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Introduction by Ann

	 

	Dear Readers,

	This is a true story. Yes, it is.

	Some time ago, Mrs. Ann Michelle came home and told Mr. Ann Michelle that she was taking over. He wasn’t very good at being in charge, and she thought things would run better with her as boss. What’s more, she thought it would be best if he submitted to her. After some convincing, he agreed.

	It took time for both to become comfortable with their new roles – though truthfully, Mr. Ann Michelle probably has never gotten entirely comfortable in the role of submissive because it’s not easy for a man who sees himself as a genuine leader to put himself beneath his wife, especially as her control and his feminization grow more and more public. Be that as it may, however, a new relationship slowly took shape, a relationship in which Mr. Ann Michelle gave up his freedoms and privileges to Mrs. Ann Michelle and she took total control over their marriage and him. This book is that story... and it’s true.

	How much of this is true? All of it. Obviously, I’ve made some changes to protect certain people, but everything you read really happened. In terms of what you are about to read, there is no cuckolding, though it gets threatened a couple times. Also, our girls are mentioned because they still live with us, but they are not a part of this in any way. Instead, you will find a story that I hope is enlightening, encouraging and erotic. It covers the glorious highs and humiliating lows of being emasculated, the shocking terror and warm comfort of submission, and the intersection of fantasy and fantasy-come true in real life.

	This is part one of two of that story. I hope you enjoy the story!

	With love,

	Ann :)

	 


Prologue

	 

	I’m about to have sex with my wife.

	We do this a lot, but it isn’t going to be sex as I used to know it. What it is, is what my wife will allow me. She says that since she made me submit to her, I’m not really a man anymore and I don’t deserve more than this. Whether that’s true or not doesn’t matter because it’s her decision either way. I am hers to command. And while I do wish I could have more, I wouldn’t change our relationship for the world. Why? Because I belong to her and that makes me happy.

	I am happy obeying her.

	“Go get ready,” said my wife.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I replied.

	I tottered to the bedroom on the red high-heeled pumps she makes me wear to do the housework now. The bell hanging from my testicles mixes with the sound of the heels as I make my way to the bedroom: CLICK! ding! CLICK! CLICK! ding! ding! CLICK! CLICK! ding! CLICK! CLICK! I have never gotten used to either sound, even though I hear them all the time now. Both excite me.

	When I reached the bedroom, I stripped off the booty shorts and feminine pink “girl power” tee shirt my wife makes me wear. That reveals the black satin and lace panties and my hairless body beneath. I then lay across the foot of the bed... and I wait. I will wait until my wife is ready. Everything goes according to her schedule now, not mine, and sometimes I find myself waiting an hour or more as she finishes something at her desk or decides to get some coffee.

	After about twenty minutes, my wife appears. She’s on her cell phone talking to her sister. They’re laughing and having a good time. My wife ignores me as she props up some pillows and then sits down on the bed with her back against the headboard and her feet against me. Actually, to be more precise, she sticks her shoes on me: a pair of brown/tan wedge sandals with a five-inch cork heel, three-quarters of an inch of which is a platform. She rests one shoe on my penis and sticks the other in my face.

	I kiss its sole as I am expected.

	“Hold on a second,” my wife tells her sister and she puts the phone on mute. “Have you been a good girl?” she asks me.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Did you obey all my orders today?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	She looks over the list of chores on her phone to make sure I’ve done everything and she examines our texts during the day to make sure I asked permission for everything I needed to ask. As she does, she rubs the top of her foot against the side of my face and through my hair. At the same time, she flexes her toes, flicking the heel of her other shoe away from her foot just enough to slide my erect shaft between her exposed heel and the insole of her shoe. This feels amazing. Her feet are so soft from all the moisture I put on them and it excites me to have my wife do this.

	“Did you clean the downstairs bathroom like I told you?” she asks.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“And you took out the garbage.”

	I blushed because I had to wear heels outside to do that. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Good girl,” she says. “You may begin.”

	“Thank you, Ma’am.”

	My wife returned to her phone call and picked up a magazine. She started reading. At the same time, I took hold of my shaft and started stroking and rubbing it between her heel and her shoe. Sometimes, it pops out as I do this and I will rub it against her foot, the leather straps of her shoe, or the smooth cork heel before slipping it back into its place inside the shoe. Today, this ran more smoothly.

	As I make love to my wife’s shoe, I think about all the highs and lows of my submission. I think about the emasculating moments and I wonder what my friends and family would think if they knew even part of what I do for my wife. I think about the promises... or are they threats... my wife has made that are still to come. And I think about the tender moments and how we share this special relationship that strangely gives us both what we need, things we could never get from anyone else.

	I tingle deep inside.

	A rhythm builds within my crotch.

	I look at my wife. She’s paying me no attention at all. She doesn’t help me in the least. She’s reading her magazine and talking to her sister as if nothing unusual was going on, as I debase myself with her foot.

	Why does this excite me so? I wish I knew. I’m just thankful my wife understands. It amazes me how far she has come. When we started, she struggled to give orders. She said it wasn’t in her. But look at her now as she laughs and jokes with her sister as her husband masturbates with her foot. There is no doubt she’s comfortable with being in charge now just as I am finally able to accept who I am.

	I’m breathing erratically now.

	I stroke even faster. The head of my penis is shooting in and out of that gap as I go. I can’t wait to cum. It’s been days since she last allowed me to cum and I’ve been seriously on edge.

	My muscles tense. My back starts to arch. I stop breathing.

	Boom!

	It takes only seconds for my hot white fluid to shoot out over her shoe and foot. I have gotten my prize. I am satisfied. But then comes the cost of this satisfaction. I have demeaned myself to achieve it and I feel hot burning shame wash over me. Then I look down at the heels I am wearing and I feel my lost manhood. I look at my penis jammed in her shoe and I feel emasculated. I listen to her chatting away completely indifferently to me and I feel irrelevant. How times have changed!

	There’s more to come too.

	Without a word, my wife pulls back her foot, letting my dick slip back out of her shoe. She raises her foot and the shoe to my lips. I can see my cum on her foot, on the insole, on the leather strap, on the cork heel and even on her toes. I can smell the leather and the sweat.

	She wiggles the shoe in my face.

	I know what she wants. I know her command. So I lean forward to meet her foot and I lick my own juices off her foot and the shoe. My tongue takes wide licks along the cork heel and I suck out every last drop that got beneath her sole or between her toes, I know the taste of humiliation. This is it. I am small and pathetic now. And she... She... is my superior... my Queen, and I love her.

	It wasn’t always like this though.

	 

	 


Chapter One: “Some Background”

	 

	Who am I?

	Well, call me “Andrew,” though that wasn’t what I meant. What I meant was, when I look in the mirror, who do I see staring back and how did I become my wife’s little toy? To answer that, we need to go way back.

	—o—

	When I was young, I discovered to my horror that my sister’s clothes held a certain attraction for me. I was a normal boy. Why would my sister’s clothes interest me? How could this be? I didn’t know, but they did. And let me tell you, this was despite the fact that no one would mistake her clothes for being stylish. Indeed, she always wore these outdated dresses that ran a little large on her and well-worn wedge-heeled sandals with heels no higher than a couple of fingers. The look was almost frumpy. And yet, her clothes turned me on something fierce. I imagined touching them, playing with them, and worst of all... wearing them.

	Then one day, I did wear them.

	Yep.

	I remember it like it was yesterday, how I went to her closet when I found myself home alone. I wasn’t even sure what I was doing or what I wanted at first. My heart was pounding away inside my chest. I was barely breathing. I opened her closet and stared at this vast treasure of dresses.

	“I should not be here,” I told myself.

	I didn’t care though. My curiosity had overwhelmed me. I needed to see her clothes, touch her clothes... maybe more. And here I was with the chance to do it. I felt tremendous trepidation and yet tremendous exhilaration.

	I stood as silently as I could and I listened to the house.

	The house was still.

	Slowly, I reached out my hand and felt her dresses. My hand trembled. Some of her dresses were soft. Some were satiny. All were feminine. I wanted to wear one so badly. I needed to wear one. Did I dare? Apparently, I did. Without even making up my mind, I grabbed a white floral dress and her white cork wedges. I laid the wedges on the bed as I slipped the floral dress over my head. I let it shimmy down my body into place.

	I was wearing a dress.

	I was wearing a dress.

	In that moment, this day became simultaneously the most amazing and most terrible day of my life. Indeed, this single moment would affect me for the rest of my life. It would stay with me every day. It would shape all my relationships. And it would eventually lead my wife to taking control over our lives.

	How would that single moment do all of that?

	For one thing, it hooked me on cross-dressing. It felt so natural and so exciting to be wearing a dress that I knew I would be seeking that feeling over and over again. It’s hard to describe for anyone who hasn’t experienced it, but cross-dressing is like finding that one thing that’s been missing from your life, the thing you need to feel complete like everyone else around you. And having felt that once, you long to feel it over and over and over again. So it’s like an epiphany in a way.

	But then comes the bad part.

	As you stand there basking in the warmth of truly being yourself, another feeling creeps up on you. This feeling springs from the realization that you’re not allowed to wear a dress. No. You realize that your friends would mock you mercilessly if they saw you at that moment. Your girlfriend would disown you. You might even get arrested. And yet, here you are, wearing a dress... excited to wear a dress, like some sort of sissy boy! That’s when wave after wave of stinging hot shame washes over you. You can actually feel your body burn.

	What’s worse, the shame doesn’t end. It’s always there: waiting just beneath the surface reminding you of what you are and waiting for you to slip up and tell someone. Even random off-the-cuff comments suggesting latent femininity bring this feeling roaring back:

	 

	“What do you think of this dress?” asks a girlfriend. Shame and horror fill your body like lava. “Does she think I’m interested in girl’s clothes? Does she know? Is it that obvious?!”

	“Oh look, they have a drag show. We should go!” Never!

	“You’d look cute in a dress,” jokes a coworker. You shrivel and shrink with shame until you’re a ball of nervous terror.

	“Hold my purse.” But it’s radioactive!

	“Do these shoes match my dress?” Why are you asking me? I don’t fantasize about your clothes! I swear!

	“You should let me paint your nails for fun!” Oh God yes! I mean, Noooooooo!

	“Why don’t you go as a girl at Halloween?” Terror and shame... and an erection.

	 

	That feeling of shame spreads throughout my body. My shoulders slump. A moment before, I had been a normal boy. I played sports. I rode bikes. I chased girls. All perfectly normal. But the moment I slipped into that dress, I discovered that I was anything but normal. I became a freak with a secret... a half-boy who wants to feel what it’s like to be the girl buried inside me.

	I spent a good portion of my teen years looking at what the girls in my school wore as my friends looked at the girls. They spoke about “pussies” and “tits,” I thought about bras and panties. They dreamed of sex, I dreamed of being forcibly cross-dressed. I knew more than my girlfriends about being a girl. I wore higher heels at home in secret than my girlfriends owned, and I sometimes owned more dresses. I wasn’t like anyone else.

	Worse yet, I couldn’t share this secret with anyone. I knew that boys won’t respect sissies and girls will reject you if they know. So there was no one I could be myself with. From time to time, I tried telling it to a girlfriend, but that always ended poorly no matter how tolerant they claimed to be. Eventually, I came to realize that it was just better to bury it. Indeed, I learned very quickly that it was best to keep this secret hidden as deeply as possible.

	But it won’t stay hidden. That’s the problem. It calls to you. When you see a girl, it turns your focus to her clothes. It makes you fantasize about wearing her things, acting girly, getting caught and a whole host of submissive fantasies. It becomes an obsession.

	Slowly over the years, however, I found ways to channel my obsession into a form I could control. In particular, I started writing down my fantasies. This resulted in numerous books, which most of you have read. But even that didn’t make me any less alone in my peculiar habit. Then I met her.

	—o—

	Let’s call her “Michelle.”

	When I met Michelle, she was pretty sure she was submissive. She had gotten out of a bad marriage with nothing more than two wonderful daughters and the desire to find a strong man to take care of her.

	I was that man. I was certain of it.

	Sure, there was the cross-dressing thing and the submissive fantasies, but that wasn’t who I really was; that was just a kink that sometimes hit me. On a day to day basis, I was the most dominant guy in the room. I was always the leader of my friends. I had been the captain of the football team. President of the chess club. In every office I ever worked, I was the guy everyone looked to for leadership; even my bosses sometimes relied on me to fix problems. And I was fine with that. It was only late, late, late at night that I had these fantasies of being feminized and dominated, and they were just that: fantasies. I’d jerk off and they went away.

	Nevertheless, I told Michelle about these fantasies because I wanted no surprises between us, and I couldn’t guarantee that one of these fantasies wouldn’t come out some night after having a few too many drinks; I didn’t want her thinking I had violated her trust or lied to her. So I told her that her dresses and heels turned me on and that I would want some say in how she dressed, being her dominant. She accepted that. Then I told her that from time to time I had submissive fantasies and that I wouldn’t mind playing those out once in awhile. Moreover, I added, I might even ask to wear a few feminine items when we played. I assured her, however, that these were just for play and that I simply could not be submissive in real life. She accepted that too.

	We married after that and she moved into my house.

	Then it all fell apart.

	It took only days of us living together before I discovered that far from being submissive, as she claimed, my new bride was actually an intense control freak. There was nothing she did not try to control. Nothing. She didn’t even realize she was doing this, but she was.

	Of course, this resulted in a clash of wills, which just made everything worse. The real problem, though, was that she genuinely believed she was submissive even as she tried to control everything and she fought every decision I (or anyone else) made, no matter how small. If I picked a restaurant, others were better. If I turned the car left, I should have gone right instead. If I wore the green shirt, she nagged me about wearing the red shirt instead. She would even give me instructions on things I had already completed:

	 

	“Don’t forget to set the oven for 425 degrees.”

	“Already done.”

	“Well, use the gloves to take out the pot.”

	“You mean the ones I’m using to hold the pot right now?”

	 

	She hated the property I brought into the marriage because she hadn’t gotten to pick it out. One day, she told our oldest to erase the name she wrote on her homework and re-write it a centimeter further right. She denied any fact I told her and disagreed with any theory... “that’s not true” seemed to be her motto. Anything she discovered that I liked about her wardrobe, she stopped wearing. And while she claimed she wanted me to dominate her in bed, she refused my every attempt and fought me tooth and nail until I gave up in sheer frustration. She would then complain that I had lied about being a strong man when I met her.

	Honestly, I think she was going insane trying to force herself to believe she was submissive when submissiveness simply wasn’t in her genetic makeup. And the more she tried to submit, the nastier our fights got.

	This was an intolerable situation and soon we were both considering divorce. The only thing that really kept us together over the next few months before the big change was the girls.

	Then, one day, everything changed.

	 

	 


Chapter Two: “Everything Changes”

	 

	Once a week, I did our finances. This meant paying the bills, running a few numbers to make sure we stayed on track, and squirreling away a little money to update my car. I owned a beautiful, muscular luxury car that I wanted to customize. To do that, I needed to save a good deal of money.

	Fortunately, I controlled the bank accounts and the credit cards, so I could dictate our spending. I even kept my wife from being able to see into the accounts because it gave me more control when she couldn’t see our finances for herself. My wife hated this and claimed it made her insecure, but I refused to change this. Why? Well, my income was almost double hers, so it really was “my” money. Moreover, she had yet to show me that she understood financial discipline. She tended to spend pretty recklessly when I first let her use my cards after we married, and my talks with her about it didn’t give me any sense of comfort that she would get better. And I was supposed to be in charge, wasn’t I? So why should I share this power with her?

	Either way, we fought about this all the time. Then everything changed.

	I was in our study going over the accounts when my wife appeared behind me. She was looking through a clothing catalogue. Her long brunette hair draped over her shoulders and curled around her breasts.

	“What do you think about this?” asked my wife as she showed me the catalogue. She pointed to a gorgeous tan pencil dress with black accents. I would kill to be able to wear something like that.

	“It’s pretty,” I said.

	“I like it a lot.”

	I shook my head. “Before you ask, we can’t afford it.”

	My wife exhaled her frustration. “How is it that we can never afford the things I want, but we can always afford the things you want?”

	“Like what?”

	“Like everything! You always say ‘no’!”

	“I say ‘no’, because the things you want, like that dress, aren’t priorities. How often are you going to wear that dress? And where are you going to wear it? The things I want make sense. The things I want are things our family needs.”

	“But you never let me get anything.”

	“Because we don’t have a lot of money right now,” I said.

	“I don’t believe that. We make a lot of money. I want to see the finances,” said Michelle.

	I clenched my jaw. The finances were my realm and I wasn’t going to let her start messing around with them. I didn’t need her picking through the finances and arguing about every little penny. She had already shown tremendous recklessness in terms of spending and I wasn’t going to give her a chance to spend more. Besides, if she knew about the money I had saved, she would demand some of it.

	“It’s taken care of,” said I, sidestepping the issue.

	She didn’t like this at all. “You mean, don’t worry my pretty little head about it. Isn’t that what you’re saying? Why don’t you pat me on the head as you say it?” she said coldly. She folded her arms and glared at me. 

	I believe she even began to tap her foot against the floor.

	“Look, honey, things are just tight. We’re overextended right now—”

	“Then why did you buy that golf club? You don’t even golf!”

	“I’m going to learn for business reasons,” I said. This was actually my intent, though I admit the whole idea was rather nebulously thought out at that point. Still, the way she brought it up in every argument you would have thought it was made of pure gold.

	My wife rolled her eyes. “You’re an author. You don’t need to golf.”

	I said nothing. I didn’t have to. I controlled the money. End of argument.

	“At least give me the allowance for the girls, oh great and powerful Master,” said my wife sarcastically and she held out her hand.

	Now it was my turn to roll my eyes. “Do you realize how little they do around here? They don’t even keep their rooms clean like they’re supposed to. Why should we pay them an allowance when they don’t even do that?”

