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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.


What Is A “Blue Label” Version

—o—

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

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

This Part Six is the Blue Label Version of Part Six for Obeying Cassie.

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

Enjoy!


Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

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?  And what does he crave?  What are these strange thoughts regarding Darren?

This is the Blue Version of the final part, Part Six.  In this part, Cassie finally goes on vacation.  Can Martin use that time to become a man again?  Or will he use his time for something else?  And how will he handle Tianna?  This should be interesting.

This part includes breasts, lactation, female domination, power exchange, power exchange, power exchange, panties, bras and boobs, a sitter, a little bondage, some male to male contact, a leash and some new experiences for them all.

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 Tianna?  Or Darren?  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 uncertainty 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.

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

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

Martin took the first suction cup from the breast pump.  He held his right breast in his other hand.  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 had stretched to touch the edge of the suction cup and the nipple had grown to take up half the space of the top of the cup.  This was no longer any man’s nipple, not even close.  In fact, if he was being honest, it kind of rivaled his wife’s!

The thought made him shudder 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 put this thought aside and 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.  It was pleasure he didn’t want, he told himself.  Though... it was still pleasure regardless.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...                                                                                              

Martin watch the pump suck on his nipples and then release them several more times.  Each motion brought more pleasure, a combination of relaxation along 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 different than a touch on his arm or stomach, and yet it did.  It felt... good.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

As the pleasure soothed his brain and made him feel soft and yielding, he began to think about work.  He needed to return to work tomorrow.  He wasn’t looking forward to it, he told himself.  He really did not like being the “low girl” in the office, as everyone dumped work on him and expected him to do anything they needed.  And the humiliation of needing to call people he had commanded by titles like “Sir” and “Ma’am” stung.  Each time, he shrank a little.  Worse, the people who knew who he was still seemed to get a kick out of emasculating him.

“I am not looking forward to tomorrow,” he said firmly.

But this wasn’t exactly true.  There was one thing he was looking forward to tomorrow:  Darren.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

Martin wouldn’t admit he wanted to see Darren, but he did.  Darren had been on Martin’s mind all weekend, even as everything else happened.  He saw himself on his knees before Darren, looking up submissively at his former assistant.  He saw his hands with their long, girly red nails working Darren’s zipper.  He saw the smirk of triumph on Martin’s lips, the gleam of victory in his eyes, and that made him feel submissive.  Indeed, despite every bit of revulsion he could muster, he found himself wanting Darren to debase him.  He wanted Darren to whip out his penis and shove it in his mouth.

“Suck on that, sissy,” he heard Darren say.

And it excited him.

Phooooooooooo.

Martin swallowed hard.  Yet, he felt anticipation too.  His penis had swelled and was very hard.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

What would happen Monday morning?  He would wear the short skirt like Darren had commanded.  Would Darren notice?  Would he remember?  Would it excite him?  Would he... get hard?

He gave his erection a quick stroke.

Phooooooooooo.

Martin blushed and pulled his hand away.  Why was he acting like a schoolgirl with a crush?  This was a man he was thinking about!  He didn’t want to get a man excited.  He didn’t want to cause an erection!  And he certainly didn’t want to suck on another man’s thing!

Did he?

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

His nipples swelled.  It felt as if something small and soft tugged on them.  It was gentle, yet arousing.  He gave his erection another quick stroke... and two more.  He recalled Darren’s fingers on his breasts.  His breasts!  How humiliating that another man knew he had breasts!  How humiliating that another man touched them!

His penis began to throb at the memory.

He stroked it slowly.

Phooooooooooo.

Martin bit his lip and pulled his hand away again.  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 incredibly tight pencil skirt and the unstable 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.

Martin had gone to work.  He wore the tweed suit with the short mini-skirt, as Darren had told him.  He told himself he wasn’t sure why he did that, but he knew deep down; this was something he didn’t want to admit.  He felt a quiver in his stomach too, a sense of anticipation about him, and a feeling of hope buried deep inside, a sense of hope he denied however:  he didn’t want to see Darren... so he assured himself.  Darren wanted to humiliate him.  He wanted no part of that.  Besides, Darren was a man, what would he possibly want with a man?

Then he didn’t see Darren in the morning.

Darren was in a meeting or something and even though Martin dropped by several times – each time legitimate if perhaps nevertheless unnecessary – he never did manage to see him.  Around noon, Martin had had enough.  He scolded himself for playing this insane game.  Darren was a man.  He wanted no part of men.  What the heck was he doing flirting with this idea?!  What’s more, Darren was his former assistant.  The idea of slobbering after this man was a humiliation.  He needed to stop.  If he wanted to be a man, then be a man.

Then he saw him.

They were both walking down the same hallway toward each other, Martin returning to his desk by the other secretaries, Darren headed out of the office somewhere.  Martin’s heart skipped a beat.  All his admonitions to be a man and not wanting to be with a man and stop playing the part of some silly schoolgirl all vanished like smoke.  His heart raced.  His brain went silly.

