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Chapter One: “Neutering My Husband”

My name is Susan and I’m married to the most wonderful man.  His name is Mike.  He’s kind, respectful and helpful around the house, and he always lets me have my own way.  In fact, he gives me total freedom, which is something he doesn’t enjoy himself.  No, to the contrary, my husband lives under a rather strict set of rules I’ve prepared for him.  Things are better that way.

Of course, it wasn’t always like this.  Believe it or not, at the time we married, our roles were reversed.  Back then, I was the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels doing what he told me.  Now... well, now that’s him.  My, how times have changed.

Anyways, here is my story of how I fixed my husband.

—o—

When I first married Mike, he struck me as a fairy tale prince.  He came across as strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  He seemed perfect!  But my image of him proved to be an illusion.  What I’d mistaken for confidence turned out to be arrogance, and his inner strength was really just bossiness.  Indeed, he seemed to pathologically need to control everyone around him, especially me.  And the more problems we encountered, the more bossy he became.

I guess, what I didn’t realize was how insecure he felt.  I didn’t realize it when he was in charge – all I knew then was that he was frustrating me to the point that I was even contemplating a divorce, something that is anathema to me – and I didn’t realize it at first when I took charge – all I knew then was... well, you’ll see.

Anyways, what was even worse when he was in charge was that he was annoying about it.  Rather than earning my trust and respect, he thought that his being a man was enough to give him some special authority over me, a mere woman
.  Indeed, he grew up thinking that men should always be in charge and women should always obey.  Thus, he felt he could tell me where to work, or if I could work at all, who I could have as friends, and even what to wear.  And let me tell you, he loved
 telling me what to wear... especially high heels.

He also seemed to love making me feel small too.  I saw that as his way of making sure I remained nice and meek.  And in truth, it probably was.  As I said, I had no idea how insecure he felt, and he seemed to think that by keeping me even less secure, he could somehow hide his own defects.  What it was really doing though was angering me to no end.  If only he’d had the confidence to tell me about his problems, then things might have turned out differently, but he didn’t.  He instead decided to cover up his own problems by bullying me.  But of course, the problem with bullying comes when the shoe finally lands on the other foot.  And let me tell you, I was ready for a little payback when the shoe ended up on mine!

In any event, all of this made him extremely hard to live with, and I should have left him.  But I was young and I didn’t know any better at the time.  I’d been taught by my mother to love and obey whoever I married and when I told her there were problems, she just told me this was the way real life worked... the fairy tales had lied.  So I accepted that this was just how things were and I tried to make the best of it.  Indeed, I did my very best to be a good wife even as my frustration built to a boiling point.  But Mike just took advantage of my naiveté.

Then everything changed...

—o—

I was at the end of my rope with Mike, though I didn’t know what to do about it yet.  All I knew was that I needed to make a change.  I was contemplating this as I visited my doctor.  I had gone to see my doctor initially for a routine checkup.  During the checkup, I was thinking of asking about seeing a shrink because I felt so depressed.  That was when my doctor noticed some swelling around my left nipple brought on by a minor allergic reaction and she gave me some cream to make the swelling go away.  Believe it or not, this would be the start of everything.  That cream would be the catalyst that would change my life forever.  How?  Well, read on.

“Use this cream twice daily,” said my doctor as she handed me a long, thin tube.  “Put a tiny amount on your breast in the morning and in the evening.  But don’t take it for more than three days.”

“Why not?” I asked.

“Because it’s very strong and it has long-lasting, time-release properties.  It will last for several weeks in your blood stream even after you stop taking it.  Also, don’t exceed the dosage.  A little bit will go a long way!”

“I see.”

“Oh, and don’t let your husband handle this,” added my doctor.

I raised an eyebrow.  “Why not?” I asked.

“This cream is made with powerful synthetic female hormones.  If it makes contact with his skin, it can cause him all kinds of problems.  He could actually start taking on feminine characteristics.”

That got my attention.

“What kind of feminine characteristics?  Is he suddenly going to want to go shopping for purses?” I asked with a chuckle.

My doctor smiled politely.  “No.  But he could experience growth in the breast tissue, erectile dysfunction, changes in the location and extent of body fat and loss of muscle mass.  Erectile dysfunction is almost a given.”

I snickered.  “Really?”

“Oh yes.  And it’s no laughing matter.  Many of these changes could be irreversible.”

“Irreversible?!” I asked.  I was shocked.

“It’s a possibility.”

I still didn’t believe it, but I had to admit that I got a kick out of imagining what would happen if Mike started growing breasts or his dick stopped working!  That would serve him right.  Mike truly does believe that having a dick makes him special.  It would be so fitting if he couldn’t get it up anymore... to see him essentially deprived of his magic cock!  I wanted to laugh so badly, but I thought it might be best to keep that to myself.  After all, my doctor didn’t have much of a sense of humor and she clearly didn’t see how funny a dickless, big-boobed Mike would be!

“All that just from touching the cream?” I asked rhetorically and I shook my head.

“Contact alone can be enough for some side effects to start,” said my doctor darkly.  “Naturally, the extent of the side effects would depend on the level of exposure and the person’s susceptibility to the hormone, but even a little contact can result in some of these problems.  Erectile dysfunction is the most commonly reported side effect.”

“Erectile dysfunction?” I asked.

“Yes.  He wouldn’t be able to get or maintain an erection anymore.”

“For how long?”

“That would depend on his body’s reaction.  Certainly as long as the hormone remained within his system, but many test subjects reported that it took years before they could become erect again and, even then, it was often too soft to be useable.”

Suddenly, I was intrigued.  Would this cream really do what she said?  My mind began to spin.  For years now, I had tried to be the perfect little supportive housewife, but I was miserable.  I kept waiting for Mike to take charge and to be a real leader, but he never did.  Instead, he acted
 like he was in charge, but he dumped every decision he could on me and then he blamed me if he didn’t like the result.  It was the worst of both worlds for me.  I didn’t want to make decisions, I just wanted to be a housewife, and I certainly didn’t want the blame for decisions I didn’t have the power to make.

Worse yet, rather than acknowledging all that I did for him, he constantly belittled me just because I didn’t have a dick between my legs.  I’m serious.  He acted like that made me defective.

I couldn’t win, and I wasn’t happy.  I need a change.

So perhaps you can see what intrigued me about that cream.  In that instant, when my doctor told me this cream could essentially castrate Mike, I had a vision.  If Mike wasn’t going to be a real leader, then he was going to be led, and this cream would let me do it.  This cream offered me the chance to seize control from Mike and to make everything the way it should have been because I could use it to take away the one thing that gave Mike power over me.  It would let me strip him of his precious dick and, with it, his belief in his superior status.  That would give me real power over him. 

How?

You’ll see.

—o—

Before I continue there’s something I want to explain.  When I look back at these early days, what’s funny is that I really had no idea yet where this would lead or even what I would ultimately want.  Believe it or not, even as I held that tube in my hands and I heard my doctor talk about Mike taking on feminine traits, I just didn’t think about feminization at all.  All I knew for sure was that I wanted Mike to stop pretending to be a leader while shoving all the responsibility for running our family on me.  I wanted to stop having to pretend to look up to a weak man who was little more than a bully, and honestly, I wanted to pay him back for the humiliation I felt from all the things he had done to me over the past few years.

How I would do that, I really had no idea at this early phase.  It just struck me as my doctor described the cream’s side effects that keeping him from being able to get an erection would be a great first step in that regard.  It would strip him of this macho facade he used to minimize and dominate me.  That would give me tremendous power over him, as he would be terrified of others finding out his sissy secret, and that would let me reshape him as I saw fit.  All the other things, like him growing breasts and starting to look like a girl didn’t even register with me at first, nor did I know that I would eventually want to feminize him.  That didn’t cross my mind until later, and even then it was actually just a coincidence that I got the idea at all.  How funny is that?!

Here’s how it came up, by the way.

I felt excited all day long the day I came home with the cream.  I couldn’t wait for Mike to come home.  I kept having images of Mike crying over his shriveled dick when it wouldn’t get hard.  I couldn’t wait to see the feelings of inadequacy on his face, knowing that I had caused this.  What’s more, truth be told, the idea of essentially castrating him by taking away his ability to get an erection made me super hot and kept me wet, wet, wet all day.  I never expected that, but it was true.

When he finally came from the gym that night, where he always stopped before coming home to me, I took his bag as he wanted me to do.  I took his dirty workout clothes to the laundry room and hung up the duffle bag to air it out.  Then I returned to the kitchen to serve us dinner.

He was in a foul mood.

“What are you wearing?” he asked.  His tone was insulting.

I looked down at the orange, white and silver patterned sundress I wore.  He wanted me in dresses and this was a dress.  It was even a pretty one with capped sleeves and a hemline that rested just below my knees.  I didn’t see the problem.  Besides, he had no room to talk; he was wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt.  Of course, that never stopped him before from complaining about my wardrobe.

Anyways, I didn’t see the problem.

“This is a sundress,” I said.

“Why are you wearing flip flops?” he asked coldly.

Ah, ok.  Now I got it.  Not only did he want me in dresses, but he wanted me in heels too.  That was fine by me as I always felt better in heels; they made me taller and made me feel more attractive.  Plus, you can’t underestimate what they do to your legs.  The problem, however, was that Mike refused to understand that there are times when heels just aren’t appropriate, like when I’m working around the house, which is what I had been doing.

“I’ve been doing housework,” I said.

“You can still wear heels.”

In the past, I probably would have ignored him at this point, if I was feeling cocky, or just accepted what he said to keep the peace and gone to put on some heels, but the ideas put into my head by the cream had awoken something bold and aggressive within me.  So for the first time in as far back as I can remember, I spoke back to my husband.

“You try carrying laundry up and down the stairs in high heels!” I said firmly.

Mike seemed shocked.  He actually didn’t seem to know how to respond to my standing up for myself.  He quickly decided to try intimidation:  he glared at me.  In the past, this always made me feel small and guilty.  It made me feel like I wasn’t doing my job to be a good wife.  This time, however, it agitated me.  It made me angry.  It made me see him as the weak bully he was and it convinced me that what I was about to do was the right thing.  It was time to depose the self-proclaimed King and, then, if he wanted someone to march up and down the stairs wearing high heels as they delivered laundry, then he could do it himself!

Oh and, by the way, no, this wasn’t the moment it struck me to feminize him.  I’m still getting to that.

Anyways, he backed down when I didn’t and we ate dinner.  After dinner we watched television... baseball
.  I hate baseball, but Mike likes it so he turned it on without ever asking if I wanted to watch it.  That was typical for him.  Later that night, after the game ended, we went to bed.  As we lay there, I finally put my plan into action.  I reached over and I ran my hand over his chest.

“Your muscles feel tense,” I said.

“It comes from working out.”

“Do you want a massage?” I asked, knowing that he would never turn me down.  After all, who turns down a massage?

Sure enough, he accepted my offer.  So I took my tube and I climbed on top of him.  I began working his muscles with my palms.  After a few minutes, I put a huge dollop of the cream onto each palm and I gently massaged the cream into his chest.  This was WAY more than the recommended dosage and I made sure to rub it in nice and deep.  I felt a warm, happy feeling as I watched the cream coat his chest and then slowly absorb.  The sense that I was castrating him made me super wet.  I even rubbed a little on his balls for good measure.

“That will teach you,” I said beneath my breath.

The next night, I did it again.  And the night after that.  I kept doing it every night until I ran out of the cream.  This lasted about five weeks.

—o—

During the third of the five weeks, I saw my first sign that things were working.  Normally, having sex with Mike was a bit like someone sticking a rod inside you, shaking it around really fast for a minute, and then yanking it back out.  It was less than satisfying.  He had a big dick, he just didn’t know how to use it and he really didn’t care.  So long as he got off, that was all that mattered to him.

“What a waste,” I always said about his impressive package.

Anyways, the cream was apparently making Mike really horny and he had been demanding sex every single night over the prior week.  On the night in question, he once again demanded sex, so I stripped naked and I dutifully lay in the bed waiting for Mike to get off inside me, because that’s basically all sex ever was with him.

Meanwhile, Mike stripped off his pants and climbed on top of me as he always did.  He reached down and grabbed his dick to guide it inside me.  For some reason, he was taking a very long time... a very, very long time.

“Is there a problem?” I finally asked.

Mike blushed.  “No.  No problem,” he said.

I lay quietly for another thirty seconds or so staring at the ceiling.  He still hadn’t entered me.  “Are you sure there’s no problem?” I asked.

“I’m fine.  Just give me a minute,” he growled.

So I waited.

“Honey, I know there’s no rush, but—”

“Shut up,” said Mike.  This made me angry.  I hated being told that.

A moment later, he worked it out and got it inside me.  I could tell right away, however, that he wasn’t super hard.  In fact, he was barely hard at it.  I’d bet that if I reached down there, I could probably bend it with my hand, it was that soft, and I was having a hard time keeping it inside me; it kept wanting to shrink away and pull itself back out.

I snickered to myself because I knew exactly what this meant!  This was the start of what I wanted and judging by his upset and worried expression to this minor setback, it was going to be glorious when he was finally fully neutered!

“Gotcha!” I thought to myself and I lay back and enjoyed his struggle.

I was in Heaven.

So that was the first night I really noticed the cream having an effect.  He never did cum that night, though he lied and told me did – as if I couldn’t tell the difference!  And after that, it seemed to get steadily worse for Mike.  Getting hard was becoming harder for him, no pun intended.  He struggled to make it stand up at all, and it was never solid even when it was erect.  He typically wasn’t able to make himself cum inside me either, though on a few increasingly-rare nights he did manage it somehow.  Believe it or not, he always lied to me about that and always told me that he had cum, but each time, I knew the truth.

Best of all, poor Mike didn’t understand what was happening.  All he knew was that he was struggling to get it up, and he wasn’t handling it well.  That is what would ultimately lead me to decide to feminize him, as I will now share with you.


Chapter Two: “What Made Me Want To Feminize Him”

So as I said, about three weeks into my plan to neuter my husband, Mike started having problems getting it up and keeping it up.  Interestingly, the idea of feminize him came as a direct result of this, only the seed of the idea was planted the week prior, just before Mike started having problems.  What made me stumble upon the idea of feminizing him?  Well, believe it or not, Mike did it himself.  Yes!  He
 gave me the idea!  How ironically delicious is that?!

It started this way.

Mike and I were sitting at home watching television.  The baseball game he intended to force upon me had been rained out and I wasn’t the least bit sad about that; as I said before, I hate baseball.  So Mike, with remote firmly in hand, started flipping through the channels.  We passed lots of things I would have loved to watch, but Mike wasn’t into any of it... so he kept flipping; my views didn’t matter to him.  Ironically, if Mike had just stopped at any of the nature shows or the real estate buying shows or a drama or even a movie, his life would have turned out completely differently than it did, but he didn’t.  He kept clicking away until fate caught up to him.

“There’s nothing on,” complained Mike.  He pointed the remote at the television and pushed the button again.

Click.  Flip.

And we were on a new channel.  This was an antiques show, or I think it was.  I had only been paying minor attention to the screen because I knew nothing he found was going to be anything I was interested in, so I was reading a book instead.  And since he was flipping channels pretty quickly, I often didn’t even get 
the chance to see what was on.  So really, I was only listening and barely at that.

Click.  Flip.

He flipped to a cartoon from the sound of it.  I didn’t even need to look up to understand that one.

Click.  Flip.

Another cartoon.

Click.  Flip.

A laugh track, must be a sitcom.

Click.  Flip.

I heard a studio audience cheering and I knew it was a talk show.  Mike hates
 talk shows, so I waited for the next click, but it didn’t come.  I looked up a moment later to see why Mike hadn’t done what I expected, and frankly, I wasn’t entirely sure what I was looking at.  It looked like a talk show with a couple sitting on a stage as the talk show host circled them like a vulture.  There was some writing saying what was happening, but it vanished just as I looked up.  Mike apparently read it.

Mike let out a cynical laugh.  “Ha!  Will you look at that,” he grumbled.

“What?” I asked.

“They just said this guy can’t get it up, but his wife still loves him.  Wuss!”

I raised my eyebrow.  Mike clearly had no idea yet that he was about to share this man’s problem.

“What’s wrong with that, Mike?  Wouldn’t you want me to stick by you if you couldn’t get it up?” I asked.

Mike rolled his eyes.  “First of all, I can get it up.  That’s never going to be a problem with me.”

I smirked.  “Oh, how little you know, arrogant husband of mine,” I thought.

“Secondly,” he continued, “I don’t have any sympathy for the guy.”

My eyebrow went up even higher.  I was shocked.  “
Really?  Why not?”

“Being a man is about having a dick.  If you can’t get it up, then you aren’t a real man and you deserve to be dumped.”

Before I continue with what he said, let me point something out.  At the time, I saw these statements as Mike’s arrogance mixing with his sexism.  I understand now that what was really going on was that Mike felt very insecure in the role he was taught he must play as “the man” and the way he lashed out at anything unmanly was just the manifestation of that.  But I didn’t know that at the time.  So let’s continue with what Mike said.

He continued. “Heck, if you can’t get it up, they should take away your man card and put you in a damn skirt... especially if you admit it on television and then go beg your wife to keep loving you.  What kind of man begs a woman for anything?  ‘Oh baby, I’m not a real man anymore, please take me home and keep me as a pet!’  Makes me sick.”  He was on a roll now.  He pointed toward the screen.  “Look at that wuss.  He belongs in a dress and high heels, the dickless wonder.  I’d dump him if I were his wife.”

Click.  Flip.

Mike flipped away to some news channel.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  I knew that Mike wasn’t the most sympathetic type, but this seemed especially cruel on his part, even for him.  It also struck me as ironic and I have to admit that, when he spit out his idiocy, I felt this intense desire to scream:  “It’s going to happen to you soon, Dickless Mike
!  And I can’t wait to see what happens!”  I didn’t though.  I knew I need to wait to see how things played themselves out.  So I picked up my book again and I tried to calm down my desire for revenge.  “His day is coming,” I told myself.  “Just wait.
”

Click.  Flip.

“Oh, that’s better,” said Mike.

As Mike settled in on sports new, I kept trying to read my book, only it wasn’t working.  I was burning with a desire to make Mike eat those words.  It really got under my skin how he hated anything genuine and emotional, how he instinctively saw women as second class creatures, and how he mocked anything he saw as feminine.  I really
 wanted to give Mike as much humiliation as he liked to heap upon the rest of the world.  I didn’t even know the man on the television, but I felt sorry for him knowing how Mike looked down upon him and mocked everything the man was brave enough to admit.  Mike sure didn’t have that courage!

