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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 Editions are about.  Blue
Label Editions 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 Edition” designation.  This story deserved a blue
label version.  So here it is.


 


Enjoy!

















Introduction by Ann


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


All Frank wanted
when he took that shot was for his manhood to grow an inch.  Is that so much to
ask?  That is what they said would happen, after all.  Well, Frank got his inch
and a whole lot more.  Not only is the shot turning him into a woman, but he can’t
have sex or it will get worse!  His wife’s lesbian boss is pursuing his lonely
wife, his best friend’s wife has kinky plans for feminized Frank, and it turns
out his best friend is... well, he’s at the door.


 


Frank’s
adventure now continues in this second book in the series.  As Frank continues
to grow more feminine the challenges keep coming.  How will he keep hiding the
changes?  What will he do about Kara?  What in the world is going on with Ted
and why does it seem to excite Frank so much?  Oh my.  Read on and see how
Frank handles these problems, as well as the new ones he knows nothing about
yet.  Maybe he should have listened to his wife.  Always listen to your wife.


 


I hope you are enjoying
Frank’s story!  Let me know what you think!


 


With love,


Ann :)


 


P.S. For those
who did not the Blue Label version of book one, there is mention in this story
(Part Two) of a character called “Sunny.”  Sunny is someone Frank sees online
when he is researching males with breasts.  They are described as appearing as
a woman, of which Frank is certain, until Frank sees a second photo of Sunny’s
erection and Frank becomes excited.

















Chapter One: “Stunned, To Say The Least”


—o—


 


Frank stared in
utter shock at the mystery “woman” standing in his front doorway.  He simply could
not believe his eyes.  Beneath the white dress, atop the tall brown wedges, and
carrying the brown leather purse, was his friend Ted.  It was Ted with the
curly golden hair and the sharp red nails.  It was Ted with the painted lips. 
It was Ted wrapped in stockings.  It was Ted behind the blush and mascara.  It
looked like a woman, exactly like a woman – save for the unnatural bulge a few
inches below the waistline – but it was no woman... it was Ted.


“Ted?!  What—
why?!” gasped Frank.


The “woman” blushed.


“Come in, dear,”
purred Kara to her husband.


As Frank watched
in disbelief, his lifelong friend came to where Frank and Kara stood, tottering
femininely in the tall heels.  His walk was so sexy it made Frank hard,
something Frank had not expected.  In fact, the whole image had turned him on
intensely and seeing Ted walk so femininely was almost unbearably exciting.  He
blushed bright red and dropped his hands to try to hide his shame.  It got
worse too.  Each step by Ted echoed off the hardwood floor.  The sound wasn’t
as sharp as the sound of Kara’s heels, not with Kara wearing stilettos and her
husband wearing wedges, but it was still unmistakably feminine, and each heel
strike produced a burst of electricity in his spine and made his erection
throb.


CLICK! 
Throb.


CLICK! 
Throb.


CLICK! 
Throb.


CLICK! 
Throb.


“Why is this
turning me on so badly?” wondered Frank desperately.  It felt like torture as
Ted slowly approached.  Frank couldn’t believe how erotic this was. 
Incredibly, he was almost overwhelmed with a desire to masturbate!


CLICK! 
Throb.


CLICK! 
Throb.


Ted finally
arrived.  Frank was trembling in shock and horror and, frankly, erotic
excitement.  Watching Ted cross the room had been the strangest turn-on he
could have ever imagined.  He felt so embarrassed for Ted, but even more for
himself.  He had been turned on watching his friend, a man, walk in high
heels.  How could that be?


“No need for
introductions, I suppose,” snickered Kara.


“Why— why are
you dressed like that?” asked Frank.  He tingled uncomfortably all over.


Ted blushed even
deeper and seemed to fold inward in embarrassment.


Frank glanced
suspiciously at Kara, who smirked in return.  “Guilty as charged,” laughed
Kara.  “But it was all voluntary, I assure you.”


“What does that
mean?”


“Perhaps you
should ask your friend,” said Kara and she waved toward Ted.


Frank shifted
his gaze back to Ted, but Ted averted his eyes.


“Later,” said
Ted.


“No doubt an
interesting conversation it will be,” said Kara.  “In the meantime, let’s get
on with the audition—”


“‘Audition’?”
repeated Frank.  “What audition?”


Rather than
answer him, however, Kara braced her hand against his chest and said, “Hold
that thought.  We need a few things to do this right.”  Then she turned and
scurried off down the hallway deeper into the house.  Frank was too stunned to
object or even ask her where she was going.  He turned on Ted instead.


“Where is she
going?” he whispered aggressively.


Ted shrugged his
shoulders.  The jiggling of his earrings brought the manner in which he was
dressed back into sharp focus for Frank.


“Why are you
dressed like that?” demanded Frank in an even more aggressive whisper.


“Let’s talk
about it later,” said Ted.


“I want to talk
about it now.  Is she making you?”


Ted blushed even
deeper.  “Yes, I mean, no, but yes.  Look, we don’t have time now.  She’ll be
back any second.  Let’s talk about it later.”


“Fine,” snapped
Frank.  “Then let’s talk about something else.  Why are you here?”


“Kara made me
come.”


“Obviously, but
what does she want?” demanded Frank.


Ted licked his
lips.  “She wants you.”


“Me?!” asked
Frank incredulously.  “What does she want with me?”


“She wants to
add you to her collection.”


Frank furrowed
his brow.  Her collection?  That sounded both ominous and incredible, like it
came from some sort of crazy horror movie!  “‘Her collection’? What
collection?”


Ted bit his
lip.  He was clearly embarrassed to answer.


“Ted,”
growled Frank.


Ted sighed. 
“She wants to have a ‘harem of sissies,’ as she calls it.  She’s collecting
guys in dresses and she wants you as part of it.  She wants you at her beck and
call, dressed like a sissy.”


Frank raised an
incredulous eyebrow.  “A harem of sissies?  You’re joking.”


Ted shook his
head.


Frank started to
object that such a thing sounded like sheer fantasy, but one look at his friend
– a man he thought quite normal and, frankly, bland until he walked through the
door in a dress and high heels – suggested that fantasy might be reality in
this case.  Nevertheless, his mind went right to the obvious objection.


“But I’m not a
sissy,” said Frank.


Ted glanced
doubtfully at the dress Frank wore in answer.


Frank saw this
accusatory glance, felt the heat of shame rising within, and shook his head
vigorously and waved his finger in denial.  “Oh no, no!  This wasn’t my idea,”
he said defensively.  “Kara made me wear it.”


“And the heels
the other day?” asked Ted in the same doubtful tone of his glance.


“Heels?!  Those
were just loafers!”


Ted shifted the
doubtful tone to his expression.  His expression sent a burning warm sense of
shame racing down Frank’s spine, as Frank realized he would not have accepted
such a dismissal either upon catching his friend in women’s loafers:  Sure,
they were heels, but they weren’t that high.  Frank would never accept
that, and clearly Ted would not either.


“What about the
panties?” added Ted.


“Panties?  What
panties?” asked Frank with his blush deepening and his erection hardening.  How
did his friend know so much!  Clearly, Kara told him.  But why?


“The pink ones.”


“I can explain
that—”


“Oh really?”
said Ted and he folded his arms defiantly.  “By all means, be my guest.”


Frank was
trapped and he knew it unless he could somehow come up with the world’s best
explanation.  The trouble was, he couldn’t think of any explanation, let alone
a good one.  Nevertheless, he opened his mouth to try to talk his way out of
this... only to be stopped when he heard the sound of Kara’s heels approaching
down the hallway; saved by the bella (or perhaps out of the frying pan
into the fire).  He looked towards her and saw her coming toward him holding a
pair of high-heeled sandals.  They were black, had lots of thin straps over the
toes, ankle straps, and tall, tall heels.  They belonged to Martha.


“W— what are you
doing with those?” he asked.


Kara ignored his
question.  “Have you worn heels before?” she asked.


“Me?!  Never!”
protested Frank with a quick, nervous glance at Ted.  “The loafers weren’t
heels!”


“Agreed, the
loafers aren’t heels.  Have you worn any like these?” she asked again.


Frank furrowed
his brow.  He wanted to tell her to shove it, but she was blackmailing him and
he knew he had little power at the moment.  Not to mention, one look at Ted
told him that Kara must be an inspired blackmailer indeed to get her husband to
appear dressed as he was right now.  Perhaps, caution was warranted, he warned
himself.


“Never,” he
repeated firmly.  His mouth was dry.


“Really?” said
Kara with some surprise.


“Why does that
surprise you?” asked Frank indignantly.


“Oh, I don’t
know, Frankie.  Maybe the fact you wear panties and Martha made you wear
women’s loafers to my house to play poker with my husband.  It doesn’t seem
like much of a stretch to think she’s got your prancing around the house in her
heels too, does it?”


Frank pursed his
lips, but didn’t answer.  She had a point.


“Does it,
Frank?” repeated Kara more slowly and firmly.


Frank’s will to
resist faded just enough under her harsher tone.  “I guess not,” he admitted. 
“But I never have!”


“So you just
like panties then?”


“I do not
like panties,” he replied.


“You seemed
pretty happy in them when I was stroking you the other day.  Very hard indeed.”


Frank glanced
nervously at Ted.  It didn’t seem like a great idea for Kara to talk about
stroking another man before her husband, even if he was currently dressed as a
woman.  He replied cautiously, hoping not to engender Ted’s wrath.  “That
wasn’t my idea.”


“Either way,”
said Kara, “you’ll wear them from now on.  If I catch you out of them, you’ll
be punished—”


“Punished?  How
punished?”


Kara smirked. 
“Would you like to find out?”


Frank hesitated
under the power of her tone and the look of absolute certainty on her face. 
She wasn’t bluffing.  “N— no.”


“Good choice,”
she said and she patted him on the cheek.  “You’re learning.”  She then held
out the heels for him to take and simultaneously looked around for somewhere to
sit but saw nothing.  “Hmm.  Perhaps we should move to the living room where
you can sit to put these on.”


The idea of
putting on those shoes with their tall, thin heels – his wife’s sandals – made
him shudder.  Weren’t the loafers bad enough?  Why make this worse?  He knew
the answer to that though.  If she indeed wanted some sort of harem of sissies,
then she wanted him fully decked out, and that meant girly shoes, girly dress,
girly who-knows-what.  Unfortunately, he had no way to avoid that.


“Come with me,”
said Kara.


Frank followed
Kara to living room.  Ted walked behind them.  Again, Frank was virtually
assaulted by the sound of Kara’s stilettos and Ted’s wedges on the hardwood
floors:  CLICK! THUD!  SLAP!  CLICK!  SLAP!  THUD!  CLICK!  CLICK!  THUD! 
SLAP!  Each step shook his soul and made him feel smaller and smaller,
except for a very critical part of him which only got bigger and bigger.


They reached the
living room a moment later.


Kara pointed to
the recliner and told Frank to sit down, which he did.  She then handed
Martha’s high heels to her husband.  She pointed at Frank’s feet.  Frank felt
incredibly nervous.


“I’m not a
sissy,” said Frank, hoping that might end her scheme.


“I doubt that,” said
Kara with a snicker.


“It’s true.  I’m
really not.”


“Then this will
be a new experience for you.”


With that, Kara
signaled her husband once more.  Ted ran his tongue nervously over his teeth
and glanced briefly toward Frank.  He averted his eyes quickly again, however. 
Then he tottered to where Frank sat.  Once there, he slowly lowered himself to
the floor until he was on his knees before Frank; which wasn’t an easy
transition in the heels and dress he wore.  He slipped his legs behind him and
to the side, moving into a very feminine pose on the floor.


“Let me have
your foot,” said Ted, still without meeting Frank’s eyes.


“Why?”


“Do as you’re
told, Frankie darling,” said Kara.  “I’ll have my way either way, and it will
be much easier on you and Ted if you just obey.”


The idea of
obedience never sat easily with Frank and it certainly didn’t sit well obeying
a woman.  Like it or not, Frank knew he was sexist and it pained him to be put
beneath a woman.  Involving her sissy husband to do her bidding only made it
worse.  All things considered, this was a struggle for him.  Nevertheless, he
managed to stick his foot out as ordered.


Ted set one of
the sandals on the floor next to him and shifted the other to his left hand. 
Then he took Frank’s foot with his right hand and guided it into his lap in the
center of the skirt’s crotch.  Frank felt something hard beneath the skirt,
like a lump, directly beneath his toes.  He instantly suspected what it was. 
He felt sick.  Not only did he never want another man to ever touch his foot –
much less to slip a woman’s shoe on it, but he definitely never wanted to feel
what he was pretty sure he was feeling with his toes.  He started to jerk his
foot away, but Ted held it firmly.


“I can do it
myself,” blurted out Frank.  He was trembling strangely.


“Let my husband
do it,” demanded Kara.  Her tone was soft, yet final.


Ted and Frank’s
eyes met briefly.  Ted seemed to wince an apology.  Frank knew there was
nothing either could do, still he didn’t like it.  But what could he do?  Right
now, Kara held all the cards and she was unafraid to use them.  Perhaps soon a
chance would present itself to turn the tables, but it wasn’t here yet.  So he
sat back and he let Ted continue with this humiliating assignment as Frank
tried to act like this didn’t bother him even as it did.


Ted hesitated.


“Go on,” said
Kara.  Her voice firm.


Ted nodded and reluctantly
took Frank’s foot in his hand.  His fingers felt warm and soft to Frank and his
touch almost tickled.  That sent an electric charge shooting throughout his
body and caused weakness to trickle down his spine like warm slime.  He blushed
bright red and then his erection embarrassingly grew as hard as it had ever
grown.  It had done this at the touch of his femininely dressed friend!  A
man!  Butterflies invaded Frank’s stomach and he began to tremble.  The
only relief he had was that neither Ted nor Kara could see his erection
throbbing beneath his dress.  That would have been the worst humiliation he
could imagine if they had known what Ted’s touch had caused.  As it was, it was
bad enough to know he had gotten so incredibly turned on by another man
touching his foot; for others to know as well would be simply shockingly
embarrassing.


It got worse.


Frank expected
Ted to slip the shoe onto his foot as quickly as possible and get his hands the
heck out of there, but Ted took his time instead, gently gliding his fingers
along the length of Frank’s foot, from his toes to his heel.  The trip, though
short, felt endless and electric and unbearable.  The feel of Ted’s fingers
tickling Frank’s foot was intensely erotic yet horrific like the sound of nails
on a chalkboard.  Frank wanted to recoil in horror, needed to recoil in
horror, but he could not; he could only stay hostage as his friend’s touch filled
his panties with precome.  Even worse, as Ted’s fingers slid along the edge of
Frank’s sole, the tension building inside Frank grew to a crescendo and he came
close to fully squirting in his panties.  By the time Ted’s fingers reached
Frank’s heel, that tension became so unbearable it was almost painful and it
took all the restraint Frank had in him not to call out for Ted to stop or to
yank his foot away in an humiliating admission.


But then it
stopped suddenly.


Frank was saved
but, at the same time, was plunged into an intense sense of denial.  This was
incredible to him.  This was another man!  A man in a dress!  A man he’d known
his whole life.  His poker buddy, with his wife watching!  How could he be
turned on in those circumstances?  How could he want this in any way?  That he
somehow did was beyond humiliating.  There wasn’t even a word for how he felt.


And yet, he had
been so incredibly turned on he came within a second of coming.  He could never
let anyone know what he had felt.


To Frank’s tremendous
relief, Ted now slipped the shoe over Frank’s toes and pulled it into place
against his foot.  Frank could only feel the cold, stiff leather pressing
against his sole all the way from his toes to his heel.  He also felt the
leather straps crossing over his toes, though they were so thin and ephemeral
they felt like little more than threads to him.  Ted’s fingers no longer
touched his flesh, however.  Thus, the intense pressure began to abate.


He breathed for
the first time in some time.


Ted then pulled
the ankle strap around Frank’s ankle and threaded the strap through the buckle. 
Frank watched suspiciously: would he touch something else? did Frank want him
to?  Ted did not, however.  He touched only the shoe leather.  And as Frank
watched, Ted worked the buckle, securing the strap firmly around Frank’s
ankle.  Frank’s foot was now securely strapped into the shoe, or at least as
securely as it got in high-heeled sandals.


“It’s so very
you,” said Kara with a sarcastic snicker.


Frank’s ego
withered.


Meanwhile, Ted
guided Frank’s foot to the floor.  He then took Frank’s other foot and moved it
into his lap in its place.  As before, Frank felt something hard and warm
beneath his toes; he didn’t want to think about what that could be and he
shuddered when visions of “Sunny” briefly popped into his mind.


Ted slid the
shoe over his toes and into place and worked the ankle strap; there was less
touching this time, for which Frank was relieved.  When he was done, Ted guided
his foot to the floor next to the other before shifting to his knees and then
rising to his feet.  He stepped into the background as Kara moved forward.


“Very girly,”
she said.


Frank glanced
down at his feet in the heels nervously.  He was wearing heels!  Not just
shoes, but heels!  And unlike the loafers, these could never be mistaken
for anything but women’s shoes.  The leather straps around his ankles were not
masculine.  The straps over his toes were not masculine.  The heels... the
heels definitely were not masculine.  Frank shuddered as he looked at his toes
sticking out the fronts of the shoes and his heels being exposed.  It felt
strange seeing this... forbidden.  Naughty.  It made him feel... giddy,
somehow.  He didn’t understand that, but it was true.  He felt oddly giddy
seeing this.


Of course, his
feet felt funny in the shoes too.  They were held at such a strange angle.  It
was like standing on tip-toe, yet somehow different at the same time.  The
heels were so tall and thin too.  He chose to focus on this feeling rather than
acknowledge the feeling of giddiness.


“They feel
really weird,” he said, trying to disassociate himself from them.


“You’ll get used
to them,” said Kara.


“I doubt it.”


Kara smirked. 
“We’ll see.”  Then she held out her hand toward him to help him to his feet.  “Allow
me.”


Frank glared at
her and ignored the insulting, emasculating offer of a hand.  “I don’t need
help standing up,” he snarled to save his ego; women needed help, not men! 
That said, he hoped this wasn’t just bravado on his part.  Indeed, he’d never
worn heels – the loafers notwithstanding – but something told him rising might
be a tad tricky.  He’d seen so many women struggle in heels and looking at
these tall shoes, he could see why.  Still, most women wore them, did they
not?  So how hard could they be, he asked himself?


Frank leaned
forward, putting his weight on his feet, and rose.


“Simple,” he
thought.


And then, it
wasn’t quite so simple anymore.


Frank had stood
up too fast and never quite secured his balance.  His ankles buckled.  His
knees shook.  He could literally feel how thin and tall the heels were upon
which he had planted his weight and he felt them wobble, and then he started to
topple.  Frank reached out to grab something to stabilize himself, but found
nothing and fell right back into the chair.


“I guess you
really haven’t worn heels before,” chuckled Kara.  “Well, you’ll get used to
them soon enough.  Now try again.  This time, find your balance before you
stand up.  Put your feet closer together too.  When you’re wearing a dress, you
can’t spread your legs like a linebacker.  Dainty, Frankie, dainty.”


Frank blushed. 
He didn’t like failing at anything, and Kara’s comments felt so emasculating,
even if they were probably good advice.  But he needed to do this, so he put
his feet much closer together, he planted his feet firmly, and he raised
himself more cautiously.  This time, he felt considerably more balanced as he
rose to a full standing position.


“Good job,
sweetie,” said Kara.


Frank shuddered
at being called “sweetie.”


“Now make sure
of your balance before you take your first step or you’ll fall.  Start by
putting your feet together.  Try shifting back and forth, raising one foot and
then the next to get a sense of balance.  Then, when you’re ready, take a
single step.  A short step.  Very short.”


“How short?”


“Short enough
that once you feel the balance of your planted foot start to shake, you better
bring the other one back down to support it.  Got it?  Try it.”


Frank glanced
down at his feet.


“Don’t look
down.  That will make things worse.  Look ahead.”  Kara glanced ahead of Frank
and saw Ted standing about six feet away before him.  “Watch Teddie,” she said.


Frank glanced at
his friend, who still could not meet his gaze.  Ted looked so incredibly
feminine and so natural in the dress and heels.  Frank wondered how long Ted
had been doing this.  Ted began the demonstration.  He stepped forward and
brought his feet together so that the inner sides of his wedges actually
touched.  It felt strange to see his friend’s feet in women’s shoes and his
toenails painted.  Ted then lifted his right foot in an exaggerated motion and
moved it forward about a foot and a half before bringing it down.  He raised
his left foot, moved it next to the right foot, and then repeated the process.


“Notice that
Teddie doesn’t move either foot until he’s sure the planted foot has balance. 
You should do this too, until you get used to it.”


At this, Ted
sped up and tottered across the room.  He moved so gracefully, Frank again
could not help but wonder how long Ted had been wearing heels.  He truly walked
like a woman!  Frank also noticed his continued erection.  Again, this caused
his treacherous brain to think of “Sunny” and it wondered how Ted would look
without the dress covering him.


“Stop it,” Frank
commanded himself.  The image passed.


“Now you try,”
said Kara.


Frank glanced at
her unhappily.  He wasn’t sure he could do this.  He also wasn’t sure he wanted
to.  In no way did he want to become as feminine as Ted.  Still, if Ted could
do it, so could he; there was that spark of competition between Frank and his
friends, as perverse as it was in this instance.  He glanced down once more to
make sure his feet were together, before he looked forward.  Slowly, he raised
one foot and then the next, feeling the balance in each foot as he did.  When
he was ready, he brought his feet together once more and then took a step.  It
was a short step, perhaps only a foot total, but a step.  Then he took
another.  This time, he didn’t wobble or fall.  His next step was even easier.


“It’s working,”
he said with some surprise.


“Good girl,”
replied Kara.


Frank blushed at
being called a girl and felt his penis respond.  He tried to ignore it and
focused on walking all the way to Ted.  He wasn’t entirely sure how to turn
around when he reached him, but Kara had a plan for that.


“Now you need to
pivot,” she said.


“Pivot?”


“Plant the toes
of one foot on the ground and basically swing your body around it.”


“Stand on your
toes,” offered Ted.


Ted went up on
his toes slightly, lifting his heels barely off the ground, and then twisted
his feet left and then right again to demonstrate.  It wasn’t at all how men
made turns, but Frank now realized that walking in heels wasn’t at all like
anything men did.  He followed Ted’s example though.  It felt awkward.  It felt
non-masculine.  But it worked.  He now faced the other way and came back to
Kara.  It all seemed a little easier this time.


“Good girl,”
said Kara again and she patted his rear.


Frank blushed
deeply.  Having his rear patted not only sent a warm, erotic sensation through
his flesh, but it also made him feel oddly feminine and maybe even a little
objectified.  This was a new feeling for him.  It was a creepy submissive feeling,
but it also made his erection throb once more.