They neared.

Martin’s chest heaved in anticipation and a tight fear as his breathing became labored.  What would Darren say?  Would he notice the skirt?  He felt giddy and nervous.  All his reason had failed.  He was running on pure emotion, emotion he never would have believed before:  he was excited.

And then it happened.

Sniveling little assistant Darren met him right in front of the other secretaries and patted Martin right on the butt as they passed.  On the butt!  He never said a word, he just patted him on the butt like some sort of... nothing girl!  Martin felt deeply embarrassed.  And the women all giggled or chuckled or smirked, of course, making Martin’s humiliation all the worse.  All Martin could do was glare helplessly.

Worse... he got hard, fast.  His rod was stiff.

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

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

A sense of rebellion rose within Martin at the shame he felt and it grew throughout the day.  He was going to be a man again, he swore!  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?  He did.  He was done being humiliated by people like... well, Darren.  But, 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 hand on his rear as the secretaries laughed at him made him shudder with icy humiliation.  He was a man.  He did not want to be touched by another man!  Darren had humiliated him and he could do nothing to stop him.  And that wasn’t all.  Somehow, it had 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.  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.

But what?  Apply for other jobs, he told himself.  That’s all he could think of.  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 would be falling down the corporate ladder.


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.

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.

Martin tensed up.

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

Martin blushed brightly.  He tried to pull the 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 of 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.  He felt pre-come make its tip wet.  His braced himself to panic, only he suddenly felt conflicted.  It was panic, but somehow it wasn’t.  It was something more erotic than that somehow, or there was something erotic in it.  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 and confused.

And then the young man’s hand drifted up his thigh toward the hem of his shorts.  Martin tensed up even more.  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 began to tingle.  Martin’s penis was pumping blood like mad but achieving nothing.  He felt even wetter.  His heart was racing.  His chest heaved.  Was this panic or was it something else?  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.  At the same time though, what was this feeling tingling beneath his embarrassment?  And why was he imagining himself on his knees before Darren?

—o—

Tianna and Martin were home again.  Martin was still blushing; somehow, he felt like a schoolgirl again and he couldn’t get Darren out of his mind.  It was so bad, he worried Tianna might see it on his face.  As for Tianna, she 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 girlish yellow romper.

“You looked so scared,” she chuckled.

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

“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: “Darren”

—o—

Martin’s schoolgirl crush on Darren seemed to grow with every passing hour.  He’d even dreamed about seeing Darren the night before.  This time, it was Darren sitting at the table with him.  It was Darren putting his hand upon Martin’s thigh.  And it was... exciting.  By the time he went to work the following morning, he was almost giddy with the idea of seeing him.  He didn’t want to be, but he was.  His crush had been rekindled and, against all his better judgment, Martin found himself wanting to run into Darren again.

He didn’t need to wait long.

“Take these to Darren,” said Erin.  She handed him a stack of papers.

Martin nodded and took them.  He started out toward Darren’s office and then stopped.  A thought occurred to him.  He blushed at the thought.  Nevertheless, he returned to his desk and grabbed his purse.  He slipped away to the ladies room.  There, he opened his purse and pulled out the compact he kept in the purse.  He leaned into the mirror and examined his makeup.  It was good.  Still, it could be better.  He brushed back some hairs, smoothed his eyebrows and added a hint of blush.  Then he took his lipstick and touched up his lips.

“Perfect,” he said.

And he felt very small for doing this.  His penis throbbed inside the device.

Martin returned his purse to his desk and grabbed the papers.  Then he made his way down the hallway to Darren’s office.  He wore the leather pencil skirt, and a white blouse which highlighted his breasts.  His nipples were hard.  On his feet were the slippers, something he had not worn to work before.  They slapped against his feet as he walked:  CLICK SLAP!  CLICK SLAP!  CLICK SLAP!  CLICK SLAP!

“Come in,” said Darren when Martin knocked.

“These are for you, Sir,” he said softly.

Darren smirked.  “If it isn’t my sissy ex-boss,” said Darren.

Martin blushed.  He slapped his way inside on the heels.  CLICK SLAP!  CLICK SLAP!

“Nice shoes.”

Martin blushed even more.  “Thank you,” he said softly.  He set the papers down on Darren’s desk, his own former desk.

Darren leaned back slightly.  His smirk grew.  Then he rose from his chair.  He walked around Martin, who watched him nervously.  He closed the door.  Martin’s heart skipped a beat.  He walked up behind Martin.  Martin felt him very close, not touching, but close enough he could feel Darren’s breath on his neck and the heat of his body radiated toward him.

“I thought I told you I wanted you in short skirts?” said Darren.

Martin blushed.  “I didn’t have another one.”

Suddenly, Martin felt Darren’s fingers touch his rear.  He shuddered warmly.  His knees went weak.  His body withered on the inside, but in a good way.  His penis began to swell.