I took a deep breath, but try as I might, I just kept getting angrier.

“Stay calm.  He’ll get his,” I told myself.

Then, in the middle of my storm of frustration, something suddenly clicked.

I wanted to humiliate Mike so badly, and the moment before everything clicked, I had just had a vision of myself asking Mike how he felt now that his own dick didn’t work.  He cried.  The vision felt good, but it wasn’t enough somehow.  Then the clicking happened.  Suddenly, his statement, “He belongs in a dress and high heels, the dickless wonder
,” floated through my mind.  An instant later, the vision I had of him crying morphed into me tossing Mike a dress and telling him to put it on.  That image was a revelation to me!


What do I mean a revelation?

Think of it this way.  First, it struck me that this was the perfect punishment for Mike.  I knew right away that the best and most appropriate way to humiliate him and control him was to take away his manhood and to turn him into the thing he looked 
down upon the most... a woman.  That felt like an amazing moment of insight.  But that was just the tip of the iceberg.  The true revelation was the discovery that it would turn me on intensely to dress my husband up as a servile little bitch and ride him until I came all over him.  Yes, you heard me right.  I realized in that moment that nothing would ever turn me on more than riding him like a woman.

Before I saw the image in my head, I had never once thought of feminizing Mike.  Never.  But the moment I saw that vision, I knew this was something I NEEDED
 to do.  I NEEDED
 to shrink his penis.  I NEEDED
 to see breasts jiggle on his chest.  I NEEDED
 to see him humiliatingly slip a dress over his head.  I NEEDED
 to see a skirt dance around his shaved thighs.  I NEEDED
 to see him prance around in high heels.  Every one of those things instantly became an obsession.  That was the true revelation, the discovery of this driving, compelling need I suddenly felt.

In fact, the feelings that came from this revelation were so strong that I actually felt woozy.  Seriously!  I felt lightheaded, as if the universe had opened up, shined a light on me and revealed some shocking universal truth that my brain couldn’t entirely process, leaving me floating in a see of horny images.  And as I sat there, trying to catch my breath and shake off the dizziness that engulfed me, I felt the very end of an intensely powerful orgasm rake my body.

My panties were soaked.

I couldn’t move for a full minute after I came.  I knew what I wanted.

—o—

Over the next few weeks, I lived in my own private little world.  During the days, I started 
researching anything I could online about feminization and female domination; I was new to this after all and I needed help understanding it.  Then, in the evenings, when Mike would watch his ballgame or his stupid movies, I would sit on the other end of the couch going through my favorite women’s clothing catalogs:  White & Black, New York Proper, Uptown Style, etc., and I would secretly hold up the pages so I could imagine how he would look wearing each item.

Yes, I did that.

If I was going to turn Mike into a woman then I was going to have a ton of fun dressing him for the part.  I mean, no one said I couldn’t have fun with this, right?  And let me tell you, I was building quite an impressive wardrobe for my future little sissy in my head!

As an aside on his wardrobe, I decided early on that my little sissy would always wear dresses and high heels.  Why?  Did I think women needed to wear those to be feminine?  Hardly.  Most women wear pants more than skirts and even though I do love heels, I have some super sex flat sandals.  But with Mike constantly telling me that I needed to wear dresses and heels “because I’m a woman,” I thought it was good to flip that bit of sexism on him.  After all, what’s good for the goose might be even better for the... er, gander-goose?

In any event, I bought a lot of dresses and heels and lingerie for my little hubby in my mind, and I couldn’t wait to do it for real.  He was going to look so amazing... amazingly emasculated
!

In the meantime, Mike was apparently struggling evermore to get his dick hard.  It was becoming so bad that he tried to avoid having sex with me entirely.  I even tried to instigate it a couple times and he actually told me he had a headache.  As if I would buy that!  I didn’t mind though.  For one thing, having sex with Mike had become an unpleasant experience for me 
years ago.  For another, I wanted to avoid anything that would force him to face the situation until it was far too late for him to go get help.  And in that regard, I figured that once I finished putting the entire tube on his skin, then it would be too late.  If my doctor was right, Mike would have had a super-duper-mega dose of female hormones and male-hormone suppressers racing through his body for just over five weeks by that point.  So even if he saw his doctor, and assuming the doctor could figure out the cause, substantial damage would have been done to his masculine traits.  And that doesn’t count the fact that my doctor said this cream would keep working for months after it was applied.

So I was content to wait five weeks before I did anything that might alert him or force his hand to solve the problem.  The longer I waited the better.

Oh, and speaking of the cream, it was working like crazy!  I was shocked.  The first thing I noticed, apart from the softness of his dick, was that he seemed to become a little more passive and less aggressive every day.  There was a real change in his attitude which I first noticed around the third week.  It got stronger fast too.  And by the fifth week, he was even a little emotionally sensitive at times.  I really had a chuckle about that one after all his “you women and your hormones” joke.  In fact, I will admit to making the occasional statement just to upset him.  Yes, I was a bad girl.  But he deserved it!!

Anyways, the BIG BIG BIG
 change I noticed was his body!  His skin was getting softer and he seemed to be getting fatter all over his body.  At first, I wasn’t sure if that was just my imagination, but it seemed to be true.  Then I saw the one that really thrilled me:  the beginning of boobs!


Did I say “boobs”?  Yes, I did!  They were tiny, but they were there
.

I still remember the first time I notice them!

Mike never had a particularly muscular chest, but he wasn’t really flabby either.  The most accurate description of his chest would probably be that it was flat but undefined.  All of that changed, however, during the third week of my use of the cream.  In the middle of the third week, I first noticed that his nipples appeared to be sitting on tiny mounds of fat and the nipples themselves and the areolas looked darker than normal and slightly enlarged.  That was exciting and I got so wet I thought I might slide off the chair!  In fact, I masturbated for hours over that as soon as Mike left for work, and kept masturbating for the next few days.  I had visions of him sliding his heavy breasts into a too-small bra as I mocked him.  Wow that turned me on!

But there was more to come.  I watched his boobs every day, but I guess that watched boobs never grow.  Then, in the fifth week he suddenly sprouted what could not be considered anything other than BOOBs
!

I remember it like it was yesterday.

I had been busy in the kitchen, but I returned to the bedroom to get a hairpin.  One of my bangs was driving me crazy.  Anyways, Mike was just about to step into the shower as I entered the master bathroom.  I looked over at him as I entered the room and I could not believe what I saw!  From where I was standing, it appeared that the area around my husband’s nipples had formed into small mounds that were unmistakable as the beginnings of breasts!  There was no way these were just fat!  Moreover, they were hanging down from his chest the way real breasts do.  His nipples were hard too.

“Holy cow!” I thought.  “It’s really
 working!”

I mean, I knew it was working.  I’d seen his flaccid dick.  I’d seen him get weak and weepy.  I saw 
him getting all puffy and fat.  But somehow, this was different.  My husband was growing breasts!!  What an amazing thought!  My own nipples shot to attention and my lips tingled... yeah, those lips.  My panties were soaked.

“Can you imagine Mike needing
 to wear a bra?  The shame will kill him!” I said to myself and I laughed.  Then it occurred to me that it was hilarious that Mr. Macho’s nipples were hard, but his dick wasn’t.  Talk about irony!

As Mike stepped under the jet of water, I moved closer to the shower where I could watch him.  He didn’t notice me though.  What I saw was amazing!  Every time he raised his arms to run shampoo or conditioner through his hair or remove it, the little breast tissue would straggle a millisecond behind, until the skin got tight enough to pull them along with it.  They would then move up.  When his arms reached the top, his mounds would sometimes sag a bit or bounce.  Then they would fall when his arms lowered.  This repeated itself over and over at fairly high speeds and the result was that it really looked like he had breasts and they were jiggling!

I needed to explore this.

I needed to touch them.

“Hey Mike, when you’re done, why don’t you join me in the bedroom?” I said.

“For what?” he asked.

What an idiot!  What did he think?  Did he really think I was offering to play chess or perhaps program a computer?  Hardly!  There’s only one thing we ever did in the bedroom other than sleep.  “What do we normally do in the bedroom?”

I saw Mike twist his lips.  “Uh, I’m not sure.”

“Not sure?  What?!  He knows what I’m talking about,” I thought.  An instant later, it hit me:  Mike’s 
dick must have been hopeless at the moment.  That’s the only thing that would explain his resistance.  Of course, that also made this the perfect time to strike.  I was done applying the cream, so it was too late for him to get help.  I knew it was working too, so I knew my plan was a success; I’d seen his new breasts after all.  And now I knew that he had no chance to get it up.  Now was the perfect time for the next phase.

“Not sure?  Really?” I asked.

“Yeah, I don’t know,” he said.

I stripped off my robe and walked over to the shower.  I wore only panties, a bra and mid-heeled slippers.  These were gorgeous too.  They had open-toes and a wedge heel with flowers on the heel.  They were very feminine and I loved wearing them.  I knew Mike liked them too because he mentioned them a couple times in the past as shoes he liked.

“Does this give you any ideas?” I asked and I slipped my hands inside my bra and pulled it off.  Then I rubbed my nipples with my fingertips as I stood right before the shower door until my nipples popped up.  Mike nipples instantly responded by getting hard themselves, though his dick remained tiny and soft.

“Uh, oh yeah... um, I’m not really in the mood,” said Mike.  He sounded nervous.

“How can you not be in the mood, baby?  I’ll even wear my slippers to bed.”

Mike blushed.  I knew he liked that because he had a thing for my shoes, but he hated me mentioning it.  Apparently, my knowing what turned him on was humiliating to him and he didn’t like it, so this was supposed to be an unspoken thing between us.  Today, however, all the rules would be broken.

“Is something the matter, Mike?” I asked in my most innocent voice.

“No, nothing’s the matter.
”

“Then come make love to me.”

“I—”

I cut him off.  It was time to use his delicate ego to manipulate him.  “Everything’s working, right?” I asked coyly.

He blushed an even darker red.  “Of course, everything works!”

“Ok, I was just worried because your little guy doesn’t seem to be too excited these days.”  As I said this, I reached into the shower and ran my fingers over his dick, which was guaranteed to get him hard... only, it didn’t.  I raised my eyebrow.  “That’s strange,” I said.

I actually saw Mike swallow hard.  “I’m just a little tired,” he said.

“Tired?” I repeated doubtfully.

“Uh, yeah.  It’s been a long week.”

“Well then this will wake you up and refresh you,” I said and I took his towel from the rack and I held it out for him.  “Come on, baby.  Prove to me you can still take me like a man.”

Mike rubbed his lips.  He was nervous, that was for sure, but I had laid down a challenge he could never pass up.  There was just no way he could ever let me suggest that he couldn’t get it up without proving me wrong.  He knew it and I knew it.  So he stepped out of the shower and took the towel.

“You are so predictable, dear,” I said beneath my breath.

Mike dried himself.  Then I took his hand and led him to the bedroom.  This was a first, by the way.  In the past, he always led me.  I was the woman, after all, and he wasn’t going to let a woman lead him anywhere.  And for my part, frankly, I liked a man to take charge, but not this man... not anymore.  So this was a new experience for us both, and it sent a shudder down my spine.  I’m pretty sure it sent one down his spine too, 
even if he didn’t get the significance yet.

Anyways, we were off to the bedroom and it was time to get aggressive.


Chapter Three: “The Feminization Of My Husband Begins”

I hopped up on the bed.  This was going to be amazing.  Oh, not the sex because there wasn’t going to be any, so that wasn’t going to be amazing.  No, what was going to be amazing was watching Mike try to pound me and fail miserably.  Today was going to be the day I shattered his manhood and started him on the course toward becoming my little bitch.

“Come on, baby, take me!” I exclaimed as I dug my high heels into the mattress and spread my legs.  I felt the cool air brush against my pussy and that made my nipples hard.

Mike said nothing.  He just looked worried as he folded the towel over the back of a chair and then climbed onto the bed.  He crawled between my legs until he was on top of me.  Normally, he kissed me at that point, but today he didn’t.  He seemed nervous and focused on his performance.

“Go ahead, baby!” I said.

Mike lowered his crotch onto mine.  I could feel his balls draped across my lips.  They felt lighter than the last time we did this.  His soft little penis pushed against my opening, but not enough to penetrate me.  Mike reached down, spread my lips with his fingers, and stuck his finger inside me.  I thought he was trying to guide his dick inside me, but he wasn’t.  He wanted to get me off with his finger so he wouldn’t need to use his dick.  I wasn’t going to let him escape that easily, however, so I reached down and grabbed his hand.

“Use your cock, baby.  I want to feel it deep inside me,” I said and I laughed to myself because I knew he couldn’t do it.

Mike hesitated.  Then he slipped his finger from my hole and grabbed his soft dick.  He squeezed it and 
shook it and rubbed it against me.  I could see in his eyes that he was trying desperately to think of anything that would turn him on enough to make him hard.  I wondered what dirty little thoughts were running through his brain in that moment.  Unfortunately for him, whatever it was, it wasn’t enough.  Nothing helped.  Try as he might, his little dick just would not get hard.  It couldn’t, not with the hormones blasting through his body telling his brain he was a woman.

It was time to strike.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I asked.

“I’m not in the mood,” he said.

“What?!  Not in the mood?” I replied mockingly.  “Moods are for women.  When is a man ever not in the mood?”

He shrugged his shoulders and he blushed.

“Come on, baby, try again,” I said.

“I really don’t feel like it right now,” he replied.

I laughed inwardly.  He seemed so nervous.  He was terrified that I would figure it out.  He had no idea that not only had I figured it out, but I had caused it!

“I’ll tell you what,” I said.  “Let me see what I can do.”  As I said this, I pushed him over on his side and rolled up on top of him.  I think I caught him by surprise because by the time he started trying to resist me, it was too late and I had leverage on him.  I was now on top of him.  I took his flaccid dick in my fingers.

“What are you doing?” he asked anxiously.

“Just relax.  I’ll get you hard,” I said, though I was thinking:  “No chance in hell of that!”

I ran my hand over his chest and felt his breasts.  They were puffy and fatty.  They looked like they belonged on the chest of a teenage girl right as she was starting puberty.  I couldn’t wait to see where they ended up.  In the meantime, however, they gave me a little gift.  As I ran my fingers across his boobies, his 
little nipples popped right up and I couldn’t resist running my nail over one of them.


He shuddered.
  He actually shuddered!

I let out a loud laugh.  “You like that, do you Mike?  Do you want me to play with your nipples instead of your dick from now on like a girl?  Is that what you want?  To make you a girl?”  I said all of this playfully so he couldn’t accuse me of anything at this point, but the words themselves obviously stung him as I knew they would.  His ego was on pins and needles.

Mike blushed bright red and he pushed my hand away from his breasts.  “I’m a man; my chest isn’t an erogenous zone.”

I laughed again.  “If you say so!” I said and I pinched his nipple.

He gasped and cringed.  And oh my God, when he gasped, I wet myself.

Mike slapped my hand away this time.  “That hurts!” he blurted out.  He sounded so weak saying this.  He then tried to push me away, but I squeezed his body with my thighs.  There was no way he could move me.

“I’m really not in the mood,” said Mike.

“What kind of man isn’t in the mood?” I asked.  Then I smiled broadly.  “I know what will put you in the mood.  It always does.”

“What are you going to do?”

“You’ll see.”

I took his balls in my hand and I kissed his dick right on its head.  This always made him hard.  Heck, it sometimes made him cum.  But this time?  Absolutely nothing happened... nothing at all.

“Why don’t we do this later?” asked my husband.

I ignored him and kept playing.  It was like fingering a giant wet noodle.  Finally, I stopped.  I exhaled loudly.  “You know what?  Something’s wrong.”

He froze.  “Wrong with what?
”

I hooked his flaccid dick with my finger and I flipped it over on its back.  “You’re so soft and small.  It’s like you don’t have a dick at all!”

“I’m just not turned on!” he protested.

“No, this is more than that.  I think there’s something wrong with your dick.  I don’t think you could get it up right now if your life depended on it.  Plus I think you’re smaller.”  I laid it on pretty thick.  My tone too was becoming increasingly amused and smug.

“I can too!” he practically whined.

“Prove it.”

“I don’t want to prove it.”

“You mean you can’t
 prove it!”  I looked him directly in the eyes and I smiled broadly.  “You can’t get it up!” I said almost gleefully and I visibly stifled a chuckle.

There was a tense moment of silence before Mike finally responded.  “Look, I don’t want to discuss it—”

“I do!” I said with a laugh.  “You can’t get it up, can you?!  You’re like a girl now!  Your dick woooon’t get haaaa-ard!” I sang.

Mike turned beat red.  “It happens to lots of guys!” he almost squealed.

I laughed.  “You yourself told me that this would never be a problem with you.”

“It’s just one of those things.  It will fix itself.”

“One of those things?  Hardly.  You’ve lost your manhood!” I said giddily and I flipped his flaccid dick back over again.  The more I laughed and smirked, the more I could tell he wanted to shrink away until he vanished into the sheets.

“I’m still a man, it just won’t get hard at the moment!” he protested.

“Ha!” I said, and I saw him tremble.  “That’s not what you’ve always said.  In fact, I seem to recall you 
saying that ‘A real man can get it up.  If you can’t get it up, then you aren’t a real man and you deserve to be dumped.  Heck, if you can’t get it up, then they should make you turn in your man card and put on a damn skirt.’  Then you continued that any man who can’t get it up ‘belongs in a dress and high heels.’  Those were your exact words before you called that man on the television a ‘dickless wonder.’  So is that what you are now, Mike?  A dickless wonder?”  As I said this, I flipped his flaccid penis over onto its side with my finger once more.  “Should I get you a dress and high heels to wear, girlfriend
?”

When I said this, I could actually see Mike shrink.  I’m not kidding.  I swear my husband shrank about two inches in height and lost ninety pounds... at least, that’s how it seemed.  Seriously though, when I said this, Mike became very small suddenly.  And in that moment, something changed in our relationship and we both knew it.  I was now the hunter and he was my fearful little prey.

Still, he tried to salvage his situation.

“Leave me alone!  And so you know, I can get hard any time I want!” he whined.

“Then prove it,” I said and I slapping his flaccid dick back over onto its side.

