darling.”


Chapter Six: “I Am A Man”

—o—

Today had been too much, Martin told himself.

He was annoyed.

He was home from work and cleaning the kitchen as Cassie did “something” he was not allowed to see in the bedroom.  She got to lock the door when she wanted.  He didn’t.  That bothered him.  She got to do what she was doing in private.  He did not.  That bothered him.  He wasn’t even allowed to do it without permission.  That bothered him.

The fact he was wearing the pencil skirt and high heels bothered him too.  The tight bra around his chest bothered him.  The tight band around his waist from the pantyhose bothered him.  The fact he couldn’t pick anything up without considering his long, red nails bothered him.  The fact he couldn’t touch his face without smearing makeup bothered him.  The fact he could feel the tug of gravity on his breasts bothered him.  Martin Lisa Marie Florence... that bothered him.

What bothered him most, though, was Darren.

Sniveling little assistant Darren came up to him today right in front of the other women and patted Martin right on the butt.  On the butt!  They all giggled or chuckled or smirked too.  Darren shot him a superior look.  All Martin could do was glare back and try to pull his rear away from the outstretched hand.  He felt helpless.

Worse... he got hard.

That’s what really bothered Martin the most: he got hard.

His own dick betrayed him.  It got excited by his emasculation, his humiliation.

A sense of rebellion rose in Martin and it grew throughout the day.  Now he was home, cleaning the house as his wife did “whatever she did,” and he felt a very strong need to stand up to her... to stop being her sissy... to stop being a woman.  He wanted to be a man, to put his foot down, to feel in control.

Cassie came to the kitchen.

She wore a loose top, white shorts and brown wedge-heeled sandals.  There was a glow about her that Martin recognized.  Why did his wife get to masturbate whenever she wanted and to do so in private, without permission, when he could only do it under her supervision?

His rebellion grew.

Cassie came up behind him as he washed a pot in the sink.  She slipped her arms around him and hugged him from behind, resting her head against his back.  She smiled.  Then she kissed him on the back of the neck.  “What a good little husband you are, Lisa,” she purred.

Martin shuddered.  His skin crawled.  But his penis grew traitorously.

“I need to talk to Tianna about the trip,” she said.  She kissed him again.  “You be a good girl.  I’ll be back.”

With that, she slipped out of the kitchen.

Martin heard her heels echo off the hardwood floor in the front hall.  Then he heard her go out the front door.  Suddenly, his need to rebel became overwhelming.  It was time to become a man again!

Martin dried his hands and tottered quickly to the bedroom.

Without even thinking about what he was doing, Martin yanked off his blouse.  He unzipped his skirt and worked it down his hips, leaving him in the bra, a pair of pink panties, some tan hose, and the tall heels.  He pulled his leg up behind him and pulled off one of the heels.  Then he did the other.  He dropped both shoes to the floor.  The skirt and the blouse already lay on the floor.

Martin started toward his underwear drawer.  He knew his last pair of male underwear where in there.  He stuck his hand in there, reaching past the folded panties to find it.  He found them and pulled them out.  He then stripped off the pink panties and let them fall to the floor.

With his flaccid penis swinging in front of him, he moved to the closet.  Here, he opened his side and pulled out a pair of slacks and a dress shirt, things he had not worn for perhaps two weeks now, maybe more.  He laid them on the bed and he yanked the briefs up his legs into place.

They fit awkwardly.

It seemed his hips might be a little wider than they had been and his rear was certainly bigger, so his briefs fit more snuggly than they had before.  Also, having not worn briefs since this all began so long ago, they felt unnatural, tugging in areas he was not accustomed to tugging, seemingly laying in the wrong places, the material feeling thick and heavy and coarse, and their coverage feeling oddly restrictive.

They weren’t comfortable.

He was not deterred, however.

Martin stepped into the slacks and pulled them up his legs.  At least, he tried.  When they got to his hips and rear, they hit a flabby wall and stopped.  Martin was shocked.  He turned to look into the mirror and saw that his rear had grown enough that his pants didn’t fit easily and the way they pushed up into his cheeks rather than sliding over them had the same appearance as his now-too-small bra did when it pushed up his breasts.  Could his rear really have gotten that big?

“No, the pants must have shrunk,” he told himself.

But how would they?

Martin bit his lip and forced the pants over his rear.  He got them into place, though they were very tight and very uncomfortable.  Zipping them up proved even harder, but he managed.  That said, walking around, it felt like the seams might split with each motion.

Martin heard a laugh behind him.  He spun around.  It was Cassie.

“Trying to be a man, honey?” snickered Cassie.

Martin blushed.  “I— well— comfort— I thought it might be more comfortable to wear pants around the house.”

Cassie shook her head dismissively.  “Who decides what you wear, Martin?”

“Well, but I mean—”  He bit his tongue.

“Who, Martin?”

He bowed his head.  “You do, Miss Cassie.”

“And you know I don’t want you wearing ugly little boy clothing, don’t you?”

Martin winced.  She wanted him dressed like a woman, that was true.  But he didn’t want to be a woman anymore.  He wanted to be a man.  Why couldn’t he just tell her that?  Why had he become so meek?  This wasn’t what he wanted at all.  He wanted her to pretend to be in charge.  He still wanted to be able to tell her what to do even as he got to enjoy the erotic thrill of submitting.  How had her control become real?!  How had he become genuinely submissive?

“I want to be a man,” he blurted out suddenly.

“You’re not a man, darling.”

“I am a man,” he insisted.

Cassie looked him up and down.  Then she sighed.  “All right, man,” she said with a snide emphasis on the word.  “Then get dressed.”

Martin raised a suspicious eyebrow.  “Really?”

“You said you’re a man, so get dressed.”  Cassie picked up the dress shirt and handed it to her husband.  “Here, put it on.”

Martin took the shirt and started to slip it up his arms.

Cassie shook her head.  “Uh uh uh... take off the bra first.”

Martin bit his lip.  “All right,” he said cautiously.

—o—

Martin stood before the mirror.

He was dressed like a man, but that’s about as close as it came.  None of it fit right.  The pants were too tight and could not hide his femininely shaped hips and rear.  His briefs felt awkward.  His shirt was too narrow around his waist and too tight around his chest.  He could barely close the buttons.  What’s more, his nipples were being rubbed raw by the coarse shirt.  His face in the mirror... with his makeup, he looked like a woman – quite an attractive woman actually.  Without the makeup, he looked... strange.  His eyebrows were too narrow and too high and too arched to belong to a man.  His lips were too pouty and too feminine as well.  These were women’s lips.  His hair too.  His hair had been brushed back but still looked feminine.

He was not a man.

Well, maybe he was technically, but he didn’t look it.  And in men’s clothes, his failures as a man really stood out.  He could never leave the house like this.  It seemed, he was trapped.

Cassie came up behind him and gently kissed him on the cheek.  “Change back.  Then clean up this mess, darling.”

The point had been made.

Martin had some serious thinking to do.

—o—

Martin lay in bed that night.  He had a problem.

Martin wanted to be a man again, right?  Well, what kind of man could he be with breasts and inflated lips, girly eyebrows, and silky smooth skin?  The lips would fade though and his hair would grow back.  He could also shave his head or something to fix the girly cut.  The breasts though... they weren’t going away.  What’s more, he was starting to realize that they might just grow bigger than Cassie had promised with her plan of him having breasts only they knew about.  That meant he wouldn’t be able to hide them.  In fact, he wasn’t sure he could hide them even now.  And he had no choice but to wear a bra.  Going without was just too uncomfortable.

That was bad.

Worse, he worried about the other changes, the ones he couldn’t see.  He could tell himself that he only obeyed his wife because he had no choice, but he knew there was more to it.  He didn’t know if he just liked it – Heaven knows he got hard enough – or if there was something truly submissive growing inside him now, but he struggled to stand up to her.

And what about the stupid girl next door?  How could he let her boss him around?  She wasn’t even confident about being in control and yet he somehow could never quite manage to regain control.  If anything, he almost seemed to be craving being under her thumb, a shocking realization... and one he refused to believe.

“Not her.”

And then there was work.

“Work,” he thought with a shudder.

The feel of Darren’s warm, firm hand on his rear made him shudder with icy humiliation.  He was a man.  He did not want to be touched by another man!  Worse, Darren was determined to humiliate him and there was nothing Martin could do to stop him.  And that wasn’t all.  Being beneath the girls was humiliating but that somehow turned him.  How could it turn him on?!  What did that say about him?!  What if— what if it got worse?  What if he did— something?  He didn’t want to finish the thought, but he knew he was worried he might start to embrace it.  He needed to end this whole work fiasco before something bad happened.

But how?  He had no other job.  His attempts to find one had led to nothing but rejections or silence.  And he wasn’t exactly “dressed” to find something in any event.  In fact, he realized, he had a problem:  what would he do if he actually got an interview for a managerial position tomorrow?  How would he make himself look like a man again for the interview?

This was a real problem and he needed a solution.

He also needed to lower his expectations.  The idea was humiliating, but he’d applied to all the manager positions he could find – even the assistant manager positions, and he’d gotten nothing.  It was time to try for something lower.

It seemed he was falling down the corporate ladder.

But even that would take time, he knew.  What would he do in the meantime?  What would he do about work?  He imagined Darren’s hand on his bottom again and knew he could not go back.  He saw the smug look in young Hailey’s eyes as he served her coffee and called her “Ma’am” and knew he could not go back.  There had to be a way out?  But how?

Then it hit him.

There was:  Miss Smith’s offer.


Chapter Seven: “Insurance”

—o—

It was Saturday afternoon.  Cassie and Monica were due at the airport in about an hour.  It was time for their flight to Paradise Island.  Martin felt oddly relieved.  With this problem of him seemingly sinking deeper into submission, he thought a week off from needing to be his wife’s slave would be helpful for him to reorient himself and to find his footing toward freedom, even if he was effectively trapped as a woman.  Despite that, he told himself, he would spend the week trying to get used to flats again, he would shop for men’s pants that fit and get used to those, he would make a thousand phone calls for jobs – he had swallowed his pride and decided he would look for non-management-level jobs, and he would generally just try to become a man again.

At the same time though, he had also resolved to agree to Miss Smith’s demands.  Whatever it was she wanted – she wanted him to be a maid or something like that, right? – would be better than staying at the office.  This was his ticket to escape the girls and Darren and whatever might happen next, even if it meant letting Smith ogle him in a maid costume or whatever silliness she had planned.  Without Cassie around, he could do this too because she would never know he went to Smith’s home rather than the office.  He knew it was a mistake not to tell Cassie, but he assured himself that by the time she got back, he would have found a new job and she would never need to know.

That was the plan.  It might not seem like much, but he felt positive momentum from it.  Hence, this was going to be a good week.  Thus, he was relieved to see them go, even if their going showed how low he had become as a husband compared to his now powerful wife.

This would be his week!

Right now, though, he was helping Cassie pack... and Tianna was watching.  Cassie dumped a summer dress into her large suitcase and jammed a pair of sandals in next to it.  She set her makeup kit in the smaller suitcase.  Both suitcases were on the bed.  She closed both suitcases.

“Monica will be here any moment,” she said.

Martin nodded.  He wore the pinstripe pencil skirt and the slippers.  Above, he wore a white blouse with long sleeves and the bra.  It was rather tight.  Cassie wore shorts and a blouse and wedges.  Tianna wore a yellow romper and white wedges.

Cassie glanced at Martin’s face and then his chest.  His boobs pressed into the blouse, showing the line of his bra with his boobs pressing over the cups.  It was clear the bra no longer fit.

“We’ll get you a bigger bra when I get back, unless you and Tianna want to get one,” she said.

Martin shivered at the idea of Tianna taking him out to buy a bra.  “I’ll wait,” he said.

Cassie rolled her eyes at Martin’s misplaced ego.  “All right.”  She then finished zipping the larger suitcase closed and set it on its wheels on the ground before turning her attention to her husband again.  “We’ll be gone a week, but you can reach me by phone if you need something.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “You’re giving me back my phone?”

“Tianna will have it.”

Martin pursed his lips.  Tianna.  He really didn’t want to ask Tianna to use his own phone.  Still, the fact he could access it would make it easier to hunt for jobs.  It would also help him feel more independent again once he got it from Tianna, which was exactly what he needed – he was sure he could get it from her.  This was shaping up to be a good week, he thought.

There was more, however.

Cassie picked up her purse and, from it, she pulled a credit card.  For a moment, Martin thought she was going to hand it to him.  After all, what if he needed to buy something while she was gone?  But then, to his horror, she handed the credit card to Tianna.

“If you need anything, ask Tianna,” said Cassie.

Martin withered.  Now he would need to beg Tianna to buy him something?!  Just the thought of that was embarrassing!  Yet, he watched helplessly as Tianna took his financial dependence and stuck it in the pocket of her romper.  He felt very small.  It was about to get worse too.

“Tianna will watch you while I’m gone,” said Cassie.

Martin rolled his eyes, but he knew that was coming.

“She’s in charge.”

Martin burned with shame, though he knew that was coming too.  Either way, it wouldn’t change his plans.  He mainly saw her on weekends only and he had no plans to do yard work this week, so she wouldn’t be in charge of much.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

Cassie turned to Tianna.  “Don’t let him do anything you think he shouldn’t.”