“What is this
all about?” demanded Frank to shift his mind from his erection.


“Isn’t it
obvious?  You’re going to be my sissy, darling,” purred a pleased Kara.


Frank folded his
arms to look a little tougher, though wearing a dress tented up by an erection
and standing on wobbly heels made that impossible.  “What if I don’t want to be
your sissy?”


Kara smirked in
response.  Frank didn’t know if she was saying he was lying about not being a
sissy or if she meant “challenge accepted,” but either way, her smirk made him
feel weak and, for lack of a better word, controlled.  This was such a
foreign feeling for him, especially where women were concerned; no one
controlled him!  Until now.


“Now what?”
asked Frank helplessly.


“Now, I have
things to do,” said Kara and she picked up her purse and glanced at her watch. 
“So I and my husband will be leaving.”


Frank was
shocked.  “That’s it?  What am I supposed to do?”  He felt like he’d been wound
up and then dropped.  What had this all been about?  Why was he wearing a dress
and heels if she had no plans; not that he wanted plans, he just didn’t like
the open-ended feel of this.  He wanted this over!


Kara didn’t see
this as the least bit over, however.


“You do whatever
your wife told you to do.”  She slung her purse over her shoulder.  “Tomorrow,”
she continued, “you will report to my house at nine, after Martha leaves for
work.  You will wear that dress when you arrive.  Do you understand?  I
want it on you when you arrive at my front door, and some heels too.”


Frank’s jaw
dropped.  How was he supposed to manage that?  “But—”


“There is no
but, Frank.  Just do as you’re told.”


Frank folded his
arms in defiance, impotent defiance, but defiance.


“Practice in the
heels too,” added Kara.  “I expect you to be proficient when you arrive.”


“You want me to
wear these shoes tomorrow too?”


Kara shrugged
her shoulders.  “Wear whatever you want from Martha’s closet as long as they
are just as tall and they show off your pretty toes.  I like to see my sissies’
toes.”


Frank furrowed
his brow, but didn’t speak.


“In the
meantime, I expect you to hang that dress in your closet,” continued Kara.


“In my closet?! 
But Martha will see it!”


“That’s your
problem.  I expect it to be in your closet, and I may show up unannounced from
time to time to make sure you’re doing as I’ve instructed.  If you don’t, I may
just have to ask Martha to do it for you—”


“You wouldn’t?!”
gasped Frank.


Kara snickered. 
“Why wouldn’t I?  She’s already got you in panties and her loafers.  I’m sure
she’d be happy to know you’ve graduated to dresses and heels all by yourself.”


Frank bit his
lip.


“Remember,
Frank, do as you’re told.  Now be a good hostess and show us out.”


With that, Kara
shot Frank an ironically pleasant look as someone might give a dear
acquaintance upon saying goodbye and she waited with her arm draped over her
purse for Frank to show them out.  Frank reluctantly led them to the front door
– all three of their heels now echoing off the hardwood floor.  He opened the
door and stood aside.  Kara and Ted walked out.


“Ta ta until
tomorrow, darling,” said Kara as she passed and she dragged her fingers across
his chin.  “Taming you is going to be such fun.  You have such spirit.”


Frank shuddered
in response.


Ted then
followed, shrugging another apology.  Frank glared in turn, with his eyes
saying, “I want some answers.”  This made Ted sigh and nod his head ever so
slightly, but neither spoke.  He then stepped through the door following his
wife.  Frank watched them leave.  He watched each step as Kara expertly
sashayed on her tall thin stilettos and Ted followed her with his incredibly
feminine gate.  He couldn’t believe how well Ted walked in high heels.  What’s
more, he found himself entranced by Ted’s feminine rear, which shook back and
forth beneath his skirt as he walked.  Just seeing it was making him rock hard
once more.


“This is bad,”
said Frank.


Things were only
beginning too.

















Chapter Two: “A Marked Man”
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A few miles
away, Martha had pulled up to a coffee shop near the hospital.


Her mind was
spinning with confusion.


Before all of
this began, she was already struggling with Amber’s flirting.  It was
overwhelming her.  She didn’t understand why either.  She wasn’t a lesbian, she
knew that, so why had the things Amber done made her so horny?  Fortunately,
she’d had Frank to help her release that horniness or there was no telling what
she might have done.


Then Frank took
the shot...


... and
everything changed.


Now she could no
longer look to Frank to help her ease her enflamed passions.  If anything,
Frank was somehow making it worse!  The feel of his growing breasts in her
hands and the sight of his slowly feminizing shape were taking Martha’s
horniness to a whole new level.  It excited her.  No... it thrilled her,
though she knew it shouldn’t.  Between that and the constant pressure from
Amber, Martha was starting to lose control.  She found herself having impulsive
sexual dreams, fantasizing about the strangest things, and being slowly driven
crazy with an electric sense of erotic need that permeated her body’s very
cells.  She needed release, but she couldn’t get it from Frank.  And doing it
herself was never satisfying.


What did that
leave?


That left Amber.


At first, Martha
dismissed that thought, because she wasn’t a lesbian.  How could Amber provide
relief if she wasn’t a lesbian?  But it kept at her.  Why couldn’t she seek
some comfort from Amber?  Maybe being with a woman wasn’t so bad?  It wasn’t
cheating if it was with a woman after all, right?  She didn’t know if she
believed that or if it was just an excuse, but the temptation was starting to
make that not matter.


But she
wasn’t a lesbian!!


This morning, as
she watched her ever-more-feminine husband sleeping and saw his nipples pop up
as he dreamed, temptation finally overran her defenses.  There was just something
about his feminization that excited her.  Maybe she was attracted to women...
somehow.  So she decided that maybe, just maybe, today, she would let Amber go
a little further with her flirting if she tried.  Not that she wanted
anything to happen, she told herself, but perhaps, if presented with the
opportunity and something just happened to happen... well.  Fortunately, she
knew that other than the occasional touch at work, nothing ever happened, so
she was safe even playing this game.


Then Amber called.


Amber invited
her to this coffee shop near the hospital ostensibly to discuss a new direction
she was taking in Frank’s case.  She had begun to work on a blocking agent as
well as a cure.  She hoped the blocking agent would stop the female hormones from
making Frank more feminine.  It wouldn’t cure him, per se, but it would
keep things from getting worse, and it would let him have a more normal sex
life.  That’s what Martha needed and she filled with tremendous hope when she
heard that.  But that hoped faded fast when Amber cautioned her that she had no
idea how long this might take or if such an agent could even be discovered. 
Her false hopes dashed, Martha felt even more overwhelmed by temptation and
found herself accepting Amber’s invitation to coffee even though there wasn’t
really any other genuine reason to meet.  She knew what Amber wanted... and so,
apparently, did she.
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Martha spotted
Amber sitting by a large window overlooking the street as she entered the
coffee shop.  She blushed when she realized Amber must have watched her
approach.  She didn’t know why she blushed, but she did.  Somehow, being
watched by her felt... exciting.


She walked over
to the table.


“There you are,”
said Amber.  She rose and hugged Martha.  “Please, join me.”


Martha set down
her purse and slipped into the chair.  She was very wet, but also scared.  “Why
did you choose the coffee shop?  We could have met at the office.”  She knew
the answer though.


Amber smiled. 
“I thought it might be nice to get out of the office to discuss this.  I know
it must be hard on you, what’s happening to Frank, and I wanted to meet with
you somewhere more casual so we could talk about it.”


“And hit on me,”
thought Martha.


Martha moved her
purse down to the floor by her feet and ordered a coffee from the barista who
came by.


“You said on the
phone, you had something for me.  ‘Good news,’ I believe you said,” said
Martha.


“Yes,” replied
Amber and she flashed a glance toward the open folder before her.  The folder
contained a pile of papers, including test results for some experiments Amber
had been running on possible blocking agents.  One test result in particular
showed a 97% success rate.  She was very excited to share this with Martha
because she thought, to put it bluntly, it might curry favor with Martha – she
could save her husband’s masculinity; that had to mean something, right?  “I do
have good news.  But first, how are you holding up?”


“I’m fine,” said
Martha.


Amber nodded.


“There’s not
much more to it,” continued Martha.


“So you’re
handling things well?”


“As well as can
be expected.”


“Is there
anything I can do to help?”


Martha
hesitated.  Then she shook her head.  That had been her chance to ask, to
flirt, to make a pass, but when the time came, she just couldn’t bring herself
to say what she wanted.  There would be no affair.


Indeed, not only
had Martha declined the opportunity, but when Martha shook her head, Amber felt
herself deflate.  For a moment, she thought she had seen something in Martha’s
eyes, some spark perhaps, but it was a mirage.  It was clear Martha was not
interested.  Amber still had the test results up her sleeve, but they were a
long-shot at best.  She sighed and decided to tell Martha about the results,
knowing they were entirely unlikely to get Martha to feel such gratitude she
would have an affair with her.  Still, it could happen, right?  She placed the
tip of her nail beneath the 97% number and opened her mouth to speak.


But then Martha
started speaking again.


“Honestly, it’s
very difficult,” said Martha.  This actually surprised Martha as she hadn’t
intended to say anything, and yet, here she was.  It seemed she needed to talk
to someone about the pressure she was feeling.


“What is?” asked
Amber.


“Having to hold
it all in.”


“Your emotions?”


Martha shook her
head.  “I have urges.  Everyone does, right?  There’s nothing wrong with that. 
But since Frank can’t, well... can’t have sex, I can’t really satisfy those
urges, can I?”  She blushed as she spoke.


Amber raised an
eyebrow.  She saw her chance.  “I suppose not.”


Martha blushed
shyly.  “If only there was some way to relieve the tension.”


A small, wicked
smile appeared on Amber’s lips for only a tenth of a tenth of a second, but it
was there.  It seemed that Martha’s inability to have sex with her husband was
leaving her looking for somewhere else to find the relief she sought... which
might just be the opening Amber needed.  She slowly pulled her finger from the
paper with the test results and closed the binder.


“Maybe I can
help you with that,” said Amber.
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Meanwhile, Frank
stared at the silky black dress in his hands.  It was the little black dress
Kara had left him.  He wasn’t sure what to do with it.  She wanted him to keep
it in his closet, the closet he shared with Martha.  That was a problem.  What
if Martha found it?  Of course, that was probably Kara’s intent, he told
himself.  She was marking him.  He was a bartender and he’d heard stories of
this.  Well, not exactly like this, but similar ideas.  He’d heard stories of
women trying to leave feminine items where the guys they dated lived so that
any other woman who happened to come along would know she had a claim on him: 
a pair of panties stuffed under a sofa pillow or a lipstick seemingly lost
which had been rolled strategically under a couch to a place where the guy
wouldn’t think to look and his cleaning efforts never reached, but where some
invading female would spot it like a pea under the mattress of a princess. 
This time, it was a dress, and she wanted him to put it right where Martha could
not help but see it.  She wanted Martha to know.


Unfortunately,
he had little choice.  If he didn’t do this, she would simply tell Martha, and
he didn’t doubt she would check.


“How am I going
to do this?” he asked himself.


He pushed his
clothes around on their hangers to see if there was anywhere he could hide a
dress.  There wasn’t.  He had slacks, suits and shirts, none of which would
camouflage a dress.


“This is a
problem.”


Then an idea
struck him.


“What if I hide
it with Martha’s dresses?!”


The idea seemed
brilliant, actually.  Martha had a dozen little black dresses and many more in
other colors.  She would never notice one more!  That’s what he told himself.


Frank checked
his wife’s side of the closet.  Indeed, there were many little black dresses mixed
in amongst a dozen other dresses, if not more.  Frank pushed aside two hangers
to create a spot between two black dresses and jammed this dress in there. 
Then he closed the hole again, hiding the dress.  To his eye, it had vanished. 
It would be the same with her, he assured himself.
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A little later,
Frank lay on the couch watching television.  His mind wasn’t on the television,
however.  He was thinking about everything that was happening and how shocking
it all was: to be growing breasts, to be forced to wear panties, the dress in
the closet, whatever Kara had in mind, Ted in a dress... Ted in a
dress.  He struggled to believe any of this was true; it was all so surreal. 
Was there really a dress in Martha’s closet?  A dress he had worn?  Had
he really worn heels?  Did he really have, uh, growth on his chest?


A car pulled up
outside.


Frank glanced at
the clock.  It was after five.  He’d lost track of time.  That had to be Martha
pulling up, and he needed to get ready for work.  Frank rose to his feet and
went to the door to greet his wife.  As he did, he recalled the high-heeled
sandals he had worn for his “audition.”  They still lay next to the recliner
where he had tossed them after taking them off!


“Oh no!” he
gasped.


Frank glanced
toward the window and saw his wife coming up the walkway.  He raced to the
recliner in the living room and snatched the sandals off the floor.  He thought
about racing back to her closet and returning them, but that meant going right
past the front door which his wife was about to enter.  He might make it, but
it would be dangerously close.  Thus, instead, he jammed them into a drawer on
the ornate bookcase they had in their living room.


“Martha never
goes in there,” he assured himself.


He then rushed
to the front door.  Martha came through the door just as he arrived.


“How was your
day?” asked Martha.


They kissed.  He
had only just caught his breath.


“Uneventful,”
lied Frank.  The last thing he wanted to tell Martha was that Kara and Ted had
come by to blackmail him into dressing like a woman for whatever purpose Kara
had in mine.


“Mine too,” lied
Martha as well.  She definitely didn’t want to tell Frank about her meeting
with Amber, which she was already second-guessing.  Her meeting with Amber had
filled her with an incredible sense of potential like the feeling one gets upon
asking someone out for the first time, both exhilarating and yet terrifying,
only in Martha’s case there was also a strong dose of doubt mixed in.  Nor did
she want to tell him how horny she was and how much she needed to have sex with
him right now even as she knew she could not.  Lying did not suit her well,
however, and she averted her eyes.  As she did, she noticed the time on a
nearby clock.  “Shouldn’t you be getting ready for work?  It’s almost five
thirty.”


Frank glanced at
the clock.  “Yikes,” he said.


Frank and Martha
made their way to the bedroom, Frank to change into his work clothes and Martha
to change out of hers.  Frank stripped off his shirt and the pants he wore,
exposing a pair of white panties beneath.  Martha saw this out of the corner of
her eye and unexpectedly shuddered excitedly.  Frank then grabbed his suit
pants from the closet, along with a white dress shirt and the vest.  Rosalie
had tailored each, though he knew they no long fit so well.  He had no other
options though, so he pulled the pants up his leg and then reached for his
shirt.


Martha noticed
his chest jiggle as he bent over to grab the shirt.  His breasts looked larger
than before.


“Have you been
playing with yourself?” asked Martha suspiciously.


Frank froze
guiltily.  It had been a few days since his wife had seen his chest – at least
this close.  In that time, Kara had made him come twice (at least, she caused
him to come, even if not by her own hand) and he’d experienced precome a half-dozen
times.  He’d also probably come once in his sleep.  That was three or more
times that these invader hormones had free reign over his body.  That was a
lot.  But could he have changed enough for it to be noticeable?  Whether it was
or wasn’t, he didn’t want his wife knowing how much he had come!


“Me?  Uh, no. 
Why?” asked Frank unconvincingly.


Martha walked
over to her husband.  She looked over his chest before grabbing one of the
growing mounds.  The touch of her warm fingers made his enlarged nipples pop
up.


“These are
bigger than they were before,” she said, squeezing the mound.


“Amber said the
hormones would do that,” he countered.


“She said they
would be held in check unless you came.  Have you been masturbating, Frank?”  Her
tone echoed her frustration.


“No!” exclaimed
Frank.


Martha squeezed
his chest even harder, until it hurt, causing his penis to jump to attention
inside his pants and panties.  His nipple tingled and stung, and his erection
throbbed inside his panties.


Frank shook his
head.  “I didn’t.  I really didn’t!”


“Then how do you
explain this?”


Frank tried
desperately to think of some excuse, but couldn’t.  His silence spoke volumes.


“I can’t believe
this, Frank!  Do you know how hard this is for me?  I’m trying so hard not to
do anything that might excite you.  I’m trying to suppress my own needs, my own
feelings, just to make sure you don’t become any more feminine.  And now I find
you’ve been playing with yourself all along?!”


Frank shook his
head vigorously.  “I didn’t.  I really didn’t!  I swear!”  Frank gave his best
innocent look.  “Trust me.  I would never do that, not to you... not to me.  I
don’t want this to get any worse.  I don’t know what happened.  Maybe it’s all
just a mistake.  Maybe they’re stronger than Amber thought, but I swear, I have
not come since she told us not to.”  He lied.


Martha took a
deep breath.  She wanted to believe her husband, but his chest really had grown
and his clothes just didn’t fit right like they had before.  He must have come,
at least once if not more times judging by the change.  But then, Martha
realized that her view of things might be biased by the guilt she felt from
letting Amber flirt with her.  She considered this for a moment and decided she
would trust her husband.  After all, she couldn’t see him wanting to become
more feminine and she couldn’t imagine him lying around masturbating.


“All right,
Frank,” said Martha finally.  “I believe you.”


“Good,” said
Frank ungraciously.


“But there’s a
problem.”


“What problem?”


Martha walked
over to her dresser and pulled a white bra from it.  She came back to her
husband and held it out for him to take.  “Whatever the reason, your breasts
are too big now to go without this—”


“No way!” gasped
Frank and he shook his head.


“Frank,” snapped
Martha.  “Put it on.”


“I can’t wear a
bra.”


“You don’t have
a choice, Frank.  You need one now.”


Frank shook his
head again.  “I really don’t.”


Martha grabbed
his breast and jiggled it, causing the whole mound to shake and sending
electric tingles through his chest to his spine.  At the same time, she bent
her finger and flicked his nipple with her nail, sending a stinging shock along
his nerves which almost brought him to his knees.


“Don’t need it,
huh?” she said.


Frank wanted to
say he didn’t, but she squeezed harder, making it even more difficult for him
to speak.


“I’m sorry,
Frank, but you need to wear a bra.  Trust me, I don’t want my husband wearing a
bra either, but at this point, your breasts are just too large and too
sensitive to go without.  Now stop arguing and put on the bra.”


Frank shook his
head.


Martha pressed
even harder and now used her nails.  That stung!


“All right!  All
right!  I’ll wear it!” he gasped.


Martha held out
the bra for him to take.  Frank snatched it and she let go of his breast. 
Frank felt instant relief, but also the memory of weakness.


“Wearing a bra
will not only help prevent your breasts and nipples from rubbing against your
shirt – which will feel terrible after a while, but it will also keep your
breasts from yanking down on your chest.  For as uncomfortable as bras can be,
they make it a lot easier to have breasts,” said Martha.  She didn’t mention
that bras also helped to shape breasts into the classic feminine shape that
drives men wild.


Frank examined
the bra.  He’d seen these before, naturally, but he’d never thought of putting
one on.  Now that this was upon him, he wasn’t sure how to do it.


“How do I put
this stupid thing on?” he said aloud to himself.


Martha rolled
her eyes.  “It’s not that hard, Frank.  Anyone can figure it out.”  She took
the bra from him and held it up.  “Put your arms through these loops.”  Frank
did, and she pulled the bra up on his chest.  She pulled it tight behind him
and she hooked the clasps.  Then she shoved all of his breast tissue into the
cups.


He was wearing a
bra.


He couldn’t
believe it.


Surprisingly,
the bra proved rather comfortable.  Indeed, Frank hadn’t realized how much the
flesh on his chest was being pulled down by gravity until he slipped into the
bra and the bra took that weight for him.  Rather than make him happy, however,
he found that only made things worse.  Why?  Because he apparently needed a
bra now, and he wondered how badly he had changed that a bra had become
necessary.  The thought gave him visions of himself with large, feminine
breasts, which proved utterly humiliating and oddly exciting.


Frank blushed. 
“Now what?”


“Now you get
dressed.”


Frank grabbed
his shirt and yanked it over the bra, hoping to hide his shame.  He felt better
the moment the bra disappeared from sight.  He didn’t know the bra actually
showed quite clearly through the white shirt, something which made Martha’s
heart skip a beat excitedly.  He then pulled his vest over it as well. 
Finally, the bra vanished beneath the vest.


“You don’t take
off your vest at work do you?” she asked.


“No, why?” asked
Frank who was too embarrassed to think about what she had asked.


“Uh... no
reason.”

















Chapter Three: “Deeper and Deeper”
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Frank was
nervous walking into work that evening, to say the least.  Not only did his
clothes fit far worse than the last time he came to work, but the ways they fit
so poorly were more ominous this time.  His pants now draped over his shoes. 
Did that mean he had gotten shorter – as he feared – or did it mean he had just
lost weight and the pants hung lower as a consequence?  He didn’t know, but the
idea of growing shorter was worryingly humiliating.  Indeed, he thought about
the moment he would look up at Jade (or his wife) and an icy chill ratcheted
down his spine almost painfully.  Amber said that wasn’t happening, that it was
his imagination, but the evidence seemed sickeningly compelling to him.


He needed to
tighten his belt another notch too.


Then there were
his feet.  He was still stuck with the feminine loafers as he just had nothing
to replace them.  Yet, like his pants, they too seemed ominously loose.  What
would he wear once these no longer fit?  The high-heeled sandals Kara had made
him wear?  The thought made him sick.


The worst though
was his vest.  His vest hung loosely around his shoulders as if it were two
sizes too small.  It closed loosely around his waist too, indicating he was
smaller there too and had clearly lost muscle mass; Amber said that would
happen.  Those weren’t the most troubling problems with the vest, though.  When
Frank went to button up his vest, he found himself struggling to close the two
buttons right over his brea— uh, chest.  Something had gotten bigger there. 
Something.  He wanted to blame it on wearing the bra beneath his shirt, but
he knew the bra only made this problem worse; it wasn’t the real problem.  The
real problem was the continued growth.  There was no doubt the flabby little
mounds on his chest had become bigger flabby little mounds, just as his nipples
and areolas had grown slightly, and that was the real problem, that was why his
vest wouldn’t close right.


When he first
examined himself in the mirror, as he dressed, when he realized he could barely
close the vest, he started to feel woozy.  He was going to get caught, he told
himself.  People were going to realize he had br— uh, chest... a bigger chest. 
Then what?


“William will
fire me.  I’ll be humiliated.  Jade will laugh.”


His woozy
feeling slowly morphed into a sort of quasi-hysteria, something he’d never
experienced before; he was normally so in control of his emotions.  Frank took
several deep breaths to calm himself, but he couldn’t shake the fear.  He
seemed filled with emotional energy.


“What am I going
to do?”


Then he hit upon
the idea of calling off, but he dismissed that.  He didn’t get paid if he
didn’t work, and they needed the money.  Not only did they need the money to
pay the bills and the mortgage, but he needed more money than ever right now if
he was going to get himself a new wardrobe and new shoes.  That meant bringing
in lots of tips.  Tips only came if he showed up.