	“Stop being cheap, Andrew.”

	“I’m not being cheap.”

	“Yes, you are.”

	“Fine,” I growled and I gave her some cash to give to the girls.

	My wife took the money and left the study. She would be off to work a few minutes later. We were both in bad moods now.

	—o—

	Later that afternoon, I sat at my desk, staring at my computer. I was working on my latest book. It can take a lot of time and effort and concentration to write a book – at least a decent one – and I was struggling. I was struggling because I had no inspiration. I had no inspiration because, as I had gotten older, my fetishes had become less creative and less exciting. This was because I never got a chance to experience them. Indeed, the whole thing had begun to depress me.

	See, before we married, I told my wife about my fetishes and she agreed to participate. That seemed like an amazing opportunity, as my whole life I had wanted to share this with someone. That made me so happy! But since we married, she had only agreed to participate twice – both on birthdays – and even then she resisted the entire time and went out of her way to let me know she did not approve of my fetishes. In the end, she made both experiences so miserable that I gave up ever trying them again with her, which meant as a practical matter that I would never get to experience them unless I did it with someone else. That thought was depressing and made it hard for me to write yet another story about them. So I sat there staring at the screen wondering where I would find the inspiration to keep writing.

	Then my phone beeped: Beep! I had a text.

	I picked up my phone, expecting to read something about dinner plans or my wife’s boss being a jerk. Imagine my surprise, however, when I read the following message from my wife:

	“Go to our bedroom and put on the pair of pink panties you will find in your drawer. Wear them when you greet me when I come home tonight.”

	I stared at the text in disbelief. Then I read it again. Then I read it a third time. What was this? Was this some kind of joke? Was it an insult? Was she setting me up for a divorce? Was one of her co-workers reading over her shoulder, ready to testify to my supposedly strange sexual habits? 

	Every fibre of my being told me to decline this message immediately and clearly.

	“She’s lost her mind! I can’t do that,” I told myself.

	I snickered cynically and shook my head. Were there really panties in my drawer?

	“Could you imagine what she would do if she came home and I really was wearing panties? She would freak out. She wouldn’t know what to do! I’m tempted to do it just to upset her,” I said aloud.

	But then my fetishist desires came calling from deep within me, and they caused me to ask some difficult questions. What if this was real? What if this was a genuine offer? Not only could I finally explore my fantasies, but maybe this was an olive branch to save our marriage. Could you imagine finally getting to experience my fetishes with my wife?

	“That would be amazing!”

	But did I even have the trust left to accept this offer? I read the message once more. It was so enticing, yet so dangerous.

	“No, it’s too risky,” I told myself.

	A moment later, I found myself laughing sardonically at the irony. Here I was, an author of female domination and feminization stories, and yet I was too afraid to accept my wife’s offer to engage in my fetishes. How pathetic! Still, I couldn’t agree because I didn’t trust her enough anymore, right? I would have jumped at this at one time, but now my distrust was stopping me cold... inches from what appeared to be an offer of a lifetime.

	“What am I going to do?” I asked.

	“Take the offer,” I countered.

	“But what if this is a trap? What if I do as she says and she blackmails me or exposes me to all her friends? What if this is her attempt to get evidence for a divorce court?” These thoughts echoed painfully throughout my brain.

	I stared at my phone for what seemed like an eternity. I wished she had said this in person so I could read her body language and ask questions. Talking about this through texts seemed too dangerous. Then one lone thought came through above all the others which were warning me that this was a trap.

	“What if it isn’t?”

	I took a deep breath. Then I looked down at my phone again. Without realizing it, I had written: “Ok.” I hadn’t sent it though. I shook my head and erased this. I needed to know more. I typed out, “Are you serious?” and I sent it.

	Another minute passed.

	Beep!

	My eyes raced to read the new message, though I was terrified at what I might find. I was desperate for answers. It read:

	“Do as I say.”

	Firm. Clear. No ambiguity. Yet, no answers either. She was ordering me, that’s still all I knew. How should I respond? I didn’t know. I didn’t even know what this was. Was it a game, a trap or something more? I just didn’t have enough information to respond!

	Actually, that’s not true. I knew three things that were critical here. First, I knew that my wife loved me. Even if we weren’t right for each other, we did love each other. I couldn’t see her trying to hurt me. Secondly, I knew that this was something I had wanted to experience for my entire life: a woman participating in my fetish. Finally, I knew that I need something to change in my life. If that came with some risk, so be it. I needed a change.

	I looked down at my phone and started typing a new message. A moment later, I sent it. Two simple, yet brave words that would change my life forever:

	“Yes, Ma’am”

	Then I waited…

	And I waited…

	She didn’t respond. I stared at my phone almost twenty minutes waiting to hear something from her, some bit of guidance, but nothing came. I thought for sure there would be a “thank you” or “you won’t regret this” coming, something to assure me that I had made the right choice or to tell me what this meant, but she didn’t respond. I guess that was my first lesson in domination: I had no control over how my wife would treat me.

	“Now what?” I asked myself, though I knew what to do.

	It took time, but I finally rose from my desk and went to our bedroom. I yanked open my underwear drawer. I almost expected it to be empty and to find out that this had all been a prank. But there they were, right on top of my pile of briefs... a pair of full-cut pink panties.

	Could I summon the courage to slip into them?

	—o—

	Two hours later.

	I heard the garage door open. My wife was home. She had come home early. The girls weren’t even out of school yet. My heart began to race. I licked my lips nervously. I had no idea what was going to happen in the next few minutes, so I felt both pensive and excited as I waited for her to walk through the door.

	Nothing happened. She didn’t appear.

	“She must be as nervous as I am,” I told myself.

	Beep! Another text. It read:

	“Why aren’t you in the garage? I expect to be greeted.”

	The message was clear, forceful and cold. It displayed no mercy, no equality. I looked toward the garage, but didn’t move. I told myself that I didn’t like being ordered around and that I might just stay here to make it clear to my wife that I wasn’t going to be a total pushover. That wasn’t true, however. The truth was that I was too scared to go and it took me a moment to gather my courage.

	“Go,” I told myself.

	I took a deep breath.

	“Go! You want this. Now stop being a wimp and go.” I took another deep breath... and I went.

	A moment later, I was in the garage. The garage door was open. My wife’s car was parked before me. My luxury car was to the side. My wife still sat in her car, though she had opened the door. I climbed down the three steps to the floor and I walked over to her.

	“Welcome home,” I said cautiously.

	“In future, do not keep me waiting. I expect you here the moment I pull in,” she said coldly and she held out her purse for me to take. It dangled from two of her fingers with her palm pointed up. There was something disrespectful in how she did this. Between that and the idea that I was to take her purse – with the garage door open no less – I felt embarrassed. What’s more, it felt so strange to be spoken down to by my wife. It felt wrong. It felt emasculating. But it was also oddly exciting. I grew hard as a rock inside my slacks.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

	I still hadn’t moved to take her purse. She shook it in my face. “Take my purse,” she commanded. Interestingly, she didn’t even look at me as she did this. She was busy reading the messages on her phone. I, on the other hand, was completely transfixed by her purse. Her purse, that symbol of femininity, swayed before me like some hypnotist’s watch. It felt like a trap. Indeed, I knew the cost of doing as she asked: take her purse and deposit my manhood. Yet, I had no power to resist.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said... and I took her purse.

	A cold shiver raced throughout my body.

	Meanwhile, my wife slid her high-heel-clad feet out of the car and set them on the concrete floor. She then stepped out of the car. Without a word, she turned and strode toward the stairs. She didn’t even bother to close the car door, nor did she say a word about it; she left it to me to figure out.

	I closed the door and followed her like a fool. It may not seem like much, especially compared to what was to come, but I felt completely emasculated following after my wife, while holding her purse, after obeying her commands. Even worse, as she walked across the floor, her heel strikes drew my attention: Click! Click! Click! Click! This sound had always been my weakness and today her heels sounded particularly powerful, particularly dominant. I was enthralled. I was helpless.

	We reached the steps and I followed her up. I admit watching her feet as she ascended the stairs. I wanted to touch them so badly at that point, but I knew that now was not the time. Now was the time to focus on what was going on and where it might lead. I needed to keep my head.

	“What is this all about?” I asked when we were inside. I tried to sound authoritative, but any authority I had was lost when I took her purse. 

	She was in charge now and I was hers to command, whether I realized it yet or not.

	“Leave my purse on the counter,” she said, ignoring my question.

	I tried again. “Seriously, what is going on?”

	“Do as you’re told.”

	I set her purse on the counter. “I’d like to talk about this —”

	My wife still didn’t answer. Instead, she raised one leg behind her and pulled her black high-heeled pump from her foot. Then she raised her other leg and repeated the motion. She then held the shoes out for me to take. Without acknowledging that I had even spoken, she said, “Place these in the closet and then we’re going to have a little chat.”

	I looked at the shoes and looked into her face. The idea of taking her shoes felt so servile that it made my skin crawl and it sent a chill racing down my spine, but it also tickled me all over. I felt weak and small and helpless and I loved it. I desperately wanted to hold them, even though I knew that rejecting them was likely my last legitimate chance to back out of whatever my wife had planned and save my manhood.

	“Take them and you’re committed,” I told myself.

	I took them.

	Of course, I did; there was no way I could resist any of this. They were still warm from her body heat and the insoles were damp from the sweat of her feet. I felt strongly compelled to sniff them, but I didn’t. Again, now was not the time. Right now, we were negotiating my surrender and I couldn’t show weakness though I felt nothing but weakness... glorious weakness.

	“Wait for me in the bedroom,” she said.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	I took her shoes to the closet like some sort of personal maid. There I set them in their place. Then I returned to the bedroom. I was sweating like crazy. This was all so very terrifying... so very humiliating... so very exciting.

	 

	 


Chapter Three: “We Need To Talk”

	 

	I waited in the bedroom for my wife longer than expected. In fact, I stood there long enough that I started to feel uncomfortable. Presumably this was a second lesson for me: my time was her time, and this was her way of teaching me to readjust my expectations. Unfortunately, I wasn’t ready yet to wait patiently for her whims, and I came very close to leaving to find her. Indeed, she walked into the room just as I was about to leave.

	“It’s time we had a little talk,” said my wife. She was still dressed for work in her tight black skirt suit and dark blue blouse, though she’d lost the jacket somewhere along the way and I had taken her shoes. They were in the closet now, sitting in their place on her shoe shelf. She had fixed herself a drink.

	“All right,” I replied.

	“Before we start, take off your jeans. Show me your panties.”

	I blushed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	She sat on the edge of the bed, crossed her legs and sipped her drink as I stripped down. Soon enough, I stood before her in a light blue collared dress shirt, white socks and pink panties. My penis stood erect beneath the panties and could be seen as it pressed against them. Truth be told, I felt a little ridiculous like this.

	“Good,” said my wife and she stood up again.

	As my wife slowly moved around the room sipping her drink, I realized that she had put me at a disadvantage for whatever argument was to come. I wanted my pants back to correct this, so I slowly reached for them.

	“Leave them. I like you in panties. It puts you in your proper place,” she said.

	I bit my tongue and grew harder. She had never been this firm with me and I liked it. I liked it a lot.

	She continued. “Our marriage is falling apart. We both know that.”

	I couldn’t disagree, so I remained silent. Still, it rattled me to hear this spoken out loud. It probably shook me even more to hear it said so matter-of-factly. Normally, statements like that are whispered in darkened rooms.

	“I’ve thought long and hard about how to save our marriage,” continued my wife. “The more I thought about it, the more it seemed that we’re just not compatible. But then something dawned on me. The problem is that you’re trying to be something you aren’t. When we met, you told me that you were a dominant and you made noises like you were, but I really can’t see it. What’s more, as you’ve told me yourself, you have these fantasies of being submissive.”

	I felt a sense of anger welling up inside me. I had indeed been honest with her. My whole life I was the dominant person in the room. Sure, I did have the submissive fantasies, as I explained, but they were just fantasies. The reason I had never been able to dominate her wasn’t that I wasn’t dominant, it was that she wasn’t submissive. As much as she claimed she was, she just wasn’t – she was a control freak who needed to make every decision, no matter how small or she threw a fit. And while I tried to dominate her, as she claimed she wanted, she struggled mightily to sabotage all my efforts. So I didn’t see this as my fault.

	But then, she wasn’t actually assigning blame.

	“So I’m taking over,” she said before I could say anything.

	“What do you mean you’re taking over?” I asked.

	“Taking over. Taking charge. Me boss, you not. From now on, I’ll be making all the decisions and you will obey.”

	I wasn’t sure what I was hearing. I got the words, but they made no sense to me. My wife claimed to be submissive. For more than three years now, she had refused even to pretend to be dominant for a few hours. Why would she suddenly claim she was taking over? And what did she really mean?

	“One more time?” I asked. “You’re what?”

	“You have proven that you can’t handle being the man of the house, so I am taking over. From now on, you will obey me like the good little submissive you are.” As she said this, she patted my cheek mockingly.

	My cheek burned red with shame. Yet, my penis shot to attention inside my panties. Her words had made me super aroused. I think there was even pre-cum. But, my ego was screaming inside my head that I could not accept my wife labelling me as submissive.

	“Is that so?” I asked doubtfully.

	“Yes.”

	“Well, I’m not submissive,” I protested.

	“Of course you are. The matter is closed. I’m in charge from now on.”

	I was just about to tell her that there was no way I was going to accept that when something strange happened inside my head. All those years of submissive fantasies came rushing at me screaming that I wanted this... that I had always wanted this, and that I wanted it now. The problem was my ego. I had always believed that being a man required being in charge. If I gave that up, would I still be a man? I worried that I wouldn’t. Don’t get me wrong, I wanted this badly, but I didn’t think I could accept it. I didn’t think I could let myself be emasculated in real life.

	“I don’t know,” I said nervously.

	“Trust me. I’ll take care of you,” she replied softly.

	Honestly, this surprised me more than anything up to now. I had expected a harder tone. I expected anger or some sort of cartoon-like villain tone. But her words were soft and gentle and loving. This completely caught me off guard and I think that helped loosen my ego, because it told me she was genuinely trying to help me. Still, I was scared. I folded my arms and looked at the floor as I tried to find the courage to agree. It was difficult to look my wife in the face at that moment.

	“I want to... but I don’t know if I can do that,” I admitted.

	“Trust me,” said my wife in the most genuine tone I’d ever heard from her.

	Again, the gentleness of her voice helped. If she had taken the normal approach you read about online and barked commands, I never would have agreed, but this felt like she wanted a real relationship and that weakened my resistance almost to the point of collapse. Still, as I said, I was scared. The implications were tremendous, but I was very interested. 

	“Um... what... uh, what are you suggesting?” I asked cautiously.

	“That you submit to me.”

	“But what does that mean?”

	“It means that you will do whatever I tell you from now on.” She stroked my hair and paused to make sure I had a moment to consider the impact of what she said. “You will belong to me. I will decide what you eat, what you wear, what you do. I will make rules and you will follow them. You will be mine to command and you will be nothing I don’t allow.”

	It is so hard to put into words how she made me feel in that moment. The idea of surrendering all that control to her was genuinely frightening, but also so exciting. I can only equate it to that moment on a rollercoaster right where you hit the apex and you are about to race down seemingly out of control. I had that same terrified yet exciting feeling. And then to realize that she was offering this to me... I felt so much for her in that moment.

	I began to tremble. I think I had already surrendered on the inside.

	“What about other people?” I asked.

	“This will be our secret. I don’t want people knowing that my husband is a sissy who needs his wife to control him,” chuckled my wife. I had actually expected something a little more soothing, but her words were jarring. I was not a sissy and I wanted to protest. But then I realized that this was all meant to give me the feelings I craved. My wife was offering me the humiliations she knew I wanted from the fantasies I had shared and those I had put into my books. Suddenly, her words filled me with an intense excitement unlike anything I had ever felt before, and I understood that I craved the humiliation my wife could provide in this new role. My resistance weakened even further.

	My mouth went dry. “What about the girls?”

	“I definitely don’t want them knowing. As far as they’re concerned we’re just a nice normal couple who split everything equally. I don’t want them growing up thinking that men are weak like you.”

	Again, the humiliation stung, but it hurt in such an exciting way. It felt like a drug offering a pain that got me high. I wanted more. I wanted a lot more, and that all but wiped out the last of my resistance.

	“So nothing changes with them?” I asked just to round out that issue.

	“Not exactly. I don’t want them knowing about your new status, so that doesn’t change. But I will be making all the decisions regarding them from now on,” said my wife.

	“Meaning what?”

	“Meaning that if they ask you if they can have friends over, you check with me first. If they ask to attend a party or sleepover, you check with me first. Whatever they want to do that requires our permission, you now check with me first.”

	I paused to consider this.

	My wife waited patiently for me to digest this.

	“But a lot of times, these things come up really fast,” I said. “Like when I pick them up at school, they expect quick answers right then. They’re really going to think it’s strange if I tell them we need to wait. They’re going to wonder why I can’t give them permission.”

	“You still need to check with me. You don’t make decisions anymore.”

	My penis throbbed as she said this. Apparently, I was turned on by being stripped of my authority. Still, this new rule could prove difficult. “But how do I put them off? I can’t just say, ‘Gee, I’d love to answer you, but your mom controls me now and I can’t give you permission for anything anymore.’”

	“That’s your problem. Just understand that you don’t make decisions anymore.”

	“It’s going to be difficult.”

	“Did you think being a secret sissy would be easy?” she asked. “Would you rather we just told everyone? ‘Oh yes, don’t ask Andrew foranything anymore. He’s surrendered all of his power to me.’” I shuddered at the idea. “No, Ma’am. I’ll work it out.”

	I slipped the “Ma’am” in there without realizing it. Clearly, my mind had already decided that I would accept her offer.

	“Good girl,” said my wife and I tingled all over. That was exactly what I had always wanted and it did not disappoint. To be dismissed as a girl was intensely exciting. I don’t know why it was, but it was.