“What?”

“Prove it
.  Get hard and fill my pussy and I’ll apologize!  Otherwise, it’s dresses and heels for you, sister
!”  Again, I flipped his flaccid member over.  I noticed a little precum spill out the front.  “Oh lookie that!  Your little clit just came.  Somebody likes the idea of being a girl!”

“Leave me alone,” he growled and he pushed me off him and he marched off to the bathroom.

I lay on the bed laughing.

“Curses, he got away,” I said jokingly to myself 
and I kept lying on the bed laughing.  As I did, he hid in the bathroom, cringing with each of my laughs.  We both knew that everything had changed in our lives in that moment.  I now had Mike by his ever shrinking balls and he was completely at my mercy.

It was a good day.

Oh, and let me be clear, so you don’t get the wrong impression.

I had Mike by the balls, we both knew that.  But it wasn’t like he suddenly said, “Oh, I have been unmasked” and pranced over to my closet and tossed on a cute dress and a fabulous pair of heels and became my sissy slave.  No.  Mike was still going to resist me as best he could and he had no inkling that I intended to feminize him.  If he had, he probably would have just walked out of the house right then and there and never come back.  If I wanted Mike in a dress and high heels, then I still had a lot of careful and difficult work to do.

So what did I mean when I said I had him?  I meant more of an aggressor/ aggressee sort of thing.  Up to now in our relationship, Mike had been the dominant partner and he always got his way.  That had now changed because Mike had lost his authority.  How?  Because he had just lost the one thing he counted on to give him that authority:  his masculinity.

See, Mike had always made a huge deal about having a dick.  Having a dick made him better than women, or so he claimed.  And having a big
 dick made him better than most men.  In fact, his favorite insult for other men was accusing them of having small dicks.  Well, now his dick wasn’t working; it was permanently soft and tiny.  That made him the same as one of those small-dicked men, or even worse.  Heck, not having a working dick made him much like a woman in his mind, only unlike a lowly woman, he had fallen from grace... he had gone from king of the jungle to a 
pathetic defective woman-like creature.  So every time he tried to claim some right to leadership by virtue of being a man, all I had to do to wipe out his claim was to point out that he no longer effectively had a dick.  That would shut him up instantly.  And I could do this any time I wanted, so I had tremendous power over him.

I could win every argument now.  If he tried to talk tough with me, all I had to do was mention his flaccid dick.  If he claimed superior status, I just had to mention his lack of a dick.  And so on.  He even needed to become sheepish in public now.  Why?  Because if I didn’t like the way he was treating someone, I could expose him and humiliate him in front of anyone.  He was at my mercy.

That’s why I had him by the balls and there was nothing he could do about it.

Now I had to make use of this.

—o—

Indeed, now that I had this power over my husband, I needed to figure out what to do with it.  My goal was obvious:  feminize Mike.  The methods to get there, however, were a little hazy.  How do you take a man from a macho jerk and turn him into a little bitch?  I wasn’t really sure and, frankly, all my online research proved useless.  Everything I read online involved these unbelievable instant transformations that just weren’t going to happen:


Husband:       
I am so macho!  Even my dick has muscles! //flexes dick



Wife:               
Yes, you are.  But wait, hold these for me
.


Husband:       
What are they?


Wife:               
They are my panties!  You are holding panties!  I have you in my power now... sissy!


Husband:
       Oh nooo!


Wife:               
Now that I have you, put on this dress.


Husband:       
I won’t!  Oh wait, that’s really cute.  Can I wear cute heels too?  //giggles



Wife:               
Of course!  We’re girlfriends now!


Husband:       
I’ve never been so happy before!

Uh yeah, that wasn’t going to happen.  If I wanted Mike to become Michelle, then I had to make it happen.  But how?  That was the question I spent days on, and what I decided was that the best approach was the slow, gradual approach.  See, I knew that if I jumped right in and said, “Put on this dress or I’ll tell everyone about your soft dick,” then Mike would realize that he would be better off telling me to take a hike.  But there were other things I could do that would get him there step by step and which he wouldn’t rebel against.  Basically, I need to keep coming up with feminine things that were less threatening than full exposure 
until I had so much on him that he had no choice but to go all the way.

These things would then further his humiliation, which is really what was giving me the power.  I knew that the more inadequate and effeminate he felt, the greater power I would have.  They would also pull him into my trap.  Basically, I needed to feminize him without him catching on that this is what was happening until it was too late for him to escape.  And in this case, “too late” really meant that I got him to a point where agreeing to become my little bitch was the best alternative for him.

This sounded nearly impossible, but I had a plan.

I started my plan by softening up Mike’s resolve with a verbal barrage of emasculating digs.  I wanted to humiliate him deeply so as to make him completely insecure in his masculinity.  My first shot of the thousands to come came while we were watching television.  As usual, Mike had put on baseball.  I waited a few minutes and then began.

“Huh,” I said.

“What?” asked Mike.  It was unusual for me to comment on a game.

“Look at his thingy,” I said, pointing to the first baseman.

“His what?”

“His thingy... his dick, Mike.  Do you remember those?  You used to have one, dear.”

Mike blushed and I saw him shudder.  “What about it?”

“It’s huge.”

“How can you tell?  He’s wearing a cup!”

I shook my head.  “No, he’s not.  I can see his shaft.  He’s huge too, way bigger than you ar— uh, were.”

His face turned bright red.  “He’s wearing a cup,” 
repeated Mike, trying to ignore my barb.  It wasn’t working though and I could see the anger and humiliation boiling over within him.

I decided to wait a few seconds to see if Mike would explode.

He did.  “And another thing, I still am huge!  Nothing has changed,” he growled.

“Sensitive, are we?”

“No!  But I don’t like you saying things that aren’t true,” he replied.

“Everything I said is true... Michelle
.”  When I said this, I thought he would collapse into a puddle of tears for a moment but he held himself together.  I continued:  “It may have been huge at one time, but it’s not anymore.  Right now it’s no bigger than my thumb and that’s as big as it’s ever going to get, girlfriend
!  My thumb is bigger than your dick!”  I let my lip curl up into a smirk.

I could see Mike was torn between wanting to scream and cry and fall apart, and wanting to grab me by the throat and demand an apology.  He was clearly struggling with his handicap.

“Stop calling me ‘girlfriend’!  It’s the same dick it’s always been!”

“It might be the same dick, but it’s tiny and soft and useless now... girlfriend
.”

“It’s a normal dick.”

“Normal?!”  I laughed, and as I did, I saw Mike cringe.  “Do you think the first baseman’s dick is as tiny as yours?  Do you think he can’t get it up?” I asked.  “I doubt it.  You were right about real men getting hard.  He’s a real man, with a huge dick.  You can see that, even from here.  His dick dwarfs yours.  Heck, yours shouldn’t even be called a dick anymore.  You have an enlarged clit at this point, that’s it.”

“It’s still a dick!
”

“Oh yeah?  Prove it!  Whip it out and make it hard.  If you can do that, then I’ll get on my knees and suck you off, Master
,” I said, with a sarcastic emphasis on the word “Master.”  I continued:  “But if you can’t, then I’m going to get some panties and make you wear those until you can.”

“Forget it!”

“Afraid I’m right?  Come on, prove me wrong... or I’ll start calling you Michelle
!”

Mike ran his tongue over his teeth.  He looked amazingly nervous.  He knew that trying to prove he could get it up would end poorly.  He needed to find some escape.  So he finally said, “I’m not going to play this game.”

“Fine, Michelle
.  If you’re afraid to test your dick, then don’t pretend you have one.”

He stormed off and shut himself in our bedroom.  I changed the channel.

Oh, and from that point on, I did call him “Michelle” all the time.

—o—

The next morning, while Mike showered, I took a garbage bag and grabbed all of his underwear from his drawers.  I put them all into the bag and took it to the curb.  Then I unpacked several packages of panties I had bought once I realized I wanted to feminize him and I placed those in his drawer instead.  He was in for an unhappy shock when he stepped out of the shower.

“I’ll be late coming home tonight from work.  The guys and I are planning an extra long workout session at the gym,” said Mike.  He finished toweling himself off next to the bed.

“That’s fine,” I said.  Then I tossed a pair of basic pink boy-cut panties onto the bed before him.  “Wear 
those.”

Mike looked at the panties in horror.  “What are those?!”

“They’re panties.”

“Why in the world would I wear those?”

“Because you’re a girl now, Michelle
, and girls wear panties.”

Mike glared at me.  “I’m not a girl and don’t call me Michelle!”

“Apparently you are, Michelle
, since you won’t prove you have a dick.”

“Stop it.  And I am never wearing panties!” he growled.

“Yes, you are.”

Mike walked over to his underwear drawer to grab some briefs, but they were gone.  “What happened to my underwear?!” he demanded as he looked down into the drawer full of panties.

“Those are your underwear.”

“This isn’t funny!”

I laughed.  “Frankly, it’s hilarious, dear!”

“Seriously, give me my underwear.”

I picked up the panties from the bed.  “Here you go.  These are
 your underwear, Michelle
.”  He started to speak, but I held up my hand to stop him from speaking.  I’d never done that before in my life and, let me tell you, it felt great.  “From now on, you will wear panties until you can get your dick hard and prove to me that you’re a man.  And if you—”

“You’re crazy!”

“And if you refuse
,” I growled, “then I’ll tell every single one of your friends that you can’t get it up... Michelle
.”

Mike froze.  “You wouldn’t,” he said cautiously.

“Try me.”

Again, he visibly shuddered.  He was horrible at 
hiding his emotions.  It’s no wonder he always lost at poker night.

“But honey,” he said.

I shook my head.  “Don’t even try it, Michelle
.  You ran right out and told all your friends every tiny little secret I had, so don’t think I’m going to respect your privacy now.  You wear the panties, or I tell them everything about your dick.  Heck, I might even tell them that you already wear panties.  How are you going disprove it?”

Mike turned white as a sheet.

“Paybacks are a bitch, dear, and now so are you,” I said.

I tossed the panties on the floor before him and I folded my arms.  I was dying to see if he would surrender or if I had overplayed my hand.  He had to surrender, right?  I mean, the choice was obvious:  wear panties in secret or have embarrassing secret exposed.  Any sane person would pick the panties if they thought the secret was bad enough, and for Mike this whole erectile dysfunction thing was the most humiliating secret in the world.  So which would Mike pick?  Believe it or not, I actually wasn’t really sure.

And thus we waited.

I think it took almost a minute before Mike finally moved.  He slowly crouched down and he carefully picked up the panties.  He held them out away from him.  I could see him trembling.  The way he was acting, you would think I had asked him to castrate himself and he was examining the blade.  Honestly, I wanted to laugh.

“Wear these?” he asked.

“Until you prove to me you have a dick again.”

He took a deep breath.  He walked toward the hamper.  He reached out like he planned to drop the panties into the hamper.  For a moment, I thought he 
would, but he couldn’t do it.  Slowly, inch by inch in slow motion, he brought the panties back near his body.  He took them in both hands and spread them out.  Then he lowered them and he stepped into them.

Victory!

I felt amazingly happy as he pulled them up his leg.

Then bang!  He suddenly turned into a girl.  Breasts sprouted out of his chest, his dick fell off and he started begging me to go suck off strange men at bars... just kidding.  But you would think that was what he thought would happen.  I honestly thought he was going to cry as he slipped the panties into place.  Seriously, do men really think their dicks are going to fall off if they put on panties?  Anyways, do you know what?  I loved every humiliating second of his struggle.

When he got them up his leg and in place, I walked over to him and pinched his ass.  “Good girl,” I said with a laugh and went to the kitchen to get some coffee.  I did, however, manage to snap a couple secret photos of him in the panties before I left the room.  I figured those might come in handy.

That was how I got Mike into panties.  It turned out to be surprisingly easy.  The next step was easy too, when I demanded that he shave his legs.  He didn’t like it, but he complied.  Things would get harder after that.  Fortunately, I had some things helping me out.


Chapter Four: “Let’s Go Shopping!”

I masturbated so hard after Mike left for work that I thought I would rub myself raw.  Seeing Mike in panties was intensely exciting to me, much more than I ever could have imagined before any of this began.  I wanted more... a lot more.  In fact, I wanted it all, so I set out to get it.  My next goal was to get him in stockings and a garter belt.  But first, I was determined to paint his nails.  Things didn’t quite work out that way, however.  Instead, I got something better!

It was early evening.

“What are you doing home so early?” I asked as Mike stepped through the door.

“I live here,” he grumbled.

“I know that, but you said you were planning an extra long workout session with the boys tonight.”

Mike shrugged his shoulders, but also blushed slightly.  “I didn’t feel like it.”

It immediately struck me that Mike was embarrassed by the panties and he didn’t know how to go to the gym without the other males seeing what he was wearing.  I was fine with that because I didn’t want Mike working out anyway.  I wanted his muscles to shrink and become all girly.  Plus, I wanted to start getting him in the mindset of doing domestic chores.  He never did those and he needed to learn that they were his new duty.  The less secure he was being out hanging out with the boys, the easier it would be to work that transformation.

“Well, since you’re home,” I said, “then you can help me around the house.  Unload the dishwasher.”  I didn’t ask.  I didn’t say please.  I just gave him the command.  That was the first time I ever did that.

He obeyed.

I was floored!  He actually obeyed me without 
even putting up a fight!  But then, I probably shouldn’t have been that surprised as I could see his panty lines and that reminded me of the power I had over him.  Interestingly, that was the first time I really sensed just how much control having him in panties actually gave me.

“Wow, men are easy to dominate!” I told myself.

Anyways, after dinner, I decided to have more fun with Mike.  I announced that I needed to buy a few things and he was coming with me.  Again, I waited for resistance but none came.  Actually, that’s not true.  It was obvious that he didn’t like the idea and it was clear that he was considering whether or not he could tell me to take a hike, but he never verbalized an objection, so there really wasn’t any resistance even though you could tell he wanted to resist.  In any event, we hopped into the car and he drove us to a local outlet center where some of my favorite designers had shops.

Our first stop was tops and blouses.

“I need a new top,” I told Mike.

He didn’t respond.  So we walked into the store in silence and we started up and down the racks looking at everything.  They had some amazing tops and they were all discounted.  I was excited.

“Ooh, look at this one!” I said and I picked up a gold and silver mixed top with a low-cut collar.  I held it up against my body.  “What do you think?”

He shrugged his shoulders.  “I guess.”

I pursed my lips.  I know he doesn’t like shopping and he really hates shopping for women’s clothes, but as I saw it, he needed to learn to do lots of things he didn’t like from now on and I expected him to do them happily with me; I had never tried to ruin the things he dragged me to.  I didn’t want to fight him on everything.  So it was time to see how much power those panties really gave me
.

“Ok, Mike.  Here’s the deal,” I said.  “We can do this the easy way or the hard way.  If you try to enjoy this and be helpful, then we’ll be done much sooner and I will be very happy.  That’s the easy way.  If you drag your feet and act like it’s killing you to be here, then I’m going to make this as painful as possible.  That’s the hard way.  What’s it going to be?”

Mike shrugged his shoulders.

“Fine,” I thought.  If that’s the way he wants it, then I was prepared to go that route.  I reached into my purse and pulled out my phone.  I looked him square in the eyes and I said, “I was prepared to do this the easy way.  I only needed a few things and I was going to grab those as quickly as I could and then we could leave.  Simple.  But apparently, you want to do this the hard way.  So I’m going to take my time and look around, and I’m going to find ways to humiliate you in the process.  Good choice, dear,” I said sarcastically.  “I will give you one more chance at least in one regard.  So long as you behave, those humiliations won’t become known to the other customers or the staff, but if you misbehave, then I’ll share them with everyone.  Got it?”

“Now wait just one minute—!”

“No, dickless husband of mine, you wait a minute.  I asked you a question and I expect an answer.  This isn’t open to debate.  Do you understand the rules under which you will be judged or not?”

Mike ground his teeth.  “And what if I refuse to play along?”

“Then I tell all your friends your tiny little secret.”  As I said this, I held up my pinky finger and then bent it over as if it were deflating.  “I’m sure they’ll love hearing that you’re a girl now.”

Mike folded his arms.  Clearly, he had been contemplating this and he now thought he had some way around my power.  Most likely, he had concluded 
that his friends wouldn’t believe me if he told them the right story.

“I’ve been thinking about this—” he started.

“Don’t hurt yourself,” I said snidely.  It was definitely time to take verbal revenge for years of putdowns.

“I’ve been thinking about this
,” he repeated more loudly, “and I don’t think anyone will believe you.  It will be your word against mine and all I have to tell them is that you’re upset at me... you’re an angry wife who is looking for a little revenge against her husband, so you made up this story.”

I chuckled, which seemed to unsettle him.

“You mean, of course, that I’m an angry wife with a smart phone,” I said smugly.  Yeah, I was feeling smug.  I had him by the balls and his little plan wasn’t going to work, so I wanted to make the failure of his rebellion as painful as possible.

Mike furrowed his brow.  “A smart phone?  What does that have to do with anything?” he asked.

“Because of this, Michelle
,” I said and I clicked on the gallery in my phone and pulled up the first picture of Mike in the pink panties in our bedroom.  I showed it to him.  His jaw dropped.

“How did you get that?!” he demanded.

“How do you think, panty boy?  It’s point and click.  So if you really want to believe that your friends won’t believe me, maybe because you think it’s just your word versus mine, then maybe you should factor this in before you decide to cause yourself more trouble,” I said.  “I have more too... and not just photos.”  That last part was a lie, but he didn’t know that; it was useful to keep him guessing about what I might have.

Mike swallowed hard.

“Look,” said Mike.  His tone had changed completely and he sounded very conciliatory suddenly.  “
I’m happy to go shopping with you.  You buy what you want and I’ll even carry the bags for you.  I wasn’t trying to offend you.”

I smiled and patted him on the cheek.  “It’s not that easy, Michelle
.  You made your choice and now I need to teach you that you made the wrong one.  So let’s get started.  Here,” I said and I pulled my purse from my shoulder and held it out for him, “carry my purse as I shop.”

All the color left Mike’s face.  He twisted his lips, but slowly... very slowly, he took the purse.  He held it way out in front of him with one hand grasping the top, like it was toxic.  I laughed on the inside.  How weak the male ego is!  On the outside, however, I maintained my resolve.  I shook my head and told him to sling it over his shoulder... “like a woman
.”