Besides, calling
off too much could cost him his job, and this was the best job for bartenders
in town.  Not to mention, finding another job in his present condition seemed
like a nightmare.  So, no, he could not call off.  He needed to go, and that’s
just how it would be.  For now at least, Frank told himself, he better cross
all his t’s and dot all his i’s at work.
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Frank felt an
overwhelming sense of intimidation as he entered the restaurant.  Everything
seemed bigger, more aggressive somehow.  Or maybe it was just that he wasn’t as
sure as he normal was that he could handle anything that came along.  He’d
always been confident he could handle anything, any problem, any challenge, any
person.  Now he wasn’t so sure.  He felt so weak, so uncertain, so insecure. 
He worried too.  What if someone jumped out at him and accused him of turning
into a girl.  What if everyone laughed at him?  He glanced around nervously,
slowly filling with a sense of panic.


“Stay calm,” he
told himself.  “Stay calm.”


But the feeling
didn’t pass.  It morphed into a sort of paranoia.


“Just get to the
bar,” he said.


He kept
walking.  Two women stepped out in front of him and walked ahead of him perhaps
three to five feet before him.  Both wore silk dresses and heels.  Both had
perfect curves and strong legs.  Both were gorgeous.  He didn’t notice any of
that, however.  What Frank noticed was that he could see the outline of their
bras through their dresses.  They had pantylines for bras.


Dread washed
over Frank.  Could other people tell he was wearing a bra beneath his vest the
same way?  He assumed the vest was heavy enough to hide any trace of the
shameful thing he wore... but what if it wasn’t?  What if the whole thing
showed through like a raised relief?!  What if he looked like these women?!


The panic
finally overcame him.


Frank turned
away from the bar and raced to the dressing room.  He needed to get out of the
open restaurant and collect himself.  Unfortunately, two waitresses were
chatting inside when he got there.  They grew silent as he entered, filling his
mind with all kinds of slanders.  Had they been talking about him?  Did they
know?  He knew they didn’t, but he struggled to accept that.  He felt so
paranoid.  He needed to leave, but he needed to explain why he’d come in here
in the first place, so he jammed his wallet into his locker to give a reason
for having come, and then he scurried out of the room with his tail between his
legs.


“Now what do I
do?” he asked.  His mouth was dry.


He told himself
to get behind the bar as quickly as possible.  He always felt safe there. 
There, he would have three feet of wood and bottles between him and the world
and their view of him would be blocked.
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At home, Martha
was wondering if she had made a mistake giving Amber the green light to move
forward.  She wasn’t a lesbian after all.  And since she wasn’t, she didn’t
know if she could go through with it when things finally reached that point. 
Right now, Amber was moving slowly – they had only set up a single romantic
dinner, nothing more, but there would come a point sooner rather than later
where Amber wanted more.  What would Martha do then?  She didn’t know, and that
worried her.


So she decided
to clean the house.


Cleaning was her
way of handling stress.  Indeed, Martha often cleaned the house when she was
struggling with big decisions.  Her house had been immaculate when she was
trying to decide which medical schools to attend, and it positively sparkled
when she had to choose between the job offers she had received.  Today’s
decision was even more stressful.  So today, she would clean.


As Martha moved
around the living room with a dust rag, she began opening the doors and drawers
on their ornate bookshelf to dust the glass knickknacks within.  When she
opened the small draw at the bottom, she uncovered a rather strange mystery. 
Martha pulled a pair of her high-heeled sandals from the drawer.


“What are these
doing here?” she asked.  “I didn’t put them there.”


She was
confused.  She turned them over in her hands as if seeing them from the bottoms
might provide some clue as to how they got here.  It didn’t help.  But she knew
one thing for sure.


“It had to be
Frank.  Who else could have done it?”


Now she was even
more confused.


“Why would Frank
do that, though?  Why would he even touch my shoes in the first place?”


Martha furrowed
her brow.  Was it possible this was somehow connected to another woman?!  Could
Frank be having an affair?  She suddenly felt sick to her stomach.  But that
didn’t make sense.  How would Frank having an affair end up with her shoes out
here?  It wasn’t like these belonged to another woman, they were hers, so there
would be no reason for anyone to hide them.  Nor would there be a reason for
the other woman to touch them.  She couldn’t imagine Frank playing show and
tell with them either.  And even if he did, why hide them here rather than
return them?  And they were hidden, that was obvious.


No, there was no
affair.


“Maybe he tossed
them in here to hide them when company came over,” she thought next.


But that made no
sense either.  For one thing, why would he feel the need to hide them?  More
importantly, she never left her shoes just lying around in the first place, so
there would have been no need to hide them.  Frank would have had to bring them
out here first, which didn’t make sense, and then decide to him them.


This was really
perplexing.


And then an idea
started to make its way into her brain.  It was a strange idea, but it kind of
made sense.  She realized she had forgotten something seemingly important: 
Frank was turning into a woman.  What’s more, she had made him wear women’s
clothes already once; in fact, he still wore the loafers even now.  Loafers. 
Heels.  She saw a connection.  But it was a shocking idea.


Martha shook her
head incredulously.


“Could he really
have swapped these out when I left?” she wondered.


Martha suddenly
had an image of that first day she made him wear her clothes.  She saw her
husband wearing the girly pink shorts with the white top with the spaghetti
straps.  He looked very feminine.  Making this even more feminine, in her
vision, he had substituted her black high-heeled sandals for the dark red
loafers she had offered him.  She saw him moving around the house cleaning in
her heels.  His little breasts jiggled as he worked.  It made her chuckle.


“You little
fraud,” she said.  “I can’t believe he wore these.”


Then something
strange happened.  Something inside her told her that the thought of her
husband sneaking around in her shoes was supposed to make her uncomfortable,
but she realized it hadn’t.  To the contrary, she started to feel a strong
warmth start to radiate from her lower regions, and then her nipples popped up
and she found herself breathing oddly erratically.  She was becoming wet.


“Oh my God, I’m
turned on!” she gasped.


This was
shocking.  What “normal” wife wants her husband to wear her clothes?!  Guilt
and fear seized her.  Could she really be turned on by this?  She refused to
believe it.  What would her friends say?  What would Frank say?  She glanced
down at the shoes in her hands once more and she tingled excitedly.  She felt
her panties getting wetter and she told herself to ignore it.


“It’s a
coincidence, that’s all,” she said.


She told herself
she was not turned on by her husband turning into a woman.  She just wasn’t! 
She glanced at the shoes once more and chuckled nervously.


“This is not
turning me on.”


She felt the
same though... and her panties got wetter.
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Frank tried to
bury himself in work, hoping that focusing on making drinks would take his mind
off his paranoia about being spotted.  It helped to a degree.  Still, whenever
some woman turned her back and showed her bra straps, Frank thought of what he
was wearing beneath his vest and he got nervous again.  He even imagined
himself naked behind the bar except for the bra and his wife’s strappy heels. 
He didn’t want that vision, but it came to him at times and it made him so
incredibly nervous.  Why had he agreed to wear a bra?


Jade proved a
problem as well.


Every time Frank
looked up, Jade seemed to be staring at him.  She had a funny look on her face
too, which made him nervous.  What was she looking at?  Did she see something? 
Did she know about the bra?  He wasn’t sure, but the thought unsettled him
tremendously.


“You ok, Frank?”
asked one of the waiters who had come to collect a drink.


“Yeah.  I— what
do you need?” asked Frank.


“A rum and cola
and a tonic and lime.”


Frank nodded his
head.


“That’s the
second time.”


“Second time?”


“Second time I
had to tell you twice today.  You seem distracted.  Something wrong?” asked the
waiter.


Frank shook his
head.  “Just feeling under the wea... th... er.”  Frank lost focus on what he
was saying as Jade walked past them toward the back of the bar.  Frank turned
to face her, keeping his back away from her so she could not see if his wore a
bra.  “Can I help you with something?”


Jade flashed him
a strange smirk.  It felt like the kind of look a cat might give a mouse when
the mouse finally realized that it was trapped in a corner.  That look sent a
shiver down Frank’s spine, but also oddly made him hard; his penis pressed hard
against his panties and his tight pants.  She then leaned over the bar and
conspicuously looked him over.


“What are you
doing?” asked Frank nervously.


“Just checking,”
she said.


Frank’s stomach
dropped.  Checking what?  He had no idea what to say in response, so he froze. 
As he did, Jade chuckled and turned and walked away.  Frank withered.


“What was that
about?” asked the waiter.


Frank nervously
shrugged his shoulders.  “N— no idea.”


The waiter shook
his head.  “She’s a weird one.  What about my drinks, Frank?”


“Sure.  What
drinks did you need?”


The waiter
rolled his eyes.
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Martha had
decided to take a bath.  Baths always relaxed her and gave her a chance to calm
her mind and take stock of her thoughts.  She’d gone all out too with this
particular bath.  The water was warm and bubbly.  The lights were out and the
room was lit only by four candles she had placed along the rim of the tub. 
They were scented.  A glass of wine stood next to the candles.  There was even
soft music playing.  She felt utterly relaxed.  Martha slid her hand along her
thigh, gently caressing it.  She let the water wash over and her mind drift
wherever it wanted to go.  It went to the discovery of her sandals in the
cabinet.


“Why would Frank
want to wear my shoes?” she wondered.


It didn’t seem
like him at all.  To the contrary, Frank was always so concerned about
appearing masculine.  He seemed to revel in it in fact.  His favorite films
were guy films.  He loved cards and whisky.  He never talked to her about
fashion or “girls things.”  There was nothing that even hinted at the idea that
he would want to wear women’s shoes by choice.  He really had no “softer”
side.  And yet...


“Maybe he was
just curious,” she thought.


But that didn’t
make sense for all the reasons he had never shown any interest in girls
things.  It just wasn’t something that would interest him.  Correction: it
wasn’t something that should interest him.


“Maybe the
hormones changed him.”


That didn’t seem
likely though, unless he was very good at hiding whatever other effects they
had in that regard.  After all, he fought and argued with her the whole way
just over a stupid pair of shorts.  Why would he fight that and anything else
feminine but then decide he just had to wear her shoes?  Besides, Amber never
said anything about the hormones causing mental changes.


“So why would he
do that?  Maybe he likes it,” she said with a small giggle.


Her nipples
slowly popped out of the surface of the water.  She moved her hand up her thigh
until it found a soft, silky part of her.  She ran her fingers delicately along
the raised line of her lips.  It felt good, very good.  The fingers on her
other hand tracked a ring around one nipple.


“Can you
imagine?  Frank?  In my shoes?”  She giggled again.


She leaned back
a little farther and slid her fingers higher.  She felt a very strong tingle as
her fingers ran over this tiny raised bump.  She now used two fingers to circle
it slowly.


“Frank... a
cross-dresser.”


She took a deep
breath and let the sensations of the bath and her fingers fill her.


“Flittering
around the house in my clothes.”


She giggled.


“His little
girly breasts jiggling.”


Her fingers
moved faster.  She felt her muscles tighten and her breathing became a little
harder.


“I should make
him show me.”


Her breathing
became harder yet.  Her fingers moved even faster, pressing harder as they
worked their way around this little button of flesh in a never-ending infinity
symbol pattern.


“See him...
tottering around in heels... cleaning the house... cooking me dinner... sitting
at my feet... oh foot rubs... ‘yes, Frank, kiss it, girlie’!”


That was all it
took.  She cocked her head back, held her breath and a moment later exploded in
passion deep inside herself.  Wave after wave of fire passed through her body. 
Then she slowly sank deeper into the water.  Her nipples disappeared beneath
the waves of bubbles once more.  Her breathing slowed again.  She felt warm and
comfortable and satisfied.


And then she
felt guilty.  Very guilty.


Martha sat up
and got out of the tub in an angry sort of frenzied motion.  She assured
herself she was not a lesbian, Frank was not a cross-dresser, and she didn’t want
him to be either.  This had all been... a misunderstanding.


“It’s just the
situation.  It has me confused, that’s all,” she said as she wrapped herself in
a towel.
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Frank got in his
car and started home.  It had been a rough night.  He’d felt wildly paranoid
just being there, afraid that everyone would recognize what he was wearing,
recognize the changes.  And then Jade made it worse.  She made him feel so
paranoid he was afraid to turn his back to her.  Now that he was in his car
again though, the paranoia faded.  He could finally let his guard down.  As he
did, something strange happened.  An image appeared in his head.  He and Jade
were alone in the restaurant.  Frank wore the little black dress and his wife’s
heels.  Jade wore the uniform she had worn tonight.  She ordered him to take
off the dress and he did.  He had enormous breasts, bigger than his wife by
far, bigger than Kara, bigger than Jeanette.  They were held in place by a
barely-there bra.  Jade kiss him on the lips and rubbed the side of one of his
breasts.  His erection popped up.  It was large.  It was hard.  Then he turned
and saw himself in the mirror.  He looked himself, only as “Sunny”.


Frank came back
to reality.  The light was green.  He started moving again.  At the same time, he
realized that his hand had snuck into his lap and was squeezing his erection
through his pants.  He immediately yanked his hand away and focused on the
road.


Frank bit his
lip.
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Frank got home a
little after midnight from his shift.  His wife was already asleep.  Frank went
to the bedroom and started to undress.  He got all the way down to the panties
and the bra when he felt compelled to look at himself in the mirror.  Everyone
seemed to be staring tonight; he wanted to know what they saw.  Had his
increasingly feminine body made a fool of him?


He moved to the
closet and turned on a small light.  What he saw looked ridiculously feminine. 
Except for the lump in his panties, his body was definitely taking on a softer
look than it had before.  His hips seemed wider – or maybe his waist was
narrower; he wasn’t sure, but there was a growing pronounced-ness to it.  His
legs seemed less muscular.  His shoulders seemed more narrow.  His arms looked
weaker.  Then there was his chest.  He knew what was growing there, though he
still didn’t want to say the word openly, and he knew they were starting to
look a little recognizable.  But when he looked this time, it was worse than
before.  In the bra they actually seemed to be taking the shape of... well, breasts.


“How can I be
growing— those?” he asked unhappily.  “I’m a man.”


He knew the
answer.


What he didn’t
understand was why this seemed to arouse him so much.  Indeed, at the same time
he lamented his growing femininity, his manhood started to unfurl like a coiled
hose filling with water or a balloon inflating.  It pushed its way up inside
the panties and then grew long and hard, tenting them out.


“Now I look
totally ridiculous,” he said sardonically.


The fact of the
matter, though, was that he was turned on.  He didn’t know why, but his main
response seemed to be erections every time.  Put on panties.  Erection.  Put on
a dress.  Major erection.  Put on high heels.  Super erection.  Click click
click.   Throbbing erection.  Being seen by Kara in a dress?  Almost came. 
Even Jade watching him.  That should have angered him, he thought, or made him
sick that she might have something to hold over him.  At best, it should have
humiliated him.  But what it really did was arouse him.  Erection.


Actually, that
wasn’t entirely accurate the way he said it.  What he’d skipped over was that it
had humiliated him, and the humiliation seemed to be what aroused him.  Indeed,
he felt the strangest feeling when he thought of Jade laughing at his
emasculation.  He couldn’t name the feeling, but it was almost an erotic
helplessness at the idea that she could make him do anything.  He’d felt the
same with Kara ordering him to emasculate himself.  Even with his wife, he’d
felt the same at times already.  So was it the embarrassment that had turned
him on, not the dressing, or was it the dressing, or was it something more
sinister?


Frank was
confused.  He didn’t know which it was, or if it was both or all three, or
which would be worse, quite frankly.  All he knew was that he needed this to
stop.  He had a reputation to protect and the last thing he wanted was to be
known as “the guy with tits” or be seen by his wife as somehow less than a man;
he feared he would never get that back.


“I need to lose
the damn breasts” – he struggled to say that word through gritted teeth – “and
stop getting hard every time any of this happens.  I swear, I never want to see
another pair of high heels in my life!”


Frank suddenly
gasped:  he’d forgotten the high heels, the ones he’d worn when Kara was here, the
ones he’d shoved into the cabinet in the living room!  He needed to put those
away before Martha found them!


Frank turned out
the light and tiptoed out of the bathroom, so as not to wake his wife.  He
raced to the living room; his breasts jiggled embarrassingly as he made his
dash in the dark.  He needed to grab those shoes and return them to the closet
before Martha ever found out he had taken them.  He wasn’t sure how he would do
that exactly, not with his wife sleeping in the bedroom, but it was a risk he
would need to take.  Hopefully, she wouldn’t wake up as he did it.


“There could be
some awkward questions,” he thought.


Frank reached
the living room cabinet.  He squatted down by the drawer in the moonlight; his
erection pushed the panties out hard – the thought of being caught by Martha
set it off once more.  He grabbed the drawer and yanked it open.


It was empty.


Even in the
dark, he could see it was empty.


Frank gasped. 
“Wh— where are they?”


He knew his eyes
had not deceived him, but Frank nevertheless jammed his hand into the drawer
and searched the whole thing, touching every empty corner.  There was nothing. 
The shoes were gone.


“Where could
they be?” he asked in almost a daze.


He glanced back
at the drawer to make sure.  They weren’t there.  Frank crashed to the floor.


“She found
them.”


He sighed
mournfully.  This was bad.  Somehow, his wife chose today of all days to go
into a drawer he’d never seen her look into since they got the cabinet.  What
were the odds of that, he wondered?


“Why now?”


He sighed
again.  Then his eyebrow shot up.


“Or did I put
them away?”


He suddenly
wasn’t so sure.  Maybe he had put them away.  It could have happened, right? 
That seemed to be his only hope, though he knew it was the longest of long
shots as he just couldn’t remember anything other than shoving them into the
drawer, i.e. he had never come back for them.  That meant, his only true hope
seemed to be that his wife somehow thought that maybe she had put them there. 
What were the odds of that though?


“What do I do
now?”


Deny
everything, his brain said.


That seemed like
his only hope, actually.  Deny that he’d done it.  Leave his wife with a
mystery.  Maybe she would think she’d done it for some reason.  He knew that
wasn’t going to work, but that’s all he had.
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Frank braced
himself the moment he woke up for his wife to confront him, but she didn’t.  As
Frank watched nervously, she showered and dressed and did her hair, and said
nothing unusual.  Frank took a quick shower and changed as well.  Still, she
said nothing about her shoes.  He then threw on “his” bra (it was white) and
panties (they were pink) and covered everything with a silky black robe before
slipping his feet into the loafers.  Still, she never said a word about her
missing shoes.


Then they both
made their way to the kitchen.  As Martha worked by the stove, preparing eggs,
Frank skimmed the paper; he was too distracted to take any of it in, however.


“How was work
last night, dear?” asked Martha.


“It was fine.  How
was your evening?” asked Frank cautiously.  He knew this was a loaded
question.  If she had found the heels and she blamed him for them, this would
be the time to mention it.


“It was nice. 
Very relaxing.”


Frank waited for
more, but it didn’t come.  Instead, she started talking about one of the yokes
breaking.  Frank finally breathed a sigh of relief.  He watched his wife finish
making the eggs and then set his paper aside.


Martha set the
plate before him and Frank dug in.


“There was one
thing though,” said Martha.


“What was that?”


“Why are you
wearing my shoes without asking?” asked Martha.


As she said
this, she set the high-heeled sandals Frank had worn on the table before him. 
Frank dropped his fork onto the plate.  His eyes shot to his wife.  She flashed
him a look he did not understand.


“You should have
asked, Frank,” she said.


“I— I—”


“See Frank,”
said Martha and she rose to her feet and moved to a spot partially at his side
and partially between him and the table, keeping him from fleeing.  “I don’t
mind that you wore them, since that’s apparently what you want, but I mind that
you didn’t tell me.”


“I— I— I didn’t
want to wear them,” he said.


“Of course, you
did, Frank.”


Martha picked up
one of the shoes and then bent over and reached into Frank’s lap.  She pulled
down his panties exposing his erection, and boy was he erect: it was bigger
than ever.


“Wh— what are
you doing?”


“You wanted to
wear them, I’m giving you what you want,” she said.


“I never said
that!”


“But it must be
true, Frank.  Why else would you have taken them to the living room?”  The
question was rhetorical, but Frank tried to come up with an answer nevertheless
because he knew he needed to deny this.  As he struggled to do that, however,
Martha wrapped one hand around his erection and pulled until the tight skin had
traveled up over the head of his penis covering it.  Then she placed the front
of the black high-heeled sandal against the tip of his penis, lining the
toe-opening up with the tip, before pushing the shoe onto the penis and letting
go of the skin, which pulled the shoe down along the shaft with it as it
retreated; or more accurately, the shaft thrust forward into the shoe.  It
almost felt like entering his wife to Frank.


Frank looked
down and saw several inches of his erection inside the shoe, poking through the
open front of the sandal.  Seeing that made him throb.


“Now you’re
wearing my shoe, Frank.  Is it as exciting as you hoped?”


As she said
this, she jiggled the back of the shoe by the heel, causing his erection to throb
and his balls to jiggle as well still inside the panties.  Feeling the shoe
shake him, with the snug but soft leather wrapped around his shaft and the
bottom side of his sensitive head tapping against the insole where his wife’s
foot normally rested sent the strangest feeling racing throughout his body and
his mind.


“Oh, you are
excited,” giggled Martha.


“I can explain,”
said Frank.


“There’s nothing
to explain, dear.  You want to wear my things?  I’m going to let you.  I’m
going to let you wear my dresses, wear my panties, wear my bras and wear my
shoes.”  She started pulling the shoe backward and forward slowly along his
shaft, creating tremendous pressure within his penis as she did.


“But I don’t
want to—”


“Clearly you do,
darling.  You’re throbbing.”


“That’s— that’s
not what that means!”


“Then why else
did you take my shoes out to the living room?  Why did you hide them?  Because
you were playing with them.”


Frank shook his
head, but his breathing was becoming erratic.  He felt all kinds of tightening
and pressure and throbbing in and around his penis.  His balls were yanking up
and down with each stroke.


“I wasn’t!”


“You were.  You
were playing with them because you want to be a girl—”


“What?!” gasped
Frank.


“You know what
happens if you come, Frank.  You turn into a girl, a sexy girl with big
breasts.  Do you want breasts, honey?”  She sped up her stroking as she asked
this emasculating question.  “Big, girly nipples?  Beautiful globes?  You’ll
have to wear my dresses then.  But that is what you want, isn’t it?”


Frank felt
intense pressure inside himself.  He struggled to breathe too.  He knew he was
about to come and fill his wife’s shoe with his seed.  That would be
humiliating but also exciting.  It would make him more girly too.  That he did
not want... or did he?  Why hadn’t he stopped her?  All he had to do was grab
the shoe and stop her from making him come.  Why hadn’t he denied wearing her
clothes more forcefully either?  Why had all of this excited him?