	“There’s more too, Ma’am.”

	“Like what?”

	“When you say that I don’t make any decisions anymore—”

	“You belong to me now: mind, body and soul. You will not eat, will not drink, and will not pee without first asking my permission. ‘Our’ money will now become ‘my’ money and you will not spend it without permission. What’s more, over time, I expect that your name will be removed from all the accounts and the property. The house, the cars, the bank accounts all will become mine. You will own nothing and you will be entirely dependent on me.”

	This last piece truly terrified me. If I agreed to that, then I would be utterly helpless. She would own everything I now owned and I would have nothing. Did I trust her that far? Would I ever?

	“Do you really mean that?” I asked.

	“Yes,” came her response... strong, clear, and confident.

	“I don’t know if I can do that.”

	She shrugged her shoulders indifferently. “You will when the time comes.”

	Her confidence was a shock to me. It made me feel suddenly inadequate. It made me feel inferior, and that actually helped me accept this. Indeed, I was leaning toward accepting it. I just needed time to think. This was such a huge decision and my mind was stunned and my body shaking and terrified. I needed to collect myself before I committed.

	“I need time to think about this,” I said.

	My wife leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. “All right, sweetie. Go to the study and make a decision.” Then she patted me on the butt. I felt myself wither into an emasculated pool of obedience.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	 


Chapter Four: “I Need To Think”

	 

	I sat at my desk in the study. The computer was off. The lights were off. The room was dark. I was lost in thought. My wife had made an amazing offer and I didn’t know how to respond. I knew how I wanted to respond, but my fears remained. The idea of being dominated by a wife or girlfriend had been one of my strongest fantasies since I started masturbating when I was young. But being offered the chance to do this in real life... that was different.

	Seriously, just try to imagine staring into the reality of this for a moment. Michelle was asking me to trust her to make all the decisions for me... all of them! I would need to trust her to control our money. She would need to make sure all the bills were paid and everything was handled properly. Even worse, anything I wanted to buy from now on, I would need her permission first. That’s right. I would need to ask my wife before I could buy anything because I would have no money.

	I would need to trust her to make the right decisions on how to raise the girls too. That didn’t bother me much because she was a good mother, but how would I be a father if I needed her permission to grant them permission to do anything? How would that feel too if they caught on that I was under their mother’s thumb? That thought made me cringe.

	Even worse, I would lose every argument from now on. That was a hard thought to swallow. As was the idea that she could punish me whenever she wanted, for any reason. She could even make me do things, simply because that’s what she wanted. Imagine your wife being able to make you drop to your knees or kiss her foot or mop the floor just because she felt like it. As fun as that sounds in fantasy, it’s really rather scary in real life. What if she abused that power? What if she made bad decisions? And frankly, the idea that I would lose every argument shook my ego. Imagine knowing you are right, but being forced to admit that you are wrong and then being sent to bed as punishment for challenging your wife in the first place.

	Then there was all the rest.

	My life would be filled with little humiliating complications, like needing to ask permission to eat or pee. I would need to trust her to pick out clothes for me. She could redo our house without my input – we disagreed on style. She could arrange my day however she wanted. She would control whether or not I got to explore my fantasies and whether or not my desires were fulfilled. In fact, she would have complete control over our sex lives now.

	In fact, the more I thought about it, the more I realized that this woman could demand that I change my entire life to suit her. She could remake me completely and I would eventually be powerless to resist her. Could I really allow anyone to have that power over me? Don’t forget, I told myself, this is a woman I was on the verge of divorcing. I had lost my trust in her, and I could bet that she had built up a great deal of anger for me. Those were terrifying thoughts.

	But even more fundamentally, could I commit myself to obeying her rules and orders? If I wanted an orange and she told me to have an apple, could I really convince myself to surrender to her and have the apple? What happened if I couldn’t? Would I find myself divorced with all my money and my self-respect gone?

	I closed my eyes and I thought about what the future could look like.

	“Do I really want this?” I asked.

	I thought back to all the fantasies I had. They seemed great, but they were never real. They ended the moment I came. I never had to live with those often-cruel and heartless women my mind conjured up. This would be different. This would be for real. This wouldn’t end when I came... assuming I was allowed to cum. I wouldn’t be controlling my wife either. She would make her own decisions and I would live with them, whether I liked them or not.

	Could I really do that?

	I sighed.

	But then I thought back to Marsha Lynch in high school. She was the first girl I dated where this desire to be cross-dressed and dominated actually arose. I wanted it so badly, but I was afraid to ask. Then there was Rosann. Again, I wanted it, but I was afraid to ask, so I never got it. Colleen, Ginger, Karen, Marie, and several more. Each time, I wanted to experience this peculiar fantasy in real life, but it never happened because I was too afraid to ask. I didn’t want to be afraid anymore. I wanted to live life on my terms, which ironically meant submitting to the orders of my wife.

	My resistance tried to regain the momentum. “Can I trust Michelle to do this?” it asked.

	I shook my head. Of course I couldn’t. How can you trust anyone who wants to turn you into a slave? How can you trust someone who promises to humiliate you and break you down? How can you trust anyone who wants total power over you? Even if you want that, that’s not someone you can trust, right? But that’s the point. It’s the need to trust that person that makes the relationship special. And if you can find that bond, then you have something normal couples never will.

	“So how can you justify that risk?” I asked myself.

	“Because she loves me,” I answered without hesitation.

	Those four words sent an amazing feeling of calm passing over me. My wife was doing this because she loved me. I was being silly in my worries. In fact, I was being disloyal in my doubts. I knew in that instant that I would agree. This was what I wanted and if I passed this up, I knew I would regret it for the rest of my life. It was time to seize what I wanted.

	Finally, my resistance took its last shot: “But what if I’m wrong?” it asked.

	“If I’m wrong then I’m wrong. At least I tried to find happiness,” came my immediate reply. And as the seconds ticked away in the darkness, this made so much more sense to me. I wasn’t happy now, so what did I have to lose? Even if everything went completely wrong, at least I would have tried to make my life better.

	I took a deep breath. I had decided.

	I wanted to do this.

	—o—

	Now came the tricky part.

	I turned on the computer. The harsh blue light of my computer screen made my eyes burn. Michelle had told me that if I wanted this, then I needed to send her a description of exactly how I saw her dominating me. I put my fingers on the keyboard and I started writing:

	 

	Darling,

	I want you to dominate me. As I see it, there are four or five aspects of domination that I think need to be part of our relation—

	 

	I stopped. This was crap.

	Oh, I’m sure I could have written quite the memo. It would have had perfect bullet points and would have described in detail exactly how I expected her to dominate me, but it would have been a lifeless list of things... a grocery list of moments I wanted. That’s not genuine domination. It’s also topping from the bottom, as they call it, as I would have effectively used my wife as a tool to dominate myself: domination masturbation. No, I needed to do this differently.

	What’s more, I realized that I had attacked this issue with my brain like a problem to be solved rather than with my heart like a wonderful new world to be embraced. I needed to start over. So I closed my eyes and I thought about this.

	What would I say?

	What should I say?

	Then an idea struck me. I pulled up my collection of digital photos. These were the images I used for making captions at my blog. I looked through them for the ones that really spoke to me. I knew which ones they were before I even started my search. This was how I would express what I wanted.

	“This is going to work,” I said.

	The first image seemed so so fitting. It was shot from almost floorlevel and it involved a naked man on his hands and knees. He had a leash tied around his testicles, which were being pulled away from him by a woman that we see only from the knees down. She wore killer, high-heeled sandals that were just a hint too small for her, and she was tugging on the leash as she circled around behind the man like a shark circling its prey. 

	This image always excited me.

	I wrote, “Take my dignity. Humiliate me. Make me your toy.”

	That felt much better than the memo I had started. I grabbed a second image. This one was a rear-shot of a naked woman lying face down on a low bed. Her butt hung over the bed and her knees were on the floor with her legs trailing toward the viewer. Her curvy rear is the focal point of the image. But there’s more. She’s holding her arms behind her and in her hand is a man’s belt. She’s presenting herself to be whipped by her lover.

	I wrote: “Discipline me. Break me. Make me obey.”

	I was in an emotional whirlwind now and I was barely thinking as I kept writing out my deepest, most secret wishes. Shocking things came racing out of me! I grabbed a third image. This image showed a man on all fours, wearing stockings and high heels as a gorgeous blonde stood over him wearing a strap-on. What’s more, he had been shrunken and was no larger than her foot. I wrote:

	 

	Keep me small. Keep me in my place. Make me feel inferior.

	Don’t let me make decisions.

	Don’t let me interrupt you when you speak.

	Strip me of my authority at every chance.

	Make me irrelevant.

	Make me so small that I can only deal with the world through you.

	Become a giant to me. Be my entire world.

	 

	I shuddered at this thought. This was terrifying. Did I really want my wife to take away my ability to make decisions and stand up for myself in the real world? I don’t know because I didn’t let my brain consider it. This was all emotion coming out of me now, and all the submissive thoughts that had ever played in my fantasies poured out.

	I grabbed another image and kept going. This one involved a welldressed man painting the toenails of a woman outside on their veranda. She was clearly wealthy and used to being served. He looked like he hadn’t expected to assume this subservient role, but would do so anyways. The way she looked down on him with disdain spoke volumes to me. I wrote:

	 

	Take my independence.

	Make me obey your orders.

	Make me ask permission for everything.

	I am your property. Use me.

	 

	I was on a roll now. It was like a dam had broken and I was seeing submission in ways I had never dared write about in my stories. I wanted to submit to the point of genuine slavery, if not to the point of fantasy. I was essentially high on the possibilities and I was no longer thinking straight.

	“Buy me girl’s clothes. Paint my nails. Put me in makeup. Make me hold your purse,” I wrote on a picture of a man in sexy purple panties, black stockings and a garter belt. His erection was popping out the top of the panties. It was much bigger than mine.

	Another picture grabbed my attention: a woman sitting in a chair with a naked man kneeling before her. Her high-heeled-clad foot rubbed against his erection and her toes were playing with his testicles through the open-toe of her shoe. It was sexy and submissive and humiliating and it made me write:

	 

	Humiliate me.

	Remind me of my failures.

	Gloat over the things you have taken from me.

	Strip me of my manhood.

	Make me afraid to disobey you.

	 

	Gloat? Yes. You’ve won, I’ve lost. Make sure I know it. Make me afraid? Power without fear is not genuine power. Strip me of my manhood? Absolutely, I was no man anymore. Years and years of pent up submissive frustration spilled out onto each image.

	Over a picture of a woman sitting on a man’s back holding a leash around his neck I wrote, “Command me! Use your power as you wish.” I wrote, “Make me your servant,” over a picture of a caged sissy maid standing at attention. I wrote, “Train me through punishment!” over a picture of a woman walking on a treadmill in high heels.

	Finally, I found my favorite image. This was of a demure woman in a sweater and flats locking her husband’s penis into a chastity device, a metal cage shaped like a penis which can control so much. She was smiling. I wrote simply, “Take away my penis so I can never be a man again.” There it was. I hit send without even thinking.

	“Oh my God! What have I done?!” I gasped an instant later.

	My fingers were frozen on the keyboard. Why had I sent this to my wife? Why hadn’t I even stopped to think? This was a collection of fantasies and stupidities. It was extreme and crazy. How was she even supposed to do any of it? What did it even mean? Michelle wanted real answers, practical answers, and here I provided the worst kind of fantasy nonsense. I might as well have asked her to turn me into a pair of panties and wear me around the house. I felt stupid.

	I pushed back my chair. I was going to apologize and ask her to ignore what I sent. Maybe I could salvage something from this. But then a message appeared on my computer. It came from my wife.

	 

	Thank you, Princess

	Interesting ideas

	 

	Let me tell you, I almost passed out. First, I shuddered at being called “Princess,” but in a good way. Being called “Princess” was simultaneously deeply humiliating and yet warmly comforting. I admit I liked it. More importantly though, my wife had just declared that we were going forward. She was going to dominate me! I was going to submit to her. I was going to obey her in all things. What an amazing moment! I was so happy! But then I thought about the things I had said on the images.

	Oh God, what had I done?!

	 

	 


Chapter Five: “My First Day”

	 

	I had just dropped the girls off at school as I did every day. Since I worked from home while my wife worked at an office, it was easier for me to do this. As I drove to the school and back, I reflected on the prior night and I wondered what my new status as my wife’s submissive would mean. So far, nothing had changed, though admittedly, we had been too busy this morning to do anything in that regard. I supposed nothing would change until that evening or maybe even the weekend.

	I was wrong.

	When I returned home, I found my wife waiting for me. Usually, she was gone by the time I got back, but today she had called her office and told them she would be a few minutes late. I felt excited and nervous.

	“Good, you’re back,” said my wife. She wore a tight black skirt-suit and open-toed black spike heels with a half-inch platform. Despite her five inch heels, she was still several inches shorter than me, but as we were learning, size doesn’t necessarily equate to power.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I replied.

	“Go upstairs and change into what I’ve left you on the bed.”

	“Right now?” I don’t know why I asked this. I think I was nervous and I just wanted to say something.

	“Yes, now.”

	I took a deep breath and nodded my head. “Yes, Ma’am,” I said. Those words sounded so foreign coming out of my mouth, but they would become increasingly normal. I looked to the stairs. Was I really doing this? Was I really submitting to my wife? Of course I was. I wanted this. So why was I still so nervous? Why couldn’t I accept that I wanted this?

	“Leave the clothes on the bench alone. Just put on what’s on the bed.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said again, but I still didn’t move yet. I was processing.

	“Get moving.”

	I nodded my head again. I needed to go, so I made my way upstairs. My heart was pounding. What would I find? I had no idea. Would I be able to live with whatever it was? I hoped so. This was so exciting! It felt like Christmas morning and I couldn’t wait to look under the tree!

	When I entered the bedroom, I saw the clothes on the bench first. There was a pair of black walking shorts and a white dress shirt. There was nothing strange or embarrassing about those. That brought a certain calmness to me that this would not be an outlandish change, though truth be told, I felt a little disappointed too. I had expected something exciting like a tight red dress and heels, but then, this wasn’t some made up tale where I was going to slip into a bandage dress, look like a super model, and dance away with woodland animals doing my chores. This was real life and my wife and I both wanted her domination of me to remain a secret, so I knew there would be a strong level of caution. I guess I was just hoping for a bigger start.

	“Shorts are good,” I told myself and I turned to the bed.

	What I saw there was entirely different. On the bed lay a pair of pink panties and a pair of brown leather sandals. At first glance, the sandals looked like they could have been male sandals... maybe, but that turned out to be wishful thinking. As I neared, I noticed that their straps were far too delicate to be male sandals and they had a small wooden heel, perhaps a centimetre high, which was just a little higher than I’d ever seen on men’s sandals before.

	As for the panties, obviously no man would wear panties, but these were even extra feminine. When I examined them, I found them to be thong panties made mainly of hot pink lace. They were exciting. The sandals not so much.

	That was it. No red dress. No heels.

	I quickly slipped out of my regular clothes and into the sissy panties. My penis jumped to attention and tented out the panties. Wearing panties had always turned me on and I was going to wear these before my wife, which was even better! Indeed, in the past whenever I’d worn panties, such as those stolen from my sister or from a girlfriend, I felt kinky and excited. I felt the exact same now. I became very horny and I couldn’t wait for Michelle to see me. I really wanted to know how she would react. That excited me despite the lack of a dress or heels.

	Next, I sat on the edge of the bed and slipped into the sandals. These didn’t give me the same happy feeling as the panties. For one thing, they weren’t really high heels or something truly feminine which would turn me on, so they didn’t excite me. Instead, they just made me uncomfortable. See, I never wore sandals because I saw them as inherently feminine and I’d always been afraid of the reaction from everyone else – I didn’t want to be laughed at for wearing something feminine – but here I was wearing them now and that made me feel effete rather than feminine. I felt out of place, like when you walk through a hotel lobby in a swimming suit as others walk around dressed in suits. What’s more, they fit funny on my feet. They offered little support and they seemed to thrust me forward awkwardly because of the heel. 

	“Hurry up, I need to get to work,” called my wife.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I called back.

	I checked myself in the mirror one last time. I looked ridiculous. I was essentially naked except for the tiny pink thong. My penis stood up hard as a rock beneath it and pulled the thong out away from my crotch. In the cold morning air my nipples stood at attention. And then there were the sandals. I would not want outsiders to see me like this! I felt embarrassed. “This is your future though,” I told myself. “Get used to it!” I took a deep breath and I re-joined my wife.

	She laughed as soon as I came around the corner.

	“My my, don’t you look cute, Princess, in your little pink panties! I see they’ve made you hard. I guess you can’t claim this doesn’t turn you on, can you?” said Michelle knowingly. She then ran her fingertip up the front of my panties, tickling my erection as she went. I blushed and my erection throbbed. “Do you like the way you’re dressed, Princess?”

	I didn’t know how to respond, so I said what I thought I should. “It’s your choice how I’m dressed, Ma’am. I’ll accept whatever you choose.”

	“So true,” said my wife with a snicker. She kept running her finger up and down my shaft, making me throb. Finally, she stopped. “Come with me.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	I followed my wife to the living room where she led me to a shelf where I kept my keys and wallet and the such. She picked up my wallet and opened it. I felt a twinge at the loss of privacy, but that was just the beginning. First, she took out my cash. Then she took all of my credit cards except one.

	“Who does this belong to?” she asked and she held up the cash.

	I was confused. “Mine?”

	“Wrong. Try again.”

	“I don’t know.”

	“It’s mine. Everything is mine now. All of ‘our’ money is now ‘my’ money. This house is now my house. The cars. Even your clothes. Mine. You are my slave now. You belong to me. Hence, you no longer own anything unless I let you have it. Do you disagree?”