“But no man does that!  I’ll look like a fool!” he protested.

I snickered.  “Yes, you will,” I said.  “Now do it.”

You should have seen the look on his face as he slid that purse onto his shoulder.  You would have thought he was afraid it might explode.  In the end though, he got it up his arm and onto his shoulder and that is how we walked through the store, with my formerly macho husband two steps behind me carrying my purse on his shoulder as if it were his own.

I soaked my panties.

—o—

After I found some tops and a great pair of wool slacks, we went to my all-time favorite shoe store.  I love this designer!  And let me tell you, I was in Heaven the moment we walked into the store.  Oh, the designs, the heels, the material, and the smell of leather.  I could buy everything in this store.  Mike?  Not so much.  
Seeing me in heels turned him on, but he never showed the slightest interest in wearing them himself.  Oh well, there’s no accounting for taste, right?!

“Let’s start over here,” I said and I pointed toward the newest arrivals.

Mike dutifully followed me over.  He still looked mortified carrying my purse, and with us now walking into a new store with an entirely new crowd to see him, he looked a tad bit sick.  I guess you really can die from humiliation.

“These are gorgeous!” I said.

He didn’t reply.

I shot him a nasty look.  “Do you want to make your punishment worse?”

“No.”

“Then tell me what you think of the shoes, Michelle
.”  I said this loudly enough that I could see Mike become terrified that other people might have heard it.  He instantly fell into line.

“Yeah, they’re gorgeous.”

“Which are your favorites?” I asked, making this harder for him.

He pointed to a pair of snakeskin pumps.  I guess he had decent taste after all.

We continued.  And as I made my way around looking at all the shoes, something suddenly occurred to me.  I fully intended to get Mike into heels at some point, and I wanted to find more ways to punish him at home and to humiliate him, and putting him in heels would be a great way to do both.  What’s more, being here offered the perfect opportunity for all of that.  I was worried though.  I hadn’t planned on trying to put him into heels until he was much more firmly in my control because heels are a very bold step for a man... no pun intended.  But right now he seemed particularly malleable after I revealed what was on my phone and 
perhaps I could pull it off.  Even more though, I wondered if I could make him wear them here.  Perhaps, if I did it just right, then I could pull it off.  That would be a real coup
 and a shattering defeat for his masculinity!  I decided it was worth a shot.

“Come with me,” I told Mike and I led him over to the section that contained his size.  These were about as large as this designer made his shoes, but they would fit.  I was thrilled about that.  After all, if my husband was going to wear heels, then I wanted them to be cute shoes.

Mike looked around nervously.  He obviously knew something bad was coming.

“Here’s what we’re going to do,” I said.  “You need some heels.”

“I what?” he blurted out in a loud whisper.

“You heard me.  Heels... you.”

“You’re crazy if you think I’m ever going to wear heels!” he exclaimed.

I laughed.  “I think you will.”

“And why would I ever do that?” he growled.

“Because it’s a simple choice.  You can wear the heels in the privacy of our own home when I tell you, where your shame will only be known to the two of us, or you can refuse and I’ll share the shame of your panties and you being dickless with everyone... all your friends and family and coworkers.”  I paused for effect.

He looked stunned, honestly stunned.

I continued:  “It kind of strikes me that that’s a simple choice.  Maybe it’s not for you, but between keeping your shame private versus being exposed, I would choose private every time.”

Mike snapped back to reality and ground his teeth.  I could see the wheels turning in his mind.  He saw my point and he really couldn’t disagree.  The idea of letting his buddies and his family see him in panties 
was just too horrible to contemplate.  It was better to let me further emasculate him in private than it was to be exposed.  But heels?  High heels?  He was thinking that wearing high heels would be a million times worse than just wearing panties.  This was a first true step toward feminization.

I could literally see all of this in his eyes.

Mike wiped the sweat from his brow.  He was asking himself if he could really put on high heels in front of me and prance around like a little sissy.  There was a lot of doubt on his face.  Finally, however, came acceptance.  Apparently, he could do it.  He nodded his head and, a second later, he agreed.  His voice cracked.

I smiled.  I couldn’t believe how much easier this was than I had expected.  I had no idea that his fear of exposure was so strong, and I had to laugh at the irony that his fear of being emasculated was now allowing me to emasculate him at an ever greater pace.  How silly men’s egos are!  In any event, I wasn’t finished yet.

“I’m glad you’re being so smart about this,” I said.  “Now for the bad news.”

“What bad news?” asked Mike nervously.

“You need to try them on here.”

All the color fled his face and his jaw dropped.  “What?!”

“I can’t buy them and hope they fit you, can I?  No, I need to see if they fit before we buy them.”  Of course, that wasn’t true.  I could always return them if they didn’t fit and just keep buying more until I found a pair that fit, but Mike apparently had never paid any attention to how women shopped.  He would probably be mystified to know that half the dresses in my closet are too small and are waiting until I finally lose those extra ten pounds!

“But— but— there are like fifty people in this store!” he whined
.

“I know.  But if we do it right over there,” I said and I point to an isolated corner, “then you can try them on and no one will see.”

Mike looked at the corner.  It really was isolated and there were no customers there.  Moreover, there was a display right before the corner which would block the view of anything below his knees.  It should be quite safe.  That didn’t make this any less scary though and I could see the terror in his eyes.  It was tremendous and I really hoped I hadn’t asked too much.  Having to back down now would not be good.

“I’m not going to change my mind,” I said, trying to make the decision for him, “so you better come to grips with it.”  Then I added a conciliatory statement to calm him:  “As long as we are fast, no one will ever know.”

As I watched his eyes, I realized that Mike was clearly too terrified to think rationally at this point.  His mind had switched to autopilot and he was just circling the tower, so to speak.  Once again, I found it amazing that men reacted this way to the tiniest fear of appearing feminine.  But that’s who they are, I guess, so I took charge and I calmly took his hand and I gently walked him over to the section that contained shoes in his size.  He offered me no resistance.

“Pick out a pair of heels,” I told him.

“Why?  For what?” he asked.  He seemed to snap out of his trance, though he surprisingly seemed more passive than before.

“You’re going to pick out your own shoes.”

“Me?  Why?”

“Yes, you.  I think there’s something wonderfully ironic about you picking out the high-heeled shoes I’m going to make you wear,” I said.  I really did think this was a great idea.  This way, when Mike inevitably complained about being made to wear high heels, I 
could laughingly remind him that he picked them out.  I thought that would add a very nice humiliating touch.  I don’t know if he realized this or if something else about this bothered him, but he definitely resisted the idea.

“I’d rather not.  Why don’t you just pick them?” he said.

“No, you’re going to pick them,” I insisted.

Mike folded his arms and looked at the various shoes.  He finally shook his head.  “I have no idea,” he said.

I put my hands on my hips.  “You’re going to regret this, Michelle
, if you don’t pick some out like I’ve told you.”

“Why?”

“Let me put it this way:  if you don’t pick them out, like I told you, and if you don’t put some thought into it, I’ll call the salesgirl over and ask her to pick some out for you,” I said.  That was an excellent threat too.

Mike’s face went white as a sheet and he began to scour the collection.  A moment later, he grabbed a shoe and showed it to me.  I had to snicker.  I told him to get some heels and these were hardly heels.  These were low-heeled wedge sandals with about a two-inch heel.  I rarely wore anything that low.  They were cute, though.  They were tan with a series of thin leather straps and a lighter-colored wedge heel.  I would absolutely wear them, but they weren’t what I needed to punish Mike.  For that, I needed something higher.  Still, these could be useful, I thought, so I set them aside.

“Pick something with a higher heel,” I told Mike.

“How high?”

“Higher.”

Mike winced.  He looked over the collection until he found some he apparently liked.  Boy did he make a bad choice!  Mike had picked out a pair of black pumps 
with a five-inch heel, a one-inch hidden platform, and a peep toe.  The heels were tall and narrow.  The peep toe and the narrow front would squeeze his toes together.  Standing in these things was going to be murder.

I decided to be kind.

“Pick another pair too, something with a lower heel,” I said.

Mike rolled his eyes.

“Careful, Michelle
,” I growled.  “Or we’ll just take these and you can see how easy it is to wear super high, thin heels all the time.  Now do you want a different pair or not?”

Mike bit his lip.  The idea of “wanting” a pair of high heels was anathema to him, but he was smart enough to see the need for them.  Interestingly, as he was coming to realize that, I was also seeing a greater use for the shoes Mike had picked out.  Wearing these would be difficult and painful.  I could use them as a punishment device.  I smirked to myself when I realized that and I set them aside with the first shoes.

“How about these?” asked Mike.

He handed me a tan high-heeled sandal with a four-inch heel sitting atop a one-inch platform.  These were super cute too and they would be much more comfortable than the five-inch pumps... though they were still rather tall for a beginner.  Good enough though!

“Nice choice,” I said.  “Now let’s try these on... all three pair.”

Mike visibly shuddered.  This was the hard part for him and he looked like he wanted to bolt out the store, but he couldn’t.  So we picked up all three pair of shoes and we made our way to the semi-privacy of the one corner I had spotted.  Once there, I had Mike sit down on a bench that was located there and remove his shoes and socks
.

“Your nails need help.  When we get home, I’m painting them!” I said.

Mike rolled his eyes.

“That’s twice now, Michelle
!  One more bit of disrespect and I’ll call the salesgirl over here.”

“I’m sorry,” he said quite genuinely.

I bent over and set the wedge sandals on the floor before Mike.  “Slide your feet into those,” I said.  I figured we would start with those as they would be the easiest for him to walk in and I didn’t want him stumbling around and attracting attention.

Mike didn’t move.

“Do it, Michelle
.  I won’t give you another chance.”

Slowly, Mike raised his foot into the air above the shoes.  I could see his leg shaking.  He was trembling.  I loved it!  A moment later, he lowered his foot into the shoe and I strapped it into place.  He then repeated the same motion with the other foot.  My husband was now wearing high heels!

“Now stand up and walk back and forth,” I said.

Mike was sweating and his hands were trembling.  He nodded his head, took a deep breath and carefully rose to his feet.  He’d never worn heels before and it took him some time to get the hang of the balancing.  He took two steps forward.  Wow did he look awkward.  I decided to give him some quick instruction so he didn’t fall over and break something.

“Take shorter steps.  Keep your feet together.  Keep your knees together.  Land your heel first.  Then bring your toes down.  Bring each foot down directly in front of the other.  Now try it.”

He started.

“Shorter steps.  Keep your feet together.”

He took more steps.

“Heel first.  Bring each foot down directly in 
front of the other.  Shorter steps.  Keep going.”

Mike struggled back and forth twice more.

“Look, watch my example,” I said.  I held my head up high and walked back and forth.  “Head high, chest in.  Small steps, heel first.  Feet together, knees together.  And pivot.  Now you try.”

This time, Mike did better.

“Good, try again.”

He did even better this time.  And the next.  After a dozen or so more tries, I was reasonably comfortable that we could move up to the tan sandals without Mike falling down, so I took some photos of him wearing the shoes and I made him change.

He changed.

Yikes!  If Mike was awkward with the wedges, he was ten times as awkward with the tan sandals.  Once again, however, he slowly improved with my instruction.  Little by little my little bitch was learning to walk in heels!

As for the shoes, they fit like a dream.  The mega-spike heels fit perfectly too, though he could barely stand in them.  I didn’t even have him try to walk in those, not in the store.  I had him put the tan heels back on one more time to make sure they fit.  They did.

“That’s all I needed to see.  See how easy that was, dear?” I asked.

“Yeah, great,” said Mike and he rolled his eyes again.

I pursed my lips.  “I am sick of your attitude, Michelle
,” I exclaimed.

“How am I supposed to react?  You’re making me wear high heels?!” he growled at me.  I couldn’t let this pass without punishment.

“It’s time to teach you a lesson about what misbehavior can cost,” I said.

Mike instantly looked sick.  He realized too late 
that he had made a mistake.

“Excuse me, Miss,” I called to the clerk.

She acknowledged my call and set down what she was working on.  She started around the counter to come to where we were.

“Please don’t,” begged Mike.

“Too late.”

“Please!  I did what you wanted!”

“Until you decided to get an attitude.  You were warned twice
!”

“It was just one mistake!”

“Let this be a lesson for you, Michelle.  And let me advise you now to take your punishment like a big girl because the more calm you are, the easier this will be.  If you freak out, this could get very ugly for you.”

Mike swallowed hard.

A second later, the young woman came over to where we were.  “Can I help you?” she asked.

“Yes.  My husband was wondering if these come in any other colors.” I asked and I pointed at Mike’s feet.

The young woman looked over the display that blocked the view of his feet and she started to giggle.  She quickly covered her mouth to suppress that giggle.  “I’m sorry, they only come in cognac.”

I smiled.  “Thank you.  That’s all we needed.”

The young woman smiled at me and looked at Mike.  She blushed.  She turned and returned to her post, looking over her shoulder twice on the way.  She was giggling.  She was obviously going to tell her co-workers about this.

I turned back to Mike.  “Now take off the shoes, Michelle
.”

Mike was shaking.  He clearly wanted to give me a piece of his mind, but he knew better.  Apparently, all my efforts were working as he had begun to fear my 
authority.  I decided to rub it in.

“Is there something you want to say?” I asked coldly.

“No,” said Mike sheepishly.

“Good, because if I need to punish you again, then you’ll be walking out of here in those shoes in front of everyone.”

All the color left Mike’s face and he shrank away from me.  He was beaten.

“Now change your shoes,” I commanded.  I felt powerful.

Mike stripped off the shoes as quickly as he could.  He looked amazingly relieved as he slipped his feet out of the heels.  I then packed up all three pairs of shoes and had Mike carry them to the front counter.  There, the young woman rang them up and placed them in a bag.

“I hope you enjoy wearing them, sir
,” said the young woman with a giggle aimed at Mike ego.

Mike blushed in return.

“Thank the young lady,” I told Mike.

“Thank you,” he said softly.  His voice cracked.

The young woman handed the bag to Mike.  There was a huge smirk on her face.  I doubted Mike would ever forget that look.

A moment later, we were making our way back to the car.

“I want you to remember this moment, Michelle.  I’m planning to have a lot of fun with you and if you do exactly what I say then everything will be all right and no one need ever know.  But if you misbehave, then things can and will go very wrong.”

Mike swallowed hard.

I continued.  “If you had just done as I asked, then this could all have stayed private.  But you had to be a jerk and hopefully you saw that my response was 
quick and appropriate.  And so you know, if you had kept misbehaving, I would have exposed you to everyone in the store.  Just imagine yourself walking across the room as everyone got a good hard look at you.”

“Why are you doing this?” demanded Mike suddenly.

I laughed.  “Me?  You brought all of this on yourself.”

“What more do you want?”

“We’re just getting started,” I said.  “As for what I want, I want you to do exactly as you’re told from now on.  Do you understand?”

He nodded his head.

“Answer me, Michelle
,” I told him.  And then, before he answered, I added, “And address me as ‘Ma’am’ when you do.”  I could see him shudder and that made me laugh.  This one wasn’t sitting well.  But I knew he would comply.  He had surrendered on too much already to fight over this.

“Yes, Ma’am, I understand,” he said.  His voice was dripping with reluctance.

I smiled.  How sweet it felt to watch his surrender bit by bit.


Chapter Five: “Heel Boy!”

Buying the high heels changed everything.  I wasn’t really sure why, but something about making Mike wear high heels in public scared him silly and he became extremely docile for the next couple weeks.  I suspect that after his experience in the store, he now realized that there was a genuine risk of exposure, and that it would be much more terrifying to be exposed than he expected.  I could be wrong, but it seemed to me that’s what had Mike so nervous.

With Mike so docile and scared, I decided to take advantage of that.  So the moment we got home that night, I ordered Mike to slip into the heels whenever he was home.  This seemed to have a lot of positive effects.  For one thing, it absolutely reinforced the idea that I was in charge.  How?  Well, in the heels, Mike lost his physical edge over me.  In flats, he was both faster and stronger that me.  But in the heels, his strength vanished along with his balance and I had the advantage.  Indeed, Mike learned that very quickly.

It was two days later.  We were in the living room.  Mike stood by the arm of the couch.  He was starting to rebel against being made to wear the heels and everything else in general, though the heels were his biggest grievance.  Then is all slipped out.

“I really don’t want to wear these,” he whined.

I shrugged my shoulders.

He continued:  “They’re uncomfortable.  They’re painful when I wear them too long.  They’re hard to walk in.  I hate them!”

“Yes, I know, Michelle
, but you will wear them.”

“Why?!”

“Because I said so.  And because there is real irony in you having to wear heels.  Back when you were a man, with a dick, you loved to order me to wear heels 
all the time.  Do you remember that?  You made no exceptions for anything,” I said.

Mike licked his lips nervously.  “I didn’t make you wear heels, not always.  Sometimes... maybe.”

“All the time
,” I said.  “And I asked you a question.  Address me properly.”

Mike folded his arms.  His silence was a refusal.  He was challenging me, and I could not let his insolence go unpunished.  So without even thinking about it, I walked over to Mike and shoved him backwards.  In the past, I might have moved him a couple inches before he caught his balance and pushed me back.  Not this time, however.  This time, with him in the unsteady heels, when I shoved him backwards, he kept going.  In fact, he began falling toward the ground.  The only thing that stopped him from hitting was the arm of the couch, over which he fell, though he fell funny.  As he fell, he tried to turn to right himself but he ended up face down in the couch instead with his heels up in the air over his head.

I laughed really hard, but I also saw my chance.  Something inside me screamed that I needed to teach him who is boss.

“How dare you disobey me!” I growled... or maybe screamed.  It’s hard to say.  In any event, that’s what I said.  As I said it, I lunged forward before he could turn over and I grabbed his leg and pulled it backward.  This was something I saw in one of my yoga classes.  By pulling his leg backwards, I was twisting him on his side so that he couldn’t move and I placed my knee right behind his shoulder blades.  Then, in one motion, I pulled the high-heeled shoe off his other foot and I unleashed my anger on his increasingly soft and feminine behind; the hormones were making his rear fatter and curvier... and apparently more sensitive.

SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  
SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!

I hammered his ass with that shoe like a jack hammer.  And while I couldn’t see his ass through his pants, I could tell that it was red hot and throbbing.  He wouldn’t sit for several hours.

He was whining something in the couch pillow about stopping and hurting.

I ignored him.

SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!  SLAP!

I heard him begging me to stop.

“You think you’re a man, Michelle
?” I asked angrily.

He said something in response, but it was muffled by the couch.  I did see a tear in his eye, but that didn’t change my mind.  To the contrary, it only made me more determined to show my authority.

“Would a man let his wife call him a woman’s name?!  Would a man wear high heels and panties?!  Would a man be helpless to stop his wife from paddling him with his own high-heeled shoe?!  And wouldn’t a man have a dick?!”

“No, Ma’am,” he yelled into the couch.

“You’re no man, Michelle
!  Accept it, little girl!”

With that, I rose to my feet.  I took a deep breath and I let go of his leg.  He fell off the couch to the floor in an upside-down pile.  I dropped his high-heeled shoe on top of him.

“Don’t ever disobey me again, little girl,” I said harshly.

And I walked away.

When I reached the bedroom, I locked the door and I masturbated like you wouldn’t believe.  Oh my God that had turned me on.  I’d never dominated 
anyone like that before and I just put Mike in his place!  The fact I could physically control him in the heels was an intense turn on, and something I planned to exploit.  And paddling him, well, let’s just say that we were doing that again.  That was exciting!

Anyways, back to the heels.  Like I said, with him in the heels, I was able to push him off balance whenever I wanted and I soon found that the threat alone was enough to impose my will.  He was also painfully slow in the heels, which again made him feel weak and pathetic as he needed to scamper after me wherever I went.

There also seemed to be a psychological aspect as well.  For a novice, wearing high heels makes the wearer unstable and that makes them unsure and weak.  It makes them vulnerable to all the faster, more sure-footed people around them.  And for males in particular, high heels are a sign of feminine sexuality.  Not only do they keep the foot curved in a suggestive manner, but they thrust the hips forward and enlarge the butt.  And of course, they give off sounds and images that are strongly linked with feminine sex appeal.

Hence, as a man, wearing high heels is truly emasculating because it puts the male in a recognizably feminine sexual, submissive position.  Essentially, he is offering himself up as a submissive woman to be taken by any taker as he cannot escape.  That is the opposite of everything young boys are taught about being masculine, and that is what Mike was experiencing constantly at home.  And the effect was that he was becoming weaker and more insecure.

I recognized this and I decided to make it worse.  How?  By finding ways to restrict him even more physically.

“Come here, Michelle
,” I said from the kitchen 
door.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Mike.  He was much more submissive the day after his spanking.

Mike came to me and I led him to the bedroom where I pointed to the spot where I wanted him to stand.  He stood there as ordered.  What a little bitch, right?!  Anyways, I went to the closet and I pulled out a skirt.  I brought it to him.

“Take this,” I said.

“What’s that?”

“It’s a skirt.  You’re going to wear it.”

His jaw trembled.  I wasn’t sure if he was angry, scared or a combination of both.  It was most likely a combination; he seemed to tremble whenever he didn’t like something but was helpless to stop it.

“Strip off your pants,” I told him.

Mike gritted his teeth, but he reluctantly complied.  As he did, I grabbed a pair of pantyhose from my drawer.  I then returned to him and took his pants from him.  After that, I showed him how to put on the pantyhose without making them run; when he pulled those up, I had to laugh at the sight of his tiny dick smushed by the hose.  Once the hose were in place I took the skirt and I unbuttoned it.  This skirt had six large buttons in the rear.

“Can we please reconsider this?” asked Mike.

“Can you show me a dick?  A real, hard dick?” I asked.

Mike hung his head.

“No?  Well, sorry baby, but no dick, no man.  No man, no pants.  Now put on your skirt, girl
friend, and just hope I don’t make you go outside!”

I wouldn’t actually do that – after all, he wasn’t passable yet and I didn’t want to be embarrassed myself as the wife of “Sissy Mike” – but I liked making the threat because it reminded him that he had already 
decided he could put up with most anything in private to avoid public exposure.  Sure enough, it worked.  Michelle
 (ha ha) slipped into her
 skirt... and I creamed my panties.  Yeah, I admit it.  Seeing my ever-more submissive husband slipping into a skirt just hit me in the right spot and I came.  And it was glorious.

Anyways, Mike stepped into the skirt and pulled it up his legs.  As he pulled the skirt into place, he discovered my next trick.  The skirt I gave him wasn’t just any skirt, it was a below-the-knee pencil skirt made of a rather unforgiving material.  He struggled to inch it into place.  It took several minutes.  Then I buttoned the back.  When it was all closed, he could barely move.  He definitely couldn’t bend over.  There was no way he could run either.  Heck, he couldn’t even take steps that were longer than maybe ten inches.  Even sitting and standing were a problem.

“This is too tight!” he complained.

“You’ll get used to it.”

He tried to move and he realized immediately what this skirt meant.  I could see that on his face.  This meant that he was even more physically inferior to me now.  I was faster than him like a sports car is to a tricycle.  I could knock him down now too and he couldn’t get up without help either.  Basically, I was now physically stronger as a practical matter.

I wasn’t finished either.  I would add a corset in a few days.  He HATED that!

“I can’t breathe!” he whined.

“Awww,” I countered sarcastically.

“Why do I need to wear this?”

“As with all things, you will wear this because that’s what I want.  Besides, I like how it gives you a sexy feminine shape.  It makes you soo pwetty,” I said teasingly and I pinched his cheek.

He blushed deeply but knew he couldn’t stop me
.

And like that, I had Mike tottering around the house like a China doll in impossibly high heels, a bondage-tight pencil skirt and an even tighter corset.  It was amazing and it thrilled me to watch him so helpless and so emasculated.  But I wanted more, and that’s where things would get tricky... and unexpected.


Chapter Six: “Flirting With The Boss”

As I said, things were getting tricky now.  I had Mike dressing completely in women’s clothes at home, and he had become rather submissive.  Hm.  Well, maybe “submissive” isn’t the right word.  Mike wasn’t really submissive yet, per se
.  He was more submissive by necessity.  Let me put it this way: he was training himself to obey me, out of fear at the moment, and that obedience was becoming a bit of a reflex.  I wanted more though.  I didn’t want a scared sissy; I wanted a genuinely submissive sissy.  I wanted someone who would follow my orders because it was natural for them to do so because they wanted to obey me, not because they had no choice.  Unfortunately, I was kind of stumped on how to achieve that.  Indeed, I had frustratingly hit a wall.

Up to this point, I had pushed Mike pretty far.  He was wearing all feminine clothes around the house.  He was following my orders.  There was almost nothing I could not make him do... at home
.

But once we left the house, it was a different story entirely.  Sure, I got him to wear panties and stockings and the such, but all of that was hidden beneath his normal clothes.  I wanted more.  I wanted to see him marching through a store in a dress and high heels as everyone pointed and laughed.  I wanted him stuck that way permanently too, to be my little bitch forever.  But how?

The problem was that I couldn’t get any of that, not with the threat I was using to control him.  See, I was using exposure as my threat and that only lets you demand things up to the point of exposure.  After all, why would Mike agree to expose himself under threat of being exposed?  That makes no sense.  Hence, I was 
limited only to things that never went public and, therefore, I couldn’t get the things I wanted, each of which rested well beyond the point of exposure.  This was frustrating and I didn’t know how to move beyond it.

What’s more, I knew that my time was limited.  There would be a point where Mike would simply decide to accept that exposure was the price he needed to pay for his freedom, he would come to terms with that, and then he would rebel or walk away.  That would end my fun.  So I needed to move beyond this wall quickly or I would lose what I had created.

Unfortunately, I didn’t know what to do.

Then, one day, it hit me.  I knew exactly how to take the next step.  I knew how to get the bigger threat I needed to move beyond exposure.  I knew how to guarantee that he had no choice but to follow all my orders no matter how humiliating.  And I knew how to further his dependence.

It was time to get a job... a very particular job.

—o—

For the next few weeks, I let things settle in.  I wanted Mike to become more comfortable in his role as my feminized slave at home and “man with feminized secret” at work.  The best way to do that, I felt was not to make any new changes for a while and to give him back tiny bits of his freedom so that he would have the impression that the worst had passed.  In the meantime, I reached out to Mike’s boss Wayne about a promotion Mike had been after for years at this point.  The promotion was to office manager and Mike and the other salesmen apparently coveted this job.  The problem was that the holder of the job refused to retire... until now.  Soon everyone began jockeying for 
the position.  It was time to strike before a decision was made.

“Ouch!” exclaimed Mike.  I had just pulled his corset tighter than ever.

“Stop whining, you big sissy.  Girls do this all the time,” I replied.

“I’ve never seen you
 in a corset.”

“That’s because you never bothered to see what I wore,” I said and I pulled the laces tightly and tied them off.  “Corsets have made a huge revival.  You would be shocked how many women wear them now... and how many men.”

“Somehow, I doubt that.”

“Doubt all you want, but it’s true,” I said and I double-checked the corset’s latches and the laces.

Mike was secure.  Then I attached the corset’s garters to his tan stockings.  These wouldn’t be visible below the dress, but they would be close to being visible and they might make an appearance if Mike wasn’t careful.  So they definitely added a desirable element of danger.  Next, I checked his “breasts,” which were just fat pushed up by the corset.  I massaged them into place to try to maximize the amount of cleavage.

“There!  Very sexy,” I said.

Mike blushed.

“Now put this on,” I said and I handed him the little black dress he would be wearing.  It was gorgeous.  The material was silky but shimmered and the cut fit him perfect because of the corset.  I was actually wearing something similar, except my dress was a little more low cut because I wanted to show off my cleavage.  I wore thong panties too, something I rarely wore before.  I loved how they made me feel like my pussy was hanging out in the wind.  It was an exciting feeling.

Mike slipped the dress down over his head.  Then we added black sandals with a five-inch heel, a 
blonde wig, and dangly silver earrings and a necklace.  He looked stunning.  A little makeup later and there was no way anyone could tell he wasn’t a woman.  I was amazed.  Of course, the hormones had a lot to do with this.  They had given him small breasts, probably in the A-cup range, which the dress enhanced into the B-cup range at least.  His hips had become wider, his rear curvier, and his entire body softer.  There were no hard corners left on him.  It made me truly happy to see this.  After all, Mike was my work of art.  He-as-she
 was my creation and I was thrilled to see how he was turning out.

Anyways, as Mike dressed, I slipped into some black open-toed slingbacks with a one-inch platform heel and a five-inch heel overall.  I didn’t often wear these, but these shoes made my legs look fabulous!  I couldn’t help but admire myself in the mirror much longer than I probably should have... but seriously, I hadn’t looked this good since college and I was proud of how I had changed since all of this began.  The little mousey girl was gone and in her place was this confident woman.  I liked that!

I finished ogling myself and I turned just in time to catch Mike looking leeringly at my outfit.  He was drinking me in with his eyes.  In the past, that would have made him hard as a rock, but of course, that couldn’t happen now.  Indeed, I checked and he was flat as a sheet of paper.  When he caught me looking at his crotch, by the way, he blushed, which made me laugh, which made him slump his shoulders.  His inability to get hard was clearly still bothering him deeply.

“Now what?” he asked in an embarrassed tone.

“Now we go to the kitchen,” I said.

Mike followed me to the kitchen, where I slipped a white apron around his waist.  I pulled out the recipe book and a series of ingredients.  I told Mike to get 
cooking, which he did.  In the meantime, I set the dining room table for two.  This was going to be a beautiful candlelight dinner.  Too bad Mike wouldn’t be joining me.  Of course, he knew nothing about that yet.

About an hour later, dinner was almost ready.  I looked at my watch.  My guest would be arriving any minute, so I hovered near the kitchen to make sure to control Mike when the doorbell rang.  I didn’t want him racing off to hide or anything.  So I waited and I watched and I stayed prepared.

I didn’t have long to wait:  the doorbell rang!

Ding dong!

Mike froze.  “Who’s that?” he asked.

I rolled my eyes and shook my head.  “How am I supposed to know?  I’m in the kitchen just like you are.”

Mike stared at me.  There was a look of horror on his face.  Clearly, he was worried that I was going to make him answer it.  I assuaged his fears by standing up and smoothing my skirt.

“I’m going to get the door.  You stay right here,” I said.  “I’ll be back.”

Mike shot me a look like, “There is no way in HELL I’m moving from this spot!”

I smiled.  That was exactly what I wanted.  By staying here, Mike was trapping himself in the kitchen.  There was nowhere to hide in the kitchen and no clothes he could change into.  Nor could he lock the door.  Had he fled to the bedroom, this could have been harder, but in the kitchen this would be easy.

“Don’t leave the kitchen,” I warned him.

“I won’t!”

With Mike nicely trapped in the kitchen, I went to the door.  My high heels felt slippery on the wooden floor of the hallway, but they were so sexy.  When I reached the door, I gave my hair and makeup one last look in the hallway mirror and then I opened the door.  
On the step, stood Wayne.  Wayne was Mike’s boss.  This was the first time Wayne had ever been to our house, though I had met him at the office on several occasions.

“Hi Wayne,” I said and I kissed the burly man on the cheek.

He raised an eyebrow as I’d never done that before.  He didn’t seem to mind though.  He then looked me up and down, checking out my thigh-tickling minidress and my five-inch open-toed spikes.  He didn’t seem to mind those either.

“You look great,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said coyly.

He looked down at the ground, shuffled his feet and blushed.  This surprised me and I wondered what was coming next.  “Look, I uh, got your invite.  I want to thank you for that,” he said and he paused.  “But there’s something you should know.”

I was really curious now.  “Really?  What is that?”

He licked his lips nervously.  “Look, I assume Mike asked you to invite me here because he wants that promotion and he’s hoping that you... well, that I... well, that you can convince me to give it to him.  But I can’t give him the promotion.”  He sounded rather embarrassed.

Ah ha!  Now I knew what the problem was.  I should have guessed.  I needed to dispel this idea quickly, so I shook my head.  “Wayne... Mike didn’t ask me to invite you here.  In fact, Mike has no knowledge of this at all.  And I’m definitely
 not going to ask you to give the promotion to Mike.”

Wayne raised an eyebrow.  “You’re not?”

“Do you think he deserves it?” I asked sourly.

Wayne shook his head.

“Exactly,” I said
.

“So why did you invite me here?” he asked.

“Why don’t you come inside and we’ll discuss it?”

He hesitated.  Then he looked me up and down one more time and he smiled.  “All right!”

I took Wayne to the dining room and I asked him to take a seat.  He looked great in his suit and tie; he had clearly come from the office, somewhere Mike probably should have been if he wanted to get ahead in life.  I will admit, by the way, that Wayne was really hot.  He was exciting.  My pussy was tingling, but I had a plan to carry out, and that plan started in the kitchen, so that’s where I went after seating Wayne.

“Honey, I want you to come pour the drinks,” I said and I pulled a bottle of wine from the rack.

“Who was at the door?” he asked.

“Your boss.”

“My boss?!” blurted out Mike.  “What did he want?”

“Come to the dining room and ask him yourself,” I said and I giggled.

Mike raised an eyebrow.  Then he smirked.  It was clear that he thought I was joking.  And he probably had good reason for that.  So far, I had not let anyone into the house with him dressed and the idea that I would risk his job, our only source of income, by letting his boss in must have struck Mike as a rather obvious joke.  So he picked up the two glasses and the wine bottle and he called my bluff.

This was going to be interesting.

I went first.  Then Mike followed.  As Mike entered the dining room, I stood by the door waiting for him to emerge.  A moment later, he came through the door.  He froze instantly.  He probably would have panicked and fled the room next, except that I grabbed his elbow immediately and held him firmly in place.  I then started talking to keep his mind focused
.

“Oh Wayne, I should have mentioned that my friend Michelle is going to serve us tonight.  She’s finishing up at a personal services school and she asked if she could practice on us tonight.  You don’t mind do you?” I asked.

Wayne looked Mike up and down.  For the briefest of moments, he seemed to recognize something familiar about “Michelle,” but with me telling him in no uncertain terms that this was “Michelle,” his brain wasn’t able to complete the connection.  So rather than recognize Mike as Mike, he just smiled politely at Michelle and he agreed:  “No problem.”

Mike, meanwhile, remained paralyzed with fear.  I needed to guide him.

“Why don’t you pour the wine, Michelle?” I asked as more of a command than a suggestion.

Mike didn’t move.

“Go on, dear,” I said and I poked him in the back.

At this, Mike mechanically started moving toward his boss, though in an awkward way which kept him as far from Wayne as possible at all times.  When he got close enough though, he set down the first glass and he poured the wine.

Wayne picked this up and sipped it.  “Delicious!”

Mike poured wine for me next.  Then he kind of froze again.  I decided it would be best to get him out of there until he calmed down.  After all, I really didn’t want to expose him that night... I had other plans.  So I steered him toward the kitchen.

“I’m going to take Michelle to the kitchen and show her where the serving spoons are.  I’ll be right back, Wayne,” I said.  Then I grabbed Mike and I walked him back to the kitchen.

“That’s my boss!” whispered Mike aggressively when we reached the kitchen.

“Yes, it is.
”

“No!  You don’t understand!  That is my boss!
”

“I know.”

“Why is he here?!”

“Because I invited him,” I said smugly.

“You?!”  He looked like he wanted to scream.

“Yes,” I said calmly.  “We have business to discuss.  And let me tell you something, sissy husband of mine:  if you want your sissyhood to remain a secret, then you better run with this Michelle thing.  Got it?”

“He’s going to spot me!” protested Mike.

“Calm down, Michelle
!”

“He’s going to spot me!”

“He hasn’t so far, has he?” I asked.

Mike took several deep breaths.

I continued a moment later.  “But you are right; he will spot you if you don’t play this absolutely perfectly.”  I paused to let this sink in.  “Do you understand?”

Mike looked nervous and terrified, but he seemed to realize that he had no choice but to run with my game plan and hope it turned out right.  He took another deep breath and then he nodded his head.

“Good.  Now here’s what you’re going to do,” I said.  I then explained to him how I expected him to serve us dinner.

—o—

A few minutes later, I was back at the table with Wayne.  As we ate the appetizers, we spoke about life at the office, about the weather and about our lives generally.  Neither one of us wanted to rush into the question of business, especially as we both began to enjoy each other’s company a lot the more we spoke.  In fact, we hit it off and this was the most charming night I’d had in years.  Wayne seemed to enjoy our dinner a 
lot as well.