Tianna threw a salute.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Cassie giggled.  She zipped the smaller suitcase.  Then she turned to Martin with a serious look upon her face.  “I don’t want you masturbating while I’m gone unless I give you permission.”

Martin blushed.  It was bad enough his wife would talk in this way about that, but letting Tianna hear it was embarrassing.  Worse, Tianna snickered when she said it, making his blood boil with shame.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

Cassie glanced at Tianna again but spoke to Martin.  “I know Tianna can’t watch you all the time, so I’ve come up with another solution.”

Martin raised a cautious eyebrow.  “Wh— what solution?”

Cassie fished around inside her purse as Martin watched nervously.  Suddenly, she pulled something made of rose-gold metal from her purse.  It was shaped like a flaccid penis.  Martin recognized it right away and was shocked!

It was a chastity device.

“Wh— what is that for?” gasped Martin.

“This will make sure you don’t play with yourself,” said Cassie in a matter-of-fact tone.

“You’re joking!”  Martin was horrified by the idea.  How could he let his wife lock his dick away?  Wasn’t it bad enough she had effectively turned him into a woman?  Now she wanted to effectively castrate him?!

“This will help,” said Cassie, ignoring his shock.

She held it out for him and Martin recoiled.

“Go on, darling, put it on.”

Martin bit his lip.  He couldn’t put that on!  He couldn’t let her castrate him!  Besides, this was going to be his week.  He was going to regain his independence.  How could he regain his independence if his wife locked his dick away?!  How could he be a man without a dick?  He had plans.  He was going to be a man.  He was going to revel in his freedom.  Frankly, he even planned to masturbate.  But now— now his dick was no longer his.  That was the only masculine thing he had left!  His nails, his breasts, they made it impossible to be a man.  Only his dick remained manly!  His whole plan to become a man again suddenly seemed on the verge of failure.

Then it got worse.

Cassie stuck the device into his outstretched hand – when had he stretched out his hand?  He didn’t remember doing that.  She told him to put it on now.  Then she turned to Tianna, the terribly dumb girl who should be looking up to him, and she suddenly held out a key.

The key.

Martin’s jaw dropped.  “You— you can’t!” he gasped.

Cassie ignored him or didn’t hear him.  “Hold this,” said Cassie to Tianna.

Tianna snickered and took it.

“Don’t let him out unless I approve it.”

“Will do.”

Cassie turned back to Martin and saw he was still holding the device.  “Well?”

Martin wanted to tell her to take a hike.  He wasn’t going to wear this and she couldn’t make him.  But somehow, that didn’t happen.  Instead, Martin submissively reached behind his back and unzipped his skirt even as he told himself he would never put this device on... never let Tianna hold the key.  He worked it down over his wide, womanly hips and wiggly rear and then let it fall to the ground even as he told himself it was time to tell his wife off.  It was time to end this.  He pulled down his panties next.  His penis was hard as a rock and stood out in front of him.  He saw it and blushed.

“Don’t do this,” he told himself but somehow the presence of these two women intimidated him.

He set the device against his erection and saw it would not fit.

“How do I make it smaller?” he said as if in a dream... or nightmare.

“Play with it, darling.  It will shrink after,” said Cassie.

Martin stared at her in horror.  She wanted him to masturbate, in front of them both, so she could stick this evil device on his dick and effectively castrate him?  He couldn’t do it!

And yet... he did.  He didn’t know why.

“If you need anything, give me a call,” said Cassie to Tianna as Martin started masturbating.  Both women essentially ignored the man in the blouse with panties and a skirt wrapped around his high-heel encased feet as he masturbated right in front of them.  He had never felt so small and powerless.  It drove him to a massive erection.

“No problem,” said Tianna.

“Of course, you’re free to punish him as you see fit to keep him in line.  Hopefully, he behaves.”

“I think he will.”

“He’s generally become quite obedient, but there are moments when his ego gets the better of him.  Just let him know who’s boss and that usually goes away fairly quickly.”

“Will do.”

“Feel free to use the card if he needs something,” said Cassie.  “But don’t let him have the card.  You use it for him.”

Tianna chuckled.  “Will do.”

They both looked at Martin, who had been shaking his erection faster and faster even as his eyes and ears were fixated on their conversation.  His penis was throbbing and he was very close to coming.

“Hurry up, darling,” said Cassie.  She glanced at her watch.

Suddenly, Martin’s penis spewed out his seed all over the floor.  The women looked down and giggled.

“Make sure he cleans that up,” said Cassie to Tianna.  Tianna agreed.

Cassie then took the device from Martin.  She opened it.  She stuck it around his penis, pushing his deflating shaft into it and closed it.  She held up the device to show the keyhole.  Tianna inserted the key and locked it.  Then she stuck the key into her romper pocket once more.

“I feel safer already,” chuckled Cassie.

Martin looked down at the penis prison in horror.  He was still in a sort of trance.  This all seemed so surreal.  “I— I can’t wear this.”

“Don’t worry, darling.  You’ll get used to it.  The men online all seem to love the submissive feeling that comes with it.”  She then kissed him on the cheek.  “I need to go.  Monica is here.  Be a good boy.  I don’t want to hear any complaints from Miss Tianna.”  She then grabbed her bags.

And like that, she was gone.


Chapter Eight: “Get Dressed”

—o—

Cassie was gone.

“Let’s get you dressed,” said Tianna.

Martin raised an eyebrow at her.  He was under the assumption that now that Cassie and Monica were gone, Tianna would go home and leave him to his own devices, not to be confused with the device.  She would “watch,” sure, but from a distance.  What did she want him getting dressed for?  That said, he wouldn’t mind some clothes.  He felt rather naked in just the bra, the heels and the device.

“For what?” he asked.

“We’re going to the mall,” said Tianna.

Martin’s eyebrow rose even higher.  “The mall?  For what?”

“I need to do some shopping and Cassie said you could take me.  I don’t have a car.”

Martin licked his lips cautiously.  “You want me to drop you off?”

“No, you’re coming with me.  I’m supposed to watch you, remember?”

“From a distance.”

Tianna laughed.  “How am I going to watch you from a distance?”  She stepped over to him and threw her arm around his shoulders.  “No, you and I are about to become best buds.  Now get dressed so you can take me to the mall.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  Best buddies?  She was going to what?  Move in?  He shook his head vigorously.  She couldn’t!  He wouldn’t allow it.  She wasn’t moving in.  She wasn’t going to ‘watch him’ like that!  How would he regain his independence?  How would he feel like a man?

“I— wha— no—”

“Come on, get dressed,” she said, ignoring his attempted refusal.

“I don’t even have any men’s clothes that fit!” he protested.  It wasn’t quite what he wanted to say, but his mind was a mess of confusion, shock and flailing resistance and this was what came out.

Tianna snickered.  “Then this will be even more interesting.  Let’s get you dressed.”

Tianna stepped to the closet.  Martin was still stunned.  Did she really intend to stay at the house?  Would she really watch him that closely?  Was she really taking him to the mall?  What would he wear?  He really only had professional clothes which would stand out at the mall or bedroom clothes which would really stand out.  He couldn’t go to the mall in either.

“Here we go,” said Tianna.  She pulled a pair of shorts from the closet.  They were tan walking shorts.  They were Cassie’s and, unfortunately, Martin knew they would fit him.  They would be tight around his jiggly feminine rear, but that was the style.  They would be short on him too, with the cuffed legs stopping above mid-thigh, but that was the style too.

Martin licked his lips nervously.

“And how about this,” said Tianna as she pulled a top from a hanger.

The top was white silk with spaghetti straps and no sleeves.  It was thin, ephemeral, and would hide nothing.

“My bra will show through that!” gasped Martin.

“And?”

“I’m not showing my bra!”

A wicked little grin appeared upon Tianna’s lips.  “All right.  Then you’ll go without.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  That would be infinitely worse!  Not only would his nipples drag across the shirt, but they would show.  They would show almost as much as if he went topless!

“Wait, I’ll wear it!” he said.

“Too late,” said Tianna playfully.

“Seriously, I can’t go around like this.”

“You shouldn’t have argued.  Now get dressed, girly.”  She handed him the panties she scooped up from the floor.

Martin cringed.  How could this dumb girl be put in charge of him?  Worse, how could he let her order him around?  Humiliate him like this?  Unfortunately, he knew he could do nothing about it.  She had too much control.  His wife’s ownership.  Her power to expose him.  The power to punish him.  It was all too much to resist.  And how could he resist anyways?  He couldn’t be a man, not with these breasts and these lips and these nails.  He had no money with which to change any of that.  And who knows how his wife would react if he tried?  No, he was trapped.

Martin unhappily snatched the panties from Tianna.  He turned his back to her to slip into them.  It wasn’t like she hadn’t seen his penis already or the device, but somehow he felt the need for some bit of modesty at least.

Tianna snickered at the gesture.

Martin, meanwhile, pulled the panties up his legs.  As he did, he became very conscious of the device.  It felt so foreign to have something cold and metal encasing his penis.  It touched his thighs too and got pushed around by the panties.  It was very distracting.

It made him blush.

Then he took the shorts and pulled those into place.  He was happy they made the panties and the device disappear, but otherwise, they were very snug and very feminine.  He felt like a fool wearing them.  Finally, he slipped into the blouse.  He glanced into the mirror.  As he feared, his nipples showed prominently through the blouse and his areolas showed as shadows through the see-through white material.  What’s more, his globes pushed out the tight blouse and seemed to shake and jiggle as he moved.

This was humiliating!

“I can’t wear this,” he said with deep shame.

Tianna looked up from the closet where she was hunting for the perfect shoes for him.  “Why not?”

“Look at it!”

Tianna shrugged her shoulders.  “Your boobs are showing.”

The casual way she said he had “boobs” shook his manhood.  “And my nipples.  Even these things,” he said pointing to his areolas.  “Everyone will see all of it!”

Tianna smirked.  “And?”

Martin’s jaw dropped.   And?  That was her response?  Worse, she now handed him the white wedges to add to his outfit, the ones with the cork heels and no backs which Cassie had made him wear to do yard work.  They looked terribly girlish with this outfit.  This was embarrassing.

But Tianna would not relent.

—o—

Martin had never been so terrified as he was walking into the mall with Tianna.  Even the first time he stepped outside dressed as a woman had not been so difficult.  Nor had the time he came dressed as a man but left with women’s hair and nails.  Even going to work somehow had not been this terrifying.  It Tianna had let him wear his bra, it might not have been so bad, but she had not; she called it “a good lesson in obedience.”  Thus, he knew that anyone who came near him would see a woman’s chest jiggling away beneath the thin white top.  Breasts wiggling and jiggling.  Nipples erect.  The shadows of his enlarged areolas visible beneath the gossamer material.  He was going to draw a lot of attention.

Even beyond that though, this outfit was revealing and embarrassing.

The shorts were so tight they highlighted his shaved legs and girlish rear.  He knew panty lines showed prominently across his cheeks.  The sandals felt downright slutty between the way they slapped against his bare soles as he walked and the way they made his breasts shake and jiggle.

The purse bothered him too.  Men didn’t carry purses!  And like it or not, look like it or not, he was a man.  Worse, he couldn’t even find safety behind the facade of a woman.  To his mind, he looked like a slut between the bra-less breasts and the trampy wedge-slides.  His chest was there for all to see.  His legs were there for all to see.  The slap against his feet was a call to look at him.  And he couldn’t even walk normally in these shoes!  To keep them on his feet, he needed to sashay.

He felt utterly exposed.

And embarrassingly aroused.  Shamefully.

Indeed, as they entered the mall, he found his penis starting to grow hard.  He was desperate for it to stop.  It was bad enough he was showing his nipples and his breasts, the last thing he wanted to show was that he had a penis too!  He couldn’t stop it though.  It started to grow.

Then something strange happened.  As his penis inflated as it normally did, it filled the device.  Then... it stopped.  It hit the metal wall of the device and it stopped growing.  This was a jarring psychological feeling to him even as it physically felt only like pressure.  His penis had stopped growing.  He had not become hard.  He had not made an erection.  His manhood had been stymied.

What did this mean?

Before he could consider this, they came upon two older women walking in the other direction.  They looked Martin up and down, Tianna in her yellow romper and white wedges – a girlish look, a coy look – and Martin in the see-through blouse and slappy heels, a slutty look for sure, and they shook their heads disapprovingly.  Martin’s nipples swelled with aroused embarrassment.  His penis swelled too, but again remained soft.  His insecurity grew.

It didn’t stop either.

As Cassie marched Martin through the upper half of the mall, stopping in seemingly every store for something, Martin grew more and more sheepish as every woman seemed to give him either a dirty look or a knowing look.  Worse, the men all seemed to leer.  And Martin without any ability to get hard.

He had been emasculated.

There was worse to come too.

—o—

They sat at the food court.  Tianna sat on one side of the small table, Martin on the other.  Martin’s legs were crossed.  His backless wedge slide hung from his toes femininely.  His arms were crossed over his bulging chest; he felt self-conscious about his nipples being hard and showing so prominently.  He glanced around nervously.  His penis was trying to grow hard, but the device prevented it.  It was a strangely frustrating feeling, even as he definitely did not want an erection.

“You look nervous,” said Tianna.  She snacked on a plate of fries.

“Everyone’s watching,” said Martin.  He wiggled his slide nervously from side to side on his toes without realizing it.