	“No, Ma’am,” I said. The idea made me nervous, but I knew this was coming. I’d done it to her when I was in charge and clearly this was payback. Besides, she wanted me helpless and dependent and I would never be dependent if I had my own money.

	She stuffed the money into her purse. “If you need money for something, you come to me now. If I think you should have whatever it is, I’ll give you the money to buy it. Do you understand?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	She pointed to the one credit card in my wallet. “I’m leaving you a credit card just in case I need you to buy something. Don’t use it unless I tell you that you can, and then only buy what I allow you. You buy nothing without permission. Do you understand?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Next, I want you to write down all the account numbers and passwords to all of our accounts today. We’ll look at those tonight. I’ll be handling all of our finances from now on.”

	I shuddered. This was the part I dreaded the most. Once she had all the account numbers and passwords, I truly would no longer have control over our finances. That scared me. It also brought back worries that this might all just be a trick to prepare for a divorce. That made me queasy.

	Of course, giving up the money at all made me queasy. It’s difficult to explain exactly how this made me feel, but imagine having had the freedom your whole life to buy whatever you wanted – a shirt, a television, a burger – and now being told that for the rest of your life you would no longer be able to buy anything without your wife’s permission. That was scary and emasculating. I didn’t want to beg my wife to buy me things. Men don’t do that. And I definitely didn’t want her being able to decide if she was going to let me have something. Was I a child?

	As I pondered this, she held up my car keys. “You will not leave the house without permission, got it?” I nodded my head.

	“I expect my commands to be acknowledged verbally with respect,” she said firmly.

	I blushed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“No driving without permission. No walking either. You don’t even go out to get the mail, Princess. This house is now your prison. You don’t walk past the front door without me allowing it.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“And you certainly don’t drive without permission.”

	“I won’t.”

	“If I catch you, I’ll take away your drivers license.” She handed me the keys to my car and she seemed to snicker again. “By the way, if I were you, I would enjoy it when I let you drive. At some point, when I’m ready, I will take your license and you won’t drive again.”

	I felt sick to my stomach. Would she really do that? Not only did I love to drive, but driving made me feel manly. Men drove, not women. I drove on all my dates. I drove on vacations. I drove whenever my wife and I were in the car. I had always seen driving as being the responsibility of “the man.” Letting her drive would be embarrassing. Even worse, not even having a driver’s license when my wife did would be emasculating. It would make me dependent. It would mean that she could legally do something I could not. That would be humiliating.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said reluctantly.

	“Now, I expect you to do the laundry, sweep and mop the kitchen, clean up the downstairs and make the beds every day. Those are your duties for now. We will add more chores once you’ve mastered those.”

	“How many more chores?” I asked.

	“Eventually, I expect you to do all the chores.”

	I nodded my head. Of course, I wasn’t happy with the idea of doing all the chores, but the submissive in me thrilled at the image of my wife lounging around in a bikini and heels with a drink in her hand as she gave me orders to clean the house in a cute little French maid costume.

	“What about the girls?” I asked.

	“What about them?”

	I motioned down my body at what I was wearing.

	“I don’t want them seeing any of this. When it comes time to pick up the girls, you will slip on the clothes on the bench. Leave on the panties and the sandals. Don’t add anything else. You no longer get to choose your own clothes. Do you understand?” asked Michelle.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“When they are home, you will wear what’s on the bench and you won’t do anything to let them know about your new status.”

	“Do I still do my chores?”

	“Yes.”

	Michelle then handed me my phone, which she had picked up from the kitchen counter. “Finally, you will carry this all day in case I need you, and I expect prompt responses. You will also use this to ask me permission before you eat, leave or use the bathroom. Got it?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Good girl,” said my wife, which again made me tingle. Then she put her hand on the back of my neck, stood up on her toes, pulled me to her, and kissed me hard on the lips. “Don’t disobey me, Princess. You will regret it.”

	I took a deep breath. “I won’t, Ma’am. I want to obey.”

	“Good girl, Princess. I think this is going to go very well so long as you remember your place.”

	She then turned and left, leaving me standing there with an erection. I was amazed at her list of rules and the commanding way she delivered it. I honestly never thought she had it in her, but I was glad she did. This had long been a fantasy of mine and I couldn’t wait to get started.

	—o—

	Let me tell you, housework is demanding.

	I mean, I’d done it before and I knew it was difficult, but doing all of it and with the expectation that someone would check my work was really hard. Complicating matters was the way my wife had dressed me. For one thing, being dressed as I was made me feel servile as I worked, and that’s kind of a creepy weak feeling. Indeed, what I wore was meant to embarrass me, and it did. It was also meant to remind me of my new status and it did that too. And it was meant to complicate my assignment. It did that too. Every time I pushed a broom or mop or vacuum, my penis pushed against the thong. And every time I bent over to pick something up or dust or whatnot, my testicles slipped free of the thong and I would need to put them back in. At the same time, walking around the hardwood floors of the house brought the constant SLAP-TAP sound of flat sandals. And having my nipples stand up constantly made my chest more sensitive, which made me feel girly.

	Then there were the control issues.

	The first time my wife’s control came up was after I finished a bowl of cereal and I realized I was supposed to have asked before I ate it. I immediately felt guilty. Should I confess, I wondered? Should I just grant myself a do-over? Well, I thought about it and I realized that if I was really going to do this and get any benefit out of it, then I needed to be honest. If I just forgave myself, then I was the one in charge. I didn’t want that, so I texted my wife what I had done and I asked forgiveness. She gave it to me, but she warned me not to let it happen again.

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am. I won’t,” I wrote.

	“Good girl.”

	Again, I shuddered at being called “girl.” That excited me.

	Then I realized that I needed to pee, which meant that I needed to ask permission to do it. This shouldn’t be any harder than asking to eat, right? Well, it was. As odd as it sounds, writing out the words “May I pee, Ma’am” was really difficult because I didn’t want to ask. This was none of her business! So I thought about peeing without asking. But again, I knew that would only cheat me. Not to mention, at some point, she would realize I wasn’t asking to pee and then she would be upset and I would need to ask anyways. So it was best to accept this now. Or was it? I looked down at my penis barely-hidden beneath the panties and I debated telling my wife that this was silly and I wouldn’t do it.

	But then something struck me: this wasn’t right, and I didn’t mean my wife’s order. What I realized was that if I truly wanted to submit, then it wasn’t my place to debate which of my wife’s orders I wanted to obey or not. I shouldn’t even be thinking about it. If I wanted to submit, then I needed to accept that I was no longer in control and that my place was to obey. So long as I kept the mindset that I had a choice, that I was deciding when she could issue an order, I wasn’t being submissive. It was then that I vowed to myself that I would work harder to follow her orders without question.

	I typed out the message and I waited like a child waiting to be called upon by a teacher.

	Beep!

	Her response read: “Yes.”

	I read that message and instantly felt happy that I could pee, as I needed to very badly. But an instant later, the shame of having asked my wife’s permission to pee struck me. That was embarrassing. And for the rest of the day, whenever I felt a little rebellious, I reminded myself that I had asked my wife for permission to pee and that put me back in my place. This became one of the first tricks I learned to make myself feel more submissive – remind myself of the embarrassing things I had done. That worked well, but I would need more if I was truly going to submit. I would need to find ways to suppress my desire to be independent. I would need to teach myself not to trust my own judgment, but to trust my wife’s more. I would need to teach myself to fear her power. And I would need to teach myself to stop thinking I had the right to make up my own mind. This was going to prove difficult.

	—o—

	As an aside, not everything went as smoothly that first day as the housework.

	It was time to pick up the girls. I needed to change, obviously, as I couldn’t very well pick them up in panties; neither my wife nor I wanted them knowing about my change in status. So I went upstairs and I grabbed the black walking shorts and the white dress shirt off the bench and I slipped into them. The shorts were long enough to cover the panties, so I wasn’t worried about those. The white dress shirt was pretty standard too so it didn’t worry me either. What did worry me, though, was the sandals.

	As I said before, I’d never worn sandals in the past. So showing up wearing sandals would be suspicious now. And not only would I be wearing sandals now, but these were girly sandals too. This was risky, and the more I thought about it, the more I got cold feet... no pun intended. I decided to take my concerns to my wife.

	I sent a text, “I’m getting ready to pick up the girls. Can I wear something other than the sandals? These are really girly.”

	“No,” came her reply.

	“Please, Ma’am. Anything else?”

	“There are some pink pumps in the back of my closet. You can wear those instead if you like. Otherwise you will wear the sandals,” she said.

	“But they’re very girly! The girls will know!”

	“Pumps or sandals.”

	I stared at her message. I thought very hard about disobeying. But then it struck me again that it wasn’t my place to disobey. Besides, this was exactly the sort of thing I wanted. I wanted my wife to make me uncomfortable, to humiliate me, in ways that wouldn’t get me in trouble, and this would do that because men wore sandals all the time, so only my wife and I would know the significance. Indeed, the risk of anything coming from this was low, but the effect of wearing these in public would be high. That was exactly what I needed. So the sandals it was.

	“Yes, Ma’am. I’m sorry.”

	A few minutes later, after asking permission to leave, I slid behind the wheel of my car. I felt strange. The thong did nothing to cover my butt and the shorts were thin, so I could feel the leather of the seat right on my skin through the thin material. Even stranger, I was about to drive in the sandals. I’d never worn anything like these before for driving and it felt awkward wearing such light shoes with a small heel. Interestingly, despite my realization that this was what I’d been asking for, I still thought about not wearing them... just in case. But Michelle was a step ahead of me on this.

	“Text me when you get to the school parking lot,” she said.

	“Why?”

	“Because I know you, Andrew. You wouldn’t even wear sandals when we went to the beach and I can’t imagine you’re going to want to wear such feminine sandals out of the house – despite your cross-dressing.”

	“I will too!” I protested.

	“After your last set of texts, I don’t believe you.”

	I admitted what she said, but I told her I would wear them.

	“I know you will,” she replied. “Because when you get to the parking lot, you’re going to text me. I’m going to give you a number. That number is the number of fingers you will hold up over your feet – in the sandals – when you take a picture to show me that you’re wearing them. If you aren’t wearing the sandals, then you will be punished in a very public way. Understood?”

	I felt a chill race down my spine. I had no doubt she would do what she was threatening. “Yes, Ma’am. I promise I’ll wear them,” I said.

	“Of course you will, Princess.”

	So I did. I wore them to pick up the girls. And what I feared happened. I don’t think the girls were in the car for more than a minute before the younger one noticed the sandals.

	“You’re wearing sandals,” said the youngest and she giggled.

	I shrugged my shoulders and tried to play it cool. I hoped that if I didn’t react like this was the end of the world that it would all seem normal and the issue would go away fast. “Yeah, I figured why not?” I said.

	“You never wear sandals.”

	“There’s a first time for everything,” I said as we pulled away from the school. “Besides, lots of men wear sandals. There’s no reason I can’t.”

	“But why are you wearing them now?”

	I shrugged my shoulders. “They’re comfortable.”

	She nodded her head and looked out the window. I thought that I had handled that well and I had made it all a non-issue. But then a minute later, the two girls whispered to each other and started giggling. I felt the red hot touch of shame rising up my back. I wanted to demand to know what they were whispering about, but I knew that would only lead to trouble. So I drove home in silence, suspecting that they had found something funny about me wearing sandals.

	I wasn’t really happy about this, but when I brought it up to my wife that evening, she said, rather sharply, “You’re going to be wearing sandals from now on. It will be impossible to hide that from the girls or anyone else, so you better get used to it.”

	“But people will know—”

	“You wanted to be feminized, you deal with it. Lots of men wear sandals, so you better toughen up because these are the least obvious feminine change I’m making. It’s coming, Andrew, and it isn’t all going to be as easy to explain as those sandals.”

	 

	 


Chapter Six: “Her Dominance Grows”

	 

	The first few days had gone well enough. I cleaned the house each day as if I were my wife’s hired maid. This made me feel servile and I admit I liked that. I especially liked that my wife issued orders for me to do these things. That tickled something deep in my psyche and it oddly gave me comfort. I wore panties as I worked and wore panties beneath my clothes otherwise. That turned me on, which made me happy. It wasn’t often that I had been turned on in my marriage of late. The sandals made me uncomfortable, but the uneasiness they generated reminded me that I was being feminized, which made me happy in a way I cannot explain.

	We would see how things continued.

	It was the weekend. I still lay in bed.

	Since I work at home, weekends don’t mean to me what they mean to other people. What they mean to me is overcrowding. Or to be more specific, weekends to me are times when everyone else is home. That means the house is full of girls: both our girls and their friends and my wife and sometimes her friends. Because of this, my privacy falls to almost nothing. That would seem to make continuing our new relationship difficult. Indeed, there was no way I could see my wife dressing me in panties and sandals and ordering me around, making me clean the house. So I assumed my wife would just let everything go until the following Monday unless we somehow ended up alone. Well, it quickly became apparent that little was going to change from the week.

	“Good morning, Princess,” said my wife sweetly.

	I opened my eyes to see my wife standing above me sipping a cup of coffee. I smiled. “Good morning, Ma’am.”

	“I let you sleep in today, but tomorrow I expect you to bring me coffee in bed.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

	“I’ve set out your clothes for the day,” she said, pointing to a pile of clothes on a bench next to our bed – red panties, black shorts, white dress shirt and women’s sandals, my standard outfit. I had wanted to ask if I was going to get a break this lovely weekend, but her words and the pile of clothes gave me the answer to that. She continued. “Today, you will sweep and mop the kitchen floor after breakfast. You will clear the table of dishes and you will clean up the pots and pans.”

	“With the girls here?”

	“With the girls here,” said Michelle.

	“What if they ask why I’m doing all the housework?”

	“They already know you do the housework.”

	“They know I do some of it, but not all of it,” I said. “And they definitely have never seen me do it all while you lounged around like a queen.”

	My wife shrugged her shoulders. “You’re becoming a better husband all the time, Princess. Today will just be another example of that as you volunteer to take on all the work while your overworked wife gets the day off. It’s that simple. They won’t think twice about it.”

	“Is that what you want me to tell them?” I asked.

	“It’s up to you what you tell them,” she said. “Whatever you tell them though, you will do your duties. Them being home is no excuse. Just be glad I’m letting you wear the shorts.”

	I furrowed my brow. “You promised we wouldn’t tell them anything about our new relationship!”

	“And we’re not. If you think a man helping his wife by taking over the chores somehow signifies a femdom relationship, then you really do need re-education. If you want an obvious femdom relationship, I’ll put you on a leash or make you kneel when you speak to me. See how the girls laugh at you then! All you’re doing right now is being a helpful husband. You better learn the difference.” My wife seemed genuinely annoyed and I can’t blame her as I had often escaped helping out by playing the man card. She was right too. A man without my inner sissy could do what she commanded and wouldn’t even blink. It was only my insecurities that made me fear exposure from this. I guess my inner-submissive crossdresser was like Edgar Allen Poe’s “Tell-Tale Heart”.

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I said. “I will do my best to do my chores properly.”

	“You’d better, because the more that needs to be redone, the harsher I will be about the instructions I give. So unless you want me openly ordering you to do your work, you’d better make sure I have no need to.”

	I swallowed hard. This was no idle threat. I could very much see her doing this. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“When you’re done around the house, you will put gas in my car and have it washed,” she continued.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Take my suits to the cleaner too.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“When you’re done with that, report to me for more work,” she said.

	She wasn’t kidding either. All day long she gave me new assignments. Sometimes she gave them orally. Sometimes, she gave them in other ways. For example, she cooked breakfast as she always did, but she didn’t clean up a single dish or spoon or spatula. She left it all for me, and she did so without a word. So I cleaned it as she and the girls went to the living room and watched a television show about various potential vacation islands.

	“That looks nice,” I said, coming up behind the couch upon which they were sitting.

	“It does,” said my wife. “Are you done in the kitchen?” Her tone was borderline supervisorial.

	“Uh, yeah,” I said.

	“Good girl,” she said with a giggle, which made the girls giggle.

	I blushed deeply, but I knew not to say anything. My wife then held up her coffee cup in the air apparently for me to take. I felt a strong rebellious urge, but I recognized that if I made a big deal of this, the girls would realize something was wrong. Otherwise, I told myself, they would only know that I was being helpful. I took the cup as ordered and did my best to retreat silently to the coffee pot.

	Clearly, my wife was enjoying having a little fun at my expense. Not only was she making me do servile work before the girls, but she was issuing orders to make it happen – talking to me in ways she had never done before – and she was all but daring me to refuse. She was just careful enough, however, that the girls never caught on.

	For example, at one point she called me to the couch.

	“I’d like another cup of coffee,” she said. There was no “please” or other form of request. But her tone wasn’t quite harsh or demanding enough for the girls to realize this was an order.

	I took her cup and grew hard within my shorts. “I’m not sure there’s any left.”

	“You need to make some then.” This was her strongest order up to that point. There was no ambiguity, and no asking. She had ordered me to make coffee if need be. There was no “please” or “thank you.” Just do it. 

	Yet, the girls didn’t hear anything unusual in this.

	“All right,” I said reluctantly.

	Sure enough, the coffee was gone, so I had to make more. Then I needed to bring it to her. This made me highly embarrassed. My wife had just given me orders in front of our girls and there was nothing I could do but act like that was natural. If I threw a fit, the girls would realize something was wrong. Otherwise, they didn’t realize what had happened. After all, it wasn’t like my wife had made me call her “Ma’am” or kiss her feet or anything; she just asked for coffee and I got it for her. So unless you already knew that I was submitting to her, nothing she did really made that apparent. I knew it. My wife knew it. The girls didn’t. My wife had played this perfectly.

	 

	—o—

	 

	As an aside, my wife was getting better every day at being dominant. As I’ve mentioned before, she actually thought of herself as a submissive, and on several occasions gave me speeches about how she wasn’t dominant and this wasn’t what she wanted, but she had decided to put all of that aside for me. Well, that wasn’t true, but it did hinder her at first.