One person who was not enjoying the night, however, was Mike.  It was killing him to see his wife having a great time with and flirting with his boss.  I could tell because his face was so bright red the whole time that I thought it had been painted.  He also seemed to be shaking as if he were on the verge of an outburst every time Wayne and I laughed at each other’s jokes.  Sadly for him, he was impotent to do anything about it... and we laughed a lot.

Eventually, however, our discussion did turn to business.  “Michelle” just happened to be in the room too, clearing dishes, when it began.  Wayne started the ball rolling.

“So you really weren’t lying when you said Mike didn’t put you up to this?” asked Wayne as he poured us both another glass of wine.

I shook my head.

He continued.  “Mike didn’t send you?”

“Mike doesn’t send
 me anywhere,” I said firmly.

“Yeah?”  He smirked.  “I heard something about that at the office actually.  Word is that you’ve got him wrapped around your finger lately,” said Wayne.  He sipped his wine.

“My little
 finger, Wayne,” I said and I held up my pinky.  “If you get my meaning.”  Then I pretended that my pinky was deflating.  When I did this, I saw Mike tense up.  I thought he was going to drop the dishes he was carrying!

“Gone soft
, has he?”

“Sadly,” I said.

“I’m not surprised.  Don’t get me wrong, I like Mike, but he’s not the exactly the best man on the team.”

“Sounds familiar,” I responded.  “You said you wouldn’t give the promotion to Mike.  Can I ask why 
that is?”

Wayne shrugged his shoulders.  “It’s no secret.  He’s just not someone I would trust to be a manager.  He struggles with decisions.  He avoids the rest of the team.  He seems afraid of his own shadow.  He’s weak.”

When Wayne said this, I saw my sissy husband tighten all of his muscles.  He looked like a man who was just about to jam his fist in another man’s face and tell him off.  He looked strong and determined.  I couldn’t have that, so I decided to bring him down fast.

“Michelle
, your panties are showing, dear,” I said without emotion.

All that angry, powerful energy Mike was building vanished in an instant.  It was replaced with a horrified, scared look as he suddenly remembered how he was dressed and that anything that told his boss who he really was would result in his getting fired and likely humiliated in ways beyond his worst nightmare.  He became very small and slunk off to the kitchen.  I then rose from my chair and took the chair closer to Wayne.  I was now within arms reach.

“Sadly, that sounds the same way Mike acts at home,” I said.

“I’m sorry for you,” said Wayne.  “I know how annoying that is.”  He took a deep breath.  “Ya know, I like the guy, I really do.  But the way he’s acts, especially lately, I almost feel I have to fire him.”

I shook my head slowly.  “Well, it doesn’t surprise me about Mike, but listen... enough about Mike.  What I want to ask you about is the job.”

“What about the job?” asked Wayne.

“I want it,” I said simply.

There was a moment of silence, before Wayne spoke.  “You?”

“Yes.”

“You?
”

“Yes, me.”

“Do you have any experience?” asked Wayne.

“I do,” I said.  Then I handed him my résumé.  As he read it, I explained my knowledge of the business and the company and what I knew about managing an office like his.  I finished with a specific pitch related to Mike.  Since I knew how he felt, I thought I saw an excellent selling point I could offer:  “I can get Mike back in line for you too.  Hire me and you wouldn’t need to deal with him anymore.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that I haven’t had the same problems with him at home because I’ve simply taken charge and kept him in line.  I could do the same for you.  Then you wouldn’t need to feel like you need to fire him.”

Wayne leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes.  He twisted his lips.  Then he opened his eyes and he smiled at me.  He placed his hand on mine and ran his finger across my palm.  At that very moment, Mike returned from the kitchen.  He looked beside himself with anger, but he also looked terrified to say anything.  An instant later, Wayne nodded his head.

“Yeah... why not.  It’s yours!” said Wayne.

I smiled.  Then I rose from my chair, leaned over the corner of the table that stood between us and I kissed Wayne on the lips... a long, slow, lingering kiss, the kind that left a single trail of spit trailing between our lips when I pulled away.  God, he was an awesome kisser!

“Thank you,” I said.

“Mmm, you’re welcome,” said Wayne.  “And thanks for the kiss.  Are you sure Mike’s not home?”

I smirked and I looked at Mike as he stood there full of impotent rage.  “Michelle
, is Mike home?” I asked, knowing he had no choice but to answer the way I wanted, lest he decided to out himself to his own boss
.

Mike gritted his teeth.  He took a deep breath.  “No, ma’am, he’s not,” said Mike reluctantly.

I chuckled.  “I didn’t think so, Michelle
.”


Chapter Seven: “Caught Playing”

After Wayne left that evening, Mike threw a bit of a hissy fit.  I figured he might.  After all, it’s not every day that your wife flirts with your boss right in front of you and you are powerless to do anything about it, right?

“How can you flirt with him?!” demanded Mike.

I had to laugh.  He looked so cute in his little maid-like dress stamping his high-heeled shoe against the floor and yelling at me so impotently.  It was so obvious that he was so upset, but also knew he couldn’t do anything about it.

“He’s my boss!  You’re my wife!” he added.  “How could you?”

I shook my head.  Was he really asking me this?  Seriously, Mike?  You’re dressed like a woman.  You’re absolutely powerless to stop me.  I’ve been trying to dominate and humiliate you.  How could I not flirt with Wayne?  Oh well, if Mike couldn’t put that together, then I wasn’t going to help him.

“It was what it was,” I said.

“Well, it stops now!” he said.

I raised an eyebrow.  “Really?  You think you can give me an order?”

Mike saw the danger and dodged the question.  “How could you do that to me?  I’m your husband!”

In all honesty, I wasn’t sure what I was thinking at this point.  I really had invited Wayne over just to get the job.  That was part of my plan to complete Mike’s dependence:  if I could get that job, then my income would be higher than his and I could fire Mike without worrying about us going broke.  But then I found Wayne to be incredibly nice, romantic and just plain sexy.  He was strong, confident and in charge.  He was everything I once thought Mike was, but never had 
been.  Flirting with him was exciting, and not just because Mike had to watch impotently as I did it – though that did add a strange element which I found quite thrilling.  Still, I had no bigger thoughts about Wayne... until Mike started pushing me about it.  Suddenly, I began thinking about having an affair with Wayne.  It seemed that whenever Mike pushed me, I felt compelled to push back even harder.

That’s what was happening now.

“How?  Because he’s cute,” I said, intentionally trying to tweak Mike.

Mike’s face burned bright red.  He ground his teeth.  I had scored a direct hit.  “You better not kiss him again!” growled Mike.

This again made me want to laugh.  His impotence really was becoming apparent of late.  The moment he made a threat, issued and order or claimed he would refuse an order, he immediately backed down.  I always liked to take those moments to highlight to Mike just how weak he had become.

“Or what, sissy boy?” I asked sharply.  “Are you going to totter over to me on your heels, wave your painted fingernail in my face, and say, ‘Bad Mistress!  Stop kissing my boss!’  Maybe you’d like to tell that to Wayne instead?  You’d be lucky if he doesn’t bend you over his knee and spank you until you cry.  Wayne’s a real man.  You aren’t even a boy.”

Mike’s rage collapsed.  Once again, he realized how silly he looked trying to project an aggressive, macho image in a little black dress and spike-heeled sandals.  And when it hit him, his ability to put up an intimidating facade collapsed.  He now stood there motionless.

I, however, was not speechless.

“Clean up the dishes and then it’s bedtime,” I said
.

Mike looked at the clock.  “Bedtime?  What are you talking about?”

I folded my arms and tapped my foot against the floor.  “Since you’re being such a baby, I’ve decided to give you a bedtime.”

“You what?”

“You heard me.”

“And what happens if I refuse to go to bed?”

“Try it and find out,” I said ominously.

I could see Mike wither when I said that.  He went to bed when I told him.

As an aside, I have to say that it really amazed me how much I had changed since this all began.  When I first realized that I couldn’t go on the way things were, I was timid.  I never would have spoken back to Mike... ever
!  But now look at me.  Heck, I was speaking back, I was giving orders, I was even flirting with his boss right in front of him!  Would I ever
 have done that before?  Ha!  There was a greater chance of me visiting the moon.  But now I was doing that too.  And do you know what?  I was doing it all without the slightest fear or the slightest regret.

Mike had changed too.  He had become a good deal more meek and timid.  I still can’t say he was submissive, I can’t say that he saw himself as inferior to me or second class yet, but he at least realized that his days of being number one were over and he was adjusting accordingly.  In particular, he was following orders much more easily at this point, and except for tonight’s outburst, he had stopped issuing orders and had begun issuing requests instead.

—o—

Speaking of that night, there was something even more interesting that happened that night.  After I sent 
Mike to bed, I sat down in the recliner in the living room and watched some television.  I was still a little tipsy and I just wanted to rest.  After a while, I decided to go to bed.  I had slipped off my heels as I watched television and I didn’t replace them before I started toward our bedroom.  Consequently, I made no sound as I walked down the hallway.

When I reached the bedroom, the door was slightly cracked.  There was talking coming from inside.  I froze.

“Who could be in our bedroom with Mike?” I wondered.

I pushed the door open just another inch and I peeked inside.  There on the bed lay Mike.  He was alone.  He had been the one speaking.  What’s more, he was not in his pajamas sleeping as I had expected.  Instead, he lay on his back.  His knees were up in the air.  His hand was between his legs, and he was masturbating.  He was masturbating quite intently, in fact.

Ok, you’re thinking.  So I caught my husband jerking off.  Big deal, right?  Well, there’s more!  See, as I said, Mike wasn’t wearing his pajamas as I had expected.  No sir, he was not.  He was instead still wearing the black dress.  He wasn’t wearing the high-heeled sandals that went with the dress, however.  Instead, he had changed into his “punishment heels,” as I called them.  I called them that because those were the painfully high heels I made him wear whenever I made him stand in the corner as a punishment.  Why in the world would he switch into those?  I had no idea.

Then I heard the voice again.  It came from Mike himself!  He was apparently talking to himself as he jerked himself off.

“Yes, Mistress!” he said.

I raised an eyebrow.  Was he really having a 
fantasy about being dominated by a woman?

“Yes, Mistress!” he repeated.  “Please don’t make me wear those high heels!  They make me feel so feminine!”

My jaw dropped.

“Oh, yes, Mistress, I’ll wear them for you!  I’ll do anything you say.  Make me feel girly, Mistress!  Please, I’ll beg!  Please turn me into a girl!” he said and he stroked himself the fastest yet.

I seriously could not believe what I was hearing.

“Please Mistress!  Make me a girl!  I’m not a man!”

“Wow!” I thought.

He stroked himself harder yet, or more accurately, he kind of fingered himself harder.  It wasn’t easy to see exactly what he was doing, but he didn’t have an erection.  Instead, his finger seemed to be sliding around the head of his dick, which was wet with precum, sliding up and down and pinching his dick periodically.  Whatever he was doing, it seemed to be working because he was producing cum.

“Oh yes, Mistress!  Take over my life!  Make me your slave!  Dress me as a woman!  Turn me into your slave and make me serve you!  I want to feel completely powerless and helpless!” he moaned.

Then a little squirt of cum shot about an inch out of his dick and covered his fingers, his dick and his balls.  He stopped rubbing himself and lay back and relaxed.  He was breathing heavily.

I was stunned.  I genuinely had no idea what to make of this.  Was Mike secretly a cross-dresser all this time?  Had he always been submissive?  Had he always had submissive fantasies?  I’d never seen any evidence of that... none.  So what was this?  Had I won?  Was he now submissive?  What should I do about this?  Should I confront him?  Should I just ignore it?  Could I use it 
in some way?  Absolutely.

“That was a fascinating show, Michelle
,” I said as I pushed the door open.

It was dark and, yet, I swore I could see Mike blush.  He shot straight up in the bed and tried to dash for the closet, as if he could hide the fact that he was wearing the black dress and punishment heels.

I laughed.

“Too late,” I said.  “I’ve seen what you’re wearing.  I also saw what you did.  Who knew that a dickless man-girl could make herself cum?!”  I laughed really hard and in a cutting way.

I could see him shudder even in shadow.

“What’s more, I heard everything,” I added.  “Oh Mistress!  Turn me into a girl!
” I said mockingly.

His jaw dropped and he began to sputter.

“That’s right.  Now I know your darkest secret, Michelle
,” I said with a laugh.  “And don’t worry, I will
 make you nice and girly!”

I thought Mike was going to pass out.


Chapter Eight: “Meet The New Boss”

A week later, it was time to start my new job.  Somehow, Mike had entirely missed the fact that Wayne gave me the job.  Although he probably should have put together what Wayne and I were talking about just from the fact it was Wayne, especially when Wayne said, “It’s yours,” I suspect the kiss that followed got Mike so upset that his mind blanked out any thought about what Wayne could be offering me.  Hence, he was completely unprepared for what was about to happen.

Good.

“Give me your car keys,” I said as Mike slipped into a pair of silky pink panties.  He had already shaved his legs per my command and repainted his toenails a bright orange.  His garterbelt and stockings lay on the bed.

“My keys?” he asked.  There was a sense of hesitation in his voice.

“Yes,” I said.

“But if I give you my keys, how do I get to work?”

“I’m going to drive you.”

Mike furrowed his brow.  Clearly, he didn’t like the idea.  He didn’t like the idea at all.  Though he knew better than to resist.  “Yes, ma’am,” he said reluctantly and he walked over to his dresser and reached for his keys.

“Give me your license too,” I added just as his fingers touched his keys.

He froze.  His muscles tensed.  I saw him take a deep breath.  For a moment, I thought he might resist, but then he grabbed his wallet and he pulled his license from it.  He walked across the room and handed me both.  He looked sad and defeated.

I took his keys and license and went to the 
kitchen.  I put them in my purse.  Then I returned to the bedroom to finish getting dressed.

As Mike slipped into his slacks and his dress shirt, I pulled on a tight black skirt, a white shirt with a man’s collar, and a black suit jacket which matched the skirt.  I stepped into a pair of pointy-toed pumps with a five-inch heel.  Then I checked my hair and makeup in the mirror, I added earrings, and I added a silver watch and some dangly bracelets.  I was smoking hot, yet professional.  I was ready for my new job.  So we climbed into the car and tool off.

The drive to the office was hilarious!

Mike is a nervous passenger and hates being driven, but he had no choice.  So he sat in the passenger seat in nervous silence as I drove him to work.  It was clearly bothering him that I was driving, but it seemed to be bothering him even more that I had taken his keys and his license.  Those had the ring of permanence to him.

After a while, I decided to tweak him.

“Doesn’t it feel all girly to sit there so nicely as someone else drives you around?” I asked with a laugh.

Mike blushed, but didn’t respond.

I patted his knee.  “You’ll get used to it, dear.  It’s all part of being a girl.”

He visibly cringed.

I was laughing so hard on the inside.  These were the moments that reminded me of why I had chosen this course.  This was the perfect revenge for the way Mike had made me feel all that time.

Eventually, we reached the office.  When we did, I let Mike out in front of the building and then I went to park the car without telling him I was doing so.  I wanted to surprise him, and surprise him I did.  You should have seen the look on his face when Wayne introduced me
.

Wayne had called all the employees to the water cooler in the office.

“All right, gather round, gather round.  I have an announcement that affects you all,” said Wayne to the employees.  He had ordered everyone to gather around, but he had asked me to stay behind in the office until he called me.

“What’s up, Wayne?” asked one of the salesmen.

“As you know, I’ve been looking for an office manager for some time.  I’ve interviewed some of you here and several people from outside the company.  Well, I’ve come to a decision and I’ve hired a person I believe will be excellent for the company.  She’s super qualified and has a great plan for the office already that should help make you all more productive... and that means more bonuses.  So I’ve asked you all here today so I can introduce our new office manager to you.”  He paused.  Then he called to me:  “Why don’t you come on out here?”

When I stepped through the door, there was a strong round of applause.  No one seemed the least bit bothered by my selection, with only one exception:  Mike.  Mike stood in the middle of the room with his jaw dropped to the floor and a look of sheer terror spread all over his face.  I could almost read his mind from here:  “How did that happen?!  Now you’re my boss at work too?!  How much worse can this get?!”  Well, Mike, you had no idea.

I stepped up to the water cooler and gave a nice little speech about making sure the office ran efficiently and that everyone had the tools they needed.  I spoke about sales being a two way street and told them that my door would always be open.  And in truth, I planned to be the best manager I could for these people.  I wanted them all to succeed and us to become one big happy family.  I had a different plan for Mike, that was 
true, but I really did mean the best for Wayne’s company.  I viewed this as a genuine job.

My speech drew strong applause.

“That was a great speech,” said Wayne as everyone broke up and returned to their desks and stations.

“Thank you, Wayne,” I said.

“It looks like I made the right hire!”

“I’m looking forward to proving you right, Wayne.”

And that was the beginning.

—o—

I’m going to skip ahead here in time.

First, over the course of the next few weeks, things changed quite a bit around the office.  For one thing, I discovered that the old manager wasn’t keeping very good schedules.  He had played a lot of it by ear, which created constant confusion.  Once I instituted better scheduling, the confusion went away, we stopped making double calls to the same people, we stopped missing appointments, and moral went way up.  Our sales went up 12% that first month, grew another 15% the second month, and grew another 20% the month after that.  Wayne was delighted.  Everyone in the office was happy too because this meant increased bonuses.

Mike was the only employee not to show any improvement.  Indeed, as I was discovering, Mike was as much of a dud at work as he had been in the home and in bed.  He just talked big.  I definitely saw why Wayne wanted to fire him.

I called Mike into my office.

“You need to show immediate improvement, girly!” I growled.

Mike looked around nervously.  He hated the 
way I addressed him in feminine ways around the office; I was constantly taking shots at his manhood, even in the presence of other employees.

“Please don’t call me that so loudly!” he whined.

“Then do your job right and I won’t have to.”

“I am doing my job right.”

I laughed cynically.  “Ha!  If you were doing your job right, your sales would be double what they are.”

“But I’m trying!”

“Trying doesn’t count,” I said.

“But it’s hard!” he whined.

I shook my head and laughed condescendingly.  “You should be a secretary with the amount you whine, girly!”  As I said this, I suddenly had a vision.  My plan up to this point had been to become firmly ensconced in this job so we had a sure income and then fire Mike so he would become financially dependent on me.  He could stay home as my maid.  But now I saw a better way... a much better way.  What if rather than firing Mike I feminized him further by turning him into a secretary and making him dress like a woman at work too?!