Darren smiled slyly.  “Get one.”

“Yes... yes, sir.”

He felt Darren’s breath draw nearer.  Then he felt Darren’s lips almost touch the back of his neck.  “If you wear a long skirt,” said Darren almost breathlessly, “then how can I see what my little sissy boss is wearing beneath?  Right, Martin?”

Martin came.

There was no other way to say it.  He came.  What Darren had said was so emasculating, so humiliating, and so incredibly erotic that he came.  His seed poured out into the device, coating its metal bars and soaking his panties.

Martin blushed brightly with embarrassment and found himself stifling a girlish giggle.

“Yes, yes, sir,” he peeped.

Darren laughed softly.  Then he kissed his feminized former boss on the back of the neck.  His lips were surprisingly soft and delicate.

“Get back to work, little girl.”

Martin trembled with arousal.  He suddenly felt overwhelmed.

“Yes— yes, sir.”

Martin raced off in a near-panic.  CLICK SLAP!  CLICK SLAP!  He felt so weak!  It was glorious.


Chapter Ten: “So Horny”

—o—

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 now 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 onto 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 bit his lip.  He thought of Darren.  Again, he felt like a fool, as he had all day.  He had run out of Darren’s office like a scared little girl.  How embarrassing!  But at the same time, he felt giddy at what Darren had said, though conflicted at him being a man – he still struggled with that.  Be that as it may though, he definitely did not want Tianna knowing about any of this.

“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.  He definitely did not want anyone knowing about Darren.

Unfortunately, thinking about Darren brought back that girlish-crush feeling again and 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... Darren touching his rear... Darren kissing his neck... his arousal at Tianna’s shoes... the idea of needing to ask her to let him masturbate...

He shuddered.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

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.

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

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.  The idea of being so submissive to this dumb girl burned him.  Yet, it excited him too somehow.  Again, he imagined that indignity.

Phooooooooooo.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

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

She laughed.  He felt a shudder run through him.

Shhhhhhhhhuuuuuuu...

The machine tugged on his nipples again.  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.  It felt so arousing.  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.  It made him giggle.

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.  He saw himself now on his knees before Darren again.  This time, he imagined Darren’s penis sticking out his pants.  He saw his lips moving toward it.  He heard Darren’s words:

“If you wear a long skirt, how can I see what my little sissy boss is wearing beneath?  Right, Martin?”

Phooooooooooo.

The tugging stopped, almost jarringly somehow.

He shuddered.

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.  How he hoped the machine would make him come!

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!

“May I play with myself, Miss Tianna?” he thought with deep embarrassment.

He squeezed his balls.

Suddenly, he felt something new.  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 Eleven: “At Work Again”

—o—

Martin couldn’t believe what he’d done.  It was so embarrassing.  He’d spent the night before going through Cassie’s closet trying to find the right dress or skirt to wear to work today.  Again, he’d felt like a girl with a crush.  But he’d found what he wanted in a black leather miniskirt Cassie wore whenever they went dancing.  It fit thanks to whatever changes had been going on and the girdle.  That was a little troubling, but right now the skirt was more important.  Beneath the mini, he wore the girdle.  Beneath the open-bottom girdle, he wore high-cut panties.  They hid the device while leaving his thighs bare.  He liked the look too.  They were black with lace.  On his feet were the slippers.  He thought those were the sexiest shoes he had.  They gave him a certain wiggle to his walk too which he found exciting.

Above, he wore a silky silver blouse.  It was loose, but it gave hints of his nipples at times when the material pressed against his bra.  His nipples were visible because the bra was too small and no longer contained him well.  It caused him discomfort, but it added a sense of excitement as well.

All told, he felt positively girlish as he went to work.

“You wanted to see me?” said Martin.

He was at Darren’s office door.

Darren bade him enter and to close the door behind him.  Darren then rose from his chair and came around to the front of his desk where Martin stood, feeling like he was on display.  His heart was pounding.  Darren wore a dark suit today and a white-collared shirt.  His dark blue tie swayed as he rose.

Darren looked him up and down and smiled wryly.

“I see you did as I told you,” said Darren as he took in Martin’s shaved thighs below the short miniskirt.  “Learning to follow orders.”

Martin shuddered with embarrassment, but also excitement.  “Yes, Sir.”

Darren put his hand upon Martin’s outer thigh.  Martin flinched, but stood fast.  His penis swelled inside the device, but as always failed to erect.  Darren meanwhile slowly ran his fingers up Martin’s thigh to the tip of his leather skirt.  His touch sent a tingly warm feeling coursing through Martin.

“I like you following orders,” he said.

“Yes, Sir,” said Martin sheepishly.

Darren’s fingers slipped beneath the skirt, but kept to the side of his thigh.  He found Martin’s panties and let his fingers linger.  Then he brought them down again outside the skirt.  He leaned in and whispered in Martin’s ear.

“Show me your panties.”