	For example: at first, she was afraid to take advantage of me as a submissive. Initially, she only gave me a small number of chores to do for fear of being unfair to me. This was despite the fact I wanted her to be unfair because being a submissive means living at the whim of your master, no matter what that whim may be. It’s that fear of the unknown which makes submission fun, and it’s the sense of serving someone greater than you in ways no one else could which make the submission special. Otherwise, I would just be a glorified servant or a pussy-whipped husband. I wanted... nay, I needed to be more. I needed to be someone who could give his wife things no one else ever could, things no normal couple could ever give each other.

	My wife also never abused her power. This too was something I wanted: to be misused. To be made to do humiliating things. To debase myself. To use power for the sake of power. Such a demonstration of power would help me feel inferior. That, in turn, would help break down my independence and make it so much easier for me to see myself as entirely devoted to my wife. The “less” I became, the greater she became, the easier it was to become even less. Moreover, power is never real until it can be abused and the whole surrender feels like a fraud until there is real power.

	This was an issue at first with her orders. Indeed, many of the initial “orders” went like this:

	 

	My wife clears her throat and looks to the ground. She blushes. She’s embarrassed. “Um, could you... would you please empty the dishwasher? Please?”

	“You don’t need to say ‘Please,’ Ma’am,” I replied.

	“I know.”

	“You can just order me to do it.”

	“I know, but I don’t want to be rude.”

	 

	I would sigh and then tell her again that it is so much easier on me when she just gives me a command than when she pleads for help and offers me a choice. For me to sustain my feelings of submission, I needed her to really take control and use her power over me without regard to my wishes. That made her power real and I could respect it and obey it. But when she pleaded with me to do things... when she offered me a choice, I lacked that respect and I realized that I was the only one keeping me submissive. It was like masturbation. It could be fun, but not as fun a having a real partner.

	Think of it this way. If someone is into bondage and you agree to tie them up, they are expecting certain things. In particular, they expect you to take enjoyment from the power you get from their helplessness. If you don’t enjoy that power and don’t misuse it a little just because you can, there is never any danger and their submissive act never becomes real. It was the same thing here. When she pleaded with me to do something, it felt like being that devotee of bondage and being tossed a rope and told “tie yourself up, have a good time, and get back to me when you’re free again.” That’s hardly satisfying.

	This was all frustrating.

	But I knew my wife, and I knew she really was dominant, whether she believed it or not. I also suspected that she would slowly come to love the freedom, the control, and the power all of this gave her. She had a husband ready to do all the chores and more for her. She had a husband ready to satisfy any whim. She had the power to remake our relationship any way she wanted. She could use me in ways she had never been able to use any man before. And she could let the control freak within her run wild. I was sure she would come to like that and her enjoyment would push her farther and farther into acceptance and enjoyment of this change.

	I was sure this would happen, and with each passing day, I saw more and more signs of it coming. Indeed, the more commands I obeyed, the more confidence she gained and the more commands she issued. Then I saw the glint growing in her eye as she started to realize that she liked having a servant do her chores and take care of her. She liked not needing to work around the house. She felt special having someone do all these things for her. She liked having the last word. In fact, she really liked having the last word – just as I liked her beating me.

	Soon, the begging stopped. Her orders slowly became orders and stopped being requests for favours. They became firm. They became confident. They put me in my place as her servant. The range of her orders grew too. She was getting used to being in charge and she wanted to expand her power into new areas all the time. We still had a long way to go to get her to become a true dominant, but she was beginning to get hooked on her power. And when this feeling melded with her control-freak ways, I knew the results would be spectacular.

	 

	 


Chapter Seven: “My First Punishment”

	 

	By the middle of the afternoon on that first weekend, the girls had gone off to their rooms with friends, I had finished all of the chores my wife gave me, and my wife was in a playful mood. The first thing to tip me off to that was that she kept doing things like slipping off her shoe and making me come replace it on her foot, or having me fetch her drinks or a book, and then touching my body as I came to her. She seemed rather horny to me.

	“So honey,” said my wife over the edge of her cup as she sipped her coffee.

	“Yes, Ma’am?” I asked.

	“What did you not do this week that you were supposed to do?”

	I had no idea. She had given me so many assignments and I thought I had done them all. “I’m not sure. It’s been a confusing week. I thought I did everything. I certainly tried.”

	My wife snickered. “I’m sure.”

	“What didn’t I do?” I asked cautiously.

	“The list of accounts.”

	I bit my tongue. This was true. I had resisted that one and then I simply forgot about it. Being as busy as I had been that week, I forgot to go back and do that. Plus, honestly, as long as she wasn’t pushing on that one, I wasn’t going to do it because I didn’t want to give up the power it gave me to be the only one with access to the accounts. She rose from the couch. “Follow me.” I swallowed hard and obeyed.

	Michelle walked down the hallway to the bedroom. She wore capri pants, a pink sweater and tan wedge sandals with five-inch cork heels. I felt like a child following a teacher down the hallway to see the principal. At first, I thought she was headed for the study, but that turned out not to be the case. That actually made me a little more comfortable. Maybe I could avoid giving her the accounts after all?

	“Drop your shorts,” said my wife when we reached the bedroom.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I replied. I undid my shorts and dropped them to my ankles. I now wore a pink thong, the girlish sandals, and a light blue teeshirt. The black walking shorts were around my ankles. I stepped out of those.

	“You need to learn to obey all of my commands—”

	“I am trying,” I lied.

	“Don’t interrupt me, Princess, or I’ll make you ask permission to speak.”

	“Yes, Ma’am. I’m sorry.”

	“As I was saying, you need to learn to obey my commands. You didn’t do what I told you. That failure requires a ‘correction’, doesn’t it?” She picked up the hard-backed chair from in front of her vanity and moved it across the room. “I want you to stand in front of my vanity.”

	My stomach twisted. What did she have in mind? I wasn’t sure, but I moved to where she pointed.

	“Now spread your legs. Bend over and grab the edge of the table,” she said.

	I was starting to get it. This was a familiar position from all my books. So I took a deep breath and did as she said. I spread my legs and bent forward. As I did, I took hold of the outer edge of the small desk. In front of me stood the mirror where I realized I could watch whatever she did behind me. I was actually becoming rather excited. I hadn’t been spanked since I was a child and I was kind of eager to experience this.

	“Do you agree that a correction is needed?” asked my wife.

	Certainly. I had ignored her order. That did require correction. Not to mention, I wanted one. So, I said: “Yes, Ma’am.”

	She rubbed her hand over my butt cheek. Her hand was warm and felt good against my rear. This excited me further. “So tell me, Princess. 

	How many blows would it take for a proper correction?” I had no idea, so I guessed randomly. “Thirty?”

	“You think you can take thirty blows? I doubt it.”

	I snickered to myself. My wife was clearly overestimating her strength. She’d playfully struck me before with her soft hand, even throwing a punch at my arm, and I barely felt it. I wasn’t too worried about this.

	“I can do thirty without any problem,” I said confidently.

	“You have a lot of confidence for a submissive. You’re going to regret it.”

	I tightened my grip and prepared for the first strike. Oddly, Michelle didn’t start firing away. Instead, she went to the bed and sat down on the edge of it. She leaned over and unbuckled her wedges before pulling her feet from them. Maybe she wanted better footing than the wedges would give her? Apparently not, as she picked up one wedge, leaving the other on the floor. Then she flicked her wrist, giving the shoe a little swing. Now I understood! Was she really going to spank me with her shoe? Would that hurt? I guess it would. The real question, though, was how much more would it hurt than her hand?

	I started to feel nervous.

	My wife came up behind me and ran her hand over my naked butt cheeks again – the thong did nothing to hide or protect them. Her hand felt good, but what she was preparing me for worried me.

	“Thirty blows it is,” she said.

	“I don’t really want this,” I told myself suddenly. Switching from her hand to her shoe struck me as unfair and I opened my mouth to complain. But then, hadn’t I just complained that she wasn’t being unfair to me? If I really believed that, then I had no right to complain now. Besides, wasn’t I supposed to be submissive? My fate was supposed to be out of my hands, wasn’t it? Yes, it was. I decided not to voice any objection. I would take my chances.

	“Are you ready?” she asked.

	I swallowed hard. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Good,” she replied and she slipped her hand inside my thong and wrapped her fingers around my balls, squeezing them to the point it became uncomfortable, “Today, you are being corrected for not doing as you were told. I hope you learn a valuable lesson from this.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said through gritted teeth.

	To my relief, she let go of my balls and stepped back slightly. I turned to look and watched as she took a firm grip on her wedge and raised it into the air behind me. Suddenly, it was racing through the air toward my rear. I closed my eyes and held my breath. I had never been spanked by a wife or girlfriend before and I didn’t know if this would hurt or not or how much. I thought it might not because she’s not that strong, but it was a shoe, so you never know.

	I tightened my muscles. I thought I heard the shoe cutting through the air: whooooooosh! Then it struck hard and fast. SLAP! came the sound as it slammed against my butt. Michelle clearly held nothing back. The shoe landed on my butt cheek with extreme force, sending pain shooting up my nerves to my brain. It hurt. It was much worse than I expected.

	In the meantime, it made my entire rear shake and wobble for a brief moment, which made my wife giggle.

	“Count them... count the blows,” said Michelle.

	“Yes, Ma’am. One, Ma’am,” I said through my clenched jaw.

	The pain passed.

	She raised the shoe again. This time I watched in the mirror. There was an intense look of determination on her face. Once again, I heard the shoe cutting through the air: whooooooosh! before it struck: SLAP! 

	Again, it hurt... a lot. I winced.

	“Two, Ma’am,” I said.

	Three, four and five followed. Then six, seven and eight. At first, she worked my butt in a large circular pattern, but as my cheeks became red and inflamed she started to work on specific spots over and over. The pain from this doubled as she concentrated on these spots. I was on the verge of crying by twenty. I was very much regretting my bravado now.

	She raised the shoe again and brought it down again: whooooooosh!

	SLAP!

	This time, I didn’t count immediately. Instead, I clenched my jaw at the pain and I struggled to remain standing. I wanted to collapse into a ball and soothe my screaming rear. “Twenty-four, Ma’am,” I said finally when the pain receded enough.

	Michelle laughed. “Did that one hurt?”

	“They all hurt, Ma’am. That one really hurt.”

	“Good. Maybe we’re finally at the point where we can have our lesson,” she said.

	“I’ve learned my lesson,” I said.

	“Oh, no you haven’t. You’re only now getting to the right state of mind.” She ran her finger over my hot, sore butt. It felt strangely good. In fact, it felt good enough that my penis started to expand.

	“How can I get hard from this?” I asked myself. Then I imagined the scene with my wife beating me with her shoe and me just accepting it. That turned me on even more and sped up the growth of my erection. A moment later, my penis stood up between my legs. I couldn’t believe it.

	Here came the shoe again: whooooooosh! SLAP!

	“Ouuuuch!” I exclaimed.

	“We need to train you so you’ll obey any order I give without question,” said my wife. “If I want you to drop to your knees and lick my feet in the middle of the mall, then you should feel compelled to do it. 

	Complete obedience, don’t you agree? Isn’t that what you want?”

	“No, Ma’am.”

	Michelle shook her head and laughed. “I think it is. Everything you sent me asked for this. Every character you’ve written wants this. You want to need to obey.” She raised the shoe up in the air and started again:

	Whooooooosh! SLAP!

	Whooooooosh! SLAP!

	Whooooooosh! SLAP!

	“That’s thirty,” said my wife.

	I breathed a sigh of relief. I had no idea one small woman could inflict so much pain with a shoe!

	She ran her fingers over my rear again. It stung, but it felt good too. Then she reached between my legs, grabbed my hard shaft, and stroked me slowly. Precum slipped into her palm.

	“We’re going to do this again every time you need correction,” she said.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“We’re going to do more too each time. Next time, it will be forty. Then fifty. We will eventually find the point where you learn to obey me. Do you know why?” she asked.

	“So I learn to obey.”

	“Not just obey, but obey. I know what you want. You want to be unable to resist me. You want to be powerless to disobey. I’m going to make you afraid to disobey me. You want that, don’t you?”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I admitted reluctantly.

	“Good girl. I want that too,” she said and she kept stroking me slowly.

	“I try to be obedient, Ma’am. I try to do everything you ask!”

	“That’s not true, Princess. Right now, you obey me when you want to. That’s not obedience.” She ran her nails across my butt, shooting the temperature much higher on my skin. I struggled not to pull forward. “Obedience is doing what I say, not debating if you want to obey me.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

	She let go of my erection. “Don’t worry, you’ll learn. Now get dressed. We have things to do,” she said and she slapped my rear. Then she walked out, leaving me like that. I looked down at my erection and thought about finishing what she had started but she stopped at the door and said, “We’re done, Princess. Get dressed and bring my shoes. You can put them on my feet in the living room.”

	I would be spanked often after this.



	




	Chapter Eight: “New Chores”

	 

	A few more days had passed and I was back at my computer working on my next book. This change of status in my marriage had really inspired me to keep writing and I was brimming with ideas. Of course, now I had to do my housewife chores before I could write, but this was still much better than feeling spent and depressed and having no ideas. As I worked on my latest book, my wife sent me a text message.

	“Which panties are you wearing?” she asked.

	“The yellow ones with the floral pattern,” I responded. I looked down at my growing erection beneath the panties. I slipped my hand into them and gave myself a quick stroke.

	“Are you done with your chores?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Good girl! I have new chores for you.”

	I bit my lip. I definitely wouldn’t mind more control because the more control she took, the easier it was to accept my submission, but I didn’t need more chores. I was already working extremely hard to take care of the house and clean up after everyone else. This was costing me several hours a day and limiting my work time. I really didn’t need more work to take up more time. But I couldn’t really refuse either.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I responded reluctantly.

	“From now on, I want you dusting the living room, study and front hallway every day. Start today. I should not need to come home to a dirty house,” she wrote next. “Also, you are to make ice tea every day as well. The girls ran out yesterday. I don’t want that happening again.”

	I rolled my eyes. The girls were more than old enough to make their own tea. Why did I have to make it? I had submitted to her, not to them. Still, I acknowledged her order.

	“Each night, before you go to bed, you will prepare my coffee for me from now on.”

	That didn’t seem like a big deal to me, except that I suspected she would want me to fetch it for her in the mornings. That meant getting up before her to bring her the coffee in bed. I asked her and she claimed she didn’t want that, but my suspicions would be proved right later that week when she added that part.

	“Finally,” she continued, “I have a writing assignment for you.”

	This piqued my interest. I had honestly been hoping she would expand her dominance away from just doing chores and do something a little more creative – and hopefully a little more feminizing. Perhaps this was it?

	“Each day, when you are done with your other chores, you will write one reason why I am superior to you and send it to me. This better be thoughtful and genuine too or I will punish you,” she wrote.

	I took in a deep breath and I scratched my chin. This was an interesting and tricky assignment. What she was doing was getting me to spend a lot of time trying to think of ways that she was better than me. If I had included this in one of my books, the psychology behind it would have led the feminized character to actually start seeing his wife as superior. I wondered if this would have a similar effect on me in the real world. It did seem possible, and I admit the prospect made me nervous, but I also found it exciting. Could I really “think” myself into believing I was inferior? If I did, what would happen? Would it naturally follow that I would begin to obey my wife? I didn’t know but I was intrigued. And honestly, I grew hard at the idea.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I wrote.

	 

	—o—

	 

	The following morning brought another change. As I dressed to take the girls to school in my black shorts, white dress shirt and black sandals, Michelle handed me a small jewellery box.

	“What’s this?” I asked.

	“It’s a gift for my little girl,” she said.

	I was surprised as my wife almost never got me gifts. I eagerly opened it to find a ring. It was a flowery girl’s ring with a pattern of roses. It was pretty, but I wasn’t sure why she had bought it for me, especially as it seemed too small. I stuck it on my finger, but it didn’t go past my first knuckle.

	“This won’t fit,” I said and I held up my finger.

	“It’s not meant for your hand. It’s a toe ring,” said my wife.

	I looked down at my toes poking out the front of my sandal. “You want me to wear a ring around my toes? A woman’s ring?”

	“Well, they don’t exactly make toe rings for men.”

	“Isn’t that going to be obvious though? What will the girls say? What will anyone I run into say?”

	My wife snickered. “They’ll say that you’re a very fashion forward thinker.”

	I grimaced.

	“Put it on,” she commanded.

	“Please don’t make me do this,” I whined.

	“You’re the one who wants me to feminize you, so don’t complain when it happens. Put it on.”

	I glared at her, but truth be told, this was exactly what I wanted. This was a small, barely noticeable change that would add a hint of feminization to my appearance but not enough for most people to notice. What’s more, even those who noticed wouldn’t know for sure what was happening. It would just give them a sense that something odd was going on and their confused slightly-accusing look would humiliate me and turn me on. At the same time, my wife could use this to humiliate me by pointing it out or she could use it to control me by threatening to point it out. This was exactly what I wanted out of being dominated – to be under my wife’s control and the potential for humiliation without being openly mockable.

	So why did I fight it?

	I don’t know. I still don’t understand it. I know what I want and this was definitely it, but accepting it was difficult. That’s why I needed my wife to force this upon me. “Put it on, Princess.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said finally.

	“It sounds like we may need another correction because you clearly are not obeying me yet,” said my wife.

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” said I as I bent down and slipped the ring around the narrow part of my second toe. When I stood back up and looked down, the ring was obvious through the opening of the sandal. There was no hiding it. That excited me. It terrified me too, of course.

	“There. Now you’re pretty,” said my wife and she kissed me.

	We left the bedroom.