The idea thrilled me.  Could you imagine Mike roaming the office in a dress and high heels right before all of his coworkers?  Honestly, the thought of that alone was enough to send shivers down my spine to my pussy.

Interestingly, I realized that doing this might help my growing relationship with Wayne as well.  It was clear to me by this point that Wayne was interested in me... very interested.  And honestly, I was interested in him too.  And the more we worked together, the closer we became and the more we flirted.  We were flirting quite heavily these days.  But Mike remained an obstacle.

“I’d love to ask you out,” said Wayne.  He sat on 
the edge of my desk and looked down at me.  His eyes were afire with passion.  I leaned back and unbuttoned the top button on my blouse.  Then I pushed my chest forward.

“Why don’t you?” I asked.

Wayne bit his lip.  I could hear him breathing heavily.  I knew he had a strong erection.  He opened his mouth to speak, but paused.  He took a deep breath.  “I can’t,” he said finally.  “Forget I brought it up.”  He started to rise.

I grabbed his hand and held him in place.  “Wait.”

He shook his head.  “I want to... I really do.  But Mike—”

“Mike doesn’t control me anymore.  He has no say in what I do.”

“I know.  It’s... it’s just odd having another man there, even if he is such a wimp like Mike.”

We held hands in silence for several seconds.  We’d done this several times before, each time with an unhappy ending.  This time, however, I had the solution, thanks to my vision.  This was risky, but it was worth suggesting.

“Wayne, what if I had a solution to this problem?” I asked.

“What kind of solution?”

I smiled.  “Hear me out.  This may sound a little strange, but it will all make sense in the end.”

Wayne raised an eyebrow.  I could tell he was intrigued.  “Go on.”

“You and I both know that Mike isn’t cut out to be a salesman, right?”

“Boy is that the truth!”

“And you’ve been wanting to fire him and I certainly can’t argue with that.  But what if we moved him instead?” I asked
.

“Moved him where?” asked Wayne cautiously.

“What I’m thinking is that while Mike is a horrible salesman, he would actually make a pretty good secretary.  He has all the skills.  And I’m looking for a secretary here in the office, as you know,” I said.

A perplexed look came over Wayne’s face.  “That only makes the problem worse.  He would be in the office all the time.”

“Yes, he would.  But not as a man
,” I said.

Wayne raised an eyebrow.  “What do you mean?”

“What if I make him comply with the dress code for secretaries?”

Wayne’s jaw dropped.  “Are you serious?”

“Absolutely.”

“You want to bring him to the office and make him dress like a woman?” asked Wayne incredulously.

“Yes,” I said.

Wayne burst out laughing.  “Are you serious?!”

“Yes, I am,” I said firmly.  “I think that would solve our problem, wouldn’t it?  Would you have any problems fooling around with me if Mike spent his time dressed as a woman at work?”

Wayne stopped laughing.  I could see his mind processing this thought.  “You know, I genuinely don’t know.  I would pay to see that though:  Mike as a woman!  That would be hilarious!  But he’ll never agree.  No man would.”

“What if he does?  Will you let me try it?”

Wayne snickered and considered my request for almost a minute.  “Yeah, ok.  If you can get him to dress as a woman, then I’ll let you hire him as your secretary.  As for the other thing... we’ll see.”

The next phase had arrived.

—o
—

Mike’s jaw dropped.  He was beyond stunned.  In fact, I’d never seen him so stunned and I’d seen him stunned a lot on this journey.  The idea of being made to dress as a woman at work almost seemed to be too much for him to contemplate.

“You can’t be serious!” he said and he nervously smoothed out his pencil skirt.

“I’m absolutely serious,” I said.  I wore a shorter version of the skirt he wore.  His went to his calves whereas mine when to my knees.  My basic pumps also only had a four-inch heel, whereas his more elaborate open-toed slingbacks had a one-inch platform which gave him just over a five-inch heel.

“I... uh, I don’t even know what to say,” said Mike.

I snickered.  “Just say yes, that’s really your only choice.”

Mike fingered the top button on his blouse with his red-painted fingernails.  He began to shake his head.  “There’s no way I can do that—”

“Yes, you can, and you will.”

He looked at me like I was crazy.  “How?!  They’ll all know who I am!”

“Only Wayne will know.  No one else will know so long as you work hard to maintain your feminine appearance,” I said.

He shook his head again.  “I can’t.  This would just be too humiliating!”

“Not if you appear feminine.  If you’re passable, then no one will know.”

“But I’ll never be passable!”

I laughed.  “Oh get over it, girly.  You’ve been dressing like a woman for months now.  You’re more expert in walking in high heels than most women on the planet.  You haven’t worn male underwear or been without stockings in almost nine months.  That’s 
enough time to make a baby, Michelle!  You reflexively respond to Michelle.  Heck, even your body is becoming feminine.”

Mike blushed at this.  He had been in denial for as long as he could, but it was becoming too much to ignore.  His breasts were now a noticeable B-cup, his hips had added three inches, his butt was up two sizes, he’d lost twenty pounds of muscle, and even things like his walk had changed from wearing heels all the time.  I even saw him getting teased over his walk the other day at work even though he was wearing male shoes!

“Besides,” I continued, “don’t forget that I caught you fingering yourself while fantasizing about me forcing you to become a woman, and I doubt that was the first time you ever had that fantasy.”

He blushed even deeper.

“So don’t tell me that you don’t like the idea!” I said.

Mike started to protest, but I stopped him.

“The biggest factor to remember,” I said, “is that you just don’t have any choice.  Either you take this job and become my sissy secretary or Wayne fires you.  Those are your choices.  And if you choose to disobey my order to take the job and get yourself fired, there will be negative consequences, as you know.  So what’s it going to be, sweetie?”


Chapter Nine: “Mike Starts His New Job”

I broke the news to Mike about his new job on Friday.  Monday was his first day as a secretary.  We spent the weekend getting him ready with new clothes, a mani-pedi and a getting his hair dyed.  His hair was now shoulder-length and growing and I had it dyed platinum blonde.  It looked gorgeous.  I seriously just wanted to run my fingers through it all day long.  His nails looked great too and I told him that he could no longer trim them.  I would now let them grow until they reached nearly an inch from his fingertips.  I also got his ears double pierced.

Buying Mike clothes proved to be a real satisfaction for me.  It felt like victory to buy skirt suits and blouses and other feminine articles my husband would be wearing outside of the home, especially as Mike was complying so meekly.  Apparently, his fear of being discovered had convinced him that he needed to work with me as best he could to make sure he became passable.  That made this much more enjoyable.

All in all, this was perhaps the best weekend of my life.  This was how I wanted the future to be!

That said, however, nothing beat Monday morning for intense sexual excitement as I watched my husband, the bully who once dominated me so unpleasantly, totter his way into the office in high heels and a tight skirt suit.  The terrified look on his face was priceless, and it made me super-duper wet.  I was so wet that I swear my juices were running down my thighs.

And let me tell you, he struggled with this and I loved every second of it!  Indeed, as we arrived, he stopped frozen at the door with his hand on the door handle.  He was trembling
.

“I don’t think I can do this,” he said.  His voice was cracking.

“You don’t have a choice,” I said.

“I really can’t
 do this.”  His hand remained frozen in the door handle.

“Go through the door, Michelle.”

“I can’t.  I can’t make my feet move.”  I could hear panic in his voice.

In truth, I probably should have had some sympathy for him at this point, but I didn’t.  Instead, I remembered all the little humiliations he had lumped on me throughout the years and I felt such a sense of vengeance.  Nor did I really feel that he had had a genuine epiphany yet, and the only thing he really felt bad about what the way he felt; he still didn’t care how he had mistreated me for so long.  So I decided to make my vengeance a little sweeter:  it was time to play with his mind.

“It’s an awful feeling knowing you’re going to be humiliated, isn’t it?” I asked.

Mike bit his lip.  He nodded his head.

“No, Michelle, I want to hear the words come from your lips.  Tell me ‘yes, Ma’am,’” I said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said nervously.

“I’ll bet that right now you feel sheer terror, don’t you?”

He swallowed hard.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“You know that the moment you walk through that door, someone could spot you, and they’re going to yell, ‘Oh my God!  Look, it’s Mike!’  That’s what’s got you scared, isn’t it?” I asked.  I felt like a shark circling its prey.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And then your little life as Macho Mike, as you know it, will be over, won’t it?  You will forever be known at ‘that sissy’ and everyone will know your secret 
that you aren’t a man.  Isn’t that right?”

Sweat appeared on Mike’s lip.  His hand remained frozen to the door.  He nodded his head.  He was apparently too afraid to speak at this point.  So I reached out and slipped his hand off the door handle.

“Well, I can’t promise you that won’t happen.  All I can say is that you are as passable as I can make you.  Whether or not you actually pass will depend on how feminine you act, how submissive you are, and how hard I choose to work to make sure everyone believes you’re a woman.  Do you understand that?”

Mike nodded his head again.

“Your fate is in my hand.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“It’s an awful feeling knowing you could be humiliated, isn’t it?  And that you’re dependent on someone else to protect you.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.  His mouth was dry and he could barely speak.

“Do you know how many times you made me feel that way?” I asked coldly.

Mike instantly tensed up.  All the color left his face.  His trembling became much worse.  He seemed to sense a trap suddenly and he looked like he wanted to flee, only he had nowhere to run.  There was no car for him to return to.  He had no money for a cab or bus.  If he took off, he would need to find a way to survive as a woman.  Indeed, he had no male clothes anywhere, no money to buy them, and he didn’t even have a passable male body anymore.

I continued.  “So tell me why I should help you, Mike?” I asked with my voice dripping in evil satisfaction.  “Tell me why I shouldn’t just open this door, toss your sissy ass inside and scream, ‘Hey everybody, come look at my sissy husband!’”

“I— uh, I’m— uh, I’m sorry,” he blathered.  His 
mind was clearly overwhelmed.

“You’re sorry?”

He nodded his head vigorously.  He was terrified.

“That’s it?  You’re sorry?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I shook my head that this was all he could say.  But I honestly hadn’t expected more.  That’s why I sought revenge rather than understanding from Mike.  Oh well.  It was time to make use of Mike’s terror to keep pushing my plan along.

“I’ll tell you what, Mike.  I may still expose you... maybe today, maybe tomorrow, maybe the day after.  Who knows?  But for now, I choose not to.  For now, I’m going to give you a chance,” I said in a sickly-sweet voice.  “If you go through that door and act like the world’s most feminine woman... if you become submissive and docile and obey me without question in all things... if you turn yourself mentally and physically into my little bitch, then I will help you keep this secret.  If not... well, let’s just say that I wouldn’t want to be in your high-heeled shoes when the sales guys find out who you are.”

With that, I yanked open the door and I shoved my husband through the door into the office before he could say a word.  I felt absolutely amazing.  I felt vindicated.  I felt liberated.  I felt intensely powerful.

Mike... clearly didn’t.

—o—

For the rest of that day, I was on a power-high.  I felt like I ruled the world and every time I looked over and saw Mike cowering behind his desk, I felt even larger and even stronger.  I felt like I had won.  And, in fact, I had.  I just didn’t realize how effectively I had won at that point
.

Mike took my warning to heart and he did his best to become feminine, passive and submissive in all things.  Every time I looked, Mike was seeking out orders from the other secretaries or from me.  Over the next few days, he would seek out the most feminine items in his wardrobe.  He never once talked back to me or complained.  He became a total puppet.  At home, he would look to do things I normally ordered him to do before I even had to order him.  He was making himself into a submissive, and I found that thrilling.

Even more thrilling though, he was doing this despite a huge degree of humiliation at work.  Working for the other secretaries was humiliating, especially as the salesmen had always looked down on them as the property of the company.  Now he was property, an object to be ogled.  Being surrounded by his macho former buddies as he was dressed like a woman was even harder on him.  They pursued him like sharks coming after a sea lion.  He was the helpless female under their humiliating sexual advances and that was obviously crushing his ego.

Worst of all, though, was Wayne.  Mike knew that Wayne knew who he was.  He had too.  There was no other way he could change jobs the way he had if Wayne wasn’t aware of what was going on, so Wayne put Mike on edge from the get go.  Then it turned out that Wayne loved to come by and drop mocking hints at Mike.

“Hello ladies... and gents
,” added Wayne with a wry smile as there were no males among the secretaries he was addressing.  This made Mike blush.  What’s more, Wayne looked right at Mike when he said, “and gents.”  I almost creamed my panties when Wayne did this.

“Good morning, boss,” replied the assembled women and Mike
.

“You’re all doing really well,” said Wayne.  He then walked around and spoke to each individually.  I tagged along, being the office manager, to hear what he told each woman and to offer up on-the-spot evaluations should Wayne need it.

Eventually, he came to “Michelle.”

“And of course, you know our newest secretary Michelle,” I said to Wayne.

“Oh yes, I know Michelle
,” said Wayne.  He looked Mike up and down in his tight skirt suit and his towering heels, and he smirked.  “Amazing!  I never would have guessed that this was a man, not in a thousand years,” he said to me.  Then he spoke to Mike directly.  “I don’t even know what to say except that I hope you’re a better secretary than you were a man... er, a salesman.”

Mike blushed.

“Thank Wayne, dear,” I said.

Mike blushed even deeper.  “Thank you, sir; I hope I don’t let you down.”

At this, Wayne chuckled.  “We’ll see.  I hear getting it up is the problem, not letting it down.”

Mike’s jaw dropped.  But Wayne didn’t stick around for a retort, not that there would have been one.  Instead, he walked away.  He would be back though.  In fact, Wayne started making stops at Mike’s desk all the time.  Whenever he had some menial task that needed to be done, he sought out Mike and made him do it.  He seemed to like treating Mike like the low-woman on the totem pole.  He even watched Mike work on several occasions, such as when he watched Mike totter over to the photocopier.  Mike told me later that night that this was the most humiliating moment so far, as he felt Wayne’s eyes follow his curves up and down.

“You don’t look happy,” I said.  We were home from work and we were undressing.  I planned to put on 
some yoga pants and my slippers.  Mike was going to be wearing his usual pencil dress and sky-high heels... because that is what I told him to wear.

“I’d rather not talk about it,” said Mike.

“Talk about what?”

Mike paused.

“Tell me or I’ll spank it out of you,” I said.  This threat always worked once Mike learned that I wasn’t messing around when it came to spanking.  My spankings were meant to educate through pain, not tickle his emotions.

“It’s Wayne,” he finally said.  “He leers at me.”

I chuckled.  “Does he really?”

Mike blushed.  “Yes.  Today, he made me get a photocopy and—”

“Wait!” I said.  I suddenly had a twisted idea.  “I want you to masturbate as you tell me.”

The look on Mike’s face was stunning.  It had to be seen to be believed and I wish I had a photo of it that I could show it.  It could best be described as the perfect embodiment of humiliation itself.  “You what?!” he blurted out.

“I want you to masturbate while you tell me.”

“Are you serious?”

“Do it now,” I said calmly.

Mike gritted his teeth, and briefly looked like he would refuse, but then he slowly hiked up his skirt and pulled down his panties.  His tiny dick was little more than a nub at this point and I almost doubted that he could masturbate, only, I’d seen him do it.

“Go on,” I said.

I watched with absolute fascination as Mike stuck his finger on the head of his penis and began swirling it around.  His penis seemed to grow just slightly as he did this, but nowhere near enough to call it an erection.  As he swirled it around, I could see 
precum appear almost immediately.

“Now tell me,” I said.

Mike blushed even further.  “Wayne keeps looking at me.  He ordered me to make a photocopy today and then he sat on the edge of my desk and watched me walk across the room as if I were some sort of sexy woman.”

I had to chuckle at that because, for all appearances, that was exactly what Mike was.

He continued.  “Then he followed me down the hallway and he stood in the doorway staring at my rear as I made the copy.  It was humiliating!”

“I’ll bet it was.  But I’ll bet you found it exciting too, didn’t you sissy?” I asked.

Mike’s face turned positively red at this point.  “Yes, ma’am,” he admitted shyly.  As he did, cum dribbled out of his penis all over his hand, his dick and his shriveled balls.

I chuckled.  “Ok.  Go clean yourself up,” I said.  And as he went to the bathroom to wipe himself clean, I could tell that he was horrified at the admissions he had made and the things I had just witnessed.

Things continued like this for some time, but the worst was yet to come.

—o—

Almost immediately after Mike began working as Michelle, Wayne began hitting on me.  In fact, he would come visit me at my desk and flirt all afternoon.  He often did this with Mike within view too.  I think he enjoyed that especially, though he never said so specifically.  He seemed to like the sense of power he got from flirting with me when he knew that Mike couldn’t fight back.

But Mike wasn’t the only thing on Wayne’s mind.  
As the days progressed, my relationship with Wayne grew.  Slowly but surely, a romance began to bloom between us.  As I believe I’ve noted, Wayne reminded me in every way of what Mike had seemed to be when I first met him.  Only, unlike Mike, these traits were real in Wayne.  That made it easy to fall in love with him.  And frankly, it was hard to see Mike as a legitimate reason not to be with Wayne at this point.  There just wasn’t much husband there to feel guilty about.

So things kept growing.

By the fall, Wayne and I were regularly going on dates, and Mike knew it but there was nothing he could do to stop it.  Our dates were fun and flirty, but so far nothing came of them.  We discussed going further, but up to this point, we hadn’t.  Then we realized that the Winter Party was coming up and that seemed like the perfect opportunity for us too finally get together.  In fact, the Winter Party would prove to be the perfect opportunity for several things, including being the final piece of the puzzle to the Mike saga.


Chapter Ten: “The Winter Party Cuckolding”

The Winter Party began as it always did, with an announcement from Wayne.  He gathered the staff together and he told us all that the party would happen the first of December and it would be at this swanky hotel downtown with an amazing bar.  He then came to my desk and told me that he had booked a suite for us in the same hotel.  I was excited to hear that.  We both knew the significance of that.

With the party announced, things began to change around the office.  Indeed, over the next few days, I noticed a large number of salesmen hanging around the office whenever they could.  At first, I couldn’t imagine why they were doing this, but then I figured it out.  It turns out that they were hitting on the secretaries, and hoping to invite them to the party.  More to the point, they were hoping to invite them to the rooms they booked for after the party.  Apparently, this was a tradition Mike never told me about.  That made me wonder if he had done this himself, but I honestly didn’t want to know for sure, so I never asked him.