Part of Martin screamed not to do this.  Be a man.  Wasn’t that what he wanted?  Don’t do this.  Storm out.  Go become a man again.  But that part was barely heard as Martin’s need took over.  Even his shame seemed to recede.  Maybe it was the way he dressed.  Maybe it was his arousal at being humiliated.  Maybe it was because Cassie was away and he could do this without anyone ever knowing.  Whatever the reason, he slowly reached down as Darren stepped back to watch.  Martin took the hem of his miniskirt in his hand, one hand on each side, and he slowly raised it until his panties came into view.  Just the tip at first, then his balls squished beneath the material.

Darren smirked at seeing the panties... and his incongruous balls.

“Take them down,” he said, meaning the panties.

Martin’s breathing became harder.  He slipped his hands inside the waistband of his silky black panties and pulled them down until his balls and the device were free.  He hooked the panties beneath his balls.  Then he raised his skirt again, showing them to Darren.

Darren’s lips curled into a smirk.  He took Martin’s balls in his hand.  Martin felt an incredible rush.  No man had ever held his balls and now they were in his former assistant’s hand.  He felt so small, so weak, so vulnerable, so feminine.  Darren patted them and then wrapped his fingers around the chastity device.  He ran his fingers over it before letting go of that as well.

“Not boss at home either,” he said.

Then he put his hands upon Martin’s hips and he moved him backward until Martin bumped in the desk.  Darren stepped close and cupped Martin’s breast.  Martin shivered as his warm hand squeezed Martin’s girlish breast.  Darren stroked it, bringing his fingers to Martin’s nipple.  He toyed with the nipple for several seconds, causing per-come to drip out of Martin’s exposed shaft.

Darren leaned in and whispered in his ear again.  “Let’s see how good you are at serving your boss... boss.”

He planted a small kiss upon Martin’s cheek, making Martin burn with shame.  Then he put his hands on Martin’s hips again and lightly pushed Martin downward.  Martin let himself be guided to a crouching position until his face came level with Darren’s zipper.  His balls hung down between his ankles as he balanced precariously on the tall high-heeled slippers.

Martin put his fingers to Darren’s zipper and slowly worked it down, watching excitedly as his long red nails worked the zipper.  His penis throbbed inside the device.  He’d dreamed about this moment, tried to masturbate to it.  He yearned for it.  He had no idea why.  A week ago, he never would have considered this, much less understood it.  Now he wanted it badly.

Martin slipped his hand through his former assistant’s zipper.  His fingers came upon something soft and silky and warm.  It felt like a silk bag.  He knew what it was and he couldn’t believe he was touching it!  He wrapped his fingers around it as it started to uncoil and grow stiff.  He pulled it through the zipper.

Martin stared at Darren’s erection.

It was long and hard and exciting.  It was longer than his own, and wider too.  It had a slight curve to it.  It was hard too.  Very hard.  Its head was large too.  Perhaps too large?

Martin’s heart was pounding.

Without another thought, Martin closed his eyes, leaned forward, and slipped Darren’s head between his lips.  It barely fit.  And as he moved his head even closer, the hard knob moved through his mouth, taking up all the space he had, gliding over his tongue and pressing into the back of his throat.

Martin nearly choked.

He pulled back.  He hesitated.  What was he doing?!

But then, Darren put one hand onto the back of Martin’s head and ran his fingers through Martin’s hair before pushing his head toward his erection.  Martin slipped his own hands upon Darren’s thighs to steady himself; the high-heeled slippers had not been the best choice.

Everything took on a dreamlike sense as Martin slid his wet lips up and down his former assistant’s shaft.  He couldn’t believe he was doing this!  This was a man!  This was a penis!  He shouldn’t be doing this!  And yet... it was thrilling.  It was exhilarating.  It was liberating.  What would Cassie think?

His tongue lashed Darren’s shaft as his lips slid along.

He felt so naughty.

Then suddenly, Martin felt Darren stiffen.  His penis, which had been throbbing, started almost jerking.  Martin tightened his lips and moved them even faster.  He knew what was coming.

Darren’s breathing became jagged.  Then it seemed to stop.  He held his breath.  He arched his back.  Darren’s penis jumped in his mouth.  Darren’s hand grabbed his hair tightly.

And then he exploded.

—o—

Martin started the long walk back to his desk.  He had checked everything before he left Darren’s office as best he could:  his skirt, his panties, his blouse.  He’d brushed his hair with his fingers, but couldn’t see it.  He couldn’t see his lipstick either.  It had all been a mess.  He straightened it all as best he could, but he still felt disheveled.  Everything felt awkward.  He could still taste Darren’s seed in his mouth too.  Honestly, he felt a little slutty.

“Enjoying yourself,” snickered Laura Smith as she walked past him.

Martin blushed.  Did she know?  Did she see something?  He tensed up.  In fact, his whole body went rigid.

“You can still accept my offer,” she said with a smirk.