Tianna giggled.  “Don’t you like the attention?”

Martin glared at her in response.  This made her chuckle.  She popped a fry into her mouth and was just about to offer some piece of advice when she looked past Martin and her eyes lit up.  Martin turned to see what she was looking at and he saw two young men approaching their table.  They looked to be Tianna’s age.  They looked like jocks.

“Look who we found,” said one of them.

Tianna blushed.  “Hi Rex.”

“Mind if we join you?”

Martin felt a chill race down his spine.  He shook his head at Tianna telling her “NO!” with his expression, but Tianna ignored him.  She motioned for them to sit and they did, one on either side of the table, completing the set of four.

“Who’s your friend?” asked Rex.

Tianna smiled slyly.  “This is Sissy,” she said, making Martin blush and shrink in his chair.  She then introduced the two boys as Rex and Carter.

“I haven’t seen her around school,” said Rex.

“She goes to a different school.  She’s just visiting.”  Tianna then smirked.  “She’s single.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  He shuddered nervously.

The others laughed and moved on.  They chatted for a bit about school and other things.  Slowly, the conversation turned toward dating, specifically if Tianna was dating anyone.  This topic made Martin increasingly uncomfortable, especially as Carter seemed to keep creeping closer to him.  Then Tianna and Rex left the table to get more food, leaving Carter and Martin alone.  Martin felt very nervous suddenly.  And then... Carter put his hand upon Martin’s.

“I like your nails,” said Carter to Martin.

Martin blushed brightly.  He tried to pull his hand away, but Carter’s grasp was too firm not to cause a scene if he yanked his hand away.  Martin didn’t know if doing that was wise.  How would a normal young woman react?  He glanced nervously toward Tianna, who was in line with Rex.

Suddenly, Carter took Martin’s hand in his.  Martin’s penis started to grow at the embarrassing touch.  Again, he felt the strange sensation or the device stopping it.  But his nipples were hard!

“Where do you go to school?” asked Carter.

“Uh, across town,” said Martin, trying to think where there might be a school.

“I like your necklace too.”

Martin blushed and looked again toward Tianna.

Suddenly, Martin felt the young man’s hand upon his thigh.  His penis shot to attention, at least it tried.  Embarrassingly, he felt pre-come make its tip wet.  His breathing became very jagged and nervous.

“I— uh—”

“We’re going dancing, Friday.  You should come with us,” said Carter.

Martin turned bright red.  “I— I can’t,” he squeaked.  He felt so nervous.  This was far worse than just making other men hard.  This was really emasculating.  He was a man.  He did not want to be the focus of another man’s attention!

And then the young man’s hand drifted up his thigh toward the hem of his shorts.  Martin tensed up.  He had no idea what to do.  He turned anxiously toward Tianna, hoping she would see him and save him.  The humiliation of needing to be saved by this young woman was intense, but he would happily bear it if she would just save him right now.  “I’ll do anything if she saves me,” he thought!

But she wasn’t there.

Martin stared in horror at the line.  Tianna was gone.

The young man’s hand reached the hem of his shorts and kept going.  Martin’s penis was pumping blood like mad but achieving nothing.  He felt even wetter.  He started to turn back to face the young man, unsure what he should do.

Suddenly, a shadow appeared over his shoulder.

Tianna was back.  She stood between him and Carter.  She reached down and slowly grabbed Carter’s hand almost disdainfully and pulled it away and dropped it on the table.  She rolled her eyes.

“I can’t leave you two alone anywhere, can I?” she said sarcastically.

Carter laughed and turned away.  Tianna and Rex joined them.  They began chatting again.  Martin sat there feeling vulnerable.  He had failed his first test as a woman.  He had needed Tianna to save him.  This was utterly embarrassing.  He told himself he would never mention this again, and certainly not to Cassie.

—o—

Tianna and Martin were home again.  Martin was still blushing.  Tianna chuckled periodically as she thought about their encounter at the mall.  Both were still dressed as they had been, Martin in the shorts, the see-through blouse and the wedges, Tianna in the yellow romper.

“You looked so scared,” she chuckled.

“I don’t like men,” grumbled Martin.  He blushed at Tianna rescuing him.

“Well, they like you and your little shake-your-butt thing.”

“I do not shake my butt!” protested Martin.

“Uh huh.”

“You certainly let Carter have his fun.”

Martin blushed.

“Seriously, another few inches and he was in for the quite the surprise.”  She chuckled.  “You too.”

Martin blushed even more.

Tianna sat down on the edge of the recliner and pulled off her wedges.  She dropped them to the floor and rubbed her toes with her hand.  She snickered.  “I should make you do this.  I’ll bet you give Miss Cassie tremendous foot rubs.”  She switched feet and rubbed her other toes now.  “I’ll bet you were hard as a rock,” she chuckled, thinking back to the mall.

Martin blushed even deeper.

“See,” snickered Tianna, seeing his blush.  “You probably wanted him to find your little joy stick, didn’t you?”

“I wasn’t hard!” growled Martin defensively.

“Sure you were.  I’ll bet you’re still hard.”

“Don’t you need to be going home?” said Martin.

Tianna smirked.  Suddenly, she shot out of the chair and came to him.  She reached for his shorts, and said, “Show me!” but Martin backed off just out of the range of her grip; his breasts shook embarrassingly.  She moved closer.

“Stop!”

She didn’t.  She moved in closer and grabbed again.  “Show me!”  Again, she missed.  Again, his breasts shook embarrassingly.  His penis tried to throb, but the device held it in check.

“I’m not hard!” he exclaimed.

“Prove it!”

Tianna managed to latch her hands upon the waistband of his shorts this time.  Martin tried to push her hands away, but she somehow held him off.  In fact, she held him off rather easily; was she stronger?  Had she been working out?  Or... for a fraction of a second, Martin’s mind went to the hormones.  Hadn’t Monica said something about loss of strength?  Could it be?

Before he could process this, Tianna grabbed his zipper and yanked it down.  Martin watched helplessly as his tight, feminine shorts opened like a flower and this young woman managed to pull them down his thighs, exposing his girlish white panties.  Rather than seeing them tented up, however, Tianna saw the flaccid-penis shape of the chastity device showing through the panties.  She had forgotten about it.

Martin blushed bright red.

Tianna pulled down his panties and reached for the metal device.  Martin tried to block her, but stopped when she furrowed her brow at him.

“Do you want to stand in the corner all weekend?  Do you want me to paddle you?” she said sharply.

Martin bit his lips and withdrew his hands.

Tianna now stared at his penis trapped inside the rose-gold metal frame with shock and amazement.  Any shyness preventing her from toying with this man’s penis was gone.  She shook it.

“Huh,” she said.

Martin blushed bright red.  This was embarrassing.

Tianna poked it.  As she did, Martin’s penis inflated.  She saw it fill the cage completely... and then stop.  It had nowhere else to grow and no other way to grow.  It could not retreat to get hard either, nor could it travel in a different direction to get hard.  It just stopped growing.  It remained soft.

Her eyes grew large at this realization.

“Huh,” she said heavily.

Martin shrank.

She touched it.  Martin blushed.  She put her fingers on either side of the cage and gave it a jiggle.  It stayed soft.  She began to grin.  She jerked the cage from side to side.  Martin burned with shame; this mere girl was playing with his penis and there was nothing he could to about it!

“You can’t get hard,” she said with a snicker.

“I can,” he said defensively.

“Not in this.”  She squeezed his balls.  Martin felt intense erotic feelings racing through him, turning him on and making him horny.  He could do nothing about it though; he could not even get hard.  Not that he wanted to, mind you, not for this girl... but it would have been nice.  “You can’t get hard,” she repeated with a soft laugh.

Martin turned bright red.  “It’s the device.”

“You can’t get hard!”

Martin shrank even more.

“Ha!” laughed Tianna.  “Your wife goes on the vacation of a lifetime to do who knows what and she leaves you here without even the ability to get hard.  She owns you so badly!”

“It’s fine,” snapped Martin in embarrassment.

“No, it isn’t,” insisted Tianna.  “If you can’t get hard, you can’t please yourself.  You can’t even react like a normal man.  She’s literally locked up your manhood, not just your dick!  It’s like you’re impotent!”

The word made Martin shudder.  He was not impotent!

Tianna grabbed his balls and tickled them.  Then she shook them.  Then she grabbed the device and shook it once more.  His penis filled the cage, but nothing more.  He could not get hard.

“You’re totally a girl,” she laughed.  Then she shook her head.  “No, girls can get excited.  They can get off.  You can’t.  You’re— I don’t even know what the word is.  Neutered... castrated?!”

Martin shrank even more.

Then she patted his erection through the cage.  “Poor little guy,” she giggled.

Martin felt about as small as the heels on his feet.  This dumb girl had humiliated him; she was his superior.  He was nothing to her.  He almost wanted to cry, only this strange naughty feeling came over him and he suddenly felt very, very submissive.  He immediately tensed up to fight it, but it laughed at him from the inside:  Tianna is superior to you.

What could he say?

Tianna finally stopped laughing a few moments later.  “All right, dickless.  Time for dinner.”

“What— what are we having for dinner?”

Tianna shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t know.  Cassie said you were a good cook.  Go make me something.”  Then she sat down on the recliner, crossed her legs and watched him with a smug look on her face.

Martin bit his lip.  Apparently, he was to be this girl’s servant now.


Chapter Nine: “Laura Smith”

—o—

Monday morning came.

It was time to go to work.  Only, he wasn’t going to the office today.  He had called Miss Smith on Sunday to tell her he would surrender.  He would agree to do whatever it was she wanted rather than go back to the office.  That was his solution to escaping from Erin and Hailey and Darren and the rest... he was going to Laura Smith’s home.  She had sounded pleased.

Now he waited on the porch, full of dread.

He rung the doorbell.  He wore the serving dress and the tall black open-toed pumps.  This outfit was servile yet professional look.  He figured it would be best.  She wanted a servant after all.  He waited nervously, wondering how she would respond.  Would she laugh?  Would she be excited?  No doubt she would be smug, he thought.  But what would she be beyond that?

He began to wonder if this wasn’t a mistake.

Laura Smith opened the door.  She wore a short black dress made of lace and mesh and black high-heeled sandals.  Despite the delicate lace dress and the flirty, unstable heels, there was something iron about her demeanor.  A triumphant smile appeared upon her lips.

“Hello, Martin,” she said.

Her eyes gloated.  She licked her lips savoring her victory.

Smith stepped aside and Martin walked past her into the house.  She then led him to a large library.  The room, perhaps forty by forty, was decorated in rich browns and golds.  Books were stacked on shelves fifteen feet high.  A massive desk dominated the center of the room.  Two brown leather couches stood before it, facing each other.  Lying across one of the couches was a black and white maid dress.  Tall stiletto sandals stood before the couch, the kind with a minimum of straps and requiring a maximum of balance and skill, similar to those she wore.

Martin winced at seeing the uniform.

“I expect my staff to be appropriately dressed,” said Smith, pointing to the maid dress.  “Get dressed.”

“What— uh, what exactly am I going to be doing?” asked Martin cautiously.

“Whatever I want.”

—o—

Martin was suddenly very leery.  He had thought Miss Smith just wanted to embarrass him, to make him bend his knee and tell her that she was boss, but clearly she wanted more than that.  Coming here might have been a mistake, he knew now, but he was stuck.  If he didn’t do what she wanted, she would fire him.  If he got fired, Cassie would find out for sure.  She would be furious that he had done this without asking her.  And what would they do if he lost this job?  To avoid that, he had no choice but to do whatever Smith wanted and to hope that he found a job this week.  That meant putting on the maid costume.  It meant bending to her will, whatever that made be.

Martin reached for the dress.  “Where can I dress?” he asked.

“Right here.”

To his surprise, Smith did not leave the room as he expected.  This was more evidence that she wanted more than just a maid.  Martin took a deep breath and reminded himself he’d chosen this path.  He could do this.  It was better than Darren touching his butt or Hailey making him call her “Miss.” After all, Smith was a gorgeous woman and what could she really want?

He slowly reached behind his back and unzipped his dress.  He pulled it over his head, revealing his panties, stockings, and the girdle.  Smith’s smug look grew all the more smug.  Then she noticed something... a bump in his panties, but not the kind of bump she expected.  She came to him and yanked down his panties without the slightest hint of seeking permission.

The device came into view as his panties went down.  Martin instinctively thrust his hands down to block the view, but she had already seen it.  Smith put her hands on her hips and laughed.

“Trying to hide it?  Or won’t your wife let you out to play?” she said.

Martin blushed.

“That’s all right, Martin,” continued Smith with a smirk.  “We won’t be needing it.”  She then pulled his panties lower.  “Or these.”  They dropped to his ankles.

Martin twisted his lip.  “Yes, Miss Smith.”

Smith stepped back to the couch opposite the one with the dress and sat down, crossing her legs and throwing her arms along the back of the couch in a grand sweeping gesture.  She wiggled her foot excitedly as she watched him continue changing.  She grinned maliciously.

Martin swallowed hard, but had no choice but to continue.  He pulled his feet from the panties and stepped out of them.  He picked them up and set them on the couch.  Then he stepped out of the open-toed pumps and set those aside.  He picked up the maid dress.  He stood on his toes the whole time without realizing it.