	If the girls noticed, they didn’t say, though there was more giggling in the back of the car. I didn’t see anyone else that day who might notice, so I wasn’t sure how most people would react. I almost asked for permission to go to the store just to find out, but I thought better of it. Instead, I did my chores and then sat down to start my writing for the day. Before I could begin that, however, I needed to do one last task. I needed to come up with a reason that my wife was superior.

	This turned out not to be very easy.

	In fact, I’d been thinking about this all day and I was struggling. The problem wasn’t coming up with things to say, the problem was coming up with things to say that sounded genuine. I could say things like, “You’re a woman and I’m just a man, so you are superior.” But that doesn’t sound the least bit convincing. It sounds generic. It sounds like something you would find on the internet, and there was no reason to think I ever believed it. If I sent that, she would see right through it. So I needed something more specific.

	But in that regard, I just didn’t have any ideas. Not to sound arrogant, but I’m smarter and certainly better educated. I’m stronger. I’m faster. I earn more money. I even arguably have better taste in women’s clothes as the things I’ve picked out for her get a lot more compliments than the things she chooses. So what do I say that is specific and significant, but doesn’t sound like I’m condescending to her?

	I stared at the blank computer screen.

	“What am I going to say?” I asked myself.

	I went through a list of ideas, but none of them felt the least bit right. 

	They all seemed fake or too minor to matter. I needed a different approach. “Let’s look at this logically. Why is she superior to me?”

	Once more, I went through a list of ideas, but none of them felt real. I sighed. This was proving much harder than I expected. I sat for several minutes racking my brains.

	“Maybe I’m looking at this wrong,” I said after a while. What if rather than asking the question so straight up, I try to get at it a little differently. “Why did I submit to her in the first place? What about her made it possible?”

	Asking this question changed my perspective and, suddenly, I thought I had something. I typed it out:

	 

	“You are superior to me because I surrendered to you, even when I thought I was dominant and you were submissive.”

	 

	I read it again. It was thoughtful. It was genuine. The best bit of proof that she was my superior was that I had agreed to submit myself to her authority. Why would I do that if I didn’t sense on some level that she was my superior? This made sense to me. But would my wife accept it as such? I wasn’t sure, but I decided to try.

	I sent the text, but my wife didn’t respond.

	After a few minutes, I followed up with this text: “Is this acceptable, Ma’am?”

	“I will let you know when I am ready,” came the response.

	Again, my place was to wait.


Chapter Nine: “My New ‘Lover’”

	 

	I’m not even sure how long we went without having sex. I knew it had been some time, but I hadn’t been counting. It wasn’t like we had sex regularly even before I submitted and we definitely didn’t have it after. So it came as quite the surprise when my wife suddenly said that we should go to the bedroom to fool around. That was the last thing I expected at that point, but I was excited! I was also really curious to see what she would do now that she was in charge.

	“You’ve been such a good girl that I’ve decided to reward you,” said my wife, by way of explanation. She wore brown slacks, a cream-colored blouse and open-toed beige high-heeled slingbacks. They had a half-inch platform and an overall heel of five inches. They were gorgeous shoes and I loved seeing her wear them.

	“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said excitedly.

	We entered the bedroom.

	“Of course, we can’t do it as a normal couple, not with you being a submissive little girl,” said my wife.

	“Why not? I still have a dick.”

	“Not as far as I’m concerned.”

	I furrowed my brow. Of course, I had a dick! Our relationship hadn’t changed that. It didn’t fall off just because I had become the submissive partner in our relationship. What was the problem? Then she told me.

	“Only a man can have sex with me, and you... I just can’t see you as a man anymore,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone.

	This hit me like a knife to the stomach.

	“Besides,” she added as she sat down on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs, “it’s so tiny! It’s so tiny I’m not even sure we can call it a dick. And it definitely won’t satisfy me. It never has. I actually doubt it can satisfy any woman. So there’s no point in me letting you stick it inside me.”

	I burned with humiliation. Was she being truthful or was this all some attempt to humiliate me? I didn’t know, and that proved difficult. So despite me telling myself to remain silent, I spoke up.

	“You never said anything before,” I said.

	“There’s a lot I never said before.”

	She waved me over to her. I did as she ordered, trembling with the humiliation of her words. She then slipped her hand inside the waistband of my shorts and pulled them down until she exposed my silky pink panties and my erection pushing out against the panties beneath – yes, her words had made me hard. She pulled down the panties, letting out my erection. 

	She chuckled.

	“How did I ever marry you in the first place?” she asked rhetorically.

	Realizing that I could only make this worse, I shut my mouth. This was deeply humiliating though, and oddly exciting.

	“Now that I’m in charge,” she continued, “I can speak my mind, and there’s really nothing you can do to stop me. So listen up, darling. Your dick is barely adequate. It’s too small, too thin, and you don’t have a clue how to use it. I don’t think you’ll ever figure it out either.” I bit my lip.

	“So if your dick is useless, then how should we do it, I asked myself. Maybe we shouldn’t do it at all, I thought. But that didn’t seem fair to you. After all, it’s not your fault that your dick isn’t serviceable. I suppose I could just let you masturbate, but I wanted to be involved. After all, a good owner should be involved in the sex lives of their submissives. But what should I do? It seemed to be an unsolvable problem. But then something occurred to me.”

	“What’s that, Ma’am?” I asked reflexively.

	“I realized that you’re not worthy of me; you’re barely worthy to lie beneath my feet. When I realized that, it struck me: you belong at my feet. And if that’s true, then maybe you should be having sex with my feet. That’s all you’re worth.”

	“Your feet?” I repeated uncertainly.

	“Yes, my feet. That’s where you belong. Although, my feet might still be a little above you. Then I remembered your shoe fetish. Putting all of that together, it finally occurred to me that you should make love to my shoes.”

	“Your shoes?”

	“Yes.”

	I wasn’t sure what she meant. “How do I do that?”

	“I’m glad you asked,” she said. As she said this, she raised her high heel clad foot and placed it directly against my crotch. “From now on, you will have a love affair with my shoes. You will romance them. You will kiss them and lick them. When you behave, I will let you cum in them. I might even stick my foot in there if you’ve been really good. And when you’re done, you will lick my shoe clean.”

	“I’m not sur—”

	“Oh, don’t even bother, darling. I’ve made up my mind. I think it would be funny and appropriate for you to do this, so it’s going to happen.” She moved back onto the bed until she was sitting with her back to the

	headboard and her feet out before her. “Go to my closet.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said and I went to the closet.

	“Do you see the tan wedges with the cork heel?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Those are your new lovers. Pick them up and bring them to the bed.”

	I picked up the wedges and examined them. I definitely had a shoe fetish, but treating my wife’s shoes as a “lover” and having sex with them instead of her seemed a little much. Still, I did as she instructed. I returned to the bed with them.

	“Slip them on my feet,” she said.

	I walked over and sat down by her feet. I took each foot in turn and pulled off the slingback and then slipped a wedge onto that foot in its place. Then I buckled each shoe tightly.

	“Now kiss them on the front, right before my toes on the insole,” she commanded.

	I leaned close to the first wedge. There was about an inch of insole before her toes. It was made of a tan leather. I could smell the leather. I could also smell the accumulation of old sweat that had worked its way into the shoe. It smelled musky. The smell excited me. I gave the shoe a quick kiss.

	“Now lick my toes,” said my wife.

	This was exciting to me, and I couldn’t wait to do it. I looked down at her gorgeous red toenails sticking out of the front of the shoe. I stuck out my tongue and jammed it against her toes. I could feel the texture of her nail polish on her toes. I could feel the soft leather of the insole against my skin and the even softer leather straps over her toes. I could taste her flesh. I could taste the sweat that had worked its way into the leather. I was in Heaven.

	“Now take off your shorts and your panties,” said my wife.

	I wasted no time stripping those off. When I was naked, she indicated that I should sit at the foot of the bed on my knees. I did as she ordered. Then she raised her feet and placed one on each of my thighs. I could feel the cork pressing into my skin. She then pointed her toes inwards. As she did, the tips of her shoes met at my erection and pinned it tightly in place.

	“All right, lover boy, go ahead,” said my wife.

	“Go ahead and what?”

	“You want to cum, here’s your chance.”

	It took me a moment, but I realized what she meant. She wanted me to drive my penis back and forth as she held the shaft between her shoes as if I was having sex with them. That was humiliating. But I did want to cum.

	Slowly, I started moving my hips, driving my erection forward and backward, forward and backward, forward and backward, forward and backward, forward and backward. Each thrust dripped with humiliation as my wife watched me with a smirk on her face from the head of the bed as I proved how desperate I could be. Oddly... or I guess not so oddly... that humiliation turned me on something fierce.

	Soon, I was feeling a rhythm build within, a rhythm that made my balls pull inward and made my penis feel like it was lurching forward. I knew what this meant, so I closed my eyes and I drove my dick even faster between my wife’s shoes. I was barely breathing as my chest heaved and my muscles tensed. I put my hand on her open heel and I fingered her foot. In my imagination, I saw this scene play out from above and I focused on my wife’s mocking smile.

	Bam! I came. I came over and over until I was drained.

	Finally, I stopped moving my hips and I took several deep breaths to calm down. I leaned back as far as I could with my penis still jammed between my wife’s feet.

	“That felt so good,” I said between gasps.

	“You’re not done yet.”

	I opened my eyes. I saw her pointing to her left shoe which took the hits of cum. My cum was on her foot, between her foot and the shoe on the insole, and dripping down the cork heel of the shoe.

	“Lick your lover clean,” said my wife.

	I looked at the cum and felt a good deal of resistance. I’d never tasted my own cum before and this was going to be a hard way to start. There was a lot of it, and it didn’t look too appetizing as it slowly ran all over her foot.

	“Now.” My wife’s tone was firm.

	I shuddered, but I told myself I would do it. So I lifted her foot toward my mouth. I stuck out my tongue and gave her foot a good long lick. Yuck. This was not a great taste and I definitely wasn’t thrilled doing this, but I did it. I cleaned and swallowed every last salty, sticky drop.

	“Good girl, Princess,” she said when I was done.

	“Thank you, Ma’am,” I replied. I desperately wanted to go rinse out my mouth, but I couldn’t leave until she let me.

	“Now kiss my toes and tell them that you love them.” I did as she commanded.

	“Now take my shoes off and put them back in the closet. I’m going to bed,” said my wife.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	And that was the end. I put the shoes away and she went to sleep. I never got to touch her pussy at all. This had been confusing. It had been humiliating and demeaning. It had been exciting too. In the end though, I think it left me more horny than when I started, wishing I could take my wife as a regular man.

	“Hopefully next time,” I told myself.

	 

	 


Chapter Ten: “The Last of My Power Vanishes”

	 

	It had been several weeks by this point and I still hadn’t turned over the financial information. Truthfully, I did want to submit and the idea of ultimately owning nothing was powerfully intoxicating, but I was still too rational to want to give up my last vestige of power. So how had I evaded it? Honestly, it wasn’t that hard. My wife had spanked me twice now for failing to turn this over, but other than that she did nothing to make me do it. So I just didn’t do it. That would end tonight, however.

	“Let’s have some fun,” said my wife.

	This got my attention. “Fun” often meant something sexual and I was always in the mood for that. Maybe I would finally get to touch her pussy again? “What did you have in mind?” I asked.

	“Before we get to details, let’s get you dressed appropriately.”

	I looked down at my shorts, my dress shirt, and my flat sandals. There were panties underneath. This was what I wore all the time now. I called it my uniform. “Dressed in what?”

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

	I shuddered in a good way. I had been waiting for this for so long now! Yes, I wore panties all the time now. Yes, I wore girly sandals. But so far, my wife had avoided any sort of feminization beyond that. This bothered me because feminization was the part I fantasized about the most. To hear her say now that she wanted to dress me more femininely to have a little fun felt like a dream come true!

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said enthusiastically.

	A few moments later, we arrived at the bedroom. As had become our custom, I followed several paces behind her. When we reached the bedroom, she began looking through our set of drawers for various items.

	“Strip,” she said.

	I took off everything except the flat sandals as she always told me to keep those on. Not this time, though.

	“Take off the sandals too,” she said.

	This added to my curiosity.

	I bent down and removed the sandals. When they were off, she tossed me a pair of red lace panties. I slipped those on until they covered my erection. Next, she tossed me a pearl choker. It was gorgeous and I couldn’t wait to wear it. Things were off to a great start. They were just about to get better too. As I put the choker in place around my neck, she handed me a pair of red spike heels with an ankle strap. The heel on these had to be at least four and a half inches. They really turned me! The idea of getting to wear true spike heels in front of my wife was a major turn on. 

	I couldn’t wait to slip into these.

	“Heels?” I asked excitedly.

	“We’ll see how good my little cross-dresser is in spikes.”

	“Yes, Ma’am! I hope I make you proud.”

	My wife let out a cynical laugh. “My husband in spike heels will never make me proud. But at least you can still be a worthy princess. Now put them on and show me you can walk.”

	Her insult cut me deeply, but simultaneously made me harder. I sat down on the edge of the bed and slipped my feet into the heels. Then I buckled the straps around my ankles. When I was done, I put both feet on the floor. I twisted them to my left and then my right to admire them. Then I stood up. It had been some time since I had worn heels and I had forgotten how uncomfortable they could be, but the excitement from wearing these in front of my wife was immense. I was hard as a rock. I was so hard that if she had touched me at that moment, I would have shot cum all over her.

	“What do you think, Ma’am?” I asked.

	I eagerly awaited some reply. My heart was beating. I wanted to hear so much from her. I wanted her to tell me that I was a good girl and that she was going to put me into heels all the time from now on. At the same time, I wanted her to tear apart my manhood. I wanted her to laugh at me and tell me that I could never be a man again now that she had seen this.

	“You look cute in heels, Princess,” she said.

	That was all she said. Once again, she left me yearning for more. Why did she do this, I wondered? Why didn’t she push harder to make me feel submissive? I wanted to, so why not give it to me? Well, it didn’t matter right then. I was wearing high heels before my wife and my disappointment passed really quickly.

	“Now sit down at the vanity,” she instructed.

	I did as she commanded and she promptly pulled out a vial of red nail polish. She told me to paint my fingernails. This was something else we hadn’t done yet. All these new experiences, each one some aspect of feminization, was turning me on. I was so happy in that moment.

	We weren’t anywhere near done either.

	As I painted my nails, my wife returned to the dresser and searched through it. She eventually found two small silver items. I wasn’t sure what they were, but I suspected they were earrings. I was wrong. It turned out that they were tiny locks and she came over to me, crouched down, and slipped them through the leather ankle strap and buckle on each shoe, essentially locking the shoes on my feet. This made me even more horny! What was she planning?! I couldn’t wait to find out! She was really feminizing me and that filled me with a happiness I cannot explain.

	“There! Now you’re locked in your heels,” said my wife.

	I smiled. “I won’t take them off without permission, Ma’am,” I said.

	“You might. This just avoids the issue. How are your nails?”

	I looked at my fingers, which I held spread apart and up in the air, and I blew on their red nails. “Almost dry.”

	“Good.”

	Next, she came over and picked up her lipstick. The shade was maroon. She then told me to pucker up my lips and she painted them. I was getting so excited. Then she pulled something silver from her pocket – she wore slacks, black spike heels, and a red blouse. This was a small silver clamp. Hanging from the clamp was a silver bell. My wife put her hand on my breast and pinched my nipple, which made it stand up. When it popped up, she attached the clamp to my nipple.

	The bell immediately began tinkling as I shifted in the chair.

	Ding! Ding!

	This was really embarrassing. What’s more, after a few seconds it began to hurt my nipple. “That really hurts,” I said.

	My wife flicked it, causing the bell to ring: Ding! Ding!, and little jolts of pain to race down the nerves from my nipple throughout the entire breast. I winced at the pain. It was fairly strong.

	“Can we take that off?” I asked.

	“No,” said my wife. “Now stand up.”

	I stood up. She then took my hand and walked me to the door to the bedroom. The closer we got, the more I resisted. The girls could be out there anywhere. I wasn’t going out there.

	“Hold on!” I said. “What about the girls?”

	“They’re at the neighbour’s house playing with Cindy.”

	Cindy was the new dog our neighbours had gotten. The girls loved her and our neighbours were happy to have the girls play with her and take her for walks. It was unlikely we would hear from them for hours. Moreover, we would know it when they came home.

	“Where to, Ma’am?” I asked.

	“The study.”

	“What are we doing in the study?”

	My wife smirked. “You’ll find out. Now come with me.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	My wife pulled on my hand and, before I knew it, I was out in the hallway. If I didn’t already roam these halls in the panties and sandals during the week, this would have been horrifying. Still, it was bad enough because I’d never worn heels or a bell on a nipple clamp before and I still feared the girls coming home suddenly.

	I wanted to scream, “Can we please hurry?!”

	I didn’t though. I knew better. Don’t give my wife easy ammunition.

	We started down the hallway. My mouth was dry from fear, but my hands were sweaty and sticky. Despite my fear, I was super excited too. I don’t think my dick could have been harder as I listened to the glorious sound of my heels and my wife’s heels as we walked down the hallway: 

	CLICK!CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!CLICK! CLICK!CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!CLICK!CLICK! CLICK! I probably could have cum from that sound alone.

	When we reached the study, my wife closed the door behind me. She ordered me to sit in what had been my chair until she claimed the study as hers. My mind was trying to guess what was coming. Why were we here and not the bedroom? Was she going to sit on the desk and play with my balls with her feet? Was she going to make me give her oral sex? Was she possibly going to bend me over the desk and use a dildo on me? All were exciting ideas.

	“Give me your wrist,” she said.

	I held out my right hand and made it limp so she could move it as she wanted. What she did was place it against the arm of the chair and handcuff it to the arm. I hadn’t even seen the handcuffs! Where had they come from? Next, she cuffed my other arm to the chair a well. After that, I could not move either of my hands more than about four inches from either chair arm. When she set the keyboard from my computer in my lap, I realized that I could just reach the middle of the keyboard with a little work, though neither hand could come near the other.