Martin breathed a sigh of relief.  He understood what she meant now.  She was mocking for him needing to come to the office as a woman, not for what he had just done with Darren.  The fact she didn’t know made him flush warmly and feel naughty.  He began to glow with a sense of triumph.  She didn’t know!

Smith walked off without waiting to hear his reply.

Martin smiled softly.  Then he turned and started down the hallway.  As he did, he noticed something odd about his blouse.  All day, it had moved smoothly in the slight breezes of the office.  This actually annoyed his nipple as his bra no longer fit properly and it allowed his nipple to rub against the blouse.  Now, it suddenly felt heavy on his right side.  He glanced down.  To his horror, he saw a wet patch.

The rubbing of the blouse against his nipple had caused him to drip out milk!

Martin crossed his arms self-consciously and raced off to the restroom to try to dry it.  This was a problem.


Chapter Twelve: “Caught”

—o—

Martin was working in the kitchen.  His mind was on work.  It was on Darren.  What did all of this mean?  He wasn’t gay.  He loved his wife.  So why Darren?  He wasn’t sure, but it had left him with a sense of giddiness.  It was crazy to think this would excite him, but it had.  He couldn’t explain it.  And the fact he’d gotten away with it, as evidenced by Smith not knowing what he’d done despite feeling so disheveled, made it all the naughtier.  This was his little secret and when Cassie came back, it would stop, and no one would ever know.

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.”

“Go?  With Monica?”

“We’re going dancing.”

“Dancing?”

“Yes, Martin.  We go dancing each night.”

“With men?”

Cassie laughed.  “Yes, Martin, with men.”  She smiled slyly.  “It’s too bad you aren’t here, Martin.  There are any number of men who’d love to take you home and make a woman out of you.”

Her joke struck close to home.  He instantly thought of Darren.  He blushed brightly.  “I don’t—”

“It might even be fun to watch,” said Cassie ignoring his protestation with a laugh.

Martin’s jaw dropped.  “But— but—”

He heard Cassie chuckle.  Then he heard her blow a kiss to him through the phone.  “Love you,” she said.  And then she hung up.

Martin stared blankly at the phone.  Martin couldn’t believe she’d said that.  Was his wife serious?  Was she seriously dancing with other men?  Did she seriously suggest that she wanted to see him with another man?  And asking Tianna to put him on the leash and holding it while he masturbated?  Never.  NEVER!  And yet, he was hornier than ever!


Chapter Thirteen: “The Bra”

—o—

Martin sat at his desk.  His chest was annoyed.  His bra didn’t fit.  His breasts had grown too large for it of late.  He wasn’t sure why they were growing so fast, but they were.  They were heavy too.  And the little blue bra Cassie had bought him no longer fit.  It looked like his breasts would burst out.

The bigger problem was that with his breasts on the verge of bursting out, his nipples would at times ride just above the low-cut cups and then would scrape against his blouses.  This was one such day and he had not been able to find enough privacy to correct the situation.  As a result, his nipples were now sore from rubbing against the silky blouse, which nevertheless felt like sandpaper on his sensitive nipples.

Worse, he’d already dripped out milk twice from the constant scraping.

This was embarrassing.  He needed to do something.

But what?

—o—

Martin swallowed hard  He had no choice but to do this  As humiliating as it sounded, and he was sure it would be far 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 milk 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 Fourteen: “The Copier”

—o—

Martin’s new bras made a world of difference.  He could walk around the office with his breasts and nipples well-held and protected.  There was no longer any discomfort from his nipples scraping.  There was no longer any fear of his breasts expressing milk as he talked to someone.  That was a relief.  What’s more, his breasts looked better with the new bras.  They held his breasts higher and more firmly and they gave them an even more pleasing shape – although Martin continued to insist he wanted to return to being a man, he did get a strange sense of pride from looking good as a woman.  He wasn’t entirely sure where that sense had come from, but he had a suspicion.  With Cassie gone, Martin had decided to let his inhibitions go... sort of his own vacation, so he was letting himself embrace being a woman for the moment.  That let him revel in his current femininity.

Part of that was letting himself engage in a sort of cat and mouse game with Darren, with Martin playing the role of the mouse.  So far, this had resulted in more than one time where he’d found Darren’s manhood in his mouth.  Darren had also fondled his breasts a number of times.  Today was the last day of this game, however.  Today was the last day at work before Cassie came home.  Then, Martin told himself, he needed to talk to her about becoming a man again.  This femininity would end then.

But that was tomorrow...

—o—

Martin saw Darren coming down the hallway.  Martin wore the leather miniskirt again along with the tall open-toed pumps.  His breasts were encased in the black bra and his blouse was light blue.  His panties were pink.  They were boycut and held his balls snugly.

He gave Darren a wink.

Darren’s lips curled into a smile.

Martin ducked into a copier room.  The room was small, a closet really, and lined with shelves of paper.  Against the back wall stood a copy machine.  Martin went to the copy machine and pretended to be looking for some paper.