Frank had a
vision of himself with very large, round, beautiful breasts.  As he did, his
erection seemed to grow inside the shoe.  It became very tight.  Suddenly, he
decided he wanted those breasts.  He wanted them badly.  He saw himself in
dresses and heels with breasts and his wife putting the items on him and he
wanted that.  He spread his legs wider and leaned his head back.  He was
holding his breath.  His heart was pounding.  His penis was throbbing.  He was
going to fill this shoe any second.


“Make me a
girl!” he exclaimed.


Suddenly, everything
went black.  It took Frank a moment to realize where he was.  He was in bed. 
His face was down in the pillow.  It was nighttime.  Martha was asleep next to
him.  His heart was racing in his chest.  He’d been dreaming.  It had all been
a dream... but why had he dreamed that?


Frank took
several deep breaths to calm his heart.  He rolled over onto his side.  As he
did, he realized that his manhood felt sticky.  He cringed and slipped his hand
down inside the panties he wore as his pajama bottoms no longer fit.


They were wet.


He’d come.


Frank leaned his
head back against the pillow and groaned.  This meant he would become more
feminine soon.  What’s more, his dream was startling.  Why did he dream that he
wanted to be made a girl?  What was wrong with him?!  Even worse, what if he
had more wet dreams like this?  He had no way to stop them, none that he could
figure.  This was a problem.  Worse yet, the missing shoe was still an issue. 
If his wife had seen it, would he face a scene like he had just dreamed?  Did
he want to for some reason?  Frank was filled with confusion.
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Frank was leery
when he awoke the following morning.  His dream had been unsettling, but worse
was his dread of what Martha might say when he awoke.  How would she react to
the missing stolen shoes?


The strange
truth was that she said nothing.


She said nothing
about it as she dressed.  She said nothing as they went to the kitchen.  She
said nothing as they had breakfast or as she kissed him goodbye for the day. 
In some ways, this was even more unsettling.


“What’s she
waiting for?” he asked himself.


Then he wondered
if perhaps she really didn’t know... but that made no sense.  How could she
wrongly think she had put them there?  She couldn’t.  It made more sense
that she would save the issue for use when it had the maximum possible effect,
like the middle of an argument.  In the meantime, it would hang over his head;
all he could do was wait for the other shoe to drop, so to speak.  With his
wife gone to work, however, Frank had other things to worry about now, namely
Kara.
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Frank sat in his
car before Kara and Ted’s house feeling like an utter fool.  He’d recalled her
demand that he needed to wear the dress when he arrived, and the fact she
seemed to have ample means to carry through with any threat, so against his
better judgment, he’d slipped into the little black dress before he came.  He
also wore his now-standard panties (today’s were pink) and the white bra his
wife had given him the day before.  He thought about going without the bra, but
he couldn’t imagine going the day with his sensitive mounds and nipples rubbing
against the dress.  That would be excruciating.


Over the dress,
he wore a raincoat, which he hoped would hide a multitude of sins.  He’d also
found a decorative scarf in Martha’s closet, which he draped over his head, and
dark glasses to hide his face.  The whole look had a sort of “dirty Jacqueline
Kennedy” aspect to it.  On a woman, it would have been exciting.


On the seat next
to him were the tall black high-heeled sandals from the day before.  He found
them in their place in Martha’s closet, which further suggested she had
discovered them as she had clearly put them back.  He couldn’t think about that
now though.  Right now, he needed to focus on Kara.


Frank glanced at
the seemingly endless concrete pathway from the sidewalk to Kara’s front door. 
He was parked before their house and while the pathway was perhaps less than
twenty feet in reality, it sure felt like it was miles long and ran through a
gauntlet of onlookers.  There was a teenager across the street mowing the
lawn.  There were two girls playing in their front yard two houses down.  There
was a woman walking a dog too.  She wore headphones.  He had no idea how many
people could be watching from nearby windows.


“This is crazy,”
said Frank.


Making this
worse, he needed to do his mad dash in the heels.  She’d made that clear:  “You
better be wearing heels when you arrive at my house,” she’d said.


“This was a lot
easier getting here,” he lamented.


In fact, he’d
felt quite brave when he left home.  After he came to terms with needing to
come and needing to wear the dress, he slipped into the dress and coat and
scarf and then made his way to his car in his garage, where no one could see
him get in or out of the car.  That had been rather easy.  This was different. 
This was out in the open for all to see.


He smacked his
forehead against the steering wheel.  “This is impossible!”


Riiiiiiing. 
His phone rang.  It was Kara.


“What?” he
snapped.


“Are you going
to sit there all day?” asked Kara snidely.


“This isn’t easy
you know.”


Kara laughed. 
“I can make it harder, if you like.”  Her tone sent a chill racing down his
spine.  “Get out of the car and get in here.  I’ll give you one minute.”  She
hung up the phone before Frank could respond.


There was a
limit now.  He had one minute.


“You can do
this, Frank,” he told himself.


He wasn’t sure
he believed that, but he had no choice but to try.  He reached down and slipped
off the loafers.  Then he grabbed the sandals from the seat next to him and
slipped those onto his feet, buckling the buckles tightly so they gave as much
support as they could.  He realized now he probably should have looked for
something like wedges or even pumps – something with a lower heel and more
support – but he grabbed these because he knew them already, having worn them. 
Of course, he hadn’t practiced in them since he decided to be defiant after
Kara left, but he’d worn them enough to do this... though a little more
practice and a little less ego might have served him well at this point.


Either way, they
were on his feet now.


Thirty seconds.


Frank took a
deep breath. Frank checked the glasses and scarf in the rearview mirror.  They
covered his face as best they could.  He didn’t think anyone could recognize
him, not like this.


Twenty-five
seconds.


Frank took another
deep calming breath, opened the door, and climbed out of the car.  He’d never
climbed out of a car in a dress and heels before and he looked very awkward
doing it, climbing out like a normal man.  His dress scooted up his thighs when
he spread his legs almost to the point his erection popped out.  He made it
though.  Fortunately.


The cool morning
air shot straight up his dress as he stood in the open, which made an
exhilarating chill race up his thighs.  It was both refreshing and a reminder
that all was not normal for him at the moment.


Twenty seconds.


“Get in the
house fast,” he told himself.


Frank closed the
door and locked it.  He glanced around nervously.  No one was looking... yet. 
He started tottering as fast as he could up the walkway.  His heels made a
thudding sound off the concrete, which he found exciting even as he tried
desperately to tune it out.  Unfortunately, it created an effete, emasculating
sensation within him and he found himself involuntarily throbbing.


“Not now,” he
whispered unhappily.


Suddenly, he
felt his dress start to ride up with his erection as it pushed upwards; it
almost felt like it had freed itself from its panty prison!  He froze for a
second to see if he could prevent that and stop his erection.  He managed to
brush the dress back down, but couldn’t stop the erection.  He was too turned
on, like it or not, and his erection was going to stand up tall and hard, and
it would tent up his panties and his dress as it did.  It even created an
out-of-place bulge in his raincoat.  He realized right away he just had to
accept it.  So he kept moving toward the door.


Fifteen seconds.


He reached the
door a moment later.  He knocked.


“Come on, come
on,” he said.


What seemed like
an eternity later, Kara opened the door.  She wore a short, red and dark-blue
kimono robe and cherry-red patent mules with high heels.  “My, my, my, look at
you, Frankie!  All dolled up in a raincoat and high heels.  I always loved that
look.  Ted loved it when I dressed like that for him.”  She then chuckled. 
“Although, I suspect you’re wearing more beneath your coat than I was at the
time.  I love the headscarf too.  Retro is very hip.  The erection is a lovely
touch too, Frank.  For me?”


Frank blushed. 
“Can I come in please?” he asked and he shot a glance over his shoulder.


“Certainly,”
said Kara and she paused just long enough to make Frank think she was about to
step aside.  Then she added, “After you show me your dress, darling.  I’ll bet
it’s just lovely.”


Frank blushed
bright red.  “Here?  Now?  You’re kidding!”


“No, not
really.”


“Can’t I show
you inside?”


Kara smirked. 
“Show me, Frank.”


“But—”


“And give me the
scarf and glasses for resisting.”


Frank stared
blankly at her.  “Resisting?”


“I gave you an
order, you didn’t obey it.  That’s resisting, and it’s a very bad habit in a
sissy, Frankie.  Now give me the scarf and the glasses and take off the coat or
I’ll assume you’re still resisting.”


Frank shuddered
with intimidation as Kara’s tone and the forceful manner of her commands left
him feeling powerless.  He’d rarely felt that way, especially from a woman. 
But he felt it now and he would do this to get inside.  He reluctantly removed
the scarf and the glasses.  Then his strength reasserted itself – well, at
least his petulance – and he grabbed his coat and yanked it open like a flasher
before slamming it shut once more.


“Satisfied?!” he
demanded.


Kara folded her
arms and tapped her foot against the floor.  She was hardly satisfied, or
amused.


“What did I just
tell you about resistance?”


“I showed you,”
he protested.


“Would you like
to do a lap around the neighborhood?”


Frank’s strength
faded once more.  He closed his eyes and opened the coat wide.


“Take it off.”


Frank bit his
tongue and slowly pulled the coat off his shoulders.  By the time he lowered it
to the middle of his back, he heard Kara laugh.  And when he opened his eyes to
see why, he saw her taking a picture.


“That is the
most feminine stance I’ve ever seen a man take,” she said.


He withered when
he realized what he’d just given her:  blackmail material.


“The quicker you
learn to do what you’re told, the easier things will be,” she continued.  “Ted
had to learn that one the hard way too.  If you’d done as I asked, you could
have shown me and kept your coat, your scarf and your dignity, but you let your
little ego get in the way.  Don’t disobey me again, Frank.”


Frank nodded his
head helplessly.


“The good news,”
she added, “is that you learn quicker than Ted.”  She then stepped aside. 
“Come in, sweetie.”


Frank moved past
her into the house.  As he did, she hungrily looked him up and down, from his
feminine shape outlined in the dress to his feet trapped in their strappy
feminine sandals.  He was surprisingly feminine, much more so than she
remembered from the poker nights, even seemingly more than the prior day.  He
had tremendous promise.
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“Let’s see what
we have to work with,” said Kara and she twirled her finger to tell Frank to
spin in a circle so she could see him from all angles.


Frank licked his
lips unhappily and then did as he was told.  It felt strange putting himself on
display like this, demeaning.


“Nice,” said
Kara.  “Very nice.”


Frank made it
the full 360 degrees and stopped.  Kara then looked him up and down once more
before stepping up to him, slipping her hand onto his erection through the
tented-out dress.  She wiggled it.


“Now let’s see
this.  Take off the dress, Frank.”


Frank blushed
and his erection grew at her touch.  That didn’t make him feel excited though,
so much as weakened.  He was her prisoner, he knew that.  She had him by the
balls, especially now that she had a photo of him in a dress on her front
porch, and there was no resisting her.  So he slowly nodded his head and
reached behind his back.  He unzipped the dress.  Then he bent over slightly
and he pulled the dress up his back, up over his head.


Kara burst into
giggles.  That was not the reaction Frank expected!


“You’re wearing
a bra!” she laughed.


Frank’s blush deepened. 
He’d forgotten about that.  He regretted his decision to wear it now, though he
knew it would have been worse without it.  Without it, he would be writhing in
erotic tension, and constantly struggling against hard nipples and electric
jolts.


“Why is Martha
making you wear a bra?”  Her tone was taunting.


“She’s not making
me!”


“So you just wanted
to wear it?”  Kara’s smirk was growing with each passing second.


“No!”


“Then why are
you wearing it, Frank?”


Frank blushed
and didn’t answer.  He had no answer he was willing to give.  That didn’t
satisfy Kara though.


“Do you have
boobies?  Is that the problem?” she giggled mockingly and she playfully grabbed
at his chest.  Only, when her hand made contact, the laughing stopped.  A
shocked look replaced it and her eyebrow shot up, way up.  “Oh my God!”  She
then grabbed the bra with both hands and pulled the straps off his shoulders
and down to his elbows.  After that she stuck her fingers inside the cups and
pulled them down until the flesh they were containing popped out above the rim
of the cups and hung over them.  She gasped and stepped back.  There were two
small but distinctly feminine breasts sitting on his chest, framed by the bra. 
Even his nipples appeared larger than normal for a man and they were erect.


“You have
breasts!” she gasped.


Frank blushed. 
“I— well—”


“Are you taking
hormones?  Is that why Martha’s dressing you that way?”


“No!” exclaimed
Frank.  Whatever else she might think, he did not want her thinking he was
doing any of this voluntarily or that he might be turning into a woman.  It was
enough that she thought Martha was forcing him to cross-dress!


“Then how do you
explain this, Frank?  This isn’t normal!”


“It’s just fat.”


“This is not
fat, Frank!  These are real breasts, women’s breasts.  Men don’t have these.”


Frank realized
he was backed into a corner.  She was right, his chest did not look like
anything found on any male anywhere.  This called for an explanation, and if
the explanation wasn’t hormones, then what was it?


“It was this shot
I took,” said Frank unhappily.


“The ‘dick
shot’?” asked Kara incredulously.


Frank was
surprised.  How did she know about that, he wondered?  “Yes.”


Kara ran her
fingers over his nipples.  She pinched one and tugged on it as she felt the
firm tissue of the other small globe – though crushed at the moment from the
pressure of the yanked down bra.  “This is incredible,” she said.  “And you say
it was a side effect of the shot?”


Frank nodded his
head.


“And it just
happened?  You didn’t need to do anything else to make it happen?”


“What do you
mean ‘need to do’?  I didn’t try to make this happen.”


“I’m sure, but
it just happened?” she asked excitedly.


Frank nodded his
head again.


“Did it happen
to everyone?”


Frank shrugged
his shoulders, making his breasts jiggle.


“How long did it
take before this started?”


“I don’t know.”


“Fascinating,”
she said.  As she did, Frank saw the wheels turning in her head.  He had no
idea what she was considering or where her thoughts would lead her, but he saw
them turning.  “Well, let’s get on with it, shall we?”  Kara walked over toward
the hallway and called her husband to join them.


Ted appeared a
moment later, preceded by the clicking sound of high heels.  Once again, Frank
was shocked to see his friend, someone he had known since he started college
and who had never shown any inclination toward femininity, dressed as a woman
from head to toe.  This time, Ted wore a long-sleeved skater dress with a Peter
Pan collar.  It was mustard in color and the collar was white.  His legs were
covered in tan stockings and on his feet he wore white platform mules with
stiletto heels.  His toenails were painted a dark red, as were his
fingernails.  On his face, he wore lipstick, mascara and eye shadow.  Frank
tingled uncomfortably at seeing his friend dressed like this.


“Don’t you look
cute?” said Kara.


Ted blushed.


“Come look at
this, dear,” said Kara.


Ted tottered
over to where Kara still had her right hand on Frank’s breast.  His heels again
made that familiar feminine sound which caused Frank’s penis to grow even
stiffer.


“Aren’t these
just wonderful?” she asked and she jiggled Frank’s breast.


Frank throbbed
as she did and nearly came right then and there.


Ted stared at
his friend’s chest.  His jaw dropped.  He was stunned to see breasts on Frank’s
chest.  He knew Frank had worn panties and the heeled-loafers, but breasts? 
That was unexpected.  In fact, it was incredible!


“It gets
better,” she said.


Ted glanced at
her nervously.  “H— how?”


“Do you know
what caused them?”


Ted shook his
head cautiously.


“That shot he
took.  The one that was supposed to make his dick grow,” said Kara.  She then
glanced down toward her husband’s chest and penis and shook her head.  “Too bad
it didn’t happen to you.”  She patted her husband’s face now and purred, “I’ll
bet you’d love to have breasts like this.”


Ted visibly
shuddered.


“Well,
hopefully, it still does, dear.”  She kissed him on the cheek.  “Well, enough
play, girls.  Let’s get started.”


“Started with
what?” asked Frank.


“With your
duties, of course.  You can leave the dress off.  I like seeing you in the bra
and panties,” said Kara.  “I’m going to shower.  While I do, why don’t you two
divide up the chores.”  With that, Kara pulled back her robe, revealing that
she was naked underneath and she let it fall carelessly to the floor.  She also
stepped out of her high-heeled mules, leaving them where she stood, and she
sauntered off to the shower.  She had quite the body and she swung her rear
femininely as she disappeared down the hallway.  Frank got very hard.


“This is crazy,”
said Frank.


Ted said
nothing.  Instead, he crouched down and dutifully picked up his wife’s shoes
and the robe.


“How did this
happen?” asked Frank.


“What happen?”


Frank snorted in
disbelief.  “This!”  He waved his hand up and down Ted’s femininely
dressed body.  “You’re wearing a dress, Ted!  In case you didn’t notice.”


Ted shrugged his
shoulders.


“Ted!” growled
Frank.


“All right, all
right.  I’ll tell you.  But first, you tell me: breasts?  Kara said the
shot had something to do with that?”  Ted seemed intensely anxious asking the
question, which was understandable if he took the shot too.  He was likely
worried the same thing could happen to him.


Frank
consciously covered his chest with his arms; talking about his breasts was
embarrassing.  “I mean, yeah.  The shot caused this.”


“How?”


“I don’t know. 
I’m not a doctor.  All I know is I took the shot.  Things got a little bigger
down below and then this all started.”  He grabbed his chest as he spoke and
seemed to thrust it toward Ted.


Ted licked his
lips nervously.  Then he let out a small, relieved laugh.  “Oh thank God.  I
thought I was going insane.”


Frank furrowed
his brow.  “Meaning what?”


Ted glanced over
his shoulder to make sure his wife wasn’t behind them.  “I got that stupid shot
because of you.  You told us about it, so I told my wife, like ‘ha ha’ who
would do such a thing?  Well, she decided she liked the idea; she called it
‘ironic.’  So she made me get it.”


“You took the
shot?”


“Uh huh,” said
Ted with a nod of his head.  “And lo and behold, it grew... about an inch.  But
then all these strange things started happening.  I lost weight, but my rear
got fat.  My muscles seemed to shrink.  Do you know, I can’t lift nearly as
much as I could before?  I thought I was eating too much bad stuff or
something.  Then my chest got flabby.  Kara hasn’t noticed, but I saw it.  I
thought I was going crazy.  I mean, a guy’s chest doesn’t just start growing,
does it?  No way.  So I thought I was going nuts, or there was something wrong
with me.”


“No, it’s the
shot.”


“Yeah, thank
God.  I mean, ug, but still, I’m not nuts.”  Ted paused.  “Is there a cure?”


“I have a doctor
working on one.”


Ted nodded his
head.  “Good.  Then I’m not saying anything to Kara or anyone else.  Let me
know the moment you find the cure.”


“How has Kara
not noticed?  She noticed me right away.”


Ted glanced at
Frank’s chest with its girly globes and womanly nipples.  “Well, I mean, mine
never got that big.  I guess I’m lucky.  I just look fat.  But man, if Kara
knew!”  He visibly shuddered.


Frank blushed at
the idea of having more womanly breasts than his friend, and again his penis
throbbed at the embarrassment.  He then subconsciously covered his breasts with
his arms once more to hide them.  “Speaking of Kara, what is her deal?  Why
does she want this?”


Ted scratched
his head and sighed.  “It’s a long story.’


In the
background, they could hear the shower starting to run.


“Apparently, I
have time,” said Frank sourly.


Ted looked
reluctant to speak, but agreed.  “When Kara was in college, she met this guy. 
He was submissive and he wanted her to make him cross-dress and then treat him
like a sissy or something.  She said she thought the idea was a real turn off
and she almost dumped him.  But then a friend told her she should get free maid
service out of it.  Why not, she thought?  So she agreed that he could flutter
around her place in a dress and whatnot, so long as he did the chores.”


“Ok,” said Frank
uncertainly.


“Well, she got
her place cleaned that way and she found she could order him to do other things
too.  Soon, she had a full-on maid:  cooking, cleaning, all of it.  She really
liked it to.  In fact, while she’s never said this outright, it’s clear she
ended up totally turned on by it.”


“Was that little
sissy maid you?” asked Frank in a smart-ass tone.


“Ha ha.”


“So what
happened?”


“I don’t know. 
Somehow, they went their separate ways.  Eventually, she and I meet.  We start
dating.  Things go well.  She’s quirky, but not too strange, if that makes
sense.  I’m thinking I want to marry her.  I propose.”


“And then?”


Suddenly, the
shower stopped.  Ted glanced around nervously once more.


“I’ll have to
continue some other time.  We need to get started on the chores,” said Ted.


“What chores?”


“Chores,
chores.”


“Like sweeping
and mopping?” asked Frank.


“Exactly.  And
doing the windows and the dishes and the laundry.  All of it.  She also wants
me to dress her.”


“Dress her?”
questioned Frank.


“Yeah.  Put
clothes on her,” said Ted condescendingly.  “Don’t you own a dictionary?  Well,
I mean, there are special steps and things she likes, but basically, I put
clothes on her body.”


At the mention
of “special steps,” Frank recalled the way Ted had fondled his feet as he
slipped the high heels onto his feet the other day, and the whole thing started
to make more sense:  “That must be what he does for Kara when he ‘dresses
her’,” he thought.  So it wasn’t something Ted did specifically for Frank. 
That was a relief... sort of.


“Let’s move to
the bedroom.  You can make the bed while I dress her,” said Ted.


“All right, but
I want to hear the rest of the story.”


“First chance I
get,” agreed Ted.

















Chapter Six: “Dinner At Six”


—o—


 


Frank got home
about an hour before Martha normally returned home from work.  He wasted little
time changing out of the dress and heels and into his work clothes.  He hid
those in Martha’s closet.  He kept wearing the bra and panties, which Martha
already knew about and which he basically needed at this point.


He thought back
on all that had just happened.


Watching Ted
dress his wife had been quite sensual or perhaps even erotic.  There certainly
seemed to be an art to it.  He didn’t just put the clothes on her, he’d wrapped
her in them with plenty of touching.  It was intimate.


After that, they
did chores the entire day.  Frank found it demeaning to stoop and bend and
reach and lift while wearing just the panties, the bra, his heels and a short
apron Kara added to his outfit.  Worse though, he was rock hard the whole time. 
He didn’t know why that had excited him, but it did.


Ted looked no
less embarrassed in his Peter Pan dress and platforms, but that was his
problem, Frank told himself.  Frank’s primary concern was being turned into a
sissy maid by Kara.  This had serious potential to spin out of control.  That
said, after some cleaning, Kara called it a day and sent him home.  Frank was
surprised nothing else had happened.  He asked Ted about it as Ted showed him
to the door.


“Is that it? 
That’s all she wants?” asked Frank.


“For today. 
She’s just testing you,” said Ted.


“Testing me?”


“Yeah.”


“How do I fail?”
asked Frank with a cynical laugh.


“You can’t.”


“What’s the
point in testing me then?”


“She wants to
see how far she can push you.”