The maid dress was fluffy and satiny and thoroughly meant for play, not work.  It was a costume, but what a costume it was!  On a woman, this would look incredible.  On Martin... it would be pure humiliation.  He slipped it over his head and felt his manhood wither as it drifted down into place.  This was perhaps the most feminine, most embarrassing thing he’d worn yet.  The skirt portion of the dress floated over his thigh.  Its hem ran to perhaps mid-thigh, only it was held up and out by white crinoline, which gave him the feeling of ticklish air against his crotch and balls and thighs.  It made him feel naked below his hips.  And in some ways, he was.  With the skirt up and out of the way, only the crinoline protected his penis and his balls, and in that, it was little more than a thin veil.

The bodice of the dress hugged his torso tightly, fitting snugly over the girdle.  It had decorative laces meant to suggest a corset; Martin knew how real corsets felt and understood the appeal of being bound like this.  The collar was wide and square and showed his breasts like a picture in a frame.  It put his cleavage on full display.  He was thankful he had not worn the pendant as he had originally considered.

Just wearing this dress threatened his manhood, not that there was much left.

As Martin worked his breasts into place, a nip here, a tuck there, a squeeze, Smith let out a cynical laugh and she came to touch them.  Her eyes were enormous and filled with wonder.

“My my, Martin,” she said incredulously.  “I knew you were becoming a little girlish, but these?”

Martin blushed.  “It was my wife’s idea,” he said softly.

Smith squeezed his breasts and then ran one finger down his cleavage.  The grin on her face spoke volumes.  Then her eyes shifted upward.  She noticed his collar.  Her grin became more smirk-like.  “This was her idea too?”

Martin blushed even more.  “Yes, Miss Smith.”

“I’m liking your wife more and more.”  Smith stepped back.  “Put on the heels.”

“Yes, Miss Smith.”

Martin grabbed the first sandal.  To his boss’s surprise, Martin lifted his leg behind him and slid the sandal onto his foot as if he’d been doing this his whole life.  He even threaded the strap and buckled it with his foot still in the air.  These were tall stilettos too.  Most women couldn’t do that.  It made her wet to think this one-time masculine man she’d hired to enforce her will had been so wonderfully emasculated.  She swelled with a feeling of dominance.

“You’re full of surprises,” she snickered.

Martin blushed

“All right, Martin,” said Smith.  “Let’s get some things clear.  First, I’m in charge.  If you have any doubt, look at what you’re wearing.  You will do what I tell you, when I tell you without even a hint of resistance.  Resistance will be punished, do you understand?”

Martin nodded.  “Yes, Miss Smith.”

“If you do well, I will reward you.  If you do not, I will punish you.  Do you understand?’

Martin swallowed hard at the “punish” word.  “Yes, Miss Smith.”

“Any questions?”

Martin shifted uneasily in the tall, unstable heels.  These were almost as bad as the slippers.  And the dress embarrassed him, making him feel like his dick was exposed, which it was apart from the crinoline veil.  “No, Miss Smith.”

Smith stepped closer.

“Before we begin, there’s a ritual I like to use with new... staff.”  She laced the word “staff” with innuendo and she put her hand upon his penis.  Martin could smell her perfume now she was so close.  It was sweet.  His heart raced nervously.  “On your knees.”

Martin knew not to resist.  He cautiously lowered himself to his knees.  He felt foolish on his knees before this woman.  Actually, he felt a tiny bit afraid.  She had always intimidated him, even apart from his submissive streak.  Being here now was frightening, especially not knowing what she had in mind.

“From manager to this,” she chuckled.

Martin blushed deeply.

Then he suddenly realized she held a riding crop.  Where had that come from, he wondered?  It had been on the opposite couch but he hadn’t noticed it as he was focused on the maid uniform.  It was now in her hand... to what purpose?

She slipped it under his chin.

“I don’t like disobedience,” she said, though something in her tone suggested she would at least enjoy correcting it very much.

Martin trembled.

She lowered the tip of the crop to his skirt and slid it beneath the crinoline, beneath his balls, lifting them with the tip.  “I don’t like my offers being rejected either,” she said.

Martin trembled even more.  Having his balls hang from the crop felt dangerous.

“Show me that you understand your place,” she said.

Martin bit his lip.  He wasn’t sure what to do.  Then Smith stepped back away from him two paces.  She stuck out her foot in its high-heeled sandal.  She pointed to it.  Martin knew instantly what she wanted.  She wanted him to worship her foot.  The idea made him cringe and shudder, but at the same time, his time with Cassie’s feet and shoes triggered something within him that also aroused him.  This actually turned him on!  He felt rather ashamed suddenly... but irresistibly drawn to her foot.

“Show me your obedience,” she said.

Despite all his better judgment, Martin slowly leaned forward until his face came to her foot.  He could see her toes and their red-painted nails through her black stockings.  He could smell her perfume mixed with the musty smell of her feet and the leather of the shoe... and he was excited.

He stuck out his tongue.

As Martin licked and sucked on his boss’s feet, feeling far too turned on for his pride, she slipped the riding crop behind him and toyed with his crack.  She was enjoying this.  Another man brought to his submissive knees before her.  She felt powerful.  She was powerful.


Chapter Ten: “The Crop”

—o—

Martin was relieved to be home again.  He really hadn’t expected Smith to act the way she had.  He thought she wanted him to prance around the house in dresses to embarrass him: a revenge thing for turning down her offer.  Maybe she was curious about the panties he’d worn.  That was it.  He had no idea she would be... active.

After making him lick her stockinged-feet for what seemed like hours, she paddled him.  She actually paddled him!  Well, whipped really.  She had used the crop and boy had it stung!

“You’ve been a bad boy, Martin, turning down my offer,” she said.

He was still on his knees at this point.  His tongue was dry.  His penis, unfortunately, was trying to get hard.  She stood over him in her lace dress and her sharp stiletto sandals.  She held the riding crop in one hand and was tapping it against the palm of the other.  Tap.  Tap.

“But I am here,” he said cautiously.

Her glare sharpened.  “It doesn’t really matter, Martin.”  Tap.  Tap.  “You turned me down, Martin.  You turned me down several times.  I don’t like being turned down, even once.”  Tap.  Tap.

Martin watched the tip of the crop land in her palm and withdraw, land and withdraw.  There was something hypnotic about that, but also something terrifying.  He recalled being paddled by his wife with the hairbrush.  That had hurt far more than one might think.  He couldn’t imagine how this crop would feel.

“I—”  He didn’t know what to say.

Smith ignored him anyway.  “I think it’s time I showed you the consequences of disobedience,” she told him.

She motioned to the floor and instructed Martin to bend down as if bowing to a divine queen.  He did as instructed with his arms forward, his face on the floor and his rear perilously in the air.  His balls seemed to hang in the open.  Indeed, he felt cool air pass over them through the crinoline veil.

Laura Smith moved around behind him, walking masterfully in the tall, narrow heels.  She reached out with the crop, caressing his cheeks with it and running it up the back of one thigh until it found his balls.

HIS BALLS!

Was she going to smack his balls?

Martin felt a sense of panic well up inside him.  He clenched his fists and his jaw and tensed up.  He lamented how he had gotten to this point where he would let a woman smack his balls!

Smith crouched down and took his balls in her hand.  She squeezed them gently, making his penis throb and swell, though as before, it could not grow hard.  His were not the first set of balls she held this way.  It made her feel so strong to hold a man’s balls, to feel his fear.

“I have always liked having men under my power,” she said.

Martin tried to keep his body tense, but the gentle stroking of her fingers was making him relax his guard.

“Men are best when they’re on their knees,” she continued.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Martin through sharp, nervous breaths.

“Clearly, you like being on your knees.”

“That’s not true,” thought Martin’s ego.

“I think I’m going to like having you as a servant.  You seem different from the rest.  The role suits you.  The others, they had to be broken.  You— you’re soft.  A natural.”

Martin blushed.  What was she talking about?  He was a man!  His ego suddenly wanted to rebel.  It wanted to tell her he was no such thing.  He was as manly as any man.  But was he?  He could feel the tug of his breasts – his breasts – toward the floor.  He recalled her laugh as her fingers touched his shaved heart.  He thought of being under Tianna’s thumb, the paper his wife had, how good he walked in heels.  He felt deeply ashamed.  Something about all of this being so comfortable for him suddenly felt incredibly emasculating.  Had he given up his manhood?

“Show me how soft you are, Martin,” purred Smith.

Martin bit his lip.  “How— how do I do that?”

She chuckled.  Then he felt the tip of the crop tap against his sack.  Tap.  Tap.  This sent a chill down his spine and filled him with fear.  Was she going to whip his balls?  Would that hurt?

“I— I’m soft,” he admitted, hoping that might stave off what she planned.

Smith smirked evilly and an electric thrill shook through her.  “Ask me to correct you.”

“Cor— correct?”

She gently caressed his balls with her fingers, and then gave them another touch with the crop.  Tap.  Tap.  She didn’t speak, however.  Or perhaps, her action had spoken for her.

Martin bit his lip even harder.  “Please— please correct me, Miss Smith.”

Smith chuckled.  Then she stood up.  Martin braced himself.  He felt the crop touch his balls once more.  Tap.  Tap.  Then she pulled it away.  It seemed to take forever before anything happened next.  When it did, he heard the cutting of the air.  Then he felt the first strike.

It wasn’t against his balls.

It was against his butt but it hurt!  Yet, he almost laughed because it wasn’t against his balls.  “Thank you, Miss Smith!” he gasped oddly happily.  Then it came again.  Swooooooosh!  CRACK!  And again.  Swooooooosh!  CRACK!  And again.  Swooooooosh!  CRACK!

The crop landed a dozen times, maybe more.  The sting was intense and it got worse with each blow.  Martin imagined his rear was red and swollen.  He imagined raised red welts where the crop landed.  He imagined all kinds of horrors.

“Normally, I wouldn’t give this many to one of my servants, but you’ve been a particularly bad boy and I want this to be memorable.”

The crop came again.  And again.

By the time she stopped, Martin was on the verge of tears.  That was the hormones though, right?  He felt emasculated and embarrassed.  His backside burned and stung.  He felt corrected.

He was home now though.  His rear was still sore.  Sitting in the car had been difficult, it was that sore.  Worse was his ego.  But he was home.  He had survived the first day.

Now he only had to deal with Tianna.


Chapter Eleven: “So Horny”

—o—

Martin stared unhappily at the pile of shoes before him.  What a mess!  It looked like someone had tipped over a wheelbarrow full of women’s shoes on Tianna’s floor.  There were so many.

“How could you let this become such a mess?” said Martin.

Tianna shrugged.  “It was the maid’s day off.  But now she’s here,” she giggled.

Martin blushed.  He looked at the pile of shoes on the floor near the closet, the dresses hanging over a chair, and the panties and things bulging out the hamper and he shook his head.

“Ug,” he said.

Tianna had a lot of shoes: pumps, wedges, sneakers, flats, sandals, flip flops, more sneakers, loafers, and an assortment of booties.  It seemed, she never bothered to put them back into her closet, however.  They were all in a giant pile.  Martin got down on his knees and started sorting the shoes to set them back into her closet.

As he worked, he could not help but think of Cassie’s closet, and his own growing collection of shoes.  He then recalled sorting Cassie’s shoes.  That led him to think of the things he’d done with his wife’s shoes.  He suddenly blushed.  A moment later, he started to grow hard.  Thankfully, the device stopped him becoming erect, but the idea stuck with him and he flowed with an embarrassed horniness as he worked.  It was actually quite naughty to feel so aroused but show no evidence of it.

“How was work?” asked Tianna, who lounged on the bed in shorts and sneakers.

Martin was dressed in his formal serving dress and the tall open-toed pumps.  This was an outfit Tianna described as “stern yet submissive” when she told him to put it on for their short trip next door to Tianna’s house where he was to clean her room.

Martin bit his lip.  He suddenly worried that Tianna might know that he had not gone to the office, but had instead gone to Miss Smith’s home.  Of course, that was nonsense he told himself, but he felt strangely guilty at not having told Cassie what he was doing and this silly girl’s questions touched right on that nervous guilt.

“It was fine,” he said cautiously.

“It doesn’t sound fine,” chuckled Tianna, referencing his tone.

“It was fine,” he said more firmly.

“Do they know?”

“Know what?”

“Know who you are?  I would assume so, right?  I mean, a man can’t just show up dressed like a woman and no one notices, right?  At the least, they need to wonder, ‘who is this woman sitting in Martin’s seat?  She sure looks familiar.  Wink wink.’  Surely they know.”

Martin bit his tongue.  “Some do,” he grumbled.

“How do they treat you?”

“I’d rather not talk about it.”

“Well, I would and I’m boss, girlfriend.  So spill!”

Martin shuddered at her growing confidence.  A week or two ago, she would have backed off at his tone.  Now she ran over him.  That made him feel weaker.  He bit his lip.

“The secretaries know... they make fun of me,” he admitted with embarrassment.

Tianna snickered.  “Don’t like you invading the girl’s club, huh?  What about the boys?”

“They don’t know,” lied Martin.  He did not want to tell her about Darren; she already seemed to get too much delight out of the rest.  Unfortunately, thinking about Darren touching his rear upped his horniness, even as it made him cringe.  And thinking of his rear, made him think about his boss whipping him with the riding crop today.  His rear was still sore from that... the same rear currently pointed at Tianna.