Darren watched him from the door before slipping inside and closing the door.  He walked up to Martin, who was straightening a stack of papers.  He pressed himself against Martin and slipped his arms around him.  He could smell Martin’s perfume.  It was intoxicating, and Martin could smell his cologne.

“Oh!” gasped Martin, playing the part of the naive, sexy secretary.

“There you are, sissy.”

“Can I help you, Sir?” asked Martin.

His penis was swelling and swelling and swelling inside the device.

Darren squeezed his breasts, making Martin’s nipples stiffen.  Martin felt his whole body tingle with excitement.  Then Darren kissed Martin on the back of the neck and he melted.  Darren lowered one hand to Martin’s rear.  Martin shuddered helplessly as Darren’s fingers traced the outline of his panties.

“Oh, Sir,” he purred.

Darren raised Martin’s skirt.

Martin’s heart beat super fast.

Darren slipped his hand inside Martin’s panties and pulled them aside, exposing his hole.  Then Martin heard Darren’s zipper lower.  He tensed up!  This would be new.  This would be insane.  His heart was pounding.  His chest heaved.

Martin felt Darren press him against the copier, bending him over it.  Martin braced his hands on the edges of the copier and spread his legs a little more.  His breasts pushed against the glass.  The heels he wore were so tall, so difficult.  Behind him, he felt Darren’s body pressing against his.  Then something warm and silky, but stiff touched his rear.  It slid around his cheeks for a moment before finding his crevice.

It slid between his cheeks.

It was slick.

“Oh Sir,” giggled Martin.  He felt so girlish, and he was loving it.

Then, Martin felt the stiff rod press into his crack.  Suddenly, he tensed up.  He became worried.  Should he allow this?  Was this too much?  The rod pressed harder.  It broke the seal.  A tiny bit at first.  Then it started, smoothly moving forward.  The pressure was intense and grew dramatically.  Martin sucked in a hard breath as this giant thing moved into him.  His chest heaved.  His legs tensed.  His whole body felt like it might burst with pressure.

“Oh!” he gasped.

It pressed further.

It got bigger, or seemed to.  The pressure got even stronger.  Martin felt like he would burst.  He started to panic.  He wanted to tell Darren to pull it out!  He opened his mouth, but no sound came out... only a whimper.

Darren pushed further.

It grew even more.  It felt the size of a log.  And the pressure was intense.  Martin suddenly regretted doing this.  All his doubts and fears came back.  He was a man.  He should not be wearing a skirt.  He should not be wearing heels.  He should not be submissive to his former assistant.  And he should not let another man stick his thing inside him!

Then it was as if a switch had been flicked.

All the pressure vanished.  In its place was pure pleasure.  His whole body radiated pleasure.  And as Darren’s penis pushed into him, it brought ever more pleasure.  Martin’s fears vanished.  In their place came only a giggle.

Martin spread his legs wider as if to draw Darren’s penis in deeper.

He moaned.

Darren drove in harder.  His penis was throbbing.  Martin could feel each swell, each withdrawal.  Darren was creating a rhythm within Martin with his thrusts, and each thrust brought Martin more pleasure.

For the next few minutes – or was it hours – Martin was lost in ecstasy.  He felt Darren manhandle him.  He was too weak to resist, too small.  He struggled in the heels, something that now felt right.  He had become a woman.

And then he felt Darren give him two very hard shoves.

This was followed by an explosion.  Something warm and wet filled him.

More shoves.

More explosions.  More wet.

Finally, Darren stopped.  Martin had been fertilized.  A strange feeling came over him.  It was as if his manhood had vanished.  Part of him wanted to cry, part of him wanted to— well, he didn’t know.  Suddenly, he spun around without even knowing he would do it.  He threw his arms around Darren’s shoulders and kissed the surprised man dead on the lips.  Then he pulled back.

“Thank you... Master.”

Darren smirked triumphantly... and come dripped from Martin’s cage.


Chapter Fifteen: “Cassie Returns”

—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.  Though, honestly, he didn’t feel a really strong pull toward being male anymore.  Besides, 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.

He thought of Darren.  Had he really called him “Master”?

He blushed and giggled.

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.  He was naked except for the heels.  That’s all Cassie let him wear after cleaning himself up.  His breasts hung heavily from his chest.  They were sore too from being milked.  He wished for his bra.

His penis was still locked away.

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!  They acted like it was nothing!

“So Martin was a good boy?” asked Cassie.

“He was.”

“Is that right, Martin?  Did you have a good week?”

Martin blushed.  There was no way he was going to discuss his week.  That was a moment in time that would never come again and no one need ever know.  He swore that to himself.  “It was fine,” he grumbled.

“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 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 Darren and he glowed with embarrassment, again like a schoolgirl with a crush.

Cassie glanced at his naked breasts and swollen nipples.  “Let’s hope Laura Smith has a breast feeding policy,” she giggled.