Those unsettling
words rang in Frank’s ears as he drove home.  They were a flashing red light
warning him that Kara might be far more than he could handle, especially with
her already playing games with Martha discovering him by making him hide the
black dress in his closet and already taking a number of photos which she
called her “insurance.”


“This is not
good,” he told himself.


Either way, he
needed to get home and change.  He couldn’t dwell on Kara at the moment.  So he
hopped in the car and he drove home.  He didn’t even bother swapping out the
high-heeled sandals for the loafers as he had gotten accustomed enough to them
to drive in them (though they did feel quite different on the pedals) and he
didn’t want to waste the time to change.  He did, however, make sure to slip
into the coat and head scarf again before he left.  The last thing he wanted
was someone to recognize him.


He was hard as a
rock as he drove home from the tension of possibly getting caught.


When Frank
reached his house, he returned all the feminine items he had worn to their
places in Martha’s closet and slipped into his dress pants, dress shirt and
too-tight vest.  He was disturbed to discover that his panties were wet from
precome.  He wasn’t sure if precome would cause the same problem as coming, but
it worried him nevertheless.  Between that and having the wet dream, he worried
what effects that might have on his body.  He hoped none, but he knew better.


He would know
for sure soon enough, he realized.
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Martha came home
a few minutes after Frank put all the feminine finery away.  She and Frank
chatted as she went to get out of her work clothes.  To Frank’s surprise, she
stripped off her dress and heels only to replace them with a more sexy dress
and heels, though not her most sexy.


“Why are you
dressing up?” asked Frank.


“I’m going to
dinner with someone,” said Martha.  She seemed distracted.


“Anyone I know?”


“Just another
doctor.”


This seemed odd
to Frank.  Martha often lunched with other doctors, but she’d never had
dinner.  What’s more, her manner seemed strange; why was she being so
secretive?  He almost questioned her on it, but then stopped when he realized
he didn’t exactly want to get into that conversation, not with how he’d spent
the day, not with her still not having mentioned the missing shoes, and not
with his nipples hard beneath his bra.


Sometimes,
discretion is the better part of valor, and ignorance can be bliss.


Frank left for
work.
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Martha glanced
nervously around the restaurant before taking her seat.  The restaurant was
nice.  Very classy.  The people were all well-dressed too and no one seemed to
notice or care that she was sitting at a romantic table with another woman. 
Still, she felt nervous.  Should she be doing this with another woman?  What if
people realized why she was here?  What would they think?


“You look
beautiful,” said Amber.


Martha glanced
down at the dark blue dress she wore and the navy pumps.  She had wanted to
look attractive, but not too attractive... sensual, but not sexy.  “Thank you,
so do you.”


Amber smiled. 
She’d worn a little black dress and black sandals.  Like Martha, she wanted an
understated attractiveness, so as not to seem pushy.  She knew she needed to
tread lightly with Martha until Martha was truly ready.


“This is my
favorite restaurant,” said Amber.


“I’ve never been
here,” admitted Martha, though that was part of the reason she had agreed to
come here, because this wasn’t somewhere she and Frank regularly visited and
she figured no one would recognize her.  She also didn’t want to meet somewhere
private, like Amber’s apartment until she was more sure.


The waiter came
by and Amber ordered drinks for both.


“How is Frank?”
asked Amber once the waiter left.  Normally, she would never mention a husband
or boyfriend when she was trying to seduce someone like Martha, but in this
case, she thought it was her secret weapon.  After all, Martha had
all-but-admitted that not being able to have sex with Frank was what had driven
her to Amber, so Amber wanted to keep that at the front of Martha’s mind.


“He’s handling
it, I guess,” said Martha.  She thought about her stolen sandals.  Again, she
wondered if it had been Frank.  She knew it had to be: who else could it be? 
But why had he done it.  Was he really wearing her clothes?


“How are you
holding up?”


Martha shrugged
her shoulders.  “I mean, my husband is turning into a woman, what can I say
beside that?”


Amber placed her
fingers assuringly on top of Martha’s hand.  Her touch made Martha flush.  She
tingled all over.  She suddenly had a vision of Amber sitting on their bed,
naked except for a bra and panties, waiting to be kissed.  She stood before
her, also naked.  She was dripping wet.  Then she noticed Frank sitting in a
chair waiting for her.  He wore panties and a bra, but he was there.  She
suddenly felt conflicted.


“But it’s his
fault,” Martha said.  “I need to keep reminding myself of that.”


This was
Martha’s way of justifying looking elsewhere for solace.  Amber recognized that
immediate and decided to reinforce that.  “It is.  He’s brought this on himself
and it’s not fair that you’ve been caught up in it.”


Martha nodded
her head.


“It’s really
unfair,” added Amber.  She then squeezed the top of Martha’s hand.


Martha took this
as an invitation and turned her hand over.  They now held hands across the
small table.


“We’ll get you
through it,” said Amber.


Martha nodded
her head.  A moment later, she felt Amber’s shoe butt up against the side of
her shoe.  The contact was both very minor, but also significant.  It was minor
in that she barely felt it, but it also sent a jolt through her body.  It told
her they would soon touch in more ways than holding hands.  Martha took a deep
breath and consciously left her foot where it was; she would let Amber proceed.


Amber recognized
this as an invitation and slowly brushed her foot up the back of Martha’s foot
and leg.  Martha’s nipples rose and pressed against her dress, something Amber
noted.


“You have
beautiful eyes,” said Amber.


Martha blushed. 
“Thanks.”


Amber now gently
ran her toes against the back of Martha’s calf.  Both women were very wet.  As
they sat is silence like that, holding hands with Amber rubbing her foot up and
down Martha’s calf, Martha had another vision of Amber naked before her.  She
was naked too this time and the two of them started to kiss.  It was a
passionate kiss, and Amber’s body felt warm and soft.  She closed her eyes and
let the image wash over her.  This time, there was no Frank.


Amber smiled as
she saw this.  Martha was coming around.  Then Amber saw the waiter approaching
with the drinks.


“Such bad
timing.”


Amber sighed and
slowly pulled her foot and hand away.  Martha opened her eyes questioningly. 
Why had Amber stopped?  Her hand lingered on the table for more.


“What’s wrong?”
she asked.


“The waiter,”
said Amber and she nodded in his direction.


The moment had
passed.  Both knew there would be more.  This was only beginning.
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Frank was back
at Kara and Ted’s house for a second day.  The first day had proven to be
embarrassing, but not impossibly so.  Indeed, truth be told, Frank found
himself kind of turned on by the experience, and it hadn’t been as taxing as he
thought it might, i.e. Kara had not really taken much more advantage of him
than making him dress like a woman and clean her house.  He could handle that
under the circumstances.  And he hoped today would go just as smoothly, though
he worried about Ted’s comment that Kara was still testing him.  What happened
after the test?


Like the day
before, Frank wore the little black dress, the black sandals and the scarf,
dark glasses and trench coat for the drive over.  Also like the day before,
Kara met him at the door in a short robe and tall-heeled mules.  After a short
greeting, they moved to the bedroom.


“Work calls
today, so it will be a short day for my girls,” announced Kara.  “Nevertheless,
I expect both of you to finish all your chores in the time we have.  Here is
the list of what I want done.”


She handed a
paper to her husband.  Today, Ted wore a little black dress like Frank’s, tall
black pumps with pointy toes, and a pearl choker around his neck.  The dress
was skin-tight and Frank couldn’t help but notice the very beginnings of
breasts.  The shot was working on him too apparently, though clearly much
slower.  Somehow, the thought of Ted was exciting.


“I’m going to
shower and get ready,” continued Kara.  “Before we do that, however, there is
something I’d like to know.”


With that, Kara
ushered Frank and Ted together in front of her until they stood side by side. 
Then she pointed at their crotches and motioned with both hands that they should
raise their dresses.


“Pull ’em out
girls,” she said.


“Do what?” asked
Frank incredulously.


“You heard me. 
Or do you need me to have Ted help you?”


Frank shuddered
at the thought of his friend touching his manhood, and he remembered her threat
about disobedience.  It was a serious threat.  So while it wasn’t easily within
Frank’s nature to obey a woman – especially for something like this, he knew
the alternative was worse and he knew the alternative would actually happen. 
He didn’t want that!


“I can do it,”
he grumbled in reply.


Frank suck up as
much will power as he could and he pulled up his dress.  As he did, his penis
expanded inside his panties at the thought of showing it to Kara.  When his
dress was high enough, he slipped his hand inside his panties, wrapped his
fingers around his stiff shaft and pulled it out of the panties into the open
air.


Ted did the same
next to him.


Frank couldn’t
help himself; he snuck a peek at his friend.  When he did, he was shocked to
see that the hair around Ted’s penis had been shaved into a nearly identical
triangular patch to the patch on his wife, which Frank had seen when Ted
dressed her the prior day.  It was a fascinating and unnerving sight, and somehow,
this revelation made Frank feel weak, seeing his friend so emasculated.


Meanwhile, Kara
smiled.  “Very nice... very, very nice.  You girls have beautiful hardware,”
said Kara with a smirk.  “But which one of you is bigger?  That’s what I want
to know.”


Kara stepped
forward, reached out her hands and grabbed each penis in one hand, wrapping her
hands firmly around both Frank’s and her husband’s hard shafts.  Her touch made
Frank throb.


“What nice
toys,” added Kara.


Frank shot a
glance at Ted and saw him avert his eyes.  He was blushing with embarrassment. 
It seemed both found this sort of submissive control humiliating... and
apparently exciting, as both were hard.


“You two are so
hard, it’s hilarious,” giggled Kara.  “I guess you both like being girls, or at
least it turns you on when a girl takes charge.  Now let’s see who’s longer.” 
Kara looked at her husband’s erection first.  She slipped her hand as far back
along the shaft as it could go.  Then she slowly pulled her hand forward as if
she were letting out a length of rope and measuring the pieces.  Ted seemed to
shudder and began breathing hard as she did this.  When her hand reached the
head, she grabbed it like a doorknob and squeezed.  “Nice, honey.  I think that
shot really did help.  I’d say you’re a good inch longer than before.”


At the mention
of the shot, Frank bit his lip as he stole an involuntary glance at his
friend’s budding breasts; he knew what was coming and he felt embarrassed for
what Ted would go through... what Frank was already going through.


“And now our
newest girl,” said Kara.


As before, Kara
moved her hand as far back as she could along Frank’s shaft.  Her hand was warm
and soft and her touch made him tingle and caused his erection to throb.  She
then slowly started to pull her hand forward again, squeezing his erection as
she went.  Frank felt a tremendous amount of pressure build up as her hand
trapped the blood inside the erection; it was as if she was squeezing a balloon
tighter and tighter, and it sent the warmest, most pleasurable but most tense
feeling racing to his brain.  His penis throbbed in response and he began to
tremble excitedly.


Was it possible
he might actually come?


Frank hadn’t
thought of this before, but now he did.  He welled with panic.  He needed to
stop her before she made him come!  Not only would it be embarrassing to come
in her hand while dressed as he was, but he could not afford to come.  He had
already come too much and had the increasingly large breasts to show for it, as
well as the other changes to his shape.  He could take no more.  But he
couldn’t risk telling her either.  That could end very poorly!


“Hmm,” said Kara
as she reached the tip.


“What?” asked
Frank despite himself.


An evil glint
appeared in Kara’s eye.  She glanced at both men and then put one hand on
Frank’s shoulder and the other on Ted’s.  She pulled on both, causing them to
turn toward each other.  As they did, each stepped back to avoid being too
close to the other – their high heels sang out the song of the delicate dance
they did:  CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!  When they faced
each other, though both still stared at Kara, she smiled and spoke again.


“Why so far
apart?” she laughed.  She pushed them toward each other now still by their
shoulders.


“Wh— what are
you doing?” asked Frank nervously.


“Since it was
too close to call, we’re going to check another way.  Think of it as a judge’s
review.  Step closer, boys.”


Frank now
understood.  He swallowed hard.  She was intending that they step up to each
other and slide their erections side by side or one on top of the other or whatever,
just so she could see which one was longer.  It was like placing two items next
to each other, only she intended that they touch.


“I— I can’t,”
said Frank and he shook his head.


Ted shook his
head too.  He opened his mouth to protest, but nothing came out.


“Sure you can,”
said Kara.


Frank started to
step back, but Kara grabbed his erection and squeezed it hard, making precome
come out.  He tried to step back once more and she pressed into his shaft with
her nails.  Frank winced and stopped dead.  Somehow, this weakened Frank’s
resistance and he let her pull him toward Ted.  She then grabbed her husband’s
erection with her other hand and pulled them together.  Ted, surprisingly, held
firm.  It didn’t matter though as Frank helplessly lurched forward with each
tug.  A moment later, they were close enough that their heads bumped... their
lower heads.


Frank felt a
jolt of shame slide down his spine.  His penis had touched another man’s penis.


It got worse.


Kara tugged him
again and he stumbled one step forward right into Ted’s face.  Their eyes were
now inches apart.  Their chests touched – Frank’s chest more than Ted’s reached
across the imaginary boundary between them that Frank tried to keep and he felt
his nipples rub against Ted’s soft chest, making them tingle.  But worst of
all, Frank felt the tip of Ted’s penis press against his testicles as his shaft
slid along the underside of Frank’s shaft.  Where it touched, it tingled.


“Much better,
boys,” said Kara.


She kneeled down
and pressed both penises together.  Then she wrapped her fingers around the
pair to hold them in place, stroking both at once only in an inverted manner. 
Frank had never felt anything like this.  Ted’s penis was long and hard yet
soft and warm and pressed against his.  It was a feeling he would never
forget.  What’s more, he felt it throbbing and that made him throb too.  This
sent a wave of shock racing through him and his eyes glared into Ted’s eyes –
up to now, both had avoided looking at each other directly.  Ted did not look back. 
This needed to stop before one or the other ejaculated!


“I hate to say
it,” said Kara after a seeming eternity, “but I think we still have a tie.”


She rose to her
feet.


“We need a
tiebreaker.”


“How— how do we
do that?” asked Frank warily, still distinctly aware he might come any second
and feeling deeply humiliated, yet incredibly turned on at the same time, at
having Ted’s throbbing penis rub up against his.


“Like this,
Frankie.”  Kara let go of the two erections and grabbed each man’s balls.  When
she had both, one pair in each hand, she pushed them up until all their weight
was supported by her palms.  “Hmm.”  She lowered her hands slightly and then
lifted them again.  “Interesting.”


“What is?” asked
Ted nervously.


“I’d say that
yours are smaller, Teddie.  Sorry, but you are more girlish after all.  But
they’re heavier.  Maybe our pretty new friend here is empty.  Is that true,
Frankie dear?”


Frank blushed
but refused to answer with his silence.


“Oh Frankie,
have you already forgotten our lesson in obedience?”


Frank swallowed
hard.  “N— no.”


“Then why didn’t
you answer me, girlfriend?”  As she said this, she slowly started to squeeze
his balls.  This filled Frank with worry.  But right at the point where it
might seem she would squeeze too hard, she reversed herself and slowly reduced
the pressure, only to start squeezing harder again when she reached her initial
pressure.


“I— I didn’t
know what to say,” lied Frank.


“Oh?  It’s a
simple question.  Are your balls so light because you’ve been playing with
yourself?  Did you maybe go home in your cute little dress and pretty heels and
play with yourself until you sprayed all over your panties?”


Frank cringed
with embarrassment.  He’d wanted to do that, that was for sure, but he
couldn’t... and he couldn’t tell her why.  Recalling that now added a sense of
nervousness to his demeanor.


“I— I don’t know
why they’re so light,” he said evasively.


“You don’t?”
asked Kara in a mocking tone.  “Maybe we should jerk you off and see what
happens?”  She turned her attention to her husband even as she kept squeezing
Frank’s balls, tighter and looser, tighter and looser; they all knew she was
actually making her point to Frank even as she spoke to Ted.  “Do you know what
happens when a man comes?”  She slowly mimicked stroking an erection while
holding Ted’s balls as she asked.


Ted blushed. 
“I— well.”


Kara chuckled. 
“It’s all right, dear.  I don’t expect you to have much experience with men. 
When a man comes, he shoots out all his little seeds in a hot, white, sticky spray.” 
She said these words slowly, deliberately, making Ted wither.


Frank saw Ted
wither, but was having his own problems as the rhythmic squeezing of his balls
was starting to bring him to climax; Ted was on his own.  Indeed, he was
starting to breathe erratically and he felt a growing pulse within his body. 
He would need to do something soon to stop this.  If he didn’t, he would come
all over Ted’s penis!


“That leaves his
balls empty and lighter,” continued Kara in the same slow pace.


Frank was now
openly breathing hard.


“If you stroke
him again, before his body has a chance to make more, his semen is very clear
and hardly looks like it did before.”


Ted looked
utterly embarrassed as she continued her lecture, but Frank still didn’t
notice.  He was too busy trying desperately not to come.  He tried thinking of
anything he could that might turn him off, but nothing seemed to help; his mind
focused relentlessly on the feelings coming from his balls.


“If our girly
little friend here has come recently,” said Kara, nodding at Frank, “then his
semen will come out clear and in a tiny amount.  If it comes out thick and
white, then I guess his balls just aren’t very manly even if they are bigger
than your tiny ones, darling.  Should we check it, dear?”  She giggled as she
asked.


Ted turned
positively red with embarrassment.  Frank, meanwhile, was on the verge of
coming.  He could feel his penis starting to pulse forward.


“What do you
think?  Should we check it, Frank?” asked Kara.


Frank shook his
head.  He wasn’t really able to speak though.


“So you admit
you’ve been playing with yourself?”


Frank vigorously
nodded his head.  It wasn’t true – well, not entirely – but he was in no
position to deny anything.  Moreover, he needed this to end before he came.  He
would admit anything to make that happen.  He held his breath.


“Please stop!”
he screamed inside his head.


“And you played
with yourself because you were so turned on by wearing girly clothes and high
heels and playing girly with your best girlfriend Teddie, right?” asked Kara
with a mocking laugh.


Frank’s body
tensed up.  He could almost feel his juices starting to eject.  He gritted his
teeth and nodded.  “Yes, yes, I admit it!”  Please stop! he screamed again
inside his head.  He was about to need to take some drastic action, an action
with unknown consequences.  Specifically, he was going to shove away her hand,
anger her, and face her retribution, or simply run!  He had no other choice.


But in that
instance, Kara let go of his balls.


Frank felt
everything grind to a halt as the launch was cancelled.  His masculinity had
been saved (it couldn’t be enough to do any harm, could it; he wouldn’t end up
more feminine just from that, would he?).  But some semen did slowly dribble
out and it landed on top of Ted’s shaft.  Frank blushed bright, bright red.  He
wanted to crawl into a hole and vanish.  How embarrassing!  Fortunately, Kara
didn’t notice.  Ted did though and he blushed just as brightly.


“Now you two
girls get to work while I shower.  Teddie, be a dear, and lay out my black
suit.”


“Yes, dear,” he
said in a shaky voice.
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Frank and Ted
were initially too embarrassed to speak as Kara headed to the shower – again,
carelessly dropping her robe and heels on the floor for Ted to collect as she
sashayed off naked to the shower.  At no point in their lives did Frank or Ted
ever expect to see the other’s penis erect, much less touch them.  Nor did they
expect to be dressed as women as that happened.  And they certainly didn’t
expect to be manipulated by Kara in the process or for Frank’s, uh, juices to
land on Ted’s shaft.  So for the first couple minutes – after hurriedly jamming
their erections back into their panties and lowering their dresses over them,
and Ted wiping himself clean with a cloth – their conversation was limited to
discussing who would do what from the list of chores Kara had given them.  They
didn’t even make eye contact during that discussion and they explicitly ignored
the sticky white elephant in the room.


After a few
minutes though, Ted came and found Frank in the living room where Frank was
dusting after Ted had finished making the bed and laying out Kara’s suit.  He
seemed more normal if a bit shaken still.  For Frank’s part, he felt confused,
so confused he masked all his other jumbled feelings.


“She’ll be out
of the shower soon.  She wants your help to dress her,” said Ted.


“Me?”


“Yeah,” said
Ted; he blushed as he said this.  Frank wasn’t sure if Ted felt humiliated that
his friend would be touching his wife or if it was something else, but he seemed
strangely turned on too, the same way he could sometimes tell when women were
hot for him.  What’s more, Frank snuck a glance at Ted’s chest and saw two
little dots rise up where his nipples would be, which seemed to confirm this. 
Almost instantly thereafter, Ted pressed his arm across his chest, which pushed
the dots back down.  The whole motion looked as if Ted had done it without any
conscious realization of what he’d done.  Frank wondered if Ted knew what this
meant, or what was still to come?


“All right. 
Tell me the rest of the story while we wait,” insisted Frank.


Ted blushed more
as if he wanted to say something neither wanted to discuss.  “She’s going to be
out of the shower soon,” he said instead.


“Then talk
fast.”


“I’d rather
not.”


“Well, I’d
rather not have my dick measured by your wife while she’s making me wear a
dress and heels.”  Frank’s tone was blunt and allowed no dissent.


Ted nodded his
head.  He had agreed after all.  “All right.”  He took a deep breath and
started slowly.  “So she had this cross-dressing servant in college, but they
split.  Then I came along.  We dated.  I proposed to her—”


“Yeah, we
covered that.”


Ted glanced over
his shoulder.  The shower still ran.  “Well, at first, she wouldn’t answer me. 
She said she needed to think about it and I say ‘ok’, and then she said she
doesn’t think she can.  I was shocked.  Everything had seemed so perfect.  So I
asked her why not.”


“That’s when the
truth came out,” suggested Frank.


Ted shrugged his
shoulders indifferently.  “Not all of it.  What she told me was that she once
dated a guy who wanted to wear her lingerie to bed.  She thought it was strange
at first, but she agreed and she was surprised to find it really excited her. 
She said she wanted to experience that again.  She said before she could agree
to marry me, I needed to agree to do that for her.”


“And you jumped
at it,” said Frank snidely, glancing his feminized friend up and down.


“Said the man
who wore panties and women’s loafers to our house and just dribbled on me,” shot
back Ted.


“Touché.  Keep
talking.”


They seemed to
reach an accord in their tones at this point to put what had happened behind
them.  It was a one-off, never to happen again or be discussed again.  “So she
asks me if I’m willing to do it.  At first, I’m thinking, no, this is all just
too weird, right?  I mean, what kind of man wants to wear his wife’s
underwear.  That’s not something guys do.”


“So you
refused?” asked Frank, who was confused.


“No.  I wasn’t
sure.  On the one hand, I was worried that it would strip me of my manhood or
maybe let her blackmail me or something.”  Ted paused.  “But on the other, I
was pretty deeply in love and very much in lust and panties are just cloth,
right?  So I told myself, what’s the big deal?  If she wants me to wear
lingerie now and then, I can do that.  So I told her I would wear them for her
when we had sex.”