Anyways, the more interesting thing that happened during this period was that several of the salesmen began to hit on Mike.  Yes!  They were actively hitting on Mike.  All told, I would say that around four were pursuing him fairly seriously and two more were just taking long shots.  In any event, because of this, Mike ended up with a desk full of flowers and chocolates.  He was inundated with flirty emails too, and it became rare not to see one or more salesmen hanging around his desk.

I seriously had to laugh at this.  When I turned Mike into Michelle, I never expected that other males 
would hit on him, and yet, here they were and it was deliciously humiliating for Mike.  I could tell too that he was dying under this attention.  He would blush and avert his eyes almost every time a salesman entered the room.  At night, he would complain to me about the things they said and how it made him feel like a piece of meat or something along those lines.  This was absolutely perfect as far as I was concerned!

Even better, it was during one of these discussions that I finally got the idea that would complete my little Michelle too.  Though I didn’t know how things would play out at the time.  I had noticed a serious change in Mike of late and it felt like I had won, but somehow there wasn’t the big moment of change I was expecting – he was still more of a prisoner than a submissive.  So I kept right on going, waiting for the grand finale.  This idea didn’t strike me at first like it would lead to that finale, but it ultimately would.

“I’ve given this a lot of thought,” I told Mike.

“About what?” he asked nervously.  Whenever I started a conversation like this, it typically went poorly for him.

“I want you to attend the Winter Party... with a date
.”

“What?!”

“A date.  I want you to pick your favorite of the salesmen and accept his invite.  I want you to go to the Winter Party as his date
.”

“You want me to date a man?!”

“No.  I want you to go out on a date with a man.  There is a difference,” I said.  “I don’t expect you to play with him sexually.”

I thought Mike was going to pass out when I said this.  I also expected he would put up an amazing fight.  But he didn’t.  He just sighed, nodded his head and did what he was told.  What a good boy he had become
!

—o—

It was the night of the Winter Party.

I got to the party early with Wayne.  Not only did Wayne want to be there early as he was hosting, but we both wanted to be there when Mike made his entrance.  That was going to be an amazing moment and we didn’t want to miss it.  In fact, something inside me suggested that this might be the crowning moment of this entire adventure, and that wasn’t far off.  As it turned out, this night would be all of that and so much more.

The party began when Wayne and I arrived and told the bartender to open the bar.  The bar was beautiful.  It was spacious, yet it felt intimate.  The decor was modern with a focus on images of bottles and alcohol.  The bartender was spectacular.  The DJ Wayne hired was good too.

Everything began so smoothly.

With everything under control, Wayne and I got drinks and had a seat.  Soon enough, other employees began to arrive.  Some brought guests, some came with other employees.  One by one, each of the secretaries showed up on the arm of a salesman.  The secretaries were an interesting group.  They were a mix of traditional, wild and bland when it came to dress and attitude at the office.  That meant you saw all varieties of heel heights, hem lengths, and amounts of makeup.  At the Winter Party, however, all bets were off as they all wore high heels, the shortest skirts, and thick makeup.  Some looked classier than others, but sexy was the order of the day.

Everyone started to mix and dance.

Twenty minutes later, the big moment arrived.

“Wow!” exclaimed Wayne.  “Check that out!”

I turned to look toward the door.  Walking 
through the door at that very moment was Mike... actually Michelle
, and he looked amazing!  From top to bottom, he was a vision of sexy loveliness, from his cascading blonde curls to the almost glowing dark red nails on his fingertips and his toenails.  His makeup was exquisite.  His legs looked incredible in their dark stockings and his black high-heeled sandals.  His little black dress hugged his hourglass curves, which were made all the more feminine by his corset.  Over his dress, he wore an amazing white-mink, knee-length fur coat which he had bought me a few years back, but which I never wore.  Hanging from his elbow was a white designer purse with platinum fittings which matched his dangling earrings and his ring.

I was floored.  I had decided to let Mike pick his own clothes in secret with the caveat that he needed to impress me, and boy had he ever.  In fact, he blew me away completely.  I couldn’t believe how feminine and sexy he looked.

“He looks amazing!” I said.

“I’m impressed,” said Wayne.  He was hard too, I just happened to notice.

As I looked again, I noticed that there was something strange about Mike, however.  Indeed, he was frowning deeply and his lipstick seemed a little smeared.  Clearly, something interesting had happened on the way here.  I rose from my table and went over to greet him.

“You look beautiful!” I said and I hugged him.

He blushed and looked down.  “Thank you.”

“Why is your lipstick smeared?  What happened?”

Mike paused.  “It was Adam.  He was all hands in the car.  He kept trying to kiss me.”

“It looks like he succeeded,” I said with a chuckle and I rubbed away part of the smeared lipstick from his 
cheek.

Mike blushed even deeper.

“All right, well, I need to get back to Wayne,” I said and I kissed him on the cheek.  “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!”  I laughed.

Mike cringed.

For the next couple hours, I sat with Wayne.  Sadly, we couldn’t kiss or hold hands or anything because we didn’t want the employees knowing that we were romantically involved so they wouldn’t think I slept my way into the promotion; just like at the office, we had to be careful.  So we drank and we chatted.  The party itself was a hit.  Everyone drank to excess, danced until their feet were killing them, and had a great time.  Mike found himself on the dance floor constantly.  I suspect he wasn’t quite sure how to say “no” to a man, so he ended up dancing with almost all the salesmen before the night was over.  He looked exhausted and he looked so humiliated that I almost felt sorry for him... almost
.

As the party started to wind down, Wayne finally made his move.

“Everyone is starting to break up at this point,” said Wayne.

“It looks that way,” I said.

“I’m thinking the stragglers can take care of themselves.”

I nodded my head.  “I think that’s right.”

“I got a room upstairs,” he said smoothly and he sipped his drink.

I smiled.  “Did you really?” I asked coyly.  “Is that an invite?”

“Yes... yes, it is.”

“And what would we do in this room of yours?”

Wayne smirked.  “Why don’t you come up and find out?!
”

We were just about to rise to go upstairs when Mike suddenly appeared at our table.  He looked somewhat disheveled.

“Can I speak to you, please?” asked Mike to me.

“What’s the problem?”

Mike looked at Wayne.  “Can we speak in private?”

“Anything you need to say to me, Michelle
, you can say before Wayne too.”

Mike bit his lip briefly, but then he continued.  That told me that this must have been serious because he didn’t try to avoid speaking before Wayne.  “Can I come with you?” he asked.

“Come with me?!  Why?”

“I know you told me to get a ride home from my date, but Adam has been all hands.  He keeps trying to kiss me and he’s slipped his hand under my skirt twice!” exclaimed Mike.

Wayne chuckled.  “Did he find the sausage surprise?”

I snorted.  Yeah, that’s not ladylike, I know... but Wayne’s comment was that funny so I couldn’t help myself.  “More like a wet noodle,” I added.

Mike blushed.  “This is serious!  He might find out that I’m really a man!”

“Oh honey,” I said, “you’re anything but a man.  But I get your point.  The problem is that Wayne and I are about to go upstairs and we really don’t want you coming along—”

“Hold on, dear,” said Wayne.

I raised an eyebrow.  “What?”

Wayne leaned over and spoke into my ear.  “Why don’t we bring him with us?”

“Are you kidding?!” I exclaimed.

“No, not at all.  It might be a good experience for him to see us together.  That might finally put an end to 
any idea he has about him keeping me away from you.  Teach him his place, so to speak,” said Wayne.

“I don’t know,” I said doubtfully.

“Trust me!” said Wayne.

As he said this, I felt his hand rub my inner thigh beneath the table.  His fingers and thumbs caressed the top of my stocking and then his pointer finger worked its way up my thigh to my pussy and tickled me though my panties.  I turned to jello and instantly acceded to Wayne’s desires.

“All right, Michelle,” said Wayne.  “You can come with us, but you need to stay out of the way.”

“Out of the way of what?”

“Out of the way of me fucking
 your wife,” said Wayne.

Mike’s jaw dropped.

—o—

Mike looked sick as we rode up in the elevator to the top floor.  He knew what was coming and he obviously wasn’t happy about it... not that he could do anything about it in any event.  He stood in the corner with his arms folded tightly as he tapped his high-heel encased foot nervously.

Bing!

Bing!

Bing!

The bell counted off each floor as we passed.  It felt like a countdown.  Three down, fifteen to go.

Mike looked increasingly nervous with each ring of the bell.  Then the door opened and Wayne put his hand on Mike’s back and ushered him out first.  Now it felt like an execution as Mike tottered down the hallway in his heels and mink coat, wiggling his butt, as Wayne and I followed him
.

Finally, we reached the room.  Wayne stuck his card into the door and we entered the suite Wayne had gotten for the night.  It was a beautiful room, but all I was really interested in was the bed.  The bed looked super comfortable.  It was large too and I couldn’t wait to lay on it.

“Beautiful,” I said.

“Why don’t you get ready in the bathroom, baby?  While you do that, I’ll see to our guest,” said Wayne.

I agreed and went to the bathroom to prepare myself.  I stripped off my black silk dress, which left me in heels, stockings, a garterbelt and a bustier.  I adjusted my makeup and brushed back my hair.  Then I doubled up my perfume.  I was ready, so I returned to the bedroom.

Imagine my shock to find that Wayne had tied Mike’s hands and feet together and set him in a chair right in front of the bed.  He had also removed Mike’s dress, so that Mike sat there in his lingerie, heels and corset.

“Uh, what’s going on?” I asked Wayne.

“Best seat in the house,” said Wayne.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Trust me,” he said and he walked over and kissed me.  Even in my heels, Wayne stood about a foot taller than I and he enveloped me in his arms.  I felt so secure and calm in his arms that I instantly forgot Mike.  Wayne then picked me up off the floor and carried me to the bed.  He laid me down on the bed and stroked my hair.  Then he lay down on top of me and slid his hand between my thighs.  His fingers found my lips and stroked them up and down.  Then his finger slid inside.

A moment later, Wayne’s hard dick slid inside me too.

It felt amazing!  I had waited for this for such a long time and it was everything I expected... everything.  
I hadn’t felt this way since, well, ever; sex with Mike was never like this!  I was in Heaven and Wayne was only beginning.  Slowly, he slid his dick around inside me, wiggling it everywhere and seeming to touch every part of my pussy at once.  My body tingled unbearably.  My soul burned to get closer and closer to him.  I wanted all of him inside me.  It was a feeling I could not explain.

Meanwhile, I snuck a peek at Mike sitting in his chair.  He was watching as Wayne took me to places Mike never could.  The look on his face was, well, bizarre.  On the one hand, he looked angry.  He looked like he wanted to jump out of the chair and punch Wayne.  That’s probably why Wayne tied his hands and feet.

Beside the anger, there seemed to be great sadness too that his wife was with another man.  Perhaps it was just sadness about his inadequacy as a man.  But then, there seemed to be something else in his eyes as well.  Strangely, I saw it as acceptance.  I saw it as Mike finally letting go of the idea that he could go back to being the man of the house and me being his dutiful wife.  I wanted to address this with him.

“Hold on, honey,” I said and I kissed Wayne on the lips.

“What’s up?” he asked.

I pushed Wayne off me onto his side.  Then I crawled to the end of the bed and I swung my legs over the side.  I now sat directly before Mike.  I crossed my legs.  “Let’s talk, baby.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Mike.

“If I’m right, I’m seeing something in your eyes that we need to discuss.”  I paused to see if Mike resisted, but he didn’t, so I continued.  “Tell me honestly, are you finally willing to accept that this is the new you?
”

Mike blushed.

“Tell me, Mike.”

“Yes, Ma’am.  I am.”

“So you’re ready to be my little wifey?  You’re ready to obey me in all things?  You will live by my rules.  You will focus your life on making me happy.  You will do your best to be the little woman I want, will you?”  I paused again.  “And you won’t stand in the way at all if I want to be with a man like Wayne?”

Mike sighed.  “Yes, Ma’am, I will do those things.”

“Why do you want to be my little wife?” I asked.

A tear appeared in Mike’s eye.  “Because I’m not a real man.”

“You’re not any sort of man, are you?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“A man would never let himself be turned into a woman.  A man would never let his wife find another man.  A man has a dick and you don’t, do you?” I asked in a tone reminiscent of a parent speaking to a child.

“No, Ma’am, I don’t.”

“Who owns you, little girl?” I asked.

“You do, Ma’am.”

“You want to belong to me?”

“I do.”

“All right, let’s test it,” I said.  I rose to my feet and untied Mike.  “I’m going to finish with Wayne.  I want you to watch.  When he cums, you will lick his cum from my pussy and from his dick.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“We’ll see if you really do,” I said.  “This is your test.”

I walked back over to the side of the bed and lay down next to Wayne.  Wayne climbed on top of me and stuck his dick back inside me.  It felt amazing.  He filled 
me like no other.  Slowly, he started moving up and down on the bed, driving his long, hard dick inside me.  The faster he went, the more pleasure I felt.  And the entire time, Mike sat there watching.  He never tried to escape, not even once.  The closest he came was when a tear appeared in his eye.

Meanwhile, Wayne was building the both of us to a climax.  I felt amazing.  I felt warm and tingly all over.  My pussy was aflame with great sensations.  I was so happy.  And then it all started.  I was breathing hard.  So was Wayne.  Our breathing became as one.  He sped up.  He was sliding in and out of me faster and faster.  My muscles began to contract involuntarily and they grabbed his dick.

Mike was watching now with his jaw open.  He couldn’t believe how I was responding to Wayne; I had never responded to him like that before.  I had never felt like this with Wayne.

Then it happened.

Almost by surprise, Wayne jammed his dick inside me one more time and then shot his cum inside me.  When his cum hit my walls, I exploded.  I curved my back into an arch and I squeezed my pussy harder than I thought possible.  I screamed his name and my cum shot out of me all over his dick, where it mixed with his.  I crashed back onto the bed and he crashed down on top of me.

Then there was silence.

I felt like a new woman.

—o—

As I lay on the bed in Wayne’s arms with Wayne’s dick still inside me and with Wayne’s cum slowly dripping out of me, I felt amazing.  I felt so incredibly alive.  A moment later, I felt Mike climb onto 
the bed and crawl up to my pussy.  Wayne rolled over onto his side, which pulled his dick out of me at the same time.  It was covered in our cum, as was my pussy.

“Go on, honey.  Prove to me that you can do it,” I said.

Mike slid between my legs.  All I could see was his panty-covered butt and his high heels up in the air behind him.  He looked like such a sissy.  Then I felt his warm, wet tongue on my lips.  It moved up and down, pulling the cum from my lips.  It disappeared into his mouth and vanished.  When my lips were clean, he slipped his tongue inside and cleaned me out as far inside me as his tongue would reach.

It felt amazing to have my bully husband so sissified that he was licking another man’s cum from my pussy.  I can’t even describe how this felt.  It was just incredible.  It was life changing, as I’m sure it was for him too.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Michelle?” I asked.

“It doesn’t matter, Ma’am.  This is what you want, so I will do it,” said Michelle softly.

When he said this, I swear I came again.

Anyways, when Michelle finished with my pussy, he slid over to Wayne and wrapped his lips around Wayne’s shaft and head.  He sucked on Wayne’s dick like a popsicle.  Inch by inch it became clean as the cum vanished into Michelle’s mouth and disappeared.

I smiled.  Mike truly had become Michelle.

—o—

Since that night, everything finally settled into the life we have today.

Mike now lives full time as my submissive, feminized husband Michelle.  He is considerate, loving and takes care of all my needs.  He always puts my 
desires first.  I live a life of total freedom with a wonderful submissive sissy to cater to my every wish... my every whim.

As for Mike, he continues to live under a strict set of rules.  We found that was for the best.  Basically, I tell him almost everything he needs to do, or is allowed, to do.  I tell him what to wear, what to eat, when to go to bed, and how to behave.  And he is happy and content with this.

In fact, I learned something interesting around this time.  It turns out that part of the problem for Mike all along was that he was so bad at being in charge that it caused him tremendous stress, which made him act like an insecure jerk.  Now that I’ve taken away those responsibilities, he is much happier because the stress is gone as well.  He still feels a good deal of humiliation at being feminized and being my slave, but it’s worth it for the peace he has obtained.

Physically by the way, he very much looks like a woman now, right down to his wide hips, narrow waist, and his C-cup breasts.  Trust me when I say that even a woman can find it amazing to play with stunning breasts like his!  He can even get tiny erections now that the hormones have finally finished their course.  Essentially, this is who Mike will be for the rest of his life.

Other than that, work is going really well.  Wayne and I are still dating and were thinking of moving in together and having a child.  If that happens, Michelle will play the role of nanny.  I wonder if those big beautiful breasts can nurse?  But I guess that’s a question for another story.

As for me?  I’m happy.

Life couldn’t be more perfect.

The End.


Thanks for reading my book
!

I hope you enjoyed it!

Please leave a review at Amazon.

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!

And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid:
  Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress.  He assumed having an internet mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the internet.  He was wrong. Christopher would now learn a hard lesson, a lesson which would place him at the mercy of his wife’s cousin and her best friend, as they turned him into their sissy maid.  Was that all they planned for him or was there something more?
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Grounded in Heels:
  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy. . . his vengeful adult stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?
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Feminized Cuckold:
  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he must learn to submit to his vengeful wife.  Little by little, she feminizes him and finally cuckolds him.  Will this be his new life?
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More Than He Bargained For:
  Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This now includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)
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Feminized By Hypnosis:
  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now Jess and his father are changing fast and everyone seems to be noticing except them, including his stepmother’s new boyfriend.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids. . . or worse?
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Humiliation At The Office:
  Corporate hotshot Andrew Boden is about to learn the price of treating the women of the office like sex objects.  Watch as his secretary Katherine robs Andrew of his power, his freedom, and his masculinity by drawing him further and further into an inescapable web of femininity.
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The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?
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Feminized Fiancé:
  Victoria Martin built “The Martin Firm” into one of the most prestigious firms in the world.  She expected that her daughter Sarah would follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him. . . by turning him into a woman.
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Serving His Fiancée: 
 This is Part Two of
 Feminized Fiancé
.


Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to gain his freedom or else be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating things, Victoria forces him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid Sissy, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This is the conclusion of the series
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Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:
  Paul Wallace is a powerful man.  But Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it.
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