Martin withered.  Did she really expect him to milk himself at work?!  Actually... the idea kind of excited him.  It would be exquisitely humiliating!  He blushed even deeper and was glad he was still locked in the cage.  Still, his penis yearned.  He had not been erect in a week and he needed it!

“So you had a good time?” asked Tianna.

“We had a great time.  I wish I’d brought Martin,” said Cassie.

“Why is that?”

Cassie giggled.  “The men... they were amazing.”  She blushed.  “And I think some of them would have appreciated his uh, extras.”  She reached out and stroked his balls as she said this.  “Could you imagine going on a double date with your sissy husband?  That would be amazing!”

Both women laughed.

Martin, meanwhile, shuddered warmly at her touch.

Cassie sighed.  “But I doubt Martin would want to do that, would you honey?”

Martin bit his lip.  Maybe there was something he wanted to tell her after all?


Epilogue

—o—

Cassie adjusted her bra and stockings.  They looked good.  Her nipples were exposed by the ultra-low-cut bra.  Her panties were damp with excitement.  She couldn’t wait to get started.  She looked Martin up and down.  He looked so vulnerable in the tall black high-heeled slippers, the barely there white panties and nothing else except the pink bow in his hair.  She touched his brown-leather collar, toying with the silver ring at the front.  The collar was tight, very tight.  It was so tight it restricted the movement of his neck.  He had worn it at the wedding.

“This really suits you,” she said.

Martin blushed.  “Thank you, Miss Cassie.”

“Are you excited?” she asked.  Then she smirked and she looked down at his panties.  His erection tented it up and away from the skin of his crotch and thighs.  “Yes, you are,” she giggled.

Martin blushed even more.

“Thank you for taking off the thing,” he said.

“The chastity device?  You’re welcome, darling, but rest assured, my motives are selfish.  I intend to use your little man.”  She brushed the head of his penis through the tiny panties.

Martin shuddered at her touch.

Cassie smiled at him.  Then she grabbed the ring from his collar between her fingers and she pulled him forward to her by it so she could kiss him deeply on the lips.  “This is the best decision we ever made.”

Martin smiled.

Cassie brought up her other hand.  In it, was the hook end of the leather leash.  She attached it to the ring with one smooth motion.  Martin withered just a little bit.  It was so humiliating to be on a leash... but exciting.  He’d worn it at the wedding too, right in front of everyone.  In fact, Monica held it as Cassie walked down the aisle.  That gave Martin an incredible erection beneath his virgin white wedding lingerie; he wore lingerie, Cassie wore a dress.

“Are you ready, Martin?”

Martin nodded.  “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

Cassie smirked.  Then she turned on her tall black heels and she tottered off toward the living room, tugging her sissified husband behind her:  Martin Lisa Marie Florence.

Martin felt the tug of the leash.  It was an emasculating tug, but an oddly comforting tug.  He belonged to his wife, and that was all that mattered.  He was her pet now.  Her feminized pet.  There was no going back.  At times, his ego still got the better of him and he thought he wanted to, but Cassie would crush those thoughts under heel with time in the corner or some other creative punishment... or reward.  Tonight, they were living a fantasy of hers, but one he had come to in his own way as well, while on “vacation.”

Martin tottered after his wife in the tall slippers.  His breasts jiggled with his steps.  They were so heavy, so full, that he thought they might start squirting from any one of those jiggles, but they didn’t.  He couldn’t promise they wouldn’t soon though.  He had not been milked today, after all... by his wife’s intent.

They entered the living room.

Darren sat naked on the couch.  He smirked when he saw his former boss being led on a leash, his breasts jiggling like the rest of his feminized body.  Then he smiled at seeing Cassie.  He’d never made it with two women before, and technically he supposed this wouldn’t count either, but it was going to be extraordinary.

“You look beautiful,” he said.

“And you look hard,” purred Cassie.  She tugged tighter on the leash, bringing Martin to a halt.  She licked her lips at Darren.  Then she kissed Martin on the lips.  “Why don’t you help Darren with his erection, darling?”

Martin blushed... and he did.

The End

—o—
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Becoming Georgia (Blue Label Edition)

Poor George.  George and his friend Oliver never meant to break the widow, but they did.  Even worse, George's pesky stepsister Emma saw the whole thing.  Now they would learn the price for her silence... and it included dresses.  That’s just the beginning too.

This is the tale of how George goes from average young man to feminized servant of his stepsister, to feminized maid for his ex-girlfriend and for the handsome boy who stole her from him, to finding himself going to the dance in the arms of another boy.  Nothing will ever be the same for George again.

This was my first Blue Label Edition story.  It is an alternate version of the original Becoming Georgia.  This story is a little more graphic than the original because I think that’s appropriate in this instance.  It’s different too, even as I tried to keep the original spirit of Becoming Georgia.  Indeed, while this story starts the same and begins with only subtle changes, it slowly goes its own way to tell this story properly.