“And she
accepted.”


“No.”


Frank furrowed
his brow.  “No?  I’m pretty sure you two are married.”


“Yes, but she
didn’t accept then.  Instead, she said, ‘Wearing them during sex isn’t
enough.  I want you to wear lingerie all the time.’”


“All the time?”


“All the time.”


“That was a
different ball of wax, and I really thought about telling her I couldn’t.  But,
I mean, how is wearing panties all the time all that much worse than wearing
them during sex?” asked Ted rhetorically.


“I can think of
many ways.”


“Yeah, I guess,
but it didn’t seem like such a big deal.  So I agreed, and she agreed to marry
me.”


Frank suddenly
chuckled.


“What?” asked
Ted insecurely.


“I was at your
wedding,” said Frank with a laugh.  “Are you telling me—  under your tux—?”


Ted blushed. 
“Yeah.  White wedding panties, a white bra, white stockings with a white
garter, just like her.”


Frank let out a
loud laugh.  “I had no idea.  You were all sissied up for your wedding!”


“Glass houses,
Frank.  Glass houses.”


Frank looked
down at the dress he wore, the high heels, and worst of all, the perma-erection
he seemed to have when he was dressed.  He got Ted’s point quite clearly. 
“Yeah.  Sorry.  But listen, that doesn’t explain this.  How did you get from
wedding panties to whatever this is?”  He emphasized the word “this”
with a tone of disapproval and waved his hand up and down Ted’s body as he did.


“That was after
we married.”


“And?” asked
Frank.


The shower
stopped.  Ted craned his neck toward the bedroom to listen.


“She’s done.  We
need to go dress her,” said Ted.


Frank let out an
unhappy grunt.  “All right, but next time, you finish the story.”


Ted nodded his
head dismissively.  “Next time, sure.”

















Chapter Eight: “DENY EVERYTHING”
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Frank set his
wallet in one of the small lockers assigned to the male employees and then bent
over to adjust his socks.  He wore two pair to make sure the loafers fit.  He
did not hear Jade enter the break room or walk up behind him despite wearing
four-inch heels and a dark green satin dress that rustled.


“I’ll bet that’s
a cute bra you’re wearing,” said Jade.


Frank’s heart
stopped.  Not only had this voice come out of the blue from right behind him,
making him jump, but it had mentioned his bra.  He shot up straight and spun
around to find Jade smirking at him.


“Wh— what bra?”
said Frank.


“The one you’re
wearing under your vest.”


Frank was
stunned.  How had she realized he was wearing a bra?  And how was she so
certain that she was willing to confront him over it?  His mind screamed, “DENY
EVERYTHING!”


“Are you
crazy?!  I’m not wearing a bra!”


Jade laughed. 
“Oh yes, you are.  And you’re wearing women’s shoes too.”


“You’re crazy!”


“Am I?” laughed
Jade.  “I have those same loafers at home.  You’ve been wearing them for a
couple weeks now.  The bra I spotted for the first time the other day.  Naughty
naughty, Frank, wearing a bra in front of all those people.  I never knew you
were that kinky.”


Frank swallowed
hard.  This was spinning out of control.  “You’re crazy.  I bought the shoes
last week in the men’s department.  They’re the latest trend.  As for this phantom
bra, I have no idea what you’re talking about.  Now leave me alone before I get
William involved and he has you fired.”


Jade smirked. 
“That’s a good idea.  Let’s call William in here and you can prove to him that
you’re not wearing a bra.  You know how he is with women, imagine how he’d be
with a sissy.”


That would be a
disaster.  Optimistically, if she told William he was wearing women’s shoes and
a bra, William might laugh it off as her being crazy or trying to stir
up trouble.  Might.  Realistically though, he was far more likely to
tell Frank to take off his shirt and prove Jade wrong.  That would be the end. 
The loafers could pass with William as men’s shoes despite their reddish color
and even though they didn’t fit the dress code, but a bra never would.  Frank
would be fired for sure.  This was no good.  Frank needed to find a way out of
this, and fast.


“Of course,
William never needs to hear about this,” said Jade slyly.


Frank raised an
eyebrow.  “How’s that?”


Jade smirked. 
“See, Frank, I have you by the pantied balls now – I suppose you’re wearing
panties too.  But I’m not greedy.  I don’t want much.  As long as you do a few
things for me, I have no reason to tell William about your little feminine
indiscretions.”


It was
blackmail.


Frank swallowed
hard.  “And what do you want?”


“First, open
your vest and shirt.  Show me the bra.”


“No way.”


“Show me the
bra, Frank, or there’s no deal.”


“Why?”


“I want to see
it.  Now do it, or we go talk to William.”


Frank didn’t
like this, not one bit.  But his mind was too awash in insecurity and terror
right now to think clearly.  If he’d been more clear, he might have realized
that Jade had no evidence yet.  She could go to William, but if Frank stripped
off the bra while she did, there would be nothing to back her up.  He could
escape with only her word standing against his.  He wasn’t thinking clearly,
however; he was too shocked and too confused from everything happening to him
lately.  So he grumbled about it, but then he unbuttoned the vest and the
shirt.  It wasn’t until he pulled them open so Jade could see them, that he
realized his mistake.


CLICK!


She took a
photo.  She had proof now.


“Cute bra,
Frank.  Very girly.  I never would have guessed you were the flower type.”


Frank groaned,
realizing his mistake.


“Here’s the
deal,” said Jade.  “There are going to be some changes around here, Mr.
Assistant Manager, and you’re going to make those happen.”


Frank hung his
head.  “What do you want?”


“First thing,
you’re going to convince William to make me a bartender.”


“He won’t.”


“For your sake,
he better.  You better find a way to make it happen or this photo lands on his
desk in a very large print.”  She smirked broadly.  “Stop with the heels too. 
Oh, not for you... you go right on wearing heels.  But it’s time for more
reasonable uniforms for the waitresses.”


“He won’t agree
to that either,” said Frank bitterly.


“Make him, or I
might just make you wear my heels one night to make my point.  Got it?”


Frank nodded his
head.  “What else?”


Jade smiled. 
“I’ll let you know.”


This was bad.

















Chapter Nine: “Enlightenment”
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Frank sat on the
floor with his legs tucked beneath him.  His dress had ridden up slightly as he
sat down, revealing the lower parts of his knees.  His stiletto sandals trailed
out behind him to the side.  He sat next to Kara, who lay above him in a long
chaise lounge chair in her living room.  She had come home from work right
before Frank arrived and still wore a dark grey skirt suit and tan stockings. 
Her blouse was open several buttons, revealing a decorative light pink bra.  On
her feet were black slingbacks with tall stiletto heels.


“I hope you’re
good at this,” said Kara.  “Work was positively brutal.  I spent hours with
this woman and she just would not buy anything.  So I’m not in the best mood. 
I hope you’re up to this.”


“I can do it if
you like,” volunteered Ted, who wore a white minidress and color-block wedges
in white, brown, dark blue and cork.  It was a flirty look which gave Ted a
sense of style and made Frank wonder how many outfits Ted had; so far Frank had
only worn the black dress and sandals, but Ted had worn several complete
outfits.


“No, I want to
see what skills Frank has,” said Kara.  “Who knows?  He might be better than
you, dear.”


“But—”


“I said ‘no,’
Ted.  Now be a good girl and do your chores and let Frank do his.”


Ted grimaced
under his breath, but nodded his head.  He normally handled all the duties that
involved directly touching his wife.  This time, however, his wife had declared
that Frank would be the one to take those duties while Ted would flitter around
the room dusting and cleaning.  He felt so helpless watching another man touch
his wife, even if that other man was dressed as a woman like Frank and would
only be touching her feet; he still felt extraordinarily impotent.


Kara turned onto
her side and raised one leg to brush the top part of her foot and shoe along
the side of Frank’s face.  “You know what you’re supposed to do, right Frank?”


Frank
ever-so-slightly backed his face away from her foot; it was humiliating that
she would stroke his face with her high-heeled shoe.  “Yeah.”


“Then let’s see
if you’re any good.”


When she said
this, Frank had thoughts of intentionally doing a poor job.  It would be easy
enough:  too much pressure here, not enough there, keep doing the same spot. 
The problem was, she had warned him that she would recognize it if he wasn’t
giving it his all and then she would punish him.  He still didn’t know exactly
how she intended to punish him if she ever did, apart from the incident at the
front stoop that first day, but the threat was enough to keep him in line.


“Go, darling,”
she purred.


Frank grabbed
her foot with both hands and removed her shoe the way he had seen Ted do it. 
First, he slipped his fingers beneath her arch and ran them across her sole
before steadying her foot with that hand.  He pressed gently with his palm. 
Then he used his other hand to slide her shoe off her foot.  It was still warm
and somewhat moist from the warmth and sweat from her foot.  It also gave off a
subtle aroma which oddly made Frank grow hard.


He set the shoe
aside.


Frank then took
Kara’s foot in his hand and started massaging it by pressing his thumbs into
her sole and applying pressure as he moved them forward.  She responded by
closing her eyes, breathing softly and letting her muscles go limp.


“That’s good,
really, really good,” purred Kara.  “Keep doing that.”


Frank slowly
worked his hands up her foot from her heels to her toes.  When he reached her
toes, he stopped to remove her other shoe.  He set that next to the first and
then repeated what he had done with the first foot with this one.


“Oh yes,” moaned
Kara softly.


Frank now worked
Kara’s toes, squeezing each and tugging on them gently to relieve the pressure
on the joints.  As he did, he couldn’t help but admire her pedicure.  Her nails
were gorgeous and done perfectly in a dark red.  In fact, despite telling
himself this was all demeaning, Frank actually found rubbing Kara’s feet to be
surprisingly erotic.  He wasn’t sure what that meant, but the effect was
obvious as an erection grew beneath his skirt and stayed there throughout.  He
even started to wonder if there might not be some way to do this with Martha
without telling her why he enjoyed it, or how he found out.


But then, Kara
spoke again.


“Why are sissy
boys always so good at serving women’s feet?” giggled Kara.


Her words hit
Frank like a brick and shook him out of this weird trancelike state he had
entered.  Had rubbing her feet been erotic?  Yes.  That was undeniable.  But it
was demeaning as well.  Yes.  She was using him like a slave and she was making
him dress like a sissy to do it.  He suddenly felt very small and helpless and
powerless, and he almost wanted to cry.  Fortunately, Kara called a halt before
it came to that.


“All right, you
can stop,” she said.


Kara sat up and
swung her legs over the side, right into Frank’s lap, where her toes found his
erection and squeezed it.  She chuckled as she did.  This made Frank blush
positively red and he felt warm and excited all over.


“I see you
enjoyed that as much as I did.”


Her toes
squeezed his erection once more as Kara patted him on the cheek.


“You’re good,
Frankie.  You have a real talent.  You’re probably even better than Ted and
he’s been my foot girl for some time now.  But there was one thing missing. 
You didn’t use your tongue.  Next time,” she said and she winked at him.  Then
she swung her feet out of his lap, and stood up.  She walked to the bedroom
with Ted following.  “You can go home for the day, darling,” she called to
Frank.  “When you come tomorrow for poker night, bring those loafers you wore
the first time.  I have a surprise for you.”


Frank stared
after her.  He wanted to ask what surprise, but incredibly, he was afraid to
speak for fear of bursting into tears.  It was the strangest feeling.
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As Frank drove
home, the urge to cry faded entirely.  He wasn’t sure what had even brought it
on and didn’t understand it.  He’d never cried in his life.  Not ever.  Why
would he suddenly feel like crying now?  And what had caused it.  The last he
knew, he had been highly turned on until she referred to him – indirectly at
least – as a sissy.  That’s when he felt this almost overwhelming sensation
coming on that he was about to start crying.  Not even crying, but sobbing.  It
was unexpected and strangely uncontrollable.


“I don’t
understand that,” he said aloud in the car.


Words had never
bothered him like that.  Plus, hadn’t she called him that before without it
bothering him.  Could it be that he was responding so erotically that his
behavior confirmed her words, making them somehow more meaningful?


No.


That didn’t make
sense because Frank just didn’t think of himself as a sissy.  Sure, some of
this stuff made him hard, but it wasn’t like he wanted to dress like a woman. 
Martha had forced that on him in part in response to the changes and then Kara
had forced it further along through blackmail, but he never wanted it.  So it
shouldn’t have bothered him.


“I’m not a
sissy,” he assured himself.


So why had he
nearly fled from the room to avoid crying?  It was a mystery.
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Later that
night, as Frank prepared for work, he took a chance and called Ted’s phone.  He
hoped Kara wouldn’t know about it or find out.  Ted answered.


“Can you talk?”
he asked.


“Yeah,” replied
Ted.


“You alone?”


“Yeah.  Kara’s
off somewhere.”


“Why does she
want me to bring the loafers?” asked Frank.


Frank could
almost hear Ted shrug his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  She hasn’t really told
me.”


“How long will
she be gone?”


“A couple
hours.”


“All right.  I’m
coming over.  We need to talk.”


Ted hesitated. 
“I, uh— all right.”
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Frank was
stunned when Ted opened the door.  He’d expected to find the old Ted... male
Ted.  Instead, Ted met him at the door in a black peignoir.  Beneath he wore
black panties and black stockings; they were held up by a garter belt.  The
panties were tented, which made Frank uncomfortable.  On his feet were black
high-heeled mules.  Other than that, he looked like male Ted.


As for Frank, he
wore his work clothes.  The only visible feminine item he wore was the loafers,
though he also wore a bra and panties beneath.


Frank looked his
friend up and down warily.  Why was he dressed like that?  It seemed odd. 
Frank knew now that Kara forced Ted to dress like this and had apparently
demanded it for some time; since their wedding at least according to Ted’s
story so far, but he had not expected Ted to dress like this when Kara wasn’t
home.  That felt... naughty, somehow, and it gave Frank butterflies.


They stepped
inside.


“You know you
can take all that off when she’s not home, right?” said Frank condescendingly,
but pointedly – it was an accusation:  “Why are you dressed like that when
your wife isn’t home?” was what he was really asking.


Ted blushed.


“So much for
‘just lingerie’, right?” continued Frank, casting doubt on Ted’s tale.


Ted shrugged his
shoulders.  “That’s how it started.”


“And?”


“And... then she
just started wanting more.  Not too quickly and never all at once, but a little
here and then a little there.  Panties turned into full-on lingerie.  Soon, I
was wearing teddies and corsets under my clothes.”


Frank raised an
eyebrow.  “Even when we played poker?”


“Even when we
played poker.”


“Wouldn’t Carl
laugh if he knew that,” said Frank sourly.


A panicked look
crossed Ted’s face.  “Please, don’t tell him!”


Frank laughed
cynically.  “Sure, Ted, as if I’d tell Carl!  ‘Hey Carl, Ted and I were
chatting about who looks better in dresses and heels and guess what he told me
he used to wear to our poker games’.”  He rolled his eyes.  “Don’t worry.  Carl
never finds out any of this.  No one does.”


Ted breathed a
sigh of relief.


“Go on,” said
Frank.  “Tell me the rest.”


“She started
painting my toenails,” admitted Ted.  “It was fun.  Cute.  Innocent.  A few
weeks later, she told me that around the house at least, she wanted me to wear
sandals.  Low heeled sandals.  Her reasoning:  she wanted to see my painted
nails.  I didn’t mind.  No one saw it and, honestly, that was kind of fun too.”


“Fun?”


Ted blushed. 
“Yeah.”


“How was that
fun?”


Ted averted his
eyes.  “I don’t know.  It just was.”  He paused to collect his thoughts.  “Ever
play a game where you share something with someone else and no one else gets to
know about it?  It was like that.  It was fun to share this secret with Kara,
just between us.  It made us special.”


The butterflies
in Frank’s stomach grew.  Not only was it clear that there was something worryingly
bigger going on here than simple blackmail, but he could actually feel the
attraction to what Ted had said, the idea of sharing some secret with just his
wife.  Indeed, it reminded him of the time he took Martha to dinner and she’d
worn a short skirt and no panties just for him.  He’d felt like he’d entered
some private, secret world when she did that for him.  It was unsettling to
hear a similar motivation attributed to Ted’s submission.


“Then what?”
snapped Frank to move the story along and put this unsettling thought behind
him.


“Then she
started switching out my sandals for sandals with heels.  It took me a while to
notice that—”


“How could you
not notice heels?” asked Frank doubtfully, recalling his recent experiences
with heels.  It seemed impossible not to know if you were wearing heels or not.


“A half-inch
heel is barely noticeable, Frank.  Most men’s shoes have those; your old
loafers do.  And a three-quarter-inch heel seems pretty normal when your shoes
already have half-inch heels.  Once you’re wearing, three-quarter-inch heels,
an inch isn’t that much different in the right shoes.  I think I noticed around
an inch and a half.  At that point, I confronted her about it.  I told her that
I realized she was switching out my shoes.  I also told her I didn’t like her
making decisions like that without talking to me.”  Ted paused and blushed
really deeply.  “She said, that’s the way she wants it.”


Frank looked his
friend up and down, particularly noting the four-inch heels on his feet, and
shook his head.  “I take it you told her you were finished with heels at that
point,” he said sarcastically.


“Yeah, something
like that,” replied Ted with embarrassment.


“So what
happened next?”


Ted swallowed
hard.  “The next day, when I got up, she’d set a pair of wedges before my
closet.”


“Wedges?”


“Yeah.  They
were open-toed black slingbacks with five-inch wedge heels.  Super
feminine.”  He paused.  “I was shocked.  I told myself I couldn’t wear those. 
If I did, I was giving up everything.  I’d told her I didn’t want to wear
heels.  I’d told her I didn’t want her making decisions for me.  And here....
here were heels for me, heels I didn’t ask for.  If I put those on, I knew I
would be letting her call the shots from then on, and I would be letting her
dress me however she wanted.”


Frank knew the
answer to this question before he asked it:  “So you did what?”


“I put them on.”


Frank shook his
head in disgust.  “Of course, you did.  Did you at least refuse a couple times
first?”


Ted slowly shook
his head.


“You’re kidding,”
said Frank.  “She just said, ‘wear these’ and you did it?”


Ted blushed
deeper yet.  “She never actually asked,” admitted Ted cautiously.  “She just
set them there and walked off.  I put them on by myself, and then went to the
kitchen where she was making breakfast.”


As Ted spoke, a
strange thing happened.  Frank had wanted to feel disgusted at his friend –
this was his ego’s attempt to cover his own fears that he wasn’t fighting hard
enough to save his own manhood.  But before he could mouth off some condemnation,
his penis started to twitch inside his panties.  And then, when Ted admitted
that he’d put on the wedges without even being told to do so, and that he knew
he was submitting by doing so, Frank’s heart skipped a beat and his penis
climbed to full erection.  Frank was shocked.  He had been aroused by Ted’s
tale of submission and he found himself torn between fear and a need to put
distance between himself and Ted, verbally and emotional that is, and a desire
to know more.  His arousal won; he wanted to know more.


“Wh— what did
she say?” asked Frank in a far less strident tone than before.  His penis was
throbbing.  He burned with curiosity now.


“She didn’t say
anything.  She just acted like nothing had happened... nothing unusual.”


Frank’s penis was
now throbbing hard at his friend’s story.  He was stunned this had turned him
on.  Why was that, he wondered?  Even more so, why was he envisioning himself
in Ted’s shoes (figuratively) and Martha in the role of Kara?  His heart was
beating faster.  “So— so after that— what, uh, happened?”


“She started
filling my closet.”


“And you wore
what she told you.”


Ted averted his
eyes.  “Yeah.”


Frank now
understood Kara’s comment that “it was all voluntary, I assure you.”  His
friend, a friend who seemed so normal, so masculine, so boring, had been
living this secret life as his wife’s plaything since they married.  That was
shocking.  What’s more, it offended his masculinity.  Men should not be
subservient to their wives, especially not friends of his, he told himself, and
he felt a sickly feeling dripping weakness down his spine.  And yet, he
remained highly turned on.  Frank suddenly felt very guilty for entertaining
the thoughts he was having.


“Ok, I get it,”
said Frank defensively.  “But where do I come in?  She likes putting guys in
dresses, is that it?”


“Yeah, I mean,
kind of.  It turns her on.  But I think what she really likes is the idea of
having that much power over a man.  There’s no power on earth a woman can have
like having a man by the balls by feminizing him.  It gives her the power to
control his very essence.”


Frank felt a
chill as he realized the truth of Ted’s words and the danger of his position,
not just from Kara but also from his wife if Martha got any ideas.  A sense of
helplessness came over him.  “So she just wants a bunch of guys she can
control,” said Frank sourly in an effort to belittle the threat he felt.


“No, she wants a
bunch of guys waiting on her hand and foot, guys whose very masculinity is hers
to control.  Guys who can’t be men without her permission.  That’s what she
wants.”


“But why me?”


“You asked for
it.  You showed up at our house in women’s shoes, Frank,” said Ted
incredulously.


Frank grimaced. 
If only his shoes had still fit, then none of this would have happened.  Frank
looked at his watch.  He needed to go to work.  He had one more question
though.


“How do I get
out of this?” he asked.


Ted shrugged his
shoulders.


Frank turned to
leave.  He felt sick to his stomach.  Kara wanted to dominate him as she had
Ted.  Ted was a sissy and a wimp.  He’d just given in to Kara.  Frank would
never do that, he told himself.  Frank was a man, a man’s man.  There was
nothing feminine or submissive about Frank no matter what he had been wearing
or what he’d let Kara do.  He was Frank.  Man.  Bartender.


“It’s really not
so bad as you think,” said Ted as Frank reached for the door.


Frank stopped. 
“What is?”


“This.”


Frank raised an
eyebrow.  “There is no way—”


“—you would ever
get hard wearing a dress?” interjected Ted.


Frank furrowed
his brow and glared at his friend.  He started to open his mouth to object.


“—you would ever
get so excited you would come on another man’s penis?” added Ted.


Frank turned
bright red.  He wanted to tell Ted to take a hike.  He was a man’s man, not
some sissy who wanted to wear women’s clothes and play with men’s hardware. 
Before he could open his mouth to say that, however, Frank glanced down at
Ted’s crotch.  Through the black peignoir he could see Ted’s erection tenting
out his panties, just as his own erection tented out his own panties right
now.  He thought of “Sunny” once more and he imagined Ted’s erection out in the
open where he could see it... touch it.  He recalled the feel of its hard yet
soft surface slide against his own erection at Kara’s behest and he shivered. 
He suddenly felt overwhelmed.  He needed to leave.


“I— I need to
go,” he said and he raced out, his erection swinging back and forth inside his
panties.  It was wet.
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Frank stripped
down to his panties and bra as Martha stripped to hers.  The girls were having
a girl’s night and the boys a poker night at Kara and Ted’s house and both were
changing.  Martha slipped into a pair of tight blue jeans with capri legs and
turned to examine herself in the mirror.  As she did, Frank pulled off his bra
so he could adjust the straps as the bra had begun feeling a little too small
lately.  When he did, Frank’s shape caught his wife’s eye.