	“What are we doing?” I asked. “I don’t understand.”

	“You will.”

	Then she took a leather belt and tied it around my throat before lacing it through the back of the chair and pulling it tight. I could no longer move my torso or free myself.

	“What are you doing, Ma’am?” I asked.

	My wife now leaned against the desk and smiled down into my face. Her smile was one of satisfaction rather than happiness. Something told me the “fun” was at an end. “I gave you an assignment when this all first started. You ignored it. I’ve spanked you twice for ignoring it, and yet you continue to ignore it. Tonight we’re going to make sure you finally do it.”

	I knew she was talking about the accounts. I really had hoped she would ignore that, but she apparently wasn’t going to. I felt uneasy. I remained silent.

	“You’ve agreed that all our money is my money now, correct?” she asked.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said reluctantly.

	“So why don’t I even have access to the accounts? After all, it is my money, so I should be able to see what is happening to it. Well, we’re going to make that happen right here and now.” I said nothing.

	“You are going to sit here,” she continued, “and write out all of the web addresses of our accounts, the account numbers and the passwords. 

	Until you’re done, you aren’t getting out of that chair.”

	“What if I need to pee?”

	“Then you pee yourself. I’ll just have the maid clean it up,” she said smugly, meaning me.

	I took a deep breath. This did not make me happy. “There’s more too, by the way.”

	“What?” I asked cautiously.

	“My sister Amanda is coming to visit.” Glancing at her watch, she added, “She’ll be here in about ten minutes—”

	“Ten minutes?!” I gasped.

	“Yes, ten minutes,” said my wife almost gleefully; she had really bent me over a barrel this time. “We’ll be downstairs chatting. I’m going to come check on your progress. If I don’t think you’ve done enough, then I’m going to expose you to Amanda.”

	I cringed harder than I had cringed at anything to date. I HATE Amanda, and she pretty much hates me too. I can’t tell you why, but we just rub each other wrong in the most serious ways. If she saw me like this, it would be a disaster. I would NEVER live it down.

	“You said you wouldn’t expose me!” I exclaimed.

	My wife shrugged her shoulders. “That was part of our deal. But you were supposed to give me access to the accounts too, and you didn’t do that. So I’m not sure our deal is valid.”

	My jaw dropped. She was right, of course, but that didn’t soothe the horror I felt at Amanda potentially seeing me like this. “Besides,” she continued, “you can avoid it quite simply.”

	“How?” I asked. My throat cracked.

	“Just do as you’re told and give me the information,” she said.

	I looked down at the keyboard in my lap and my fingers with their red fingernails. I looked at the computer with the web browser open. I knew in that moment that I had lost. My wife had outsmarted me.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said in a defeated tone.

	“Good girl.” She bent over and kissed me on the lips. She then left the room. I heard the doorbell a few minutes later. Then I heard Amanda’s voice. She and my wife were chatting.

	I got to work.

	 

	—o—

	 

	After half an hour or so, Michelle returned to the study. She wore an extremely smug expression on her face. I think we both knew she had won, and she looked like she was here to run a victory lap.

	“How’s it going, sissy?” she asked with a snicker.

	“I’m not a sissy, Ma’am,” I protested.

	She looked at my clothes and laughed. “Could have fooled me.”

	“I’m really not a sissy,” I insisted, and I meant it. I’m not a sissy. I never have been. I get turned on by wearing women’s clothes, yes, but I’ve never been turned on by the rest of what it takes to be a sissy.

	“You are if I say you are,” said my wife.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said unhappily.

	“Watch the attitude or I’ll have you prancing up and down the hallway carrying a doll and lisping out a song.”

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

	“That’s better. Anyways, how is it going with the accounts?”

	I sighed. I felt so weak handing this over. This was my last defence, my last bit of power, and now I was surrendering that too. But I had no choice. I couldn’t let Amanda see me the way I was dressed.

	“I’m about half done,” I said.

	“Good. Show me.”

	I pointed to the spreadsheet on the computer screen, causing the silver bell on my nipple clamp to ring as I moved. “See here? I’ve put the account numbers, the web addresses, and the passwords into these three columns. You can use them to get into our accounts—”

	“My accounts.”

	“Yes, Ma’am. Your accounts.”

	My wife examined the work I had done. I could tell she was excited. I could see it in her intense smile and when her nipples popped up. That was a little scary, honestly, but she clearly knew the power she had just seized. “Good girl,” she said and she kissed me deeply on the lips. She even reached down and gave the head of my erection a tug. “Keep going. I expect you to be done in another hour. If not, I may need to give Amanda a tour of the study.”

	I swallowed hard. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	With that, my wife returned to her sister. An hour later, I finished the spreadsheet. My wife claimed it shortly after that. She now had access to all of our finances. The one bit of power I still held in our relationship had vanished. I actually found myself crying when I finished.

	 

	 


Chapter Eleven: “Little Changes”

	 

	As my wife’s control kept growing into every aspect of my life, I began to notice genuine if seemingly-small changes. These weren’t as small as they appeared, however. Or at least, they weren’t as insignificant as they seemed. That both scared me and excited me. It scared me that I was seeing real changes in my personality or mindset because I did honestly fear where I was headed, but it excited me that I might actually live out my fantasy. Indeed, the two things which had worried me most were directly contradictory. I worried that no matter how much I tried, I could never truly submit and I would always just be acting. Conversely, I feared that my wife might actually re-make me into the scared, useless, utterly dependent creature I had described to her that first night.

	In an event, as I noted, I began to notice little changes.

	What changes?

	Let me give you an example or two. When we started, the idea of calling my wife “Ma’am” always seemed a little silly. A few weeks in, it started to seem normal. By this point, it was just part of our relationship and I did it reflexively. Of course, I called her “Ma’am” because that was the title of respect she deserved from me, but I began to notice that rather than having to think to call her “Ma’am,” I now needed to think not to, and that led to several near misses with other people.

	I also had grown accustomed to doing the housework. In fact, I had more than grown accustomed to it. Sometimes, my wife would help out and I would actually feel like she was invading my territory. And no matter how tired I felt or how busy I was, I always felt anxious until I got my chores done. Having a clean house became a source of pride for me and it slowly stopped occurring to me that I didn’t always need to do it. In fact, even when my wife angered me, I still found myself doing my chores.

	Nor would I even think to take off my uniform as I had from time to time in the past.

	Even more significantly, I began to accept the idea of submitting. I know that sounds strange since the whole purpose of our relationship was for me to submit, but there is a difference between submitting and genuinely submitting. At first, my submission was honestly fake. I submitted when it suited me and even then my mindset still had me in total control. Then my submission became more about fear. I was afraid of what my wife might do to me (punishment) or what she might take from me. Still, this wasn’t real submission because it was forced. But as the days passed, I found myself behaving submissively even when my wife had no way of knowing. What’s more, I began to feel a certain sense of reliance on her orders. If you’re wondering what this really meant on a practical level, here are some of the things that manifested themselves which told me this change was happening.

	When we started, I was still struggling to control my wife. Even when I obeyed her orders, I needed to know if the things I had done were what she wanted, so I would always follow up my submissions with questions like, “Is that what you wanted?” But of course, if you think about it, this was me trying to get my wife to act. It was me demanding that she explain what was going on. Similarly, I kept offering ideas and trying to push her toward the things I wanted. Over time though, I learned to let go of these attempts to control her, to be patient, and to trust that she would tell me what I needed to know.

	The day I realized that I had let go of my attempts to control her, felt so special to me. I felt so calm and at peace for the first time since this began.

	I also found myself much more excited by the little things. It felt servile to sweep and mop and I savoured that feeling. It felt submissive to slip into a pair of panties and I savoured that feeling too. It became easier to be open with her about my feelings and that made me feel free. This all seemed to be going well. But then, my wife hadn’t truly pushed my submission yet.

	Indeed, my wife was changing too, but she wasn’t anywhere near where we would end up yet. At this point, I could see that she was truly enjoying having someone else do the housework. Who wouldn’t? She also liked having the power to tell me what to do to. I could see this in her smile or the glow in her eyes as she asked me to do things she never would have asked before, like making me fetch her a drink or telling me to polish her shoes. She had stopped being apologetic too about giving orders and that made me happy; as strange as it may sound, it was easier to take a firm order than it was to obey a request – I think this was because I wanted to be submissive, not just an accommodating wimp. She was starting to use her power more freely too. Indeed, she was about to start pushing much harder.

	 

	—o—

	 

	It was Saturday afternoon and the girls were gone. Those were good days because we could be more open. Consequently, I was dressed in black panties, the flat sandals, and the pearl choker as I dusted the living room. My wife was in the study doing the finances. That made me nervous. I wanted very much to be in there, but I was no longer allowed to enter the study without permission.

	“Honey,” called my wife as she entered the living room.

	I turned and stood at attention – she hadn’t taught me to curtsey yet. As I swung around, I saw that she was carrying a pair of red high heels in one hand, some silky items and some silver items in the other. “Yes, Ma’am?” I said.

	“It’s time we change your uniform.” I smiled. “A dress?” I asked.

	My wife chuckled. “Not yet, Princess. Not yet. Don’t worry, though, it will come.” She then tossed me the red heels. “You remember these, I take it?” These were the same shoes I wore when I gave her access to the accounts... they were a reminder of my surrender.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Well, from now on they’re your work shoes.”

	“My work shoes?”

	“Yep. You said you wanted to wear heels to work. I like the idea of you in heels. So here they are. From now on, you wear these except when the girls are home or you go outside.” She then held up the same padlocks she had used to lock me into them before. “You’re going to lock them too.”

	I furrowed my brow. “How do I take them off to get the girls?”

	“I’ll place the key somewhere in the house. I’ll tell you where it is when the time comes.” She chuckled. “And if you’re bad, I’ll place the key outside... or I might just forget where I put it.”

	I felt a chill race down my spine. My wife wouldn’t have done that a month ago, but now she might and that thrilled me. “Yes, Ma’am,” I said and my penis grew inside my panties.

	My wife giggled. “I thought you might like that.”

	I blushed.

	“Put them on.”

	I bent down and undid the buckles on the flat sandals. I stepped out of them a moment later. Then I placed the red heels on the floor before me and I slipped each foot inside. I went weak as I heard the popping sound of leather giving way as a foot slides into a woman’s shoe. I then crouched down and fixed the buckles. As I did, my wife handed me the locks and I attached them. I was now stuck in these shoes. She did not give me the keys.

	“Now this,” said my wife and she attached the nipple clamp with the bell to my nipple. “You will wear this as well. I like being able to hear where you are in the house at all times.”

	I winced as she attached the clamp. My nipple was still sore from the last time. I wasn’t looking forward to this.

	She then placed a tiny lace cap on my head. It was little more than the size of a cola can and it was shaped a bit like a rounded triangle, but I recognized it immediately as the maid’s cap you might find on a French maid’s costume. A chill raced down my spine. A French maid’s uniform would be a dream come true. This was at least a step in that direction.

	“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said.

	“Good girl,” she replied. “Now give me your phone.”

	I handed her my phone and she went about making changes. She added a password so no one could inadvertently get in and see our messages. The password was “I Am A Sissy.” I would now need to type that just to get into my phone. She changed my name to “Princess”. She also turned on a tracker which let her see where the phone was at all times.

	“If you turn off the tracker at any point, I will assume you have something to hide and I will punish you accordingly,” she said. “Now come clean my study. I have more work to do.”

	With that, we returned to what had been my study. As I worked, she went through the mail – I was no longer allowed to touch the mail, even my own, and she seemed quite happy to throw things out without ever telling me what they were – and then she returned to the finances. She didn’t let me anywhere near the computer as she did. Finally, she finished.

	“I’m going to change. Clean the rugs, condition the two leather chairs and finish dusting while I’m gone,” she said.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	She then left the study. I started to work. After a few minutes, however, my curiosity overcame me. I had to know what she was doing financially. Were the bills being paid? Was she spending too much? So when I heard my wife step into the shower, I slipped behind the desk and turned on the computer.

	 

	Enter Password __

	 

	“What?!” I exclaimed.

	She had actually put a password on my computer! I had no way to get in anymore! I wasn’t beaten yet though. I could get to the various account websites through my phone. So I pulled out my phone and I went to the bank’s website. I entered the password.

	 

	The account and password combination is incorrect.

	 

	I got a sick feeling in my stomach. I tried one of the credit card sites. Again, I entered the password.

	 

	The account and password combination is incorrect.

	 

	I even went to my publisher website.

	 

	The account and password combination is incorrect.

	 

	She had changed the password on each of our accounts. I was effectively locked out. I wanted to vomit. This was a shocking moment. She hadn’t managed to remove my name from our accounts as she said she would – yet – but she had managed to keep me from being able to access the accounts. So while I may still have owned my money, she controlled it. I felt one inch tall, truly. Indeed, I don’t think I understood what that statement really meant until that very moment when I realized that I had been stripped of my power to engage in commerce. Do you understand how much our independence as human beings relies on us being able to buy and sell and earn the things that we need? My wife had taken all of that power from me. This was no game anymore. I had been financially neutered and I felt helpless.

	I wrote to my wife that first night that I wanted her to make me small, to make me insignificant... it was happening bit by bit. I would cry about this for the next few days whenever I was alone as the sense of weakness hit me.

	 


Chapter Twelve: “Fresh Humiliations”

	 

	The following day was Monday.

	When I returned from dropping off the girls, I dressed in my new uniform. This included red silk panties, black stockings, a black garter belt – I’d never worn one of those before and I found it interesting how it would tug on the stockings – the open-toed red platform pumps with the five-inch spike heels, the nipple clamp with the bell, and my maid cap. Because of the bell, I rang every time I moved. Because of the heels, I “clicked” everywhere I went. I also moved a good deal slower. Indeed, it didn’t take me long to learn why women complained so much about wearing heels.

	As I did my chores, I found myself suddenly crying uncontrollably several times at the loss of my power. This was strange to me. I never cried, it just wasn’t me, but this would hit me in waves and I couldn’t stop myself. I think it was just my way of processing that I had become less of a man. Unhappily, I learned that the best way to control the crying was to start masturbating and to make my neutering into a turn on. That seemed to help, but I wasn’t sure what the cost might be.

	Anyways, the day was a long one.

	I did my chores. Then I wrote to my wife why she was superior. Today’s reason was an easy one:

	 

	You can wear heels and dresses any time you wish. I can only wear them with your permission and even then I cannot do so without ridicule.

	 

	“Good girl,” responded my wife. “Maybe I’ll let you wear them the next time we go to dinner.”

	That thought made me tingle all over. I KNEW I didn’t want that in real life, but just to imagine all eyes on me, laughing as I walked into the restaurant in a dress or heels was a fantasy. “Yes, Ma’am,” I said to be polite.

	“Go write,” she sent.

	I acknowledged her command and got to work writing. I still felt tremendous inspiration from my new situation and I wrote some very good material that day. After a few hours, it got close to the time to worry about the girls. That meant I would soon need to change. I was actually looking forward to taking off the heels that day because wearing them to do the housework had hurt my feet and I wanted to remove them to rub my crushed toes and strained arches. Unfortunately, my wife hadn’t yet revealed the location of the key and I hadn’t managed to find it as I cleaned.

	I looked at the clock. “When is she going to tell me where the key is?” I asked myself.

	Time moved on.

	It was almost time to leave. I picked up my phone. I had decided to ask about the key. Just as I was typing out that message, however, my wife sent a text letting me know that both girls were going to friends’ houses and I didn’t need to pick them up. That meant I didn’t need to change yet. 

	Hence, she made no mention of the key.

	“I guess I’m wearing the heels for a little while longer,” I thought.

	I got back to work. More time passed. Eventually I heard the garage door open. My wife was home. She still hadn’t texted me the location of the key, however, so I stayed where I was. I heard her car pull into the garage. Then silence.

	Beep!

	She sent me a text: “Where are you?”

	“I’m in the kitchen.”

	“Why aren’t you in the garage?”

	“But Ma’am, I’m still locked into the heels. You never sent me the location of the key!”

	“It’s in my purse. Get out here.”

	Surely, she didn’t mean for me to greet her in the garage with me wearing high heels?! Bright red high heels?! “But Ma’am, I’m still wearing the heels and the stockings, panties and garter belt.”

	“Throw on some shorts.”

	“What about the heels?”

	“Get out here, Princess!”

	I began to tremble. She did want me in the garage. In the heels. In the garage with the open door. In the garage where the neighbours could see me. That again sounded great in fantasy, but sounded pretty terrifying in real life. Still, part of me needed to do this and it didn’t take long for that part to win. So I tottered upstairs as fast as I could. I grabbed my black shorts and slipped into them. They covered the panties and the garters but not the stockings or the heels. Nevertheless, I tottered back downstairs and to the garage.

	My muscles all tightened when I opened the door to the garage and that cool breeze hit me. A rush of tension raced through me. I could see my wife with an amused look on her face sitting in her car. She was enjoying my humiliation. I looked past her and saw the two houses across the street that looked directly into the garage.

	“I hope the neighbours aren’t home,” I told myself.

	I started down the stairs: CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

	Wow, did my shoes sound loud. Were high heels always this loud? They sounded loud enough to me that I thought even the neighbours could hear them! Everything about this turned me on, even as it terrified me. My penis began to grow. It swung back and forth with the next few steps.

	I reached the car and opened my wife’s door. She held out her purse for me to take. I took it.

	“Don’t ever make me wait again,” she said.

	“No, Ma’am. I won’t.”

	“Cute shoes. I hope the neighbours like them.” I blushed.

	She then slowly got out of her car. She was carrying three shopping bags. When she was out she kissed me and headed for the stairs, leaving the car door open as always. I closed it and followed her, holding her purse. Again, my heels clicked loudly the entire way. I didn’t dare look behind me though to see if anyone saw this ridiculous scene as my wife in her pantsuit and heels sashayed into the house as her husband followed her while holding her purse and wearing bright red high heels.