This is all four parts of the story in one volume.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 115,000 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, blackmail, male-to-male contact, bi, oral, spanking, and so much more!

March 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminization Island (Part Three) (Blue Book Edition)

In parts one and two, Walter was tricked into going on vacation at an island resort where he was feminized according to his wife’s wishes.  His “vacation” is now coming to an end, if you can really call it a vacation.  It seems more like a job interview for a new position his wife is looking to fill: sissified husband.  Either way, before things end, Walter is in for some major surprises.  There’s the rest of his training, the bachelor party, the wedding... that ring thing he forgot about.  Good times!  Do you think Jackie will make Walter wear a tux to the wedding after all?  Probably not, right?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,957 word part is the third and final part of Walter’s story.  This is the Blue Book version ending to the story. This follows the regular Parts One and Two (so read those first) and then finish with this.  Things get really kinky now.  This part includes forced feminization, female domination, hormones, bondage, maybe-not-so-forced bi, chastity devices, power exchanges, a wedding dress and still more surprises!  Walter’s vacation pictures are going to be something special, that’s for sure!

May 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminization For His Wife’s Lover (Blue Book Edition)

George wants his wife Selena to sleep with another man. He doesn’t understand why he wants this, but he knows the idea turns him on. Selena loves her husband and will do anything to make him happy, even this. But if she’s going to do it, then she’s going to do it on her terms. One of those terms involves George wearing a dress and panties while she dates this other man. This is the story of George and Selena’s journey into cuckolding. If that bothers you, don’t read it. If it doesn’t, I think you’ll find this to be highly erotic.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 33,500 word story includes female domination, power exchange, denial, cross-dressing, cuckolding, male to male contact, and so much more.

September 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Improved By His Mother-in-Law (Part 3) (Blue Book Edition)

Victor has been caught by his wife Meredith dressed as a maid and, apparently, giving a party to show off his fussy maid uniform. That was quite the surprise for Meredith, especially as her boss was with her. What’s worse, her mother seems to be the person behind it. What will Meredith do now? Read on and find out!


This is Part Three of Three. It is also the Blue Label alternate ending for the series, meaning it contains male-on-male contact. In this final part, Regina decides it’s time to teach Victor a lesson, though she may be surprised how that lesson turns out. Part of this includes making Victor jealous by dating her boss. Only, she’s starting to realize she may be more interested in him than she thought. Apparently, so is Victor. What will Meredith do?


For Mature Audiences Only. This 35,100 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, male-on-male contact, cuckolding, maid uniforms, erotic humiliation, domestic discipline, feet, a chastity device, and so much more.

August 2024 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Our Little Secret (Parts 1-3) (Blue Book Edition)

A young couple. A wife’s secret desire. A suggestion involving panties. That’s how Hollie and Miles’ story starts. Before it ends, nothing will ever be the same again for the two lovers. This will be a three book set. In this first volume, Hollie and Miles explore the idea of dressing Miles in secret, as a kinky way to play games before their friends and coworkers and everyone else. It doesn’t take long before Miles realizes he likes this way more than he expected.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes cross-dressing, female domination, power exchange, male-to-male contact, denial, and so much more.

April 2024 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Some Side-Effects May Occur (Parts 1-4) (Blue Book Edition)

Frank is an impulsive guy. One day, he learns about an experimental shot that is supposed to give him an extra inch down in the, uh, manhood department. Frank’s wife Martha is a doctor who knows that anything making that kind of promise is probably not going to be safe. She absolutely forbids him to do it. But Frank, well, Frank does it anyways. Soon the changes start... but they aren’t the changes Frank expected. Frank’s wife is not amused. This is the story of how Frank grew an inch, but lost his manhood in the process.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This four book series includes hormones, breast growth, cross-dressing, female domination, power exchange, denial and so much more.

February 2023 - March 2023 No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Training Him (Part 3) (Blue Book Edition)

The end of Charlotte and Jackson’s story has come! Both Charlotte and Jackson have come a long way from that first moment Jackson tried to manipulate his ‘mousy little wife’ into dominating him in bed. Much to Jackson’s shock, Charlotte has found a dominant side she didn’t even know she had and has pushed him further into submission than he ever expected. She’s not done yet, either. This is the Blue Label conclusion too, which means Jackson’s in for an even bigger surprise. But first, we need to find out how Charlotte handles catching Jackson using his little toy on himself as Marsha watched. There are some interesting times ahead. Will Jackson find a way back to being the man of the house or will he forever become her ‘good little husband’? Read on and find out.


This 42,930 word story includes cross-dressing, female domination, power exchange, male-to-male contact, chastity devices, denial, a sex toy, maybe a spanking, and so much more. This is the Blue Label finish for the series, read it after the red-label Parts 1 and 2. For Mature Audiences Only.

July 2023 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

——

cover.jpeg
Obeying Cassie
Part Six

(Blue Label Version)
by Ann Michelle






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