“Wow, Frank!”
she said.


“What?”


“You— you look
so feminine!”


Frank blushed.


Martha came over
to her husband, looking as if she intended to touch his breasts, which caused
Frank to recoil ever so slightly in embarrassment, but she stopped short.  She
folded her arms and looked him up and down.  What she saw was incredible.  Here
was her husband, a man she had known for years.  A man with no feminine traits;
to the contrary, he always struck her as a little “too male,” at least in his
behavior.  But now it was all different.  The changes had become so pronounced!


Frank’s legs,
for example, had lost their male definition.  They looked soft, as if a thin
layer of fat had covered his muscles.  His thighs looked thick – not fat, just thick. 
What’s more, his calf muscles looked more developed, but narrower.  They
reminded her of women who wore heels a lot and how their calf muscles become so
shapely because they walk on their toes so much.


And that was the
least of it!


Her eyes worked
their way up to his rear.  What she saw there was shocking.  His butt looked
softer, more padded, and feminine, almost heart-shaped the way he was
standing.  And when he took his step back as she had approached, she noticed
his rear wiggle ever so slightly.  This was a woman’s rear, not a man’s.


“I wonder how
well his pants hide that?” she asked herself.


His waist was
narrower too.  Or perhaps, it was only narrow by comparison to his wider hips
and his expanded chest.  Either way, it was dangerously close to forming an
hourglass shape.


Then came the
killer: his breasts.


If nothing else
on Frank looked feminine, his breasts alone would have been enough to sell him
as a girl.  This was a huge change, no pun intended.  When Martha first noticed
them, they looked like flab.  Over time, they had taken on the shape of a
girl’s breasts right after puberty began.  They were well beyond that now,
however.  They were breasts now.  She estimated they were a good B-cup
at least.  The breasts were rounded too, especially on the bottom, and looked
like globes of breast tissue, not just mounds of fat.  The nipples and areolas
were larger as well.  His nipples were now perhaps half the diameter of hers,
but twice as wide as they had been.  The areolas had stretched from the size of
marbles to ping pong balls.  His nipples were erect too.


“Oh my,” she
gasped.  “They’re so... so big!”


Frank winced.


Martha grabbed
one; she couldn’t resist.  It was firm and heavy and felt much like her own. 
She instantly grew very wet.


“That tickles,”
giggled Frank – yes, he actually giggled!


Then he grew
hard.


Martha didn’t
stop her exploration though.  She rubbed her thumb across his areola and then
pressed it against the side of his nipple, making it pop up a tiny bit more
firmly.  The scrape of her thumb sent a tingly effete feeling racing through
his body and a wet spot appeared on his panties where his erection pressed
against them.  His penis started to throb too, and he knew he was in danger of
coming if she kept this up, so he placed his hand on hers and gently guided it
away.


“I— I can’t,” he
said even as he wanted to, more than anything.


“You’re so
girly!” gasped Martha as she took in his whole image now.


Frank blushed. 
“It— I—”


Martha furrowed
her brow.  An angry expression appeared.  “Have you been masturbating?!” she
demanded.


Frank
shuddered.  The very word was embarrassing somehow.  It wasn’t something anyone
ever wanted to admit, least of all now.  But in this case, it wasn’t true
either.  He had not been masturbating.  He’d come, that was true, but not
because of that.


“It—” he started
softly, “it’s happening at night.”


Martha raised an
eyebrow.  “What is?”


This was so
embarrassing.  Frank felt like he was folding in upon himself, twisting like a
pretzel as he struggled to answer.  “At night— dreams.  I wake up— it’s
happening at night, ok.  I wake up and my panties are full of come.  It’s like
some sort of wet dream.”


“Wet dreams are
for teenagers, Frank.”


“I know that,
but it’s happening.”


“Are you sure
you aren’t just jerking yourself off and you don’t remember it?” asked Martha.


“How would I not
remember it?  These are wet dreams.”


Martha huffed
her frustration.  She was frustrated because Frank had definitely become
significantly more feminine.  He’d clearly been coming a lot.  And now he was
right on that cusp where hiding it was about to become impossible, which would
complicate their lives considerably.  She was frustrated even more that he
didn’t tell her, so she could try to help.  She was frustrated too because she
suspected he wasn’t being truthful.  Yes, he was sort of going through puberty
as a girl, in a way, and that could, in theory, lead to things like wet
dreams.  But it seemed much more likely that the hormones were making him super
horny – even now he had an erection; he always seemed to have one of late – and
it struck her that he likely just snuck a few thinking the changes wouldn’t be
so bad.


Either way, she
needed to deal with it now before he was so far gone he could no longer
masquerade as a man.  And the first step in dealing with it was to put an end
to any more coming.


“We need to
figure out how to stop that,” said Martha.


“I’m open to any
solution,” said Frank unhappily.


Martha nodded
her head.  She had no solution to offer yet, but she would see what she could
figure out.  If it was true this was happening at night, she would find a way
to stop it.  And if it wasn’t, then she would stop him from making it worse. 
In the meantime, she picked up the bra and handed it back to him.


“You definitely
need this now.  You’ll need new pants too,” she said.


“I don’t need
new pants,” protested Frank, though he knew he did.  The pants he wore just
didn’t fit.  Aside from being too long and far too loose around the waist, they
were too tight in places where his femininity had expanded.  Thus, he knew it
was only a matter of time before his wider hips and his padded rear ripped the
pants.  He didn’t like admitting that though.


Martha ignored
her husband’s protest and moved to her closet.


“What are you
doing?” he asked.


“I’m getting you
new pants.”  She pulled a pair of black slacks from her closet and held them
out for him to take.  “Here.”


Frank snatched
the pants from her hand.  As he slipped into them, Martha noticed his
shoulders.  His shoulders looked smaller and narrower.  It gave him the
appearance of being smaller and weaker; as did his biceps which had all but
vanished.  In fact, in thinking how much smaller he looked, she triggered
another thought.  Amber had said it was impossible for him to shrink.  She said
anything they saw in that regard was likely an illusion, a trick of perception,
but there had been indications.  He looked smaller, and there were also the
strange sensations Martha had experienced of a changing perspective.  His pants
dragged too, though that could just have been weight loss making them hang
lower.  But hadn’t he stretched to reach things he could reach before?  She was
sure she saw that.  Either way, she decided she needed to know for sure.  Now
was the time to check.


Did she really
want to know though?  Just the thought gave her butterflies.


“What if my
husband is shrinking?  What do I do then?  What if he’s smaller than
me?  How humiliating for him!  What about me though... how would I feel about
that if I was taller?”


She didn’t know
the answers to those questions.  She needed to know though.


She glanced
down.  Neither wore heels, not at the moment.  That made this easier.  On a
normal day, Frank stood just over an inch taller than her.  His eyes would be
perhaps a hair or two above hers and she would need to look up into them.  She
told herself she would step up to him now and compare without him suspecting.


Martha glanced
away so she would get a fresh perspective when she faced him, not polluted by
the walk up.  Then she stepped forward.  Her butterflies grew in intensity. 
She felt tense.  She returned her eyes front and center and looked into her
husband’s eyes.  His eyes were just a hint above hers, well within any margin
of error of where they should have been.  He had not shrunk.


Interestingly,
relief did not wash over her.  Instead, she felt vaguely disappointed.


“Make— make sure
you wear the bra,” she said to mask her emotional disappointment and give a
reason for having stepped up to him.  She then stepped away and went to look
for a blouse, feeling rather guilty at feeling disappointed.


Behind her,
Martha did not see Frank lower himself from his tiptoes.  He took a shaky
breath.  He couldn’t believe his wife was taller than him!  How had that
happened?  How could hormones do that?!  He suddenly felt entirely
emasculated.  To be smaller than his wife, literally shorter?!  From now on, he
would be the little woman and she would be his big protector, especially as all
of his muscles were vanishing bit by bit too.  This was so much worse than
having breasts or dressing in women’s clothes, because he wasn’t mimicking
being a woman anymore, this time, he was losing being a man.  At least he’d
been able to get up on his toes the moment he realized so he could keep his
wife from noticing!  For that, at least, he was thankful.  Martha knowing would
have been too embarrassing.  But he had yet another problem now.


“How do I make
myself seem taller?” he asked himself unhappily.
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Frank and Martha
arrived at Kara and Ted’s house.  Martha had changed into the blue jeans, a
pink and grey blouse, and gray t-strap high-heeled pumps.  Frank wore a heavy black
canvas shirt to hide his white bra.  The shirt was too large on him; the bra
too small.  On his feet were the loafers, as Kara had demanded – not that he
really had any other shoes to wear that were even somewhat masculine.  For
pants, he wore Martha’s slacks.  When he first put these on, he put them on
backwards, not realizing that the zipper belonged in the rear.  They fit very
strangely.  When he learned that he needed to wear them the other way round,
and he saw how smoothly feminine his front became in them, he refused to wear
them.  But with no other pants fitting, he really had no other choice.


“I can offer you
these or I can offer you a skirt,” said Martha coldly.


“I can’t wear
these!  They’ll spot them as women’s pants right away!” whined Frank.


“Nonsense. 
People don’t look at the clothes men wear very closely.  No one will know a
thing.  Look at the loafers.  Those are women’s loafers and no one has said a
thing, have they?”


Frank bit his
lip rather than answer.  He didn’t want her knowing about Kara or Jade. 
Indeed, he was never telling anyone about his experiences with either of them!


“This will be
the same,” she said.


Frank hoped that
wasn’t true.  Nevertheless, he wore them.


“Martha!” gushed
Kara as she opened the door and hugged Martha.  She wore black leggings, brown
wedge-heeled sandals and an oversized white sweater.  “What a cute blouse!” 
She then shot a quick glance at Frank and dismissively said, “You too, Frank.”


“We’re a little
late,” said Martha.


“It’s fine. 
We’re just getting started,” said Kara and she waved them through the door. 
“Come in, come in.”


Martha went
first, her heels echoing off the floor which so recently reflected the sound of
Frank’s heels.  Frank followed reluctantly.  As he did, Kara glanced down at
the loafers and then winked at him.


“Good girl,” she
mouthed silently.


Frank blushed.


Kara closed the
door and took Martha’s coat.  She hung it in the closet.  “Carl’s downstairs. 
Ted is with him.  I think they started drinking already.  Jeanette’s in the
kitchen.”


“Oh good,” said
Martha and she started toward the kitchen.


Frank started
toward the stairs to the basement, but Kara held him back for a second and then
spoke to him out of the range of Martha’s hearing:  “I’ll come downstairs in an
hour,” she said.  “When I do, I want you to slip your feet out of the loafers. 
Leave then right in front of your chair, under the table.  Then excuse yourself
to the powder room.”


“The powder
room?”


“The ‘little
girls room’.”


“Why?”


“You’ll know
when you get back,” said Kara happily.  She then slapped his rear playfully as
she sent him downstairs to join the boys before joining Martha and Jeanette in
the kitchen.  Frank walked her walk off with a chill running down his spine.
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Ted and Carl
were already seated around the table.  There were three stacks of chips and a
bucket of beers on ice.  Ted wore blue jeans, a burgundy sweater and sandals
with thin straps – what Frank now recognized as women’s sandals.  Ted looked
odd to Frank out of dresses.  Carl... well, Carl was Carl.  He wore black
jeans, a t-shirt with a dirty slogan, and a thin jacket.  Frank glanced at
Ted’s sandals again and felt a strange shudder.  Whether it was good or bad, he
did not know, but neither way was good, he thought.


“There she
is,” snapped Carl snidely when he saw Frank.


Frank jerked
back and froze at being referenced as “she.”  Did Carl know something?!  Had
Ted told him?!  Had he mistakenly worn something feminine?!  A million terrible
images raced through his mind of Carl mocking him and Ted as they wore dresses.


“Are you gonna
sit down or not?” said Carl a moment later.


Frank realized
he was acting paranoid and he moved to his chair.


“I swear,”
continued Carl, “the last couple weeks, both of you are acting like— I don’t
even know what.  If you lost your nerve, tell me.  I have better ways to spend
my time than playing poker with two guys who are afraid to play.”


“Carl’s in a
mood, I see,” said Frank.


“As always,”
replied Ted.


“Yeah, well, you
two are killin’ me,” said Carl.  He took a long pull off his beer.  “Speaking
of killing me, you should see this hot new waitress at the burger shop near my
house.  I’d love to try her milkshake, if you get me.”


“Always the
gentlemen,” said Ted snidely.


“Is that what
you call it?” asked Carl.  “I call it being a pussy.  Don’t you guys like women
anymore?”


“Deal the
cards,” said Frank.


Carl chuckled
and gave the deck one last shuffle before tossing out five cards to each
player.  “Three card stud,” said Carl as he did.  “And I hope you ladies
brought your purses because I’m planning to take all your money.”  He set the
deck down and looked at his own cards.


Ted tossed out
two dollars.  Frank added his two.  Carl did the same.


The game had
begun.
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“It’s your turn,
Carl,” said Ted.


Carl nodded his
head in acknowledgement, but ignored Ted’s prodding.  “So,” he laughed and he
continued yet another story of some woman he had seen, “you have to see her to
believe her.  She’s got these amazing breasts, just amazing.  They are gravity
defying and everything.”


“Are you going
to bet or not?”


Carl pursed his
lips and scowled at Ted.  Ted sat to his left.  He had run one arm across his
chest as Carl started talking about this waitress’s breasts without realizing
he had done it.  He sat there like that now with his forearm hiding his budding
breasts.  To his left sat Frank, who also happened to be sitting with his arm
folded across his chest hiding his chest as well.  Carl thought nothing of it,
but Frank noticed and he suddenly felt embarrassed.


“Get on with it,
Carl,” said Frank.


Carl chuckled. 
Then he tossed in the required five dollars.  “Call.”


Ted laid down a
pair of twos.  Frank laid down three queens.  Then Carl slapped down three
kings.  He’d won.  Again.  And as he reached out to pull the pot toward him,
Frank felt his frustration start to boil over.  He just kept losing tonight. 
It was frustrating.  It was enough to make him want to quit.  And at that
thought, it happened:  he felt the tears start to well up in his eyes.


“Oh no!  Not
now,” he told himself and he fought against the feeling.


Despite his best
efforts, one or two tears managed to appear.  Still, he managed to hold the
line there, but it was a close call.  Again, he didn’t understand why this was
happening.  Why was he so emotional suddenly?  Was the stress just getting to
him?  What could be causing it?  He excused himself to grab another beer, but
used the moment to surreptitiously wipe his eyes.


“It was only one
hand,” he told himself.  “It shouldn’t bother me that much.”


Yet, it had
nearly made him full-on cry.


Fortunately, the
other two didn’t notice.


Ted dealt the
next hand.  Frank drew a pair of tens and some garbage.  Normally, he would
have played this hand, bluffing to the max, especially after laying down three
queens.  He would toss in a large bet and then take only one card to make the
others think he held something significant.  But this time, he felt too uneasy
to do that.  He passed the bet.  He felt cowardly doing it, but he couldn’t
bring himself to take the risk for some reason.


“This is like
shooting fish in a shot glass tonight,” said Carl.


“Everybody has
an off night,” said Ted.


“You make your
own luck,” returned Carl.


Frank knew this
was largely true.  In the past, he’d won hands without holding so much as a
pair.  Tonight, however, he just didn’t feel adventurous enough to try that. 
Maybe he was nervous about wearing a bra and panties, he thought.  The same was
probably true of Ted.  After all, he knew Ted’s dirty little secret now.  Frank
glanced at Ted.  Their eyes met and quickly averted.


“I’ll take
four,” said Carl.


“Two,” said Ted
softly.


Frank looked at
the cards he’d been given.  He held only the pair of tens.  That was typically
a decent hand to play, but he didn’t feel very confident about it and part of
him wanted to fold.


“I could bluff
it,” he said.  He knew he normally would.  Bluff or draw three and see what
happened.  But right now, he felt insecure about being too aggressive.  “As
long as I’m wearing the panties and bra, I don’t want to stir the pot with
Carl,” he told himself.  “Besides, it’s not a good hand anyways.”


He decided to
fold.


Just then, he
heard the sound of high heels coming down the stairs.  The ladies were coming,
led by Kara.  Frank recalled what she had told him when they first arrived.  He
wasn’t sure why she wanted this, but he wasn’t going to risk refusing, not with
everyone else in the room.  So he pulled his feet close to the chair, slid his
feet out of his loafers as she had told him, and then rose from the table,
setting his cards down as he rose.


“I need to use
the bathroom,” he said.


Frank walked
barefoot past Kara, who gave no indication that she had requested anything from
him.  In fact, she ignored him.  He walked past Jeanette too and his wife.  He
felt oddly small walking past the women out of the heeled loafers... or was it
that?  Did they seem taller?  His butterflies returned.


Meanwhile, Kara
slid into Frank’s empty chair at the table.  “You boys don’t mind if I take
over for Frank while he visits the little girl’s room, do you?” she asked in
tone which suggested she was telling rather than asking.


“Girls are bad
luck at cards,” grumbled Carl.


“He’s just
worried you’ll beat him,” said Ted.


“Afraid, Carl?”
asked Kara.


“Of a woman? 
Puuuuhlease.”


“Carl,” snapped
Jeanette.  “Don’t be so rude!”


Carl rolled his
eyes.


Kara snickered. 
“Don’t worry, Carl.  I’ll go easy on you.”


“Go easy, go
hard.  It won’t make a difference,” said Carl.


“I suppose size
doesn’t matter either?”


The women all
chuckled.  Carl blushed.  Kara had easily gotten the best of Carl on that one. 
Ted said nothing.  On the one hand, it was embarrassing to see anyone
emasculated as Carl had been, given Ted’s current circumstances.  On the other
hand, it made Ted feel good to see Carl brought down a peg after the way he’d
relentlessly attacked his and Frank’s manhood all night – not that Carl knew
why this particular line of attack was so troubling for them at the moment.


“Do you want a
new hand?” asked Ted.


“No, I’ll play
Frank’s.”  Kara picked up Frank’s cards.  All he had was the pair of tens. 
“I’ll stay,” she said confidently.  Then she took five dollars from Frank’s
pile of chips and tossed it into the pot as her bet.  “So what are you boys
talking about down here?”


“Not much,” said
Carl and he raised the bet five dollars.


“Too rich for
me,” said Ted.  He folded.


“No risk, no
reward, honey.”  She turned back to Carl.  “Not much, huh?  Sounds exciting.”  She
grabbed ten more dollars and tossed them onto the pot.  “I think you’re
bluffing, Carl.”


“I never bluff,”
said Carl and he raised another ten.


Kara chuckled. 
“Now I know you’re bluffing.”  She reached for twenty dollars, which was
most of what Frank had left.  “See, it’s always easy to tell when you boys are
bluffing.  You can’t help but give it away.”


“Give what
away?”


“When you’re
trying to hide the fact you’re powerless,” said Kara.  Everyone could feel the
air in the room take on a charge; it was electric now.  Kara was straight up
challenging Carl’s manhood, goading him to prove his masculinity.  She tossed
the twenty onto the pot.  “Am I wrong, Carl?”


Carl started to
sweat.  She’d certainly made it expensive to continue – if he called her bet
and lost, he would lose all of what he’d made that night and then some.  But it
wasn’t the money that bothered him.  Kara had essentially tossed his manhood
into the pot.  If he folded, they might think she had intimidated him.  So he
needed to play.  But if he called her bet and lost, then he was a loser and a
fool because she’d pushed him into it by challenging his manhood.  That would
make him look pathetic.  He glanced at his hand a second time and suddenly
wasn’t at all sure if it was good enough to win.  He had three Jacks, which was
a very good hand, but she’d bet so confidently and tossed her own ego onto the
pot as collateral, which meant she had something really special, didn’t it? 
Why else would she open herself up to the world’s biggest “I told you so”?


His nerve
failed.


“Sometimes, a
wise man knows when he’s got bad cards,” he said.


He folded.


“And that,
ladies and gentlemen, is why women will always win,” said Kara and she flipped
over her two tens.  She had bluffed him and they all knew it.  They all started
laughing, even Jeanette.  “Just be glad we didn’t play for anything important,”
added Kara and she pulled in the pot.


Carl slipped
into his beer to hide his embarrassment.


At that, Frank
reappeared.


Kara collected
the chips she’d won in one hand and rose from the seat.  These were
considerably more chips than Frank had left on the table.


“I kept your
seat warm for you while you were powdering your nose,” she said.


Frank blushed at
her verbal emasculation.  “Gee, thanks.”


Kara then pulled
out his chair, an embarrassing gesture to do to a man.  Nevertheless, he sat
down; he knew better than to challenge her or fight back in any way; he was far
too easy to expose or humiliate at the moment.  When he was seated, Kara
dropped the winnings into his hand.


“Here you go,
Frankie.  Buy yourself something pretty,” she said.


All the women
laughed again.  Frank and Carl did not.
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When Frank
slipped his feet back into the loafers, he immediately noticed a change.  The
shoes were where he’d left them, but they weren’t the same shoes.  These
were different shoes!  Frank was surprised to say the least – he knew Kara
was up to something, but swapping his shoes wasn’t what he expected.  But they
had been swapped for sure.  His heels rested higher in these than in the
loafers and there was more pressure on his toes: she’d replaced his loafers
with some sort of high-heeled shoes!  What if these were obviously women’s
shoes, he worried?  He imagined something like tall pumps with pointy toes and
five-inch heels.  Even worse, he imagined they were pink or bright red.


“She wouldn’t do
that, would she?”


Why wouldn’t
she?


Frank tucked his
feet even closer beneath himself to try to hide them, but there was nowhere to
hide; he knew there was no hiding them, not if someone looked under the table.


“What do I do?”
he asked himself nervously.


Then he had an
idea.  He picked up his phone.  He had Kara’s number from his maid duties.  The
problem was, Martha was looking over his shoulder watching the game.  He
couldn’t well text her about high heels with his wife watching.  Fortunately,
he caught a break and the girls all returned upstairs a few minutes later; it
was a tense few minutes though.  Once Martha left, Frank immediately sent Kara
a text:  “What have you done to my shoes?” he wrote.


“I got you new
ones,” she replied with a smiley face.


“I don’t want
new ones.  I want my old ones back.”


“But they sooo
weren’t you.  These are you!”


“I need my
loafers back!”


“You mean
Martha’s loafers,” said Kara.  She followed this up a moment later with, “I
should rightly return them to her.”


All the color
left Frank’s face.  “Don’t.”


“Don’t what,
darling?”


“Kara, I need
those shoes back!”


Silence.  She
did not respond.  Not right away, not after two minutes.  Frank was just about
to send her a follow up when she finally did.  “Don’t ever try to tell me what
to do, understand?”