He suddenly wanted to masturbate.

He could not though, not without his wife’s permission to remove the device.  And of course, Tianna held the key.  He could ask her for a few minute’s release, but how would he explain it?  Any explanation would be sheer humiliation.  In fact, just asking for the key would be humiliating.  How could he, a grown man, a manager, ask this nothing young woman for the key to let him unlock his dick and masturbate?  The idea made him shudder to his very core.  He couldn’t do it.

But he really did need to masturbate.

—o—

Martin’s horniness was driving him crazy by the time they got back to the house.  Not only had what happened at work given him a searing hoariness, but obeying Tianna and sorting her shoes made it worse.  It was like a giant tease and by this point he was feeling desperate to stroke himself.  The fact he couldn’t intensified that need.  But he couldn’t ask Tianna to release him.  He just couldn’t.  Not her!  Still, he needed to do something, but what?

His break came right at dinner time.

Tianna got a call from a friend and agreed to meet her for a quick dinner on campus.  Tianna warned Martin to behave, gave him some minor tasks, and promised to be back later; she would sleep at the house until Cassie returned – for the moment though, he would be alone.  Martin immediately knew what he would do.  The moment she left, he raced to the breast pump.  The pump always calmed him.  And if he was lucky, it might even make him come.

He stripped naked except for his slippers and the device.

He sat down and set the suction cups on his nipples.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

It felt so good on his nipples to feel the gentle tug of the machine.  A relaxed feeling came over him.  His horniness calmed.  At the same time, his nipples radiated pleasure.  Martin’s mind started to drift, playing out the things that had made him so horny today... being on his knees before his boss... licking her feet... being whipped with the riding crop... his arousal at Tianna’s shoes... needing to ask her to let him masturbate...

Phooooooooooo.

Martin sank deeper into the soft chair and let the machine tug on his nipples.  He wished it tugged harder.  Asking Tianna to let him masturbate.  He imagined that indignity.  His penis swelled.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

He spread his legs.  It wouldn’t give him more access to his penis through the device, but it made everything feel more natural.  He was hoping the tugging on his nipples would be enough to make him come, release his horniness.

Phooooooooooo.

He took his balls in his hand and massaged them.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Asking Tianna to let him masturbate.  Again, he imagined that indignity.  He saw himself kneeling before her as he had before his boss.  He cringed at this image.  The idea of being so submissive to this dumb girl burned him.  Yet, it excited him too somehow.  He wondered if she had a riding crop.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

He squeezed his balls and imagined looking up into her mocking eyes.

“May I play with myself, Miss Tianna?” he saw himself asking.  He winced at the words.

Phooooooooooo.

She laughed.  He felt a shudder run through him.  Then the machine tugged on his nipples again.  Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...  This time there seemed to be a sharp tug, something more, something that reached down inside his breast and pulled firmly on the tissue beneath his right nipple.  His body twitched at the tug.  His penis swelled.  His heart raced.

Phooooooooooo.

It stopped.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

It happened again.  Martin started breathing harder.  He imagined himself coming at this, right in this chair.  He saw his own seed shoot through the device onto the soft material of the chair.  The thought made him feel naughty.

Phooooooooooo.

The tugging stopped again.

His breathing calmed for a breath or two.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

The tugging returned.  Was it stronger?  His breathing became haggard.  His heart pumped faster.  His whole body seemed alive.  His penis now throbbed despite not being hard.

Phooooooooooo.

It all stopped, almost jarringly.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

It started again.  Martin spread his legs.  He put one hand on his breast, cupping it, squeezing the nipple toward the cup.  The other hand toyed with his balls.  His breasts were more sensitive than his balls.

Phooooooooooo.

It stopped.  He held his breath.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

It started.  The feeling came back too.  It tugged the tissue inside him.  He squeezed his breast.  It felt so good.  But was this curing his horniness or adding to it?  If he didn’t come, he knew he would need to ask Tianna for release.  He would sacrifice his manhood for that release!

Suddenly, he felt something new.  It took only an instant.  It came on like a sucking feeling, only deep inside his breast.  Then it became a feeling of motion.  He’d never felt this before... no man had.  His eyes darted down.  He saw the last moment as his nipple stretched into the tugging suction cup.  And then... a tiny amount of gray liquid filled the tip of the cup.  He didn’t see where it had come from, but he knew.

Phooooooooooo.

“This can’t be!” he gasped in his mind.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Then it came again.  This time, he saw it.  A squirt.  A tiny but genuine squirt.  He had released milk into the device!  He had been milked.

Martin gasped.

He yanked off the suction cups and shot out of his chair.  He grabbed his breast.  Somehow, he had produced milk.  This could not be!  Even with breasts, he still could not produce milk.  He was a man!  Men did not produce milk!

Then he recalled Monica’s words...

“When you start feeling a little wet, think of me.”

This was what she meant!  What had she done to him?!

“Monica,” he growled.


Chapter Twelve: “Her Bath”

—o—

Martin stood before Laura Smith.  She was naked.

This was an interesting twist.

Smith took the glass of wine from the silver tray he held.  She looked him up and down in his sissy uniform and purred.  She swelled with a sense of power.  It turned her on to have a man beneath her heel and Martin fit so well beneath her.  She sipped her wine and then touched his balls through the crinoline and slowly tickled them with her fingertips.

Martin shuddered far too warmly.  He felt so controlled and liked it.

It felt good.

Smith set the glass back on the silver tray and stepped into the bathtub.  She slowly lowered herself into the warm water.  Martin watched her gorgeous body slowly submerge until the pink and white bubbles covered her athletic body, leaving only her breasts still visible.  She truly had magnificent breasts.  Her nipples were hard, her areolas swollen.

Her hair was tied back in a bun.

Smith motioned Martin to his knees.  He carefully lowered himself, making sure not to spill the wine.  When he was on his knees, she took the wine and sipped it again.  Then she set it on the ridge of the bathtub rather than the silver tray.

“I’ve been wondering Martin,” she said.  She reached out and caressed his balls through the crinoline veil.  “Your wife locked away your penis, so clearly she has no need for it.  Why is that?”

It wasn’t really a question so much as rhetorical.

“Are you not much of a man?” she speculated.

She smirked.

“Something tells me you aren’t.”

She brushed warm, bubbly water over her breast with her other hand.

“I don’t suppose we need it either,” she continued.  “But can you please a woman without it?”

Smith took Martin’s hand and pulled it toward her.  For a moment, Martin resisted until he reminded himself that he dared not... and maybe wanted not.  He let her take his hand and slowly bring it to her leg, which now appeared in part as she raised her knee out of the water.  She placed his hand upon her leg, mid-thigh, just at the edge of the water.  He trembled excitedly seeing his red nails against her tanned flesh.  There was something so erotic about painted nails against flesh.

Smith smiled wickedly at Martin.  Then she set her hand on top of his and she slowly guided his hand into the water, down along her thigh toward her body.  She visibly shuddered as his hand followed its course.

“Can you please a woman, sissy Martin?” she asked.

Smith kept slowly moving Martin’s hand further and further along her thigh.  Each millimeter seemed to up his excitement.  His penis tried desperately to swell.  Suddenly, his fingers felt the flesh of her hip.  He knew what was so very close.  Did she really intend him to go forward?

She did.

Martin felt her draw his hand along her body now, across her thigh until it found something new.  Her legs spread slightly and his fingers came to soft and silky flesh.  Then they found a tiny ridge.  Beyond it lay a crevice.  He knew what this was and knowing that made him hard as a rock... or would have, if not for the infernal device.  He wished so hard, no pun intended, that Cassie had let him remove it; he wanted so badly to be hard now.

“Look what you found,” said Smith with a soothing excitement... almost a relief.

Her body tingled all over.  Her nipples visibly swelled.  She smiled so warmly suddenly, like the visual version of a purr.

Then she removed her hand from his.

His hand was alone.  Martin no longer needed guidance, however.  He knew what she wanted and what he wanted.  His fingers slid along his boss’s silky lips.  He could not tell if she was wet as she was in the bath, but he knew she was.  He slowly let his fingers drift along her lips, up and down.  Smith moaned in response.  Her eyes closed.  Her chest heaved.  Martin wanted to kiss her lips, suck on her erect nipples.  He would have been so hard if he could be.

“I knew you weren’t a man, even when I first hired you.  I could see it,” said Smith softly, in an erotic tone.

Martin blushed.  He was embarrassed, yet aroused.

“Your wife must know it too.  How long has she done this to you?”  One hand rose from the water and started playing with her nipple, rubbing the areola and tickling the nipple.  “I’ll bet you love it.”

Martin’s fingers slid down her lips once more.  Suddenly, he changed course and two of them slid into the crevice, pushing her lips outward.

“Mmmm,” purred Smith.  Her legs spread wider.

Then his fingers dove deeper.

Smith moaned and arched her back.  Her breasts came completely out of the water.  Martin’s penis throbbed at the sight, but futilely.  He was becoming so incredibly horny.

Martin’s fingers pushed deeper, being careful not to touch anything with his nails, using only his fingertips.

He pulled them back.

He dug deeper again, massaging her walls as he went.

And he pulled them back.

Smith moaned and writhed beneath him.  She made little gasps, took sharp minute breaths.  Her legs spread wider beneath the water, only to come back together again.  This was amazing for Martin to watch.  It was incredibly erotic to watch.

“Yes, sissy, yes!” she gasped.

Suddenly, she grabbed his arm.  She held her breath.  Her face turned bright red.  She tried to clench her jaw, but it froze midway there.  Her body shook.  Martin’s fingers sped up, circling the spot he had found.  Smith breathed, once, twice, three times but took in no air.  And then she gasped and exhaled incredibly sharply.  She tensed up immediately again... and then released.

It was over.

Smith lay in the water now, spent.  She was chuckling to herself.

As she lay recovering, Martin filled with a strange sense of triumph.  Sure, he had to wear the humiliating dress and the painful, difficult heels, but he actually felt rather manly fingering his boss to orgasm.  What man in the office wouldn’t want to do that?!  Though, perhaps many wouldn’t if they had to wear the uniform.  Either way, he could do this.  And he had done it without a penis.  He felt proud.

“I see why your wife likes her little sissy,” she said.  “And now you’re my sissy too.  Get my towel.”

Smith rose from the bath and let Martin dry her with a fluffy white towel.

“Your fingers have a delicate magic my other servants lacked.  That was, in fact, amazing.  So much so, I think I’m going to keep you.”  She stopped suddenly, turned, grabbed his chin and kissed him on his painted lips.  She smiled slyly.  “Yes, I’ll keep you... my sissy.”

“Keep me?” thought Martin nervously.  What did that mean?


Chapter Thirteen: “Caught”

—o—

Martin was working in the kitchen.  His mind was on work.  What did Miss Smith mean when she said she intended to “keep” him?  This was worrying.  He had hoped to use her offer merely to escape the office this week as he found another job – he was sure he would get something now that he wasn’t even demanding a manager position.  Yet, he’d found nothing.  And now Laura Smith was talking about “keeping” him.  He hadn’t even told Cassie he was going to accept Smith’s offer – actually, he hadn’t even told her about the offer.  How was he going to explain having done this?  How would he explain being “kept,” whatever that meant?

“This is bad,” he thought.

Martin set a stack of plates into the cabinet.  He’d cleaned them and dried them after making dinner for Tianna.  Suddenly, he heard Tianna enter the kitchen.  He heard her chuckle.  He turned to see her.

His jaw dropped.

Tianna was holding the leash and collar!

“Kinky,” laughed Tianna.  “Yours I presume?”

Martin winced.  This was truly embarrassing.  How would he explain that away?  He blushed bright red.  “It was a joke,” he said unconvincingly.

Tianna smirked.  She knew better.  She looked him up and down from his feminine slippers to his increasingly feminine hair and his girlish makeup.  “You know, at this point, I think you can admit you want to wear it.  I mean, look at you.  Do you really think I don’t know the truth?  Do you really think admitting that you want to wear it is going to make me think less of you?”  Tianna glanced at the leash in her hand and giggled.  “Ok, well, maybe a little.  But either way, I know you want to.”

Martin cringed.  What did this girl think of him?

Tianna held out the collar.  “Want to put it on?”

Martin shook his head vigorously.

“Come on, put it on.  You know you want to.  You know you want me to lead you around by it,” she said with a snicker.

Martin turned bright red.

Suddenly, his phone rang.  It was in the pocket of Tianna’s yellow jumper.  She pulled it out and looked it.  She smirked.

“It’s your wife, little husband.”

She answered it.  Martin heard only one side of the conversation.  “How’s it going?  That sounds great...  I’m glad...  No, no trouble at all.  He’s been a good little sissy... Yes, he’s here right now.  He’s been cleaning up the kitchen... Sure.  One second...”

She held the phone out for Martin.

“It’s for you,” she said coyly.  As she did, she held up the leash and she winked.  Martin turned bright, bright red with embarrassment.  He snatched the phone and moved into the other room.

Each night so far, his wife had called.

The first night, she just let him know she had arrived.  The second night, she told him briefly that she was going out.  The third night brought a change.  The third night, she sounded horny and playful.

“All these men around,” she sighed into the phone, “and all I can think of is how they would look in dresses and heels.  You’ve ruined men for me, Martin.”  She chuckled.  She sounded a tiny bit drunk.  It also sounded to Martin like she might be arousing herself.