	That thought caused precum to dampen my panties.

	 

	—o—

	 

	When we made it inside, my wife set the shopping bags on the counter and stepped out of her shoes. She left them in the middle of the kitchen floor for me to pick up.

	I did.

	“I bought some new tops for you,” said my wife.

	She dug through the shopping bags and pulled out two feminine teeshirts and a white blouse. The blouse could easily pass for a man’s dress shirt, except it had pearl buttons and it buttoned the wrong way. The teeshirts were more feminine. One was teal and the other pink. Both were solid colours without images, but they did have rounded, feminine collars.

	“You’ll wear these from now on when you leave the house,” she said.

	I looked at the shirts and felt funny on the inside. These again were what I wanted but didn’t want. They were slightly feminine or, at least, not masculine. Wearing them would make some people wonder, but they weren’t feminine enough to expose me or make it obvious what was going on. Most likely, I’d look like some poor pussy-whipped guy whose wife picked out his clothes, and that would be embarrassing, which would turn me on and make me want to race home to masturbate.

	“Speaking of spending money, by the way,” continued my wife. “From now on, when you go to the store, you will keep your receipts. You’ve been buying things without permission and I’m putting an end to that.”

	I blushed. I don’t know how she knew, but I had been buying things from the grocery store without asking. It was stupid too. She would have allowed me to buy them if I’d asked, but my ego told me not to ask, so I didn’t. Now I guess I’d been caught and she was going to watch me.

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am. I don’t know why I did it,” I confessed.

	“Because you’re still looking for ways to rebel against your submission. Don’t worry, we’ll drive that out of you yet. And we’ll start with me punishing you for it tonight. One spanking per dollar you spent without permission should do it... on your balls.”

	I bit my tongue. On my balls?! That was new. That sounded like it would hurt a lot!

	“But for now,” she said, cutting off my growing sense of panic, “we need to go upstairs and change.”

	“Change? Why?” I asked.

	“Because we’re going out for dinner.”

	 

	 


Chapter Thirteen: “Date Night”

	 

	Wow, did I feel foolish walking through the door of the restaurant. And it wasn’t just that my wife had driven me here or that my wife held the door for me to walk through. It was what I was wearing. When we changed, my wife laid out my clothes for me, and her choices were, shall we say, not the most masculine.

	“There you go,” said my wife, waving her hand over the clothes I was to wear.

	I looked over the pile. There was the new white blouse with the pearl buttons. From a distance, this looked like a men’s dress shirt, but up close it seemed odd. The buttons looked a little too “stylish” and it buttoned left over right rather than right over left. There were navy blue slacks, but they appeared to have no zipper.

	“How do I get into these?” I asked. 

	“They zip up the back.”

	Not masculine. Not even close.

	Then I saw the pale pink panties, the tan stockings, and the pink garter belt. I prayed the garter belt wouldn’t show through the slacks, but I feared it would. There was a pink camisole I was supposed to wear beneath the blouse. Again, I prayed it wouldn’t show through, but I feared it would. How could it not? Finally came a pair of flat sandals just like my black flat sandals except these were in a deep reddish-brown colour. The colour change made them appear even more feminine than my normal sandals, and I would say they had crossed that line where they could no longer be mistaken for men’s shoes. And even if they could, people could see the stockings, which were a total giveaway.

	“I can’t wear these sandals! Everyone will notice!” I said with genuine fear in my voice.

	“They’re cute.”

	“But everyone will know they’re women’s sandals. Also, they’ll see that I’m wearing stockings! I can’t wear these!”

	My wife shrugged her shoulders. “You’ll just have to sell it. At least your pants are long enough to cover them.” She then slipped one hand behind my back, pulling me close, and rubbed her hand up my chest until she pinched my nipple. “Besides, you know you’ll love it. Everyone looking at your girly sandals... whispering to their partners... pointing... laughing at you. You’ll love every second. I doubt you’ll make it to the table before you cum in your girly panties.”

	I grew hard at the thought. She was right, honestly. But that didn’t stop this from scaring me. So far, I had avoided public exposure, but this ran a high risk that everyone at the restaurant would notice. “Don’t forget your toe ring too—”

	“Ma’am!” I protested.

	“Uh uh. Stop complaining now, unless you also want to paint your nails. I’m happy to have you do that too,” she said.

	I went silent.

	“Also, you’re going to wear your bell,” said my wife, causing me to look down at my chest. This made her giggle. “Not there.” She meant attaching it to my testicle sack, which she did. Surprisingly, it wasn’t as painful there, but it was definitely embarrassing, especially as it rang at the worst times. I think the Maitre d’ thought he was hearing things as he kept hearing a muffled ring as he walked us to the table.

	In any event, I made it to the table, though I’m still not entirely sure how. I was dying of humiliation as I followed my wife to the table. I could swear that all eyes were on me and everyone was seeing through me. I could almost hear the whispers:

	 

	“He’s wearing a cami!”

	“He’s wearing panties!”

	“Aren’t those women’s sandals?”

	“He’s wearing stockings!”

	“What a sissy!”

	 

	I was a nervous wreck by the time we reached the table.

	When we were seated, an assistant waiter brought us water, bread and menus. We had been here once before and it was really nice. It was very classy. I was happy that my wife had chosen this place, especially as I loved steak and this was probably the best steakhouse in town.

	“Their ribeye is phenomenal,” I commented. 

	“They do have very good food,” she replied.

	“Thank you for bringing me here, Ma’am.”

	“You’re welcome, Princess.”

	I started to open the menu, but my wife told me to stop. “I’ll be ordering for you,” she said.

	“What?” I asked. This shocked me. Indeed, even though she made me ask for permission before I could eat anything at home, it was still rather shocking that she had decided to choose what I could eat at a restaurant. 

	What’s more, what would the waiter think?

	“Do you have a problem with me ordering for you?” she asked.

	“Yes, it’s called a dick!” I thought. I’m a man and men order for themselves. Sometimes they order for their dates too, but they definitely never let their dates order for them. The waiter was going to die laughing!

	My wife continued: “See, Princess, I think it makes sense that I order for you. For one thing, I’ve taken over in part because you need me to make decisions for you. You weren’t making good decisions before, were you? So my role is to help you make good decisions now,” she said. “Don’t you agree?”

	I bit my tongue.

	“Don’t you agree?”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said reluctantly. I don’t tend to think I was making bad decisions, I just needed something I couldn’t quite express, but I know she didn’t like my decisions.

	“Secondly, I think you want this. You want me to show my power over you in public. You want people to know that I dominate you. Don’t you?”

	Wow, this really put me on the spot. It was true, deep down. This was certainly a fantasy which turned me on. But that didn’t mean I wanted this in real life. Did I want this in real life? I didn’t know. I think I was leaning toward “no,” but that could have been just because I was faced with it right now and I was terrified. But even if the answer was “yes,” how could I admit this to my wife? Place yourself in my shoes and I think you will see how hard it truly is to admit something like that to another person, especially a person who has control over you.

	I started to shake my head.

	“Yes, you do,” said my wife immediately. “Tell me the truth.”

	I paused. Then I said, “I don’t know.”

	“You do.”

	At this point, we saw the waiter finish with another table and start in our direction. He would be here in a matter of seconds.

	“The waiter is coming... this is your last chance to tell me the truth,” said my wife earnestly. “Tell me the truth and I’ll give you what you need. Be brave. Tell me the truth.”

	My mouth went dry. I glanced at the waiter. He was getting closer. I needed to act fast. Could I tell my wife the truth? What even was the truth? Did I really want her to humiliate me? Why did that excite me?

	“Tell me the truth, Princess,” urged my wife.

	I glanced at the waiter again. He was a few steps away. I needed to answer my wife. It was now or never. But I couldn’t bring myself to speak. My mouth was too dry and I struggled to form words.

	“Good girl.”

	What? What had happened? I didn’t say anything. Well, it turns out that I had nodded my head. I couldn’t believe it. I had nodded my head without even realizing I had done it. All that time I had been struggling, trying to figure out what to say, I had been nodding my head.

	The waiter arrived.

	 

	—o—

	 

	“Good evening,” said the waiter. “Welcome to Casserly’s.”

	“Good evening,” said my wife.

	“Tonight we have three specials,” said the waiter.

	As the waiter spoke, my wife reached across the table and took the menu from my hand. My stomach tightened. She set my menu on the table next to her. When the waiter finished, she opened her own menu.

	“I’d like to have a glass of your Merlot and the New York strip. My husband will have an ice tea and the salmon,” she said.

	I shrank in my chair.

	The waiter, to his credit, didn’t make a big deal of my wife ordering for me. He didn’t try to ask me if the order was correct. He didn’t ask if I wanted anything else. He didn’t smirk. In fact, he didn’t bother looking at me at all. He dealt directly with my wife and she with him. I had been left out. That made me horny somehow and I grew erect.

	“I’ll bring those drinks for you in a moment,” said the waiter and he left.

	“I wanted a steak,” I said to hide my embarrassment.

	She chuckled. “Your face got so red.”

	“I wanted a steak.”

	“Fish is better for you.”

	“You ordered a steak,” I said.

	“So I did. Me boss you not. You really should see your face,” she snickered. “You look so embarrassed.”

	“That was embarrassing.”

	“I’ll bet. You know he’s wondering why you just sat there like a good girl as your big strong wife ordered for you. I’ll bet he’s telling his friends in the kitchen right now all about the sissy boy,” she said with a smile. “Do you feel emasculated now, honey? How does that feel?” 

	I blushed.

	“Oh don’t blush. You know you loved every second of it.”

	“It’s not like that.”

	“Then how is it?”

	I bit my tongue. “I don’t think I can explain it.”

	“I can. You like being humiliated.”

	I shook my head even though what she said was true. “No, I don’t,” I protested feebly.

	“It’s ok, Princess. You can admit it. It’s who you are.” As she said this, she ran her foot up and down the side of my leg. “I’ll bet you’re hard as a rock right now, aren’t you?” She popped off her high-heeled shoe and slid her foot between my legs. A moment later, I felt her toes rubbing along my hard shaft. “I thought so.”

	“Fine, I admit it turns me on, but that doesn’t mean I like it,” I said.

	She chuckled. “You may not like it, but you need it... you want it.”

	“I really don’t.”

	“Oh yes, you do. If I flirted with the waiter right in front of you, you’d probably cum in your panties. Is that what you want? Do you want me to flirt with him? Maybe take him home? Let you watch as I have sex with him?”

	I shook my head. I did not want to be cuckolded and my wife knew it.

	“Are you sure?” she asked.

	At this point, the waiter returned with the drinks and our conversation stopped. I was left with my stomach doing somersaults and my penis trying to ejaculate without me even touching it. There was enough precum in my panties now that my erection slid around freely. The waiter set down the drinks and left again.

	“You were saying? You wanted to lick his cum off my pussy, I believe,” said my wife mockingly.

	I turned bright, bright red. “I don’t! And I don’t want you with another man!”

	She smiled. “Uh huh, we’ll see,” she said doubtfully.

	“What are you going to do?”

	“I’m going to see what you really want,” she said.

	The waiter returned with the salads.

	“I’m sorry. I forgot to mention that my husband wanted the light dressing. He’s trying to lose weight. After all, bikini season is right around the corner,” said my wife with a disarming smile.

	I shrank so small, I couldn’t even see over the table anymore. How humiliating!

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said the waiter with a smile. He knew I had been insulted. “I’ll be right back with something lighter.”

	“Thank you. That would be lovely.”

	“That was really embarrassing. What if he thinks I wear a bikini?” I asked as he left again.

	My wife chuckled. “What if he does?” My jaw dropped.

	Before I could respond, my wife continued: “I’ll tell you what would happen if he does. You would go home certain that he laughed at you for being a sissy and letting your wife tell the world about it. That would make you so humiliated and so horny that when you came, you would shoot across the room, and this night would be a memory you would never forget. Now tell me, darling, am I right or not?”

	I froze. I couldn’t admit how much this was turning me on. It was shocking me too, but it was turning me on. In fact, this might have been the most turned on I had ever been, but admitting that to my wife was just so hard.

	“If you don’t want me to continue, then tell me to stop,” said my wife.

	 

	—o—

	 

	A few hours later, we were home again. I had survived the restaurant and now I felt pure exhilaration. We were in the bedroom. My wife ordered me to strip down to my panties and the nipple clamp on my testicles. Then she made me slip into a black garter belt, black stockings, and the red high heels. I felt excited. The restaurant had made me super horny and now I was looking forward to having a little fun with my wife. I was very hard.

	“You were so excited,” said my wife as she removed her suit jacket and unzipped her slacks.

	“I was,” I admitted as I stepped into the heels.

	“Every time I touched your dick you were hard as a rock.”

	“It was exciting. What can I say?” I buckled the straps on the heels. Then I adjusted the garter belt and checked the stockings. As I did, my wife stripped down to her panties and her bra and she swapped her pumps for the wedges she made me make love to.

	“You looked terrified too,” she laughed. She sat on the bed and buckled the wedges to her feet.

	“It was terrifying.”

	My wife chuckled. “I bet. Which part excited you the most?” I started to open my mouth, but she cut me off.

	“Wait, let me guess,” she said. “I thought you were going to explode when I made you carry my purse.” My wife hadn’t exactly made me carry it. Instead, she left it sitting on the table as she got up and left. I had no choice but to grab it and follow after her, which is how we left the place: her striding confidently to the door with me following her, deeply ashamed that I was carrying her purse.

	“That was bad,” I said.

	“Yes, but not the worst.” She now adjusted herself so she sat on the very edge of the bed. She spread her legs and pulled her black lace panties to one side, exposing her lips. She pointed to the floor before her.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said and I dropped to my knees between her legs.

	She continued: “I think the bikini bit was the worst, when I told the waiter that I hadn’t meant to imply that you’d ever worn a bikini but then I implied it.”

	“You did more than imply it,” I said, which was true. She basically told him I was a cross-dresser:

	 

	“Excuse me, Richard,” said my wife to the waiter. “I want to be clear that I didn’t mean to imply that my husband wears a bikini. I would never imply such a thing no matter what else he wore around the house.”

	The waiter raised an eyebrow and I sank further in my chair. My dick was so hard though.

	“I mean, not that I suppose there’s anything wrong with it these days. Every time you turn on the television these days, you see men in dresses. And we’re told we’re not supposed to notice. Isn’t that right, dear?” I turned bright red, but didn’t answer.

	My wife leaned in closer to the waiter and smiled at him. The table cloth began to shake, which told me that she was shaking her leg excitedly, showing him her interest. I could see his penis become erect beneath his black slacks.

	“The thing is,” she continued, “we’re told not to notice, but I don’t know how you can’t notice. A man in a dress... or a bikini isn’t that easy to miss, is he?”

	“I suppose not,” said the waiter.

	“Tell me, does it seem natural to you that a man should want to wear a dress?”

	“I can’t really judge.”

	“That’s very nice of you.” She now put her hand on the young man’s wrist; I saw him involuntarily puff up his chest in response. “But what should his wife think? Doesn’t that seem like an invitation for her to go find other men?”

	I squirmed in my seat. I had never felt more helpless in my life than I did right now, watching my wife flirt with this young man and mentally neuter me in his mind in the process.

	“It would seem only fair, wouldn’t it? If he’s not going to be the man of the house, then shouldn’t she be allowed to go out and find another man? Hypothetically.”

	The waiter now smirked. “Hypothetically? Sure.”

	Without warning, my wife pushed her fork off the table to the floor; this clearly was no accident. It landed with a clink at the waiter’s feet. “Whoops!” she said.

	“I’ll get it,” said the waiter.

	My wife squeezed his wrist. “Oh, don’t worry, my husband will get it.”

	I swallowed hard. This was humiliating, and I wasn’t sure I could even do it, much less did I want too. Indeed, this seemed like too much. Then I felt my wife’s foot rubbing against my leg. Somehow, that soothed me and made me want to do as my wife said, so I slid from my chair down to the floor. The only way to reach it, without pushing the waiter away, was to drop to my knees and reach for it, which I did.

	“Doesn’t my husband look natural on his knees?” asked my wife with a laugh. “Just kidding.”

	Only, it was clear she wasn’t kidding. This sent a chill racing through me followed by hot, hot burning shame. At the same time, my penis unloaded a large splash of precum into my panties. Nevertheless, I picked up the fork and handed it to Richard.

	“Thank you,” he said.

	“You’re welcome,” I said softly as my face turned red as a lobster and I got off my knees and slipped back into my chair, emasculated. Richard smiled at my wife and went to replace the fork. My wife smiled at me.

	“Excited?” she asked.

	 

	“I think when you were on your knees handing Richard that fork, that was the worst moment for you,” said my wife. She smirked at the memory. “I bet you never imagined something like that happening and you were horrified...but I’ll bet you’ve never been harder either.”

	“No comment,” I said.

	“Good. You shouldn’t be speaking anyways. You have other duties.”

	My wife pointed to her lips, essentially telling me to start licking. So I stuck out my tongue and I started doing exactly what she wanted. She leaned back and enjoyed my efforts. Soon, her body was shaking with the effects of an orgasm. When she finished, she leaned forward and stroked my hair.

	“You’re a good girl, Princess,” she said. “I have so much still planned for you.”

	That made me feel genuinely good. “Thank you, Ma’am,” I said.

	“Do you still think you don’t want me finding a boyfriend? Someone like Richard?” she asked.

	I shook my head. “I don’t want that, Ma’am,” I said.

	“What if we share him?”

	My jaw dropped. Was my wife really suggesting that I have sex with another man? Or was this just another attempt to shock me? Either way, I shook my head. I did not want that.

	“I think you’d love to suck another man’s dick, if I made you,” she added.

	Again I shook my head.

	She chuckled. “Maybe I should cuckold you with another woman?” I raised an eyebrow.

	 

	The End of Part One...
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