Frank grimaced. 
His ego didn’t like giving in to anyone.  “I need those loafers back for work. 
Plus, I can’t walk out of here in heels!”


“Say please,”
came the response.


This was like a
knife to Frank’s ego, but what choice did he have?  He needed those loafers
back.  He couldn’t walk out of here in bright red five-inch stilettos!  He
swallowed hard and wrote, “Please.”  It made his skin crawl.  It didn’t solve
the problem either.


Kara sent back a
laughing face and the words, “Good girl.”


Frank rolled his
eyes, trying not to admit a shiver had raced down his spine.


Then came the
next response.  “But you’ve disobeyed me.  You need to be punished.”


Frank swallowed
hard.  “I wasn’t resisting,” he wrote back.


“Yes, you were. 
Admit it, Frank.  You have spunk.  I like spunk, but it still needs to be
punished.  Being spunky, I want you to slip one foot out of your new shoes and
slide it between my husband’s thighs.  Don’t tell the dear it’s coming.”


All the color
drained from Frank’s face.  Was she serious?  He wanted to respond that she was
crazy, but it seemed she had him over a barrel.  She had photos of him in
various outfits and doing all kinds of kinky things.  She could tell Martha how
he stole her shoes.  She could expose him right now to Carl and Jeanette and
even Martha as wearing heels.  It seemed he had little choice.  He couldn’t
even tell her off for fear she would call this more resistance.  “How far?” he
asked.


“All the way,
sister.”


Frank bit his
lip.  “How do I do this?” he asked himself.


His heart beat
faster.  He couldn’t believe he was about to do this!  To a man!!  Frank’s
penis started to grow uncomfortably.  How could this excite him?!  The
butterflies returned.


“Stay calm,” he
told himself.


It didn’t help.


Frank took a
deep breath to build his courage and then slipped his foot out of his shoe.  He
leaned toward Ted and raised his foot until it touched Ted’s knee.  He saw
Ted’s eyes shoot wide open.  He glanced at Frank in a state of panic.  Frank
tried to signal with his eyes toward his phone to indicated this was Kara’s
doing, but Ted was too shocked to get it.  But he had no choice, so he moved
his foot forward without Ted understanding why.


Ted tensed up.


Still, Frank’s
foot moved forward between Ted’s thighs.  Ted wore pants, but Frank could feel
his excitement growing.  His thighs seemed to be alive with blood flow and he
felt Ted willingly spread his legs as Frank’s foot pushed on and on and on. 
And then Frank felt it.  Something hard.  Something pressing into Frank’s foot
through Ted’s pants.  That was Ted’s penis.  It was hard.  It was throbbing...
so was Frank’s penis.


Frank cringed.


“I’m there,” he
typed as quickly as he could.  “What do I do now?”  His breathing became more
labored.  His penis pressed hard against his slacks.  He was desperate to be
allowed to remove his foot.  He felt so effete with his foot there.  And what
must Ted think?  “Why am I so hard?!”


“Is he hard?”
wrote back Kara after a few seconds which seemed like an eternity.


Frank bit his
tongue.  He was very hard.  So was Frank.  “Yes,” he admitted.


“Then blow him a
kiss and withdraw your foot.”


Frank looked
shocked.  “Touch his dick?  Blow him a kiss?  What is wrong with her?!” he
thought.  But if that’s what it took to get out of this, he would do it.  He
looked up at Ted and blew him a quick kiss while Carl wasn’t looking.  Ted
smiled shyly.  Then Frank yanked his foot away.  He felt incredibly embarrassed
as he jammed his foot back into this new heeled shoe.


He quickly typed
out.  “There.  Done.”


She didn’t
respond.


After an excruciating
thirty seconds, Frank added, “Can I please have the loafers back now?”  The
“please” felt so submissive.


She responded.  Frank
hoped she would relent now that he’d humiliated himself for her and bring back
the loafers and end this game, but she didn’t.  She wrote:  “Wear those home
tonight.  Then come back before work tomorrow.  I might give ‘your’ loafers
back.”


“I can’t wear
them out of here!  Everyone will know!” he wrote back.


“If you don’t
act suspiciously, no one will know what you’re wearing.”


That was it.  Frank’s
stomach dropped.  That’s all he got for humiliating himself?  Not to mention, “might”
wasn’t much of a promise, but what else could he do?  He certainly couldn’t
storm up there and demand them back.  And how would he explain going barefoot? 
It seemed he was stuck playing her game.  It also seemed he was hard from that
game.  Indeed, he was intensely horny.  If only he could masturbate, he told
himself without even worrying about the ramifications of why or what or what
if.
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The game was
winding down.  They were settling up the money and finishing their last beers. 
It would be time to leave in a moment.  Frank still had no idea how to handle
this.  He was a wreck.


“I guess I just
need to walk out and hope nobody notices,” he thought.


At this point,
Frank realized he hadn’t even snuck a peek at the shoes to see what he was
dealing with.  So he pretended to drop a chip and he ducked his head under the
table to take a quick glance.  The shoes were heels all right, but they were
black and hard to see beneath the slacks.  In many ways, they would look just
like the loafers from a distance.  They were even less reddish too, though the
heel was more obvious.  In that regard though, the slacks were long enough that
they hid most parts of the shoe.  It would take a sharp eye to see them for
what they were.


Of course,
Martha had sharp eyes.  It was going to be a difficult exit.


To Frank’s
surprise, he made it to the car and then home in the heels without anyone
noticing, least of all Martha.  He was surprised no one noticed.  For one
thing, he was taller.  People tend to notice details like that.  For another,
these shoes made a different sound.  Unlike the loafers which made a “CLUMP
CLUMP CLUMP” sound when he walked, these made more of a “THUD THUD THUD” sound
with the occasional “CRACK” if he brought his foot down too sharply. 
Fortunately, no one else seemed to notice.


Of course, he
made sure to hang back and let Carl go up the stairs first.  Then he kept
Martha in front of him as he left, and he let Carl and Jeannette leave first as
well.  That left only Ted and Kara with a good view of them, but they didn’t
concern him.  What was Ted going to say?


The drive home
happened in the dark too.


And when he got
home, he simply ducked or dodged every time Martha came somewhere she could see
him before he could slip them off.
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Frank was in the
bedroom finally.  Martha was in the bathroom.


Here was his
first chance to really take a look at the new shoes.  He swallowed hard upon
seeing them.  These were no loafers.  They were more like high-heeled pumps. 
Only, they weren’t basic pumps.  These pumps had leather bands across the uppers
like normal loafers and half-moon cutouts above the uppers which concealed more
of the foot.  Each shoe was stitched like an oxford dress shoe with a raised
decorative design.  At that point, however, any similarities to men’s shoes
ended.  Whereas his old loafers – well, Martha’s really – had a chunky one-inch
tall, square heel the width of the shoe, these things had a chunky-but-tapered
heel which stood about three-inches tall or even a little more.  At its base,
the heel was as wide as the shoe itself, but it quickly tapered; at its tip, it
narrowed to a half-inch square heel.  Without the slacks covering it, everyone
would have seen it for what it was for sure!


“How did no one
notice?!” he wondered in amazement.


Unfortunately, he
knew he wouldn’t be so lucky with Jade if he needed to wear these to work!  He
needed the loafers back before work!

















Chapter Eleven: “Dangerous Admission”
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Kara called
Frank the following morning after the poker night and told him to come over. 
She also told him to pick new shoes and a new dress from Martha’s closet this
time; she wanted to see him in something new and “sexy.”  Frank cringed at the
idea, but was powerless to resist.  He was to leave the shoes she’d given him
at the poker night in Martha’s closet.


“This keeps
getting more risky!” he grumbled.


Nevertheless, he
set them on the floor among some of Martha’s older pumps.  He then went through
Martha’s closet to find a new dress to wear.  He looked over most of her
clothes before picking out a mint-colored skater dress which hung to mid-thigh
and a pair of silver high-heeled pumps.  They seemed practical enough for the
type of work he’d done so far, plus he figured Kara would find them
attractive... he did.


Frank tossed on
the trench coat and the scarf and the dark glasses and headed for the car.  The
silver stilettos made a CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! sound as he went.  When he
reached the car, he backed out of the garage without being seen by the
neighbors, pointed the car toward Ted’s house and pressed down on the gas with
the toe of his silver pump.  He’d gotten quite good at driving in heels.


He was at Ted
and Kara’s home a few minutes later.


Ted met him at
the door.  Today, Ted wore the mustard color dress again with the Peter Pan
collar and the white platform mules.  This was the first time he’d repeated an
outfit.  He was obviously hard.


Frank and Ted
stared at each other for several seconds, neither knowing what to say.  Both
had the memory of the prior night’s incident on their minds.  Frank swallowed
hard and spoke first.


“Look, about
last night.  I’m sorry tha—” he started.


Before Frank
could say another word however, Ted lunged forward, threw his arms around Frank
and planted a kiss right on Frank’s lips.  His lips were soft and warm and
wet.  It felt exactly like kissing a girl, except for Ted’s erection which
pressed into Frank’s belly.  Frank filled with panic and shoved Ted back even
as his penis popped up into the biggest erection he’d ever had, extra inch and
all.


“I— what— what
are you doing?!” gasped Frank.  He glared at Ted and saw his lipstick mixed in
on Ted’s lips.


Ted blushed. 
“I— after last night— I— I’m sorry, I misunderstood.”


Frank
shuddered.  Now he’d been kissed by another man.  He felt sick to his
stomach... but also oddly aroused.  Indeed, there was a strange warmth in his
stomach and his penis felt... active.  “It’s— it’s all right.  Kara made
me.  Sorry.”  He couldn’t look Ted in the eyes.


Ted blushed even
deeper.  He nodded his head.  Then he cast his eyes downward.  Frank felt Ted’s
embarrassment radiate out from him.  He wasn’t sure what to say.  He wasn’t
even sure what he felt, if he was being honest.  He was a man, a man’s man, so
he always told himself and he told himself again now, even if that sounded
hollow at the moment.


“Are you at the
door, dear?” called Kara.


Ted and Frank
both breathed the strangest sigh of relief and stepped back from each other.  A
moment later, Kara came around the corner.  She wore an oversized blue sweater
and white short-shorts along with open-toed navy-blue high-heeled wedges on her
feet; it was casual and sexy.  She ordered Frank to remove his overcoat,
revealing the mint dress beneath.


“Very pretty,
Frank,” said Kara.


Ted took the
coat and hung it up.


Kara circled
Frank, examining his figure.  “That shot really worked a number on you.”  She
dragged her fingers across his rounded butt cheeks, making him tingle and
causing his manhood to grow.  When she came around the front and saw his
enlarged manhood tenting up the dress, she chuckled.  “It’s done a number on
this too.”  She let her fingers brush over his tented dress right over his
erection.


“I need to talk
to you,” said Frank.


“Oh?  About
what?”


“Last night. 
That wasn’t funny.”


Kara smirked. 
“I thought it was hilarious.”


“Well, you had
your joke.  I need my shoes back,” said Frank.


Kara glanced at
Ted.  “Did you hear that, darling?  ‘My shoes.’  Suddenly, Martha’s
heeled-loafers are Frank’s shoes.  Maybe they always were,” she added
knowingly.


Frank blushed. 
“That’s not what I meant,” he grumbled.  “I need those shoes back.”


“Sentimental
value?”


“What?!  No!  I
need them for work.”


Kara snickered. 
“You wear women’s loafers to work?”


“What else am I
going to wear?”


Kara’s shocked
look slowly formed into a smile.  “Let me get this straight.  So this shot is
turning you into a woman and you claim you hate the idea, but rather than
buying new men’s clothes and shoes in your new size – and correct me if I’m
wrong, but they do make men’s shoes in your size – but rather than buy those,
you choose to wear your wife’s shoes to work.  I don’t know, Frank.  It sounds
like you like wearing your wife’s shoes.”


Frank blushed
even deeper.  Without her knowing about their budget and all the other things,
it did sound rather, uh, voluntary on his part.  It wasn’t.  He knew
better, but she wasn’t going to believe that.  He felt like a fool suddenly,
realizing what she must really be thinking.


“Look, it’s all
I have that fits.  I need them back,” said Frank evasively.


“You have your
new shoes.  Wear those.”


“I can’t wear
those!  Those are women’s shoes!” gasped Frank.


“So are the
loafers,” countered Kara.


“Not like that. 
Those have heels!”


“So do the loafers.”


“They have high
heels, the loafers don’t.  And they have narrow heels!  They look like
heels!”


Kara chuckled. 
“Actually, they’re called ‘wide’ heels, but I see your point.  They definitely
aren’t like the block heels on the loafers.  Hmm.”  She rubbed her chin as if
she was considering his demand.  “We’ll see how you do today.”


“‘How I do’?”
repeated Frank incredulously.


“Yes, Frank.  If
you’re a good girl, and you do something that makes me happy – go the extra
mile and impress me, then maybe I’ll give back the loafers.  If not, you can
wear what I gave you.”


Frank stared at
her in shock for a moment.  Would she really leave him to wear the oxford heels
to work?  He knew she would – the question had been rhetorical, but he couldn’t
believe what he was facing.  Jade would have a field day if he wore those
heels!  Martha too would see them and he could never explain that to her!  He
needed to get them back, no matter what it took.  That meant surrendering to
Kara.  He’d never felt so powerless in his life... it made him feel funny,
squishy and weak.


“What do I need
to do?” he asked and he turned bright red in embarrassment.


“Oh, I don’t
know, Frank.  Something will come to me,” said Kara wistfully.  As she said
this, she traced his erection with her fingers through the tented dress.  “Why
don’t you get me a nice drink and then meet me in the living room and we’ll see
what we can do?”


Frank licked his
lips nervously and glanced unhappily at Ted, but nodded his head.  He retreated
to the kitchen where he prepared a lemonade mixed with cranberry juice, which
he had come to learn was Kara’s favorite.  He grabbed the glass and carried it
out to the living room, where Kara had set herself in the Chaise lounger
again.  Frank walked over to her and handed her the lemonade.


“Thank you,
darling,” she said.


“So what else
can I do?” asked Frank directly, almost harshly.


Kara smirked. 
“That attitude won’t get you anywhere.”


Frank sighed out
his frustration to calm himself.  “I’m sorry,” he said, words which had always been
difficult for him.  “I just need those shoes.  I can’t let the people at work
know what’s happening to me.”


“Oh, I’m sure. 
That would be embarrassing, wouldn’t it?”


“Yeah,” said
Frank with another blush.  He dreaded his next meeting with Jade.


“Emasculating
even.”


He swallowed
even harder.  “So if you could tell me what I can do to get— to earn
those shoes back, I would appreciate it.”  He felt so powerless.  And having
Ted watch him prostrate himself made it even worse.


Kara looked down
into her glass and swirled it in her hand, creating a tiny vortex.  “I’m not
honestly sure, Frank.  I can think of many things, but I’m not sure any of them
will be enough.”


Frank bit his
tongue.  “Maybe we can try some?” he offered reluctantly.


Kara chuckled. 
“You learn fast, darling.”  She sipped her lemonade.  “Why don’t you fold the
laundry, Ted?”


Ted tensed up
visibly, obviously objecting, but said nothing.  Instead, he tottered out of
the room on his white platform heels.  Frank was relieved to see him go.  If he
was going to humiliate himself, he would rather do it without an audience.  Not
to mention, the memory of the feel of Ted’s lips on his and his penis beneath
his toes was still fresh in Frank’s head and just as humiliating... or was that
arousing?  “No, it was humiliating,” he assured himself.


With her husband
gone, Kara raised her foot off the Chaise and pressed it against Frank’s
thigh.  He could feel the sole of her wedge through the thin fabric of his
skater dress.  It was near his erection, but not quite touching.


“Another foot
rub would be nice.  A good one,” she said.


Frank licked his
lips anxiously.  Rubbing her feet was demeaning; it made him servile and put
her above him literally and figuratively.  It was also, unfortunately, highly
erotic.  He didn’t like being aroused by being demeaned and made servile. 
Moreover, last time, he’d nearly come rubbing her feet.  He didn’t like taking
that risk, but he did need those loafers back:  he could not wear the pumps.


“All right,”
said Frank reluctantly.


Frank sat down
on the edge of the Chaise this time rather than getting on his knees.  He took
her foot in his hand.  He ran his fingers along the straps of her wedge and the
length of her foot.  Then he examined the buckle and worked it open with his
fingers before slowly pulling the shoe off her foot.  He set it aside.  Again,
he smelled the smell of her feet from the shoes; it was a combination of old
leather, sweat and musk.  Again, this made him harder.


Then he slipped
his fingers beneath her arch, as he had before, and he ran them across her
foot.  He started massaging the foot by pressing his thumbs into her soles and
applying pressure as he moved them forward.  She responded, as before, by
closing her eyes, breathing softly and letting her muscles go limp.


“Wonderful,” she
purred and Frank got extremely hard.


Frank slowly
worked his hands up her foot from her heels to her toes.  Her soles were warm
and soft.  When he got to her toes, he started to reach for the other foot, but
she stopped him.


“Don’t stop. 
Not yet!”


Frank kept
kneading her toes as if they were dough or stress balls.  Kara visibly began
breathing harder and she shuddered twice.  She ran two fingers over the crotch
of her tight white shorts.


“Now use your
tongue,” she purred.


“My tongue?”
thought Frank unhappily.  If giving a foot rub was demeaning, then using his
tongue to do it was ten times worse.  That put him lower than a servant, it
made him some sort of foot slave.


“Do it,” said
Kara between sharp breaths.


Frank took a
deep breath and moved his face right up against her toes.  He reluctantly stuck
out his tongue and brushed it against her toenails.


She giggled.


Then he licked
the tops of her toes.  “I hope Martha never finds out about this – or anyone
else for that matter,” thought Frank.  He thought of Ted in the other room and
blushed deeply.


“Between my
toes,” she said with growing difficulty.


Frank did as he
was told.  He slipped his tongue between her toes and started lapping at the
area between.  It tasted salty, musky.  He saw her body tremble as he did.  She
slipped her hand beneath her sweater and started rubbing her nipples.


“Now suck them,”
she groaned.


Frank slipped
her big toe into his mouth.  He used his tongue to circle it, licking it from
all sides.  He pressed his mouth down and pulled in another toe, repeating the
process.  Kara writhed beneath him now.  She was moaning and giggling and
gasping with each stroke.  It was highly erotic to feel that he had brought a
woman to this state, and that honestly excited him.


He expected her
to burst any second.


Suddenly, Kara
yanked her foot away.  She shot up in the Chaise, pushing him off and to his
knees on the floor, throwing her legs on either side of him; her one foot still
wore one of the wedges, the other was bare.  She wrapped her calves against the
back of his legs, trapping him in his place, on his knees before her.  She
pulled her hand from her sweater and placed it against his budding breasts and
fondled his erect nipple.  Her other hand reached for the hem of his skater
dress.


“I should call
Ted to watch this,” she said with a giggle.


Frank bit his
lip.  What was about to happen?


“He’d probably
get off on it.”


Kara yanked up
his dress to his waist and jammed her hand inside his panties, fishing out his
erection.  It was definitely longer; the shot had done that at least.  It was
hard too, very hard.  She wrapped her fingers around his shaft as if she were
holding a flashlight.


Frank started
shaking his head.  “I— I can’t.”  But did he ever want to!


“Your dick says
otherwise,” replied Kara and she stroked him faster.


He started to
reach for her hand.  “I really can’t.”


“Oh yes, you
can.”


“But Martha.” 
He set his hand on hers.


She tightened
her grip around his shaft to prevent him from pulling off her hand.  “What
Martha doesn’t know won’t hurt her.”


Frank now
realized she fully intended to go through with this.  She was going to jerk him
off... or worse.  He couldn’t allow that.  He’d become so feminine already, he
was so close to not being able to hide it, and letting her jerk him off would
only make it worse.  He started shaking his head desperately.


“I can’t,” he
said.


“Everybody does
it, Frank.”


He was running
out of time.  Telling her to stop was not working.  Nor was any expressing of
concern about Martha or likely Ted.  Clearly, reasoning with her was not the
answer.  He could try to shove her away, but that could lead to retaliation –
if it even worked, so that was out too.  What did that leave though?  Suddenly,
Frank had the answer.  It was an answer he dreaded, one that might not even
work.  And it could lead to disaster if he misjudged her.  But it was all he
had left:  he needed to tell her the truth.


“Kara, listen to
me,” he said before he even knew it.


She ignored him
and started kissing him on the lips.  She was tugging on his dick; it felt
amazing.


Frank tried
again.  “Kara, listen.  I can’t come.”  He put his hands on her arms.


Kara stopped. 
Her eyebrow went up.  She leaned back ever-so-slightly.  “What do you mean you
can’t come?”


Frank took a
deep breath.  He’d gone this far; there was no backing out now.  “That shot. 
It—”


“What about it?”


“It’s done
something.”


Kara glanced
down at his erection.  “You’re hard.  What’s the problem?”


“It’s still—
it’s still changing me.  And the thing is, every time I come, it changes me
more.”


The silence was
deafening and it seemed to last forever.  “Are you serious?” asked Kara
finally.  Her face looked intensely skeptical, though there was a suggestion of
curiosity too.


Frank nodded his
head.


“So if I stroke
you off,” she said.


“That would make
me more feminine,” he said, finishing her thought.


“Feminine?  What
feminine?  You’d grow bigger breasts?  Your dick would fall off?  What? 
Because this isn’t feminine.”  She squeezed his penis as she spoke.


Frank hesitated,
but knew he couldn’t stop now.  “Everything,” he said.


“Everything?”


“It’s making me
more feminine:  breasts, hips, butt, all of it.  Every time I come, it gets
worse.”


Kara’s eyebrow
went up.  The look on her face was like someone who had just learned a very juicy
secret.  She let out a single chuckle.  Then she slowly released the grip of
her thighs.  She backed up on the Chaise and crossed her legs, tickling his
erection with the tips of her toes, but not squeezing it or trying genuinely to
make it come.


“Fascinating,”
she said.


Frank swallowed
hard.  This might have been a mistake.


 


The End of Part Two
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Thanks for reading my book!


I hope you enjoyed it!


 


If you keep clicking, you will get the chance to leave
a rating.  Please leave a nice rating. That helps me reach other readers
which helps me keep writing!


 


(Your name will not appear if you
only leave a rating)


 


Or you can leave a full review!


That helps too


(but your name Amazon name will
appear with your review).


 


You can also send me your thoughts at:


annmichelle@ymail.com


 


 


And, don’t forget to check out my other books at my
Amazon homepage (you can click the link):


 


https://www.amazon.com/Ann-Michelle/e/B007JLQ9RG/


 


Below are other Blue Label books you might enjoy!
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Becoming
Georgia (Blue Label Edition)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


March 2022 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at
Amazon!
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Feminization
Island (Part Three) (Blue Book Edition)


 


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


 


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


 


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