Martin blushed at her words.  He didn’t like to be compared to other men.  Glancing down at his nightie and the slippers he still wore, even though he was alone on their bed, it made him feel a little small to think of other men.

Cassie let out a breathy sigh.  “What are you wearing, darling?”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “Have you been drinking?”

“Don’t evade the question.”

“You’ve been drinking,” laughed Martin.

“A little,” she giggled.  “Now answer the question.  What are you wearing, and don’t leave out any details,” she purred.

Martin flushed with hope.  If his wife was horny, as it seemed she was, might she tell Tianna to let him out of the device to play?  His penis responded by swelling into the device.  His heart sped up slightly.  Getting to masturbate now would be amazing!

“I’m wearing my nightie,” he said coyly, trying to arouse her.  “And the slippers.”

“And the slippers?  Naughty boy,” she giggled.

Martin suddenly felt embarrassed that he was indeed wearing the slippers when he was alone.  Somehow, it hadn’t occurred to him he could take them off.  He kicked them off his feet now to the ground, but it was too late to save his ego.

“No panties?” asked Cassie in the meantime.

Martin bit his lip.  He was wearing panties.  “The pink ones,” he admitted.

“The ones with the little flowers on them?”

His blush deepened.  “Yes.”

“Mmm,” purred his wife.  Martin could almost see her fingers tickling her naked nipples and sliding along her silky trench.  The idea excited him.  How he wished he could masturbate with her!  He grabbed his balls instead and shook them, hoping to transfer the motion into his shaft.

“What are you wearing?” he asked.

Cassie giggled.  “That’s not how the game is played, sissy boy.  I ask the questions.”

Martin withered on the inside.  Even on the phone, her control made him shudder exquisitely.

“Are you wearing the device?”

“Yes,” said Martin softly.  His penis throbbed.

“So you’re not hard.”

Martin felt smaller, but throbbed more.  “No, Miss Cassie.”

“Are you trying?”

He felt smaller yet.  “Yes.”

“Mmmmmm,” she purred.

“If you let me take it off, I could be hard.  I could stroke it for you,” said Martin hopefully.

Cassie snickered.  “Does my little princess want to masturbate?” she cooed.

Martin blushed bright red.  Such a humiliating thing to say!  He did though.  Very badly.  Indeed, his wife was turning him on something fierce, and that was in addition to this crazy need to masturbate he’d felt from all that had happened this day and this week already.  Being locked in this device was definitely driving him mad!

“Yes, Miss Cassie,” said Martin.

“Aww, poor girl.”  Her tone was unsympathetic.

Martin winced.  Please don’t refuse, he told himself.  Please let this just be a tease.  He heard his wife breathing hard.  She moaned quietly away from the phone.  He imagined her with her legs spread on the bed, her fingers running in circles around her little button.  Then she spoke again.

“Did you ask Tianna to let you out to play?” she giggled.

Martin blushed even deeper.  “No.”

“Maybe you should.”  She chuckled.  “I can see you now,” she said breathlessly, though Martin could hear that her breathing was increasingly labored.  “You on your knees, in your little nightie and your slippers.  Tianna standing over you, looking smug to have a once-powerful man like you at her feet.”  Her breathing got harder.  Martin could imagine her breasts heaving, her fingers flying along her lips.  “You looking all sheepish... embarrassed. ‘Please, Miss Tianna, won’t you let me masturbate?  My wife makes me so horny, I need to come.’”  She giggled.

“Please Miss Cassie,” said Martin, biting his lip with desperation.  “Let me masturbate.  My mistress is making me so horny.”  He felt embarrassed saying this.  It was so submissive.  But he needed to come.

He heard her suck in a breath.  She was on the edge of an orgasm now.

Then he heard it.  There was a tense, sudden silence.  It was almost like a choked silence.  Then some sharp gasp.  Then a release, akin to a moan, but not quite.  He knew his wife had come.  Then he heard her giggle.

“Please, Miss Cassie.  I need to masturbate,” he said.

“Well, let me see,” said Cassie teasingly.  Then she sighed.  “Oh no, Martin, it’s your bedtime.  How sad.”

“I— but—”

“No, no, darling.  I know how hard it is for you to stay awake now, and I wouldn’t you to start something you can’t finish.  Sweet dreams,” she purred.  “Maybe tomorrow.”

Then she hung up.

Martin had been left incredibly aroused and submissive, but with no way to release it.  That had been the prior day.  Tonight, Martin would have hoped she would finally let him remove the device, but now his mind was dominated by the embarrassing image of Tianna holding up the leash and collar, a leash he had never even worn, mind you!

“How’s my little sissy?” asked Cassie.

Martin furrowed his brow.  “Tianna found the leash!”

“Did she really?”

“Yes.  She held it in my face,” he said seriously.

“Did she make you wear it?” replied Cassie irreverently.  Her tone was not what Martin expected.

Martin furrowed his brow even deeper.  “No, but—”

“Maybe you should,” purred Cassie.  Martin realized from her tone that she was touching herself again, as she had the prior night.  “You might find you like it, darling,” she teased him.

“Cassie!”

Cassie laughed.  “I’ll tell you what, darling.  If you ask her and she puts the leash on you and she sends me a photo of you in it, I’ll let her unlock you and you can masturbate – so long as she’s holding the leash, that is.”

Martin’s face turned white as a sheet.  He could never submit to that humiliation.  “Never.”

“The choice is yours, darling.”

“Cassie!”

Cassie laughed again.  “Ooops, Monica is here.  Need to go.  Love you.”

Again, she hung up.

Martin stared blankly at the phone.  Martin couldn’t believe she’d said that.  He needed to come so badly, but how in the world could he accept that?  He could never ever ever ask Tianna to put him in the leash or to hold it while he masturbated.  He would just need to wait... as difficult as that was.


Chapter Fourteen: “Conflicted”

—o—

The next few days with Smith brought a conflicting mix of emotions.  On the one hand, what they did was exciting.  It turned Martin on.  There was no other way to say it.  If he hadn’t worn the device, he would have been hard as a rock the whole time.  This was all enhanced by the insane amount of pent up horniness he felt too.

Yet, some of the things Smith did made him nervous.  She really liked to use the crop, for example.  Two things about that made him nervous.  First, it was leaving marks, marks Tianna might see before they went away, and he could never explain that to Cassie (or Tianna) if Tianna told her.  Secondly, as strange as it sounded, he worried he might develop a taste for it.  Not that he thought he would, but he recalled how Cassie had given him a taste for being feminized and for playing with her shoes, things he initially despised.  The last thing he needed was another fetish, especially this one.  Besides, he couldn’t imagine asking Cassie to take up the crop.

How would he fix this though?  He had sent out dozens of resumes but he still hadn’t gotten so much as a nibble.  What was he going to do about Smith if he couldn’t find another job?  Moreover, Cassie would be back in two days... what was he going to tell her?

He also still had no idea what Smith’s cryptic comment about keeping him meant.

—o—

Today, Martin was tasked with cleaning the library.

Today, Martin was out of uniform.

Smith had slowly become fascinated with Martin’s breasts.  She also liked seeing his penis locked in the cage.  So today, she had him dressed in black stockings, a black garter belt, towering black stiletto sandals, white lace gloves and nothing else.  Martin found this both embarrassing and uncomfortable, particularly because the lack of any bra or corset meant his breasts weren’t supported.  That had become surprisingly uncomfortable.  Indeed, they seemed to have grown the past week and gotten heavier, in addition to his nipples becoming increasing sensitive, and that made it even harder to go without a bra.  They jiggled when he walked, especially in the tall heels.  This thrilled Smith, but embarrassed him.  They also tugged down unexpectedly hard.  Who knew breasts could exert such a pull?

Martin stood at the side of the couch, holding a drink on a silver serving tray.  His boss sat on the couch, leaning against the edge with her feet curled beneath her.  Her sandals were on the floor before her.  She was reading a book and periodically taking the drink from Martin.  Every once in a while, she...

Martin shuddered warmly.

She’d done it again.

She’d leaned her arm over just enough to grab his balls through the veil once more.  She was now using them like a stress ball, squeezing them, shifting them through her fingers like dice, and releasing them, squeezing, shifting and releasing as she read.  Whether she knew it or not, she was generating a dangerous rhythm inside him, one which might lead to an embarrassing explosion.  He was trying to focus on something other than what was happening to prevent such an eruption.  Yet, part of him actually craved the idea.  He definitely needed to come... but perhaps not like this.  Or maybe, yes.

She let go of his balls.

Martin breathed a sigh of relief while also feeling disappointed.

Smith read a few more pages before closing her book.  She snickered.  Then she glanced at Martin.  “I think I’ll go into the office for a little today.  While I’m gone, I want the whole house dusted,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Smith.”

She slid her legs out from beneath her.  “Put my shoes on.”

Martin set down the serving tray and came around to the front of the couch.  He kneeled before her.  As he did, she smiled smugly.  Then she slid one foot into his waiting hand so he could slide her sandal back on her foot.  The other foot waited on the ground... for the moment.  As he took her first foot in his hand, however, she raised her other foot to his chest and she toyed with his breast with her toes.  Her nails were red.  His penis swelled.

“I love your boobs,” she said.

Martin blushed.

“I can’t believe they’re real.  They’re bigger than some of the girls at work,” she laughed.  Not hers though.

She moved her toes around, pressing his soft rounded flesh.  Then she moved her toes to his nipple and surrounded it with her big toe and the one next to it, squeezing it gently between her toes.

A cozy erotic feeling radiated through him.

Martin’s penis struggled to get hard, but as always, failed.  His breathing became harder.  His nipple stood on edge, trembling oddly in unexpected anticipation... but anticipation of what?

“And such nipples!  One of these days, I’ll need to call your wife and see how she did that to you.  It’s amazing!”

She giggled and squeezed her toes tighter.

Martin felt a pinch at his nipple.  This caused a thrilling little sensation inside his breast.  It was hard to describe but it was exciting and it felt good and it made him hard all the while making the sense of anticipation stronger.  It almost reminded him of the tugging sensation from the breast pump only a little more satisfying somehow.  He found his eyes closing and his body swaying softly.  He realized he might even come from this feeling.

He wouldn’t mind.

Smith suddenly laughed.  “Will you look at that!”

Martin’s eyes opened.  He saw her eyes on his chest.  He instinctively glanced down.  Smith’s toes were glistening with some sort of liquid.  It wasn’t a lot, but it was enough.  Martin turned bright, bright red.  He knew what this was!

So did Smith.  “I guess your wife is being more thorough than I thought.”

Martin blushed humiliatingly.

—o—

Martin swallowed hard  He had no choice but to do this  As humiliating as it sounded, and he was sure it would be worse than he imagined, he needed to ask Tina.  If there was any other way, he would choose it, but he had no money, she held the card, and he could not go on with the old one.  He was going to spill out any moment and his nipples were constantly rubbing against his blouses.  Worse, that rubbing was causing droplets of water to come out on his blouses.  He needed better protection.

Martin blushed.  This was so embarrassing.  “Miss Tianna... can I use the credit card?”

He felt so weak for asking, so small, so inferior.

Tianna, who sat in the recliner wearing some walking shorts, a pink top and leather flip flops, looked up with a grin.  She’d never had a man ask permission of her for basically anything before, much less to buy something.  It was a funny feeling.  It made her feel in charge, responsible, but in a kinky sort of way.  Her pussy became very wet very suddenly.  Her nipples popped up.  She actually brought one arm across her chest self-consciously.

“For you, Martin?” she asked coyly.  She couldn’t wait to hear was caused this embarrassing request.  She knew how hard this was for him.  That added sauce to this as well.

Martin blushed even more.  “I— I need to buy something.”

Tianna’s grin grew.  She grew wetter too.  “And what is that, Martin.”

Martin cast his eyes to the ground.  His nipples ached against his blouse.  He opened his mouth to tell her but suddenly couldn’t get himself to say the word.  This was so incredibly hard.   “I need a—”  He hesitated.  “I need a—  I need a new bra.”

Tianna giggled.

“Is that so?” she said half-excitedly, half-smugly.

Martin blushed.  This was so humiliating, but he could not wait for Cassie.  Even now, the front of his blouse was damp.  “Yes, Miss Tianna.”

Her grin took over her face.  “Then get your purse and we’ll go!”

“I thought I could go alone... if you just give me the card.”

Tianna laughed.  There was no way she was going to miss this.  She and Martin were going shopping for a bra!

—o—

“We need to measure you first,” said Tianna as they made their way through the department store toward the bras.  There were a number of bras on the wall ahead of them and others on racks and some in packages on shelves.  Tianna had dressed Martin in a light blue romper she had found in the closet along with the tall brown wedges; the romper was Cassie’s but it fit.  Tianna still wore the walking shorts, a pink top and leather flip flops.

“I can do it myself,” said Martin, whose ego was poking him relentlessly at this young woman being here to witness his shame.  Men do not have breasts!

“How hard can it be, right?” chuckled Tianna sarcastically.

This tweaked Martin’s ego: this dumb girl knew nothing he did not know!  And this was just a bra!  “I know what I’m wearing.  I’ll just buy the next size up.  I can do this myself.”

“An expert on bras, are you?”

“Enough.”

“All right,” laughed Tianna.  “Have at it, Mr. Bra Expert.”

Martin walked over to the wall display.  There were a lot of bras, he thought.  They didn’t seem to be in any order he could tell either.  What was he looking for anyway?  He knew he wore an A-cup.  He’d heard his wife say that.  Did that mean he needed an A-large-cup, AA-cup or a B-cup or something else?  He didn’t know.  He glanced around for some sort of chart or something and saw nothing.  He bit his lip.

“Well?  Finding anything?” taunted Tianna.

“I’m looking,” grumbled Martin.

“Yeah, I’m sure you want just the right style.  Something pretty.  Fits your personality,” said Tianna sarcastically.

Martin grabbed several and looked at the labels.  One read DD 42.  Another said only “hand wash.”  One had only a name.  He scratched his head.  What did this mean?  He bit his lip.

“Any day now, Mr. Expert.”

Martin blushed.  This was hopeless.  He knew a lot about being a woman, but he didn’t know enough yet, especially with the pressure of Tianna watching him, mocking him.  It burned him with shame that Tianna was here to watch this, but finally, he hung his head in defeat.

“Can you help me?” he asked meekly.

“I thought you could handle it,” said Tianna smugly.

Martin’s pride stung.

Tianna laughed.  “All right,” she said, sending a feeling of relief through Martin... until she spoke again.  “Admit you need my help, tough guy.  Then I’ll help you find a bra.”

Martin bit his tongue.  But he knew he needed her help.  “I— uh, I need your help.”  The words stuck in his throat as he said them.

“Miss Tianna,” sang Tianna.

Martin cringed.  “I need your help, Miss Tianna,” he said.  He burned bright with shame as he said this.  It seared his ego whenever this dumb girl got the upper hand on him.

“Now say please.”

“Why?”

“Because I like to hear you beg, and you could use the humility.  Just be glad I don’t ask for more, booby boy.”

Martin cringed.  “Please,” he said softly.

“Again,” laughed Tianna.  “Louder too.”

Martin hung his head.  “Please.”

Tianna grabbed a tape measure from a nearby counter.  “Let’s start with some measurements.”

“But we know what size I wear!”

“We know what size you wore.  We need to see what size you are now.”  She pointed toward the dressing room.  “So into the back, Titties.”

Martin withered.  What a humiliating nickname!  He felt so incredibly emasculated.  He followed Tianna to the changing rooms, however.  There, she pushed him into a stall and she closed the door behind them.

“Take it off, the jumper,” she said.

“Can’t you do it through the thing?”

“This is no time to be shy, Martin.  Take it off.  Your bra too.”

Martin swallowed hard.  Being naked before this clothed young woman would be embarrassing.  It would definitely enhance the sense of inferiority he felt and, with it, his sense of humiliation.  He was starting to wish he had waited for his wife to return home, but he could not.  His bra simply didn’t fit.  And for some reason, his nipples had become insanely sensitive and he could not go without a bra.

Could it be the milk?

Martin unzipped the blue romper and let it fall to the floor.  Then he unhooked his bra and pulled it off as well.  His breasts hung out in the open, swaying gently with his motions, a disconcerting feeling.  He glanced down at them.  His nipples were erect and swollen.  His penis was swelling too, but showed no evidence of it inside the device.  He cupped his breasts to calm his nipples.

It felt good.

“To fit a bra,” said Tianna, “we need to know two things.  First, how big is your torso?  Then we need to compare it to how large your breasts are.”  She playfully squeezed his right breast as she said this.

Martin jerked when she did this and actually almost came.

Tianna then threw the tape measure over his shoulders and pulled it down around his torso, just beneath his breasts.  She examined the number.  Then she raised it to the line of his nipples and she measured it.  The whole time, she was touching and pushing his breasts as if they were nothing.  This was deeply embarrassing to Martin.  Worse, she kept talking to him about how pretty his breasts were.  That was the last thing a man wanted to hear.

“You’re right between a B and C,” she finally announced.  “At this rate, you’re going to be huge!”

Martin clenched his teeth.  Could that be true?

“Wait here, I’ll go find something.”

“Something boring,” said Martin.  “Just something simple.  Maybe in white or skin-tone.”

Tianna left without responding.  Martin stood there, virtually naked, feeling vulnerable and weak.  He was horny too.  Being under Tianna’s thumb brought a special kind of embarrassment to him, which seemed to bring a special kind of horny too.  He bit his lip.

Tianna returned a moment later with three bras.

None were white or skin tone.  None were boring.  In fact, it looked to Martin as if Tianna had picked out the three most feminine, most complicated, most decorative bras she could find.  Martin took them and looked through them.  One was jet black.  One was flaming red.  One was deep, rich purple.

“I need a real bra,” he said.  “Not something decorative like this.”

“What’s wrong with decorative?”

“I’m not a woman,” he said.

Tianna laughed.  “You sure look it.”  As she said this, she squeezed his breast again, making him recoil once more as unwanted pleasure jolted through his body like an electric shock.

“And what if somebody sees?” he demanded.

“Are you showing your bra?”

Actually... he was.  “No,” he said with a blush, “but sometimes they show through a shirt.”

“That’s called a tease, Martin.  And honestly, a bra’s a bra.  A little extra lace doesn’t make it something different.”

Martin glared at her.  He had one argument left, though he didn’t want to use it.  He needed to though; he couldn’t bare the thought of wearing such feminine bra.  Besides, he needed something to soothe his nipples.  Lace would inflame them.

“I need something—”  He hesitated and blushed before continuing in a whisper, “—comfortable.”

Tianna raised her eyebrow.  Not so much because of what he said as how he said it.  She wondered... could his nipples be super sensitive?  She recalled that feeling when she was young when even air felt like sandpaper.  But she’d gotten over that fast.  He should have by now as well, shouldn’t he? Maybe it was different for men?  Now she was curious.

“Let me see,” she said.

Before Martin could object, she grabbed the tip of his breast and she pinched his nipple between her fingers.  Martin’s eyes shot wide open.  Then she twisted it slightly.  His jaw visibly dropped and his eyes rolled.  She laughed and pulled her hand away.  To her surprise, her palm was wet with what had to be sweat, right?  Even more surprising, she looked down and saw not only a wet spot in his panties, but a white, gooey substance permeating through his panties and hanging down in a long, wet thread from the tip of his penis.

“Oh my God,” she laughed.  “You came!  You really came!”

Martin turned bright red.  He’d never been more embarrassed.

“Just from me touching you!” she added.

Martin burned even brighter and folded his arms across his chest to hide his swollen breasts and his erect nipples.  He could say nothing though, for he had indeed come.

Tianna laughed.

As an aside, the bras fit.


Chapter Fifteen: “Oh Oh”

—o—

Today was the last day with Laura Smith before Cassie came home.

He had not found another job, but this didn’t turn out to be so bad.  For as uneasy as Smith had made him at times, he had to admit it was rather exciting.  In many ways, it would have been his fantasy before all of this started.  He could do this, he told himself.  At least until he found something else.  That said, he still didn’t know what to tell Cassie about this.

He wore his new bra today.  As embarrassing as it had been to let Tianna fit him for a bra, he was glad they had.  His breasts felt much better protected in the new bra than they had in the old one... or bare.  Nothing dripped out either which was good.  Not only was that incredibly emasculating, but he didn’t want to do it in front of Smith.  She made him feel weak enough without adding that!

It was mid-day.

Martin was busy cleaning the kitchen when Miss Smith called him into the library.  Lying across the bed were two skirt suits, one tan and one brown, both with tight skirts and tight jackets, both with heels.

“Now what?” wondered Martin.

“I have some clothes for you to try on,” said Smith.

Martin looked them over.  “Suits?”

“Yes, suits.”

Martin looked down at the maid costume he wore and wondered about the change.  Smith saw this and smirked.

“I can’t have you going into the office dressed like that, can I?” she chuckled.

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “Going into the office?”

“Yes, Martin.  I told you I’m keeping you, remember?  I need a personal assistant.  You also being my maid is just a fringe benefit... for me,” she said coyly.  “Starting Monday, I’ll be going back to the office, and you’ll be coming with me to act as my personal assistant.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  He didn’t hear the rest, something about spending two days here and three there.  All he heard was that his boss intended to take him back to the office, dressed as a woman, for all to see.  It would be the worst of both worlds.  He surrendered and put himself under her thumb to get away from the office and now she would take him back!

This was bad.

Worse, Cassie was coming home tonight.  What was he going to tell her about any of this?

—o—

Cassie would be home soon.

Tianna made Martin clean the house.  After all, a mistress should come home to a freshly cleaned home.  When he was done, she sent him to change.  He was in the bedroom, stripped to his panties.  His breasts felt heavy.  They genuinely felt heavy.  He knew why.  He wondered how much was in there or how it would come out.

Martin touched his nipple.

It was sensitive.  It wasn’t quite sore.  It wasn’t quite ticklish.  It wasn’t quite painful.  It was moody.  That was perhaps the best way to describe it and touching it made it feel needy.

“What does this mean?” he wondered.

Martin picked up the new bra.  This one was deep purple with satin cups and lace trim all along the cups.  The bra was a C-cup bra.  That was huge!  That was right in the middle of what modern women needed.  How could he have gone from an A-cup to a C-cup?  For that matter, how could he have gone from nothing to anything?  The idea was utterly emasculating.  It shook his sense of being a man.

He squeezed the breast again with one hand.

His areola seemed to swell a little.  It looked red and puffy.  It was so much bigger than when this started.  It definitely belonged to a woman, not a man.  Yet, it was his areola.  He could never go shirtless now.  Really, he could hardly hide it with a shirt on!

He squeezed it again.  It felt good.  Waves of soft pleasure radiated through his breast.

Martin squeezed the other breast.  It felt good too.

“How can something that feels so good be so embarrassing?” he asked himself.  He knew the answer though.  This was something feminine.  This was not something a man had and he— well, he was a real man.  It sounded hollow even as he thought it.  It seemed, he was too far gone to be a man again.  Yet, there had to be a way to become a man again, wasn’t there?

He squeezed both breasts softly.  Again, pleasure.

“Get her to stop the hormones,” he said.  “That should reverse this.”

He massaged his breasts now, making his nipples even harder.  More pleasure.  Soft, warm, feminine pleasure.

“Get a new job.”

Something inside his nipple pinched.  He felt the now somewhat familiar tug inside them.  He knew what this could mean.  It meant he should stop before something came out of them.  Milk.  On the other hand... seeing his nipple expressing milk had been exciting.  Maybe... just once more?  No!  He needed to stop.  He would stop.

But he squeezed again.  More pleasure.

“Stop dressing like a woman,” he added firmly to his “plan.”

He definitely wanted to stop that, he told himself.  Although, there were things he would miss.  As much as his ego hated to admit it, there was magic in feeling a cool breeze caress his balls through his panties up a short skirt.  He felt strangely proud that he walked so well in heels.  In fact, they were really more comfortable than his flats, he thought.  He wouldn’t miss the girdles or the corsets or the pantyhose.  He did kind of like the grip of the pencil skirt though.

And he would miss these: he squeezed his breasts again.

“Are you almost done in there?” called Tianna.

Martin snapped back to the present.  “I’m getting dressed, Miss Tianna,” he called back.  He snatched the bra from where he’s laid it moments before.  He slipped his arms through the straps.

Tianna walked into the room.  “You’ve been getting dressed for hours,” she said with an eye roll.  “Your wife will be home any minute.  I need you dressed and ready to serve, little husband.”

Martin pulled the bra into place.  He latched the back, something he had become expert in, even with the long nails.  He slipped a hand into one of the cups of his bra and adjusted his breast.  The nipple slid into the soft wall of the bra, the cup held up his breast, supporting it.

“The bra fits nicely,” said Tianna.

She came to him and ran her fingers over the cup, feeling the tiny bulge where his nipple pressed into the material.

“Is it comfortable?” she asked.

Martin blushed.  It was.

She brushed her fingers across the curve of his breast.  His breast seemed to swell.  His breast tingled.  His nipple excited.  He felt the tugging sensation, and his penis tried to grow.

“Stop that,” he said.

“Make me,” she giggled.

Martin put his hand upon her arm, but Tianna squeezed his breast before he could do anything.  She laughed as she did.  A moment later, he yanked her arm away.  She was still laughing.  When she looked up, however, her eyes grew enormous.

The front of his bra was wet.

Not just wet either, but wet.  There was a large, wet patch running from the bump that was his nipple down the cup.  Something wet had shot out of his nipple.  Milk!  She gasped.

“You— you let out milk!” she said, stunned.

Martin instinctively covered his breasts with his arms, but Tianna grabbed for his penis, which caused him to lower his arms to block her and exposed his breasts.  She used the opening to grab his breast through the bra.

“This is crazy!” she said incredulously.

Martin reached up to pull her hand away, but she easily deflected it – had she been working out, he wondered?  He tried again, but she grabbed his hand and she pushed it away.  Then, to Martin’s surprise, she pushed him backward toward the bed.  With him in the wedges and her in sneakers, he stood no chance of resisting her.  A moment later, he was on the bed and she was on top of him, pinning him down.  She even forced his arms together over his head and held them in place... with one hand – how could she be so strong... or he so weak?

“This is amazing,” she exclaimed.

Tianna used her free hand and pulled his bra down, releasing his heavy breasts from their cups.  His breasts rolled back slightly with gravity, an emasculating feeling.  His nipples became fully erect.  The tips of his right nipple glistened with wetness.  The right breast had an actual drop of gray liquid on it.

“You’re producing milk!”

Martin turned bright red with shame.  Yet, his penis was positively throbbing to grow.  He bit his lip with embarrassment.  “That’s— sweat.”

Tianna ignored him.  She touched his wet nipple, letting a drop of the milk transfer to her fingertip.  She rolled her finger and it ran down her long pink nail and hung from the tip.

She giggled.  “This is why my palm was wet the other day, you little liar.”

“It’s not what you think.”

“Isn’t it?  Let’s see.”

Tianna put her fingers on Martin’s puffy areola.  She gave it a gentle squeeze, sending a wave of pleasure shivering through his breast to his nerves.  Then she brought her fingertips together and she squeezed the areola and the base of the nipple together.  A single drop of milk appeared upon the tip of his nipple.

Martin shuddered erotically.  His ego screamed at him to tell her to stop, but his arousal was too deep.  His penis was wet with pre-come and throbbing to expel more.  His hands were clawing the sheets beneath him, digging their long red nails into the soft fabric.  His hips writhed beneath this girl’s powerful thighs.  He was lost in arousal.

Tianna tugged.  Another drop appeared... then another.

“This is fantastic!”

Martin writhed all the more.

Tianna tugged harder.  This time a tiny bit more than a drop came, and it came twice.  It was coming more easily now!  She began massaging his breast with her fingers as she tugged.  More milk came out.  And more.  It ran down his breast into the pulled-back bra.

Martin moaned.  A dollop of come, more than pre-come but not full release dripped out of his penis.  His balls danced.  His chest heaved.  His whole body writhed.  He was so turned on.

“Are you milking my husband?” laughed Cassie from the door.

Martin froze.  His eyes shot to his wife.  Cassie looked tanned and relaxed in an off-white sundress and brown wedges.  She had a wicked grin upon her face.  She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.  It was amazing.  She was instantly wet.

Tianna smirked.  “Like a milk maid,” she said and she tugged on his breast, producing another few drops.

Cassie smiled wickedly.  “Go on.”

“Cassie!” gasped Martin.

“Miss Cassie, darling.”

Cassie sat down on the bed above him, legs crossed elegantly, and she set her hand up on his wrists where Tianna had pinned him, freeing up Tianna’s hands.  Then she smirked.

Tianna attacked both nipples now.  She pulled and squeezed and tugged and his breasts responded, pouring out drops and squirts and little streams of liquid.  His chest was soaked.  What’s more his penis was soaked in sticky come.  Martin writhed beneath Tianna as if his hands were tied and she was tickling him erotically.  He moaned and giggled and sucked for breath.  His whole body throbbed.

Finally, his back arched.  His hips thrust out.

He gasped.

And then come shot out of him even though he wasn’t hard.  Through the device.  Into the air.  And down upon him.

The women laughed.

Cassie leaned over and kissed her sissified husband on the lips.  “Good girl.”

—o—

Martin felt very small.  His wife and his sitter sat on the couch sipping drinks he had brought them as he stood before them.  Cassie was telling Tianna about her trip to Paradise Island.  It sounded like a lot of fun.  Tianna, in turn, told her about the week she had with Martin, everything from going to the mall to buying a bra.  Martin watched them, burning with shame at how normal their conversation was when he had just released milk from his breasts!

“I’m amazed how much bigger his breasts look,” said Cassie, turning the conversation to his emasculation.

“They definitely got bigger,” said Tianna.

“Even in the week I was gone.  It must be the new hormones, and obviously the pills.  I’ll have to thank Monica,” she snickered.  “She didn’t tell me they would work like this... or this fast.”

“Are you going to keep him on them?”

Cassie sipped her drink.  “At first, I only wanted him to have small breasts.  Something to embarrass him, keep him in line.  A private little toy.  But seeing them now and seeing his reaction to you milking him, I’m not going to stop.  Frankly, I’m curious how large they will get.”

Tianna smirked and shook her leg excitedly.  “Me too.”

“I will be needing the key back though,” Cassie said.  She glanced at Martin.  “I have use for you and your little toy later, darling.”

Martin blushed.

Tianna produced the key from her bra and handed it to Cassie.

“If he keeps growing breasts, does that mean he won’t be going back to work as a man?” asked Tianna.

“I don’t see why he should.”

Martin blushed.  Was his time as a man over?  It seemed it was.  After all, how could he be a man looking like this?  That made him think of Miss Smith and he burned with shame.  He also decided he needed to tell his wife.  Hopefully, she would still unlock him afterward.  He opened his mouth to speak.

Cassie cut him off, however.

“Speaking of work, darling.  I’ve called my boss.  She has an opening for you.  Starting Monday, you will report to my office as my secretary.”  She looked him up and down with a smile.  “We’ll find you some appropriate work clothes this weekend.”

Martin’s jaw dropped.  His wife wanted him to become her secretary?!  How humiliating!  Of course, it did beat the alternative.  He bit his lip and nodded.  Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad.  Maybe it would...

“Your paycheck will go straight into my account, of course,” said Cassie.

Martin blushed deeper and nodded.  His penis twitched in the device.

“You will also call me ‘Miss Florence’ at work.”

“Yes, Miss Cassie.”  His penis swelled.

Cassie glanced at his naked breasts and swollen nipples and smirked.  “Of course, the company has a breast feeding policy.  I’ll get you some bottles you can fill at work on your breaks.  After all, we wouldn’t want your milk going to waste.”

Martin withered.  Did she really expect him to milk himself at work?!  Actually... the idea kind of excited him.  He blushed even deeper and was glad he was still locked in the cage.

“Yes, Miss Cassie.”

“Oh, and I almost forgot,” said Cassie.  “I’ve book another trip to Paradise Island.”

“With Miss Monica?”

Cassie smiled slyly.  “No... for a honeymoon.”


Epilogue

—o—

Martin and Cassie were on their bed.  The gentle island breeze moved their curtains.  The ocean swelled outside their bungalow.  They had no neighbors.  An empty milk bottle and a plate of cookies sat suggestively on the nightstand – a pointed joke sent by Monica via room service.

Cassie was on top of her husband.  Actually, that wasn’t quite accurate.

Martin was on all fours on the bed.  He wore bridal white lingerie and tall white platform Mary Janes.  On his head was a large satin bow.  It was worked into his hair, hair which fell femininely about his face.  Around his neck was the brown leather collar, the one Tianna found.  It was tight, very tight.  It was so tight it restricted the movement of his neck.  He had worn it at the wedding.  Attached to the collar was the leash.  He had worn that too.

Cassie held the other end of the leash.

She wore a black teddy with a bow tie halter-top.  It was suggestive of a man’s tuxedo, though it was nothing a man would ever wear.  Around her waist, she wore a belt.  Attached to the belt was a long, black dildo, something she had found on her first trip to the island.

She kneeled over her husband, her legs straddling the backs of his thighs.

The dildo was pressed against Martin’s crack.  Just the very tip of its tip was pushed against his hole.  It was slick with lube, another gift from Monica.  She sent a note with this one:

To finish Lisa’s journey.

Cassie ran her nails down Martin’s back, making him shudder exquisitely and she rubbed his butt with her warm, soft hand.  Her nails were long and red, done by Martin himself.

“Are you ready to be deflowered, Lisa dear?” she purred.

Martin shuddered excitedly.  He heard the vow again:

...do you vow to honor and obey...

He saw the crowd, a gathering of their friends.  He recalled the shocked looks on their face when they heard:

...I now pronounce you man and wife, Mr. and Mrs. Cassie and Lisa Marie Florence...

Martin Lisa Marie Florence.

There was not a dry pair of panties at the ceremony.

Martin took a deep breath.  He glanced over his shoulder at his wife.  They exchanged looks and smiled.

“I love you, Lisa,” said Cassie.

Martin turned to face front again.  He steadied himself.  “I am ready... Miss Cassie.  Do your worst!”

And she did.

The End

—o—


Thanks for reading my book!

Please make sure you leave a rating or review for me!  Keep clicking to the end of the book.  Amazon will ask you to leave a star rating.  It also asks you to leave a review, but you don’t need to do that to leave a rating.  Your name will not appear if you just leave a rating.  It helps me a ton when you do that!  Thank you!

—Ann

Don’t forget to sign up for my newsletter at:

https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website

And don’t forget to check out my other books at Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/Ann-Michelle/e/B007JLQ9RG/

Some are listed below as well:

—o—

Anything For An ‘A’

William has a plan to keep from failing his college course.  He’s going to offer to do anything the gorgeous professor wants... anything.  What could possibly go wrong there? Well, William is about to find out as he spends one very bad night in dresses.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 111 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power exchange, small size humiliation, chastity devices, and so much more.

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

—o—

Becoming Georgia (Part One: The New Maid)

George and his friend Oliver thought no one was watching when they accidentally broke the window playing ball. Little did they know that George's pesky stepsister Emma saw the whole thing. Now they would find out what the price was for her silence. Much to their surprise... it involves dresses.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 32,600 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, and so much more!

July 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Becoming Georgia (Part Two: The Mall)

Poor George. After getting caught breaking Widow Wilson’s window, he finds himself firmly under Emma's thumb as she blackmails him to get whatever she wants. And what does she want? She wants him to do her chores. She likes to see him jump at her command. And perhaps worst of all, she likes to dress him in her clothes. Now he's been caught in a compromising position by Emma and her guests. Things could not get worse, could they? Sadly, they can. This is the story of George's trip to the mall.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 33,300 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, and so much more!

October 2021 and November 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Becoming Georgia (Part Three: Servitude)

George’s story continues. With his stepmother discovering the clothes Emma bought him, George now finds himself sentenced to remain a girl full-time for the foreseeable future. What’s more, when his stepmother learns he broke Widow Wilson’s window, she orders him to work off the cost of the window as Wilson’s maid. At least he’s free of Emma’s domination, right? Well, maybe not.

In this third part of George’s story, George struggles with being dressed as a girl full-time while trying to understand why this is all becoming more and more normal for him. This is Part Three of the series.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,400 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, maid costumes, and so much more!

November 2021 and December 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Blackmailed Sissy Maid

Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher this meant having a safe, anonymous internet mistress.  But this mistress wasn’t as anonymous as he thought.  Christopher will now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly places him at the mercy of the women in his life.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 38,000 word, 133 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, chastity devices, spanking, domestic discipline, and so much more!

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

—o—

Caught By His Roommate

Mitch thought Katie was the perfect woman.  She was beautiful.  She was innocent.  She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the way young women should dress in heels and dresses.  So Mitch tricked Katie into becoming roommates so he could explore her closet.  Unfortunately for Mitch, Katie would catch him red handed.  That’s when things got really strange for Mitch.  See, Katie wasn’t as innocent and naive as he thought, and she had plans for her new sissy!

This book includes Five Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,200 word, 140 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, bondage, spanking, and so much more!

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

—o—

Caught By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part One)

While Dylan’s wife was away on a business trip, Dylan decided to spend a little time playing in her closet.  Unfortunately for him, his wife’s friend Colby catches him.  Naturally, she wants to have some fun with Dylan, which means blackmail and feminization.  How far will Colby go?  Will Dylan’s wife figure it out?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 126 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, maid costumes, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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

—o—

Caught By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part Two)

Dylan wasn’t all that upset to find himself blackmailed by his wife’s best friend Colby after she caught him cross-dressing.  After all, this was the fantasy of a lifetime come true.  But with Colby’s demands becoming ever greater, Dylan finally had no choice but to try to escape her power.  So he called his wife.  Yep.  He called his wife!  What will happen now?  Will she save her husband from Colby?  And will there be a price to pay for her help?  Maybe Dylan will end up a feminized secretary after all.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,300 word, 127 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, milking, oral, chastity devices, maid costumes, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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

—o—

Caught In Her Closet

Jimmy always enjoyed cross-dressing secretly when no one else was home.  Then he gets caught by Christine and her friend.  What will Christine do with her new step-sissy?

With five illustrations from Ilgor!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,000 word, 129 page story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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

—o—

A Collection of Short Stories, Vol. One:  Three Tales of Halloween Magic

Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic:

They Messed With The Wrong Witch:  Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch.

The Magic Ring:  A husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky thing.  Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot.

I Wasn’t Myself:  The tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife.  That’s not the worst part though.  The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,000 word volume includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, gender transformation by magic, partial gender transformation by magic, transformation into an object, mind control, breast growth, oral, and so much more!

—o—

A Collection of Short Stories, Vol. Two:  Tales of Feminization By Hypnosis

Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This second volume of short stories includes four tales of feminization by hypnosis!

Save Us Sis!:  Candice gets a plea from her brother to come save him and their father.  Is this a joke?  Or is something sinister going on at home?

Controlled By His Roommate:  Dave is about to learn that his roommate Katie has more control over him than he thought!

The ‘Disappearance’ of Alpha Mu:  A college committee investigates the ‘disappearance’ of Alpha Mu fraternity. Though, ‘disappearance’ might be the wrong word.

Hypnotized Husband:  Diane is shocked when her husband starts dressing like a woman after he participates in a hypnosis stage show. But all may not be as it seems.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,200 word volume includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hypnosis, paddling, and so much more!